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A lady with a perambulator butted Handforth in the l'.ll:‘ before he could be
aware of it, and the next moment he staggered sideways and nearly knocked
an old gentleman throagh the shop window.




Y

i L :" /

HOOLGIRLS

ORD ‘or HONOUR !

, "I’./ “a~ /,‘.ﬁ:‘:.
1

-

4

/

P = = e T —

E. SEARLES BROOKS

.~ A ROUSING STORY OF THE

OF ST. FRANK'S AND

THE GIRLS OF MOOR VIEW

SCHOOL

The Narrative Related by NIPPER

and set down by

The keenness shown by my readers in their letters for more about the
Girls of Moor View School has encouraged our popular Author to introduce
the fair pupils of Miss Bond’s establishment more prominently than ever
in the story you are about to read. It centres chiefly around the fascinating
personality of Miss Irene Manners and the mystery concerning the Head’s

wife. A novel feature in this story

is the description of the cricket match

between the Girls of Moor View and the Boys of St. Frank's.

THE EDITOR.

—— — ——

—— i i

CIHHAPTER I
PUTTING HFR FOOT DOWN.
IRIENI*‘. MANNERS jumped lightly off her

P—————— o

bieycle in Bannington High Street and
placed the machine against the curb,
And just then, Handferth, of the
. Remove, emerged from the chemist’s shop
with a new packet of Kodak film, and
slopped dead in the middle of the pavement.

“Good-cvening, Miss Irence!”” he said
cazerly., : - .

It was rather thoughtless of Ilandforth
10 halt so abruptly. A lady with a peram-
bulator butted Ilandforth in the rear before
he could be aware of it, and the next
moment he staggered sideways, and nearly

Hocked an old gentleman through the shop
Window, )

-"llerv. L zay ! gasped Handforth. ¢ What
the dickens— .

It was really
Sad Irene severely.
slartlegy d

i< -

o Well, I—1 saw you,

Andforth awkwardly.

“And am I s0 very dreadful??

tin
hasllﬁﬂlh(-‘r not !’ declared Edward Oswald
Als) Yo “As & matter of fact, you look so
>litely ripping that I was bowled over.

yvour own fault, Ted,”
“Why did you look so

Miss lrene,’! said

I didn’t expeet Lo see you, either. Lovely
cvening, isn't it?t’

They had drawn to the edge of the pave-
ment now, and there was certainly some
reason  for IHandforth's embarrassment.
Irene Manners was his particular chum—in
fact, the only agirl fricnd he had. And on
this brizht summer cvening she was looking
unusually pretty and attractive in white.
The sudlen vision had made poor old
Handy's brain reel.

“1 don't see Church and McClure,”” re-
marked Irene, in surprise,

Oli. the fatheads were keen on cricket,
and wonldn'l come with me,”" said Hand-
forth. **As it bappens, I'm jolly siad.”?

*“But aren’t vou keen on cricket, too?"!
asked the schoolairl,

“ Rather! DBut ['m 30 well up in practice
that I didn't need to put in any spell at
the nets this evening,’”’ said Handforgh
modestly.,  *1 say--er—are yon-—— That
is=—~- 1 mean—er—--"’

“Well?”? asked Irene smiling.

“Yes, rather!”” said Handforth feebiy,

“ But whal were you zoing to say'’y”’

Say?  Oh, that?"” iaitered llandforth.
‘“ Notlhing, Miss Irene—-nothing at ail! Only
I was wondering 1 you were going back
alone? 1 mean, we might ride e

“ Ride howne touether?'” finished

Irene,
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helping him. ““Why, of course! 1 shan’t
be more than five minutes in the shop. I
want to buy a litlle bottle of scent for
Marjorie’s birthday present.”’

And she tripped lightly into the chemist’s,
leaving Handforth with a feeling that he
was several Kinds of an ass, After al,
why on carth should he have been nervous
sn Irene’s presence? Why had he [altered

en much in asking her such a simpe
question?. lle  leanmed against his  bicycle
and glared at . his feet wilth conslderable

intensity. :

“]1 hope you can see¢ ‘em?’’ observed n
well-known voice cheerfully.

Handlorth started, and looked round.

““ My only hat!”’ he said blankly. **Where
Ggid you spring from?t”’

*«1 didn’t spring at all— I walked!”’
replicd Willy Handforth, the leading light
of- the Third Furm at St. Frank’s. “ Whal's

wrong with your feet?”’
“ My feel?”
“Those  whacking great things down

there !’ explained Willy, poipting.

Handforth turped red.

. ] -don't want any of your cheek!"" he
sald darkly. :

““Now 1 come- to examine them carcfully,
they are a bit terrible,”” said Willy thought-
fully. *1If you flonted your shoes down the
river, ohl mian, they’'d be misiaken for a
couple of barges!”’

e Yhy, you--you——""

“But joking aside, I just -want to
s_ay___L_I? -

“ Joking!’? ioared llandfortir furiously.
‘‘Look here, you -young bounder, unless

you clear off this instant I'll DbifT you! 1
don't want you here—you give me a pain!
Your face worries me. I always feel
depressed when you come near!’’

“ That’s because you don’t like my beauli-
ful habit of telling the truth,”’ said Willy
calmly. **I'm just” off Dback to St
Frank's. Coming?"”’

“No!* snapped his major,

“* Waiting for Irene, eh??

“lrene?’’ repeated Handforth, as though

he had never heard the name.

“You're jolly dense this cvening,’”’ said
his minor. *“Irene! Your best girl, you
know. Didn't she just go into the chemist’s?
If you like, I'll 'wait, and we’ll all ride
home together!”™ Bl

Handforth nearly burst a blood-vessel.

“Oh, will we?’? lhe said teuscly. Wil
we?”?

“Why not?’

‘““Beecause I wouldn't have you wilh us for
a thousand quid!'’ roared Handforth.
“Two's company, and YLhree's none! Clear
off while you're safe! [I'll give you ten
sceonds!'’ , _

“Well, there’s no..nced to colleet a
crowd!”’ remarked  Handforth minor.
“Everybody’s - looking at us. as |t is. All
right. [ wonr't be a spollsport. I'll bugz

off, and leave Irene to you, so that you can

whisper sweet nothings to her on the way
howme.”’

** By George! You—you-—"

“That’ll be easy, because you always say
nothing whatever you speak,”” went on
Willy candidly. * But be careful, old man.
Tlif-s;: airls arc Jolly touchy, you know—-"2

iff!

“Take that!’ roared Handfortih,
perated beyond measure.

Willy went over hackward, turning =2
complete somersault over Irene’s biexc!.,
against which he had been standing. lic
fell in the gutter, hut before he could risc,
his major.yanked him up by the seat of his
trousers; and gave him a violent push..

EXaS-

“Now clear off!’*  hissed Handforth
flercely. .

“Oh, Ted! You—you bhully!”’

Ilandforth  whirled round, dismayed.

Irene had come out of the shop, and was
gazing at him with unulterable scorn. And
Willy grinned in the most unsympathetic
manner.

“‘Hear, hear, Miss IJrene!”” he said.
“ That’s right—-let him have it! Just lock
at the way he treatcd me in the public

highway! So long! 1 think 1'd betler be
going?!”’ :

And Willy, scenting further troubled,
vanished. =

“ Thank goodncss!’’ growled Handforth. .
““The fact 1s, Miss Ircne, he checked me
until—*? |

“ Will you *pleas¢ pick my bicycle up?”?
asked Irene coldly.

Handforth did so with haste, :

“ The young beggar!’’ he said. “*Willy
knocked it over—"’

‘“Thank you!’”’ said the
““ Good-cvening, Handforth!’’ o

“ But—but we were going to ride home—-
[—I thought—"’ ,

“] am very sorry if you should think such
an absurd thing,’’ Interrupted Irene, with
supreme iciness. “I saw you knock Willy
down, and I think you are a brute. Pleasc
don’t attempt to explain. And if you dare
to lollow me I will slap your face!”’

And the girl twirled round with her chin
high in the air, ;

girl stfliy,

CHATTER IL
IRENE'S ADVENTURE.

~ ANDIFORTH was
utterly startled.

On one other cele-

brated occasion

Irecne had quarrelled with

him, and that, teoo, had hecn

; on account of his impulsive

habit of letting fly at the least ?mvocn.tio::.

It had been days before the girl had deign.l

to speak to him, and he had been in uttr
misery. L) ,

And now it was just the same again. St.¢

had even gone (o the length of addressiia

hi:n a3 ‘*llapdforth.”’  And just bzenutv



¢ had trealed Willy far more lenicntly than
¢he young beggar deserved.
“wf—I say, Miss Irenc,”” he panted
pursiedly. ‘*You—you don’t mecan if, do
on? I only biffed him becanse—"'

‘?Hc paused, for Ircne had taken utterly

o notice of him and was in the act of
mounting her bicycle. The leader of Study

clutched at her sleeve in desperation.,

« oh, look here, Irene—"" he began.

<« How dare you!' asked the girl angrily.
& Let me go at once!”

¢ But—but—"’'

[ don't want to speak to you again,”’
interrupted Irene, pulling herself free, and
preparing to start. ‘“And remember what
I said—if you follow me I shall be very,

very angry.”’

" She glided away, and Handforth stood
Jooking after hcer retreating form as it
threaded its way through the traflic of the
old High Street. And Handy remained on
the edge of the pavement like a statue.
- Ile didn't move until Irene had vanished,
and then he turned to his own machine with
a sudden wild impulse,

“[ won't take any notice of what she
said!’’ he muttered. “I'll jolly well have
this oul—and put things right!"

- But bettcr scense prevaltled, and he didn't
fo. Upon second thoughts he concluded that
it would be far wiser to wait until the
morrow, when Irene’s anger would have
subsided. .

« Handfsrth grimly decided upon his plans.
Ile would take Willy with him,
would make Willy confess that the whole

incident had been his own fault. After
that, Irene wouldn't keep up her present
frozen attitude.

" And landforth, having come to this con-
clusion, mounted his machine and cyeled
down the High Strect in order to accomplish
one or- two other errands, which he had
decided to forsake previously.

In the meantime, Irene was on her way
;'01“_0» still vcry angry with liandforth for
1ving acted so viciausly. DBeing a girl,
She couldn’t understand the schoolboy point
Of view. She quite failed to appreciate that
Villy himself took the whole thing in good

arl and wasn't a bit injured, either
Mentally or physically.

This was a “sore point with Nandforth.
irls  were such dulfers like that. They

::‘]‘3":01' would secm to understand that a

Tt‘ml;l' can biff another ohap and everything
hat,m the same. Qirls secmed to imagine

oy the very act of giving a fellow a black
¢ was a Drutal business.

“.};I“;Te Was no question that Irene- Manners
by th‘»‘".\' annoyed with Edward Oswald. But
Seelin ¢ time she was hall-way home her
She rgsr were not quite so antagonistic.
dis m aised that Willy might have chipped

Jor; she knew hc was a young terror.

ﬁ:;d I!.‘lh! even began to feci a little regret-
slmrm;"t' she had treated Ilandforth so

and he

But it would du him good; he must learn
lo get out of these violent habits. Irene
was an oplimist if she believed that her
influcuce would have any permanent effect.

She had got to a point of the Bellton
Road where it dipped into a little hollow,
with a sharp hill just beyond. Down there
it was very quict and peaceful, and as
there was no traffic about Irene scemed
to be utterly alone.

The horizon was nccessarily quite limited
down in this dip, so even il there had been.
traflic on the road, it was not visible until
it reached the top of either hill.

Ircne was free-wheeling, but she started
pedalling again, in preparation for the sharp
rise. Something attracted her atlention
towards the left, where the meadows stoped
gently down towards the River Stowe,

A flgure was crossing along the [ootpath
—the ligure of a girl, attired in sombre dark
clothes., And she secmed to be walkiog
rather unsteadily. Irene thought very littie
of it, and kept pedalling.

She lost sight of the flisure behind some
intervening trees, but as she glanced round
again, she saw the girl reach a stile. And
Irenc was rather startled when the figure .
faltered half-way over the stile, and then
fell headlong to the ground on the other
side. It was as though her collapse had
Leen the result of a fainting fit.

“Whatever shall 1 do?’’ murmured Irene,
jumping from her bicyele.

She  pauwsed for a moment, standing quile
still, and-staring at the distant stile. But
there was no movement--no indication that
Il?hl(i girl in black bad recovered from her
“il,

“0Oh, how silly of me to forbid Ted to
come!” murmured Irene, with vexation.
“ But how was 1 to know? 1 do hope some

body comes—'' ;

She glanced up and down tile road
anxiously. But still tiere was no sign of
life. And lrene promptly came to a
decision.  She rewmounted her machine, and
rode swiftly into the bhollow,

Here she pushed her bicycle through the
hedge, left it concealed there, and ran
quickly across the meadow. She arrived at
the stile rather breathless, and fearful as
to what she would And.

So she was not utterly startled when sheo
saw the form of the girl in black stretched
on the gzround on the other side of the
stile —still and silent. And the girl had
fallen in a huddled heap.

; In a momeut, Irenc was knecling beside
1CF.

“Are you hurt?”’ she asked breathlessly.
“0h, dear! Whatever can I do? Ob, thank
goodness! [—1 thought—"’

She had caught sight of a distinct move-
ment—she saw, in fact, that the other was
breathing irregularly, aund in a decidedly
unnatural way. DBut she was certainly very
much alive, -

And this was cnough for Irene. She seized

| the unfortunate girl by the shoulders, and
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raised her head: The next sccond, she was
staring at the pale, drawn [ace of the other
with blank amazement. |

“Why, it's—it’s Mrs, Stokes!” exclaimed
Irene, aloud,

She was 'so surprised that she could only

stare for a moment. - Mra. - Stokes! The
pretty, young wife of- Dr. ‘Beverley Stokes,
the youthful MHeadmaster of St. Frank’'s
College!
- There was nothing particularly remarkable
in the fact that Mrs. Stok®s should take a
walk through these meadows—for, after all,
Lthe school was only a.short distance away
by cutting across the rustic foothridge, and
then over the meadows.- Neither was it
strange that Mrs. Stokes should trip as she
crossed the stile, and thus hurt herself.

But it certainly was singular that the wife
of such a prominent man should be out and
abhout dressed in the garb of & maidservant!
Tor this was the truth, '

Mrs.. Stokes was wearing a flimsy, cheap
eloak, and beneath this she was attired in
the black alpaca dress and apron of the
average maidservant, or lady’s malid. ;

A small hat, with a veil attached, had
fallen off in her tumble. And it waz small
wonder that Irene should feel such astonish-
ment. What extrnordinary freak had caused
the attractive wife of Dr. Deverley Stokes
to walk abroad in this get-up?

But Irene was not allowed to ponder very
much, for Mrs. Stokes was moaning slightly.
A ‘brook gushed and rippled near by, and
[iene remembered that cold water was per-
haps the best remedy in a case like this.
:She ran swiltly to the ting stream, and
returned with her cupped hands full of
water. It was ouly a mere drop, but she
sprinkled the water over Mrs. Stokes' face
‘and forehead, and then hurried back for
anothen, supply.

- She was greatly relieved, on returning, to
find the MHead's wife with her eyes open,
staring uncomprehendingly about her.

CHAPTER III.
TIIE PROMISE.

1[, Mrs. Stokes, I'm
so glad!"? exckiimed
Irene, as she drop-
ped on her knces,

forgetting- all  about the

water she-had been carrying.

‘“Are  _you fecling Dbetter
now?”’ : _
“[--I don't secem to remember——— O,
yes!? murmured Mrs, Stokes, suddenly

attempting to sit up. ‘““It was the stile—I
tripped, I beiieye—— And yet 1 don’t think
I 417’ . she added .dully.

“1 saw you,” said K~ene.
me that you -collapsed.”? =
The Ilead's- wife said rothing for a few
moments. Mer cheeks were. very pale, and
there was rather a wild look in lLer eyes,

“Jt seemed to

She was so very different to her usual clieer.
ful, sunny sell, that Ireme was [celing jusg
a little [rightened. _ -

She bad met AMrs. Stokes once or twire,
and had liked her immensely—as, indeed
everyboldy did who came into contact wiu{
her. At St. Frank's, both Dr. and Mrs:
Stokes were adored by all the fellows.

“l think I've seen you before, haven'}
177 asked Mrs.” Stokes suddenly. ‘
.“Yes, of course. “1I'm ]rcne Manners.

“0Oh, yes—from the QGirl’s School,”’ mur.
mured Mrs, Stokes. “ Thank you so ‘much
for helping me like this. I shall be much
better in a few minutes—especially if you
get me a drop more water.” '

Irene went off at once, and after the
patient had had a few sips of crystal water,
she fclt considerably better. A little colour
returned to her cheeks. It was only ber
manner that alarmed Irene.

ler eyes were still wild—flashing about
here and there, In a jerky unnatural way.
She kept opening her mouth, as though to
speak, but said nothing. And wow and
again her nostrils dilated as though she
was sullering from some ‘inward emution.

And, once she was a little better, she
simply couldn’t keep still. She was either
moving her head, or her hands, or her arms,
Irenc Tlad never sceb anybody quite so rest-
less before.

‘““ Are you—are you very ill, Mrs. Stokes?*?
asked the girl concernedly. -

“No, no—of course not!'' replied the
other, with a sudden note of alarm. * This
18 nothing—just a little attack of faintness,
Thank you so much for what you bhave
done—but you need not wait any onger.”

Irene shook her hoead. g

“Oh, Mrs. Stokes, 1 couldn’t leave you
like this!’’ she protested. “I want you
to let me help you home—'?

“No, no, no!'" broke in Mrs. Stokes, her
voice rising with acute consternation—and
without any apparént reason. “You can't

—you mustn’t! Please—please go! Obh,
leave me alone—just leave me aloneg!’’
Irene was more alarmed than ever. Her

companion was getting hysterical,” and sud-
denly, without the least reason or warning,
she commenced sobbing convulsively.

“0Oh, please tell me what is wrong,”
pleaded. lrene softly. ,

Mrs. Stokes soon controlled herself.

*“It's nothing—1'm feeling a little hi~a-
strung, that’s all,” she said. “ And Miss—
Miss——*?

“My name’s Irene.”’

“ Please, Irene, say nothing about this to
anybody,” beggzed Mrs. Stokes, looking =«
Irene with her eyes aglow with fear and
strange anxiety.. “ You won’t, will you?
Promise me that you won’t say a word!”’

“0Of course I promise, but—'’ 5

“ Nobody would understand—and there
would be¢ all sorts of talk,” went on Mrs.
Stokes quickly, . “and that, that would Le
bad for my busband. lrene, please tell po-



hady about this, Tell
oy at  all—nnt
¢y N your Oown
friends. I'orgel that
you have seen me.”

““ Oh, Mrs.  Stokes,
['m  sure¢ you're¢ very
unwell!”’ exclaimed
[rene anxiously, * Do
let me take  you
Jinine w

“N», no — you
muntn’s stay with me
any longer!™  inter-
rnpted the  Head's
wile. 71 can’'t ex-

pian, but I wish you
hadn't seen  me like
thi~. You-—you may
ilunk it very pecu-
livr—=""

she paused,
al her attire.
“Well, T did cer-
t vnly think it, rather
strange,”  3awd  Irene
frintly.

“It's nothing
~-nothing  to
yourself  about,”

looking

much
WOITY
said

You—you bully !
.Handlorth whirled round, dismayed.
out of the shop, and was gazing at him with unutterable

Irene had come

Mrs, Stokes, I am
wearing  my maud’s
clothing—just for this
evenine., 1 had to!

| -1 came out espe-
ciriity for—"' She a“
prosed,  an distress, Oh, Ted !
“Oh, but I can't ex-
;;!.nign---;nliui'.l do wish SCorn.
yon'd zo!

lrene was more

I'ezzled than ever—and more frightened, too.
ller companton was bhecoming more strange
every minute in her talk and actions.  And
she went on in a wild sort of way, talking
tlisjointed]y.

Azain and
schaolairl to leave her.

again, she pleaded with the
And so at last,

although she felt that Mra, Stokes needed !

her maore than ever, Irene prepared to take
her departure.

“I'll go, Mrs. Stokes, and I'll promise to
Fay nothing about this te anybody,”” she
Sud quietly. “ But first of all you must let
me see you on yvour feet, so that I know
You are safe.”

Mrs, Stokes rose unsteadily. and after
taking a few paces she swayed and wonld
live fallen but for Irene's presence. She
iitnulil there, supported by Irene, breathing
1ATd.

" Oh, let me go—1let me get to the river!"”
she eried wildly. “I must get to Yen! I
Muast see him! 1He's wailing—waiting——"’
l”“ l'telnse, Mrs, Stokes!"” shouted Irene, dis-
; ‘-‘i."(‘l |
~ Wilth an effort, Mrs. Stokes cheched her-
e, an:dl then she suddenly gave a quick,
tlad crv. ller eves became fixed, her gaze

heni wpan something over Irene’s shoulder,

“ At Iast—at 1ast! muttered the Jlead's
wife,

Itene turned quickly, and zaw a stranger
approachme—a  small man, conventionally
attired in white flannel trousers and a blue
blazer adorned with gilt braot, Under mis
panama there was a dark, swarthy face.

“Do—do you hnow this gentleman?®’
asked Irene, in astonishment.

“Yes, yves! Tell him to hurry——"

Mrs, Stokes broke off, and ncarly fell to
the ground. And Irene, in great fear,
turncd her face to the straneer.

“ Please enme ! she shouted. “ Help me!
This—this lady is very unwell, and she
seems to have been expecting vou—"’

“1 come!” exclaimed the other, in crisp,
alert tones. © [ wait for Mrs. Stokes—she
not come—sa I come search. Velly good,
Find her. Soon have Mrs. Stokes allce
light.’®

With a masterful way, the Oriental genlly
lowered Mrs. Stokes to the ground, and
propped her head on his bent knee. lle re-
mosed a poacket medicine case, and inapected
the contents,

“ Water,'* he said, looking at
“You fetch water, please?”

Ircene.
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“Yes—how foalish of me to
pantecd the girl.

She hurried off, and returned within a
few moments. Tie Chinaman was looking
calm and impassive, and Mrs. Stokes was
quiet and still--breathing perfectly evenly.

** Soon better now,”’ said the hLittle man,
* A little dlop of water, and Nrs. Stokes b
line.” :

“Why, have you given her some medi-
cine??’ asked lrene, In surprise.

“Just a little—me clever.like that,”’ said
the other.

Adrene seemed to remember having seen
him before, but in her agitated state she
had not given the matter a thought. But

forget!™’

SON LEE LIBRARY

in a mapner which clecarly
Siey were aequainted.

It was very singular,
And Irenc dimly understood that perhaps
the Head had had some justification for his.

indicated that,

daction, Somehow, it didn't scem right 1o
the schoolgirl that this sinister-looking
Chinaman should be friendly with Mr.,
Stokes.

But it wasn’t Irene’s business, aiter all.

And she wasn't an immquilsitive girl. SNhe
wisely decided she had better be goiny,
Aod just then the Chinaman looked up
at bher.

“You help me?” he asked. “Damp lLcie.
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now, her anxlety allayed somewhat, she had
time to think.

And then she remembered.

"It was this man—this little Chinese—who
had met with such drastic treatment from
Dr. Beverley Stokes one day during the pre-
vious week. Irene had witnessed the in-
cident—she and her - chums; with Archie
Clenthorne, had seen the lead knock this
Chinaman down, kick liim into a heap, and
then hurl him without compunction into a
diteh of mud.

Irene had been
time—she had, indced, ealled "‘Dr. Stokes a
brute to bhis faece. And there was this
Oriental gentleman meeting the Head’s wife.

very indignant

at the

The lady not comfeortable,
her to river.”

‘“ Yes, of course,” zaid Irene.
it be mare damp there?”’ o

The yellow man shook his head, but said
no more. Hetween them they helped Nrs.
Stokes to her feet. Her former sestlessuness
had complctely vanishad, and she was now
exiactly the opposite—listiess, apathetic, and
dull-eyed.

She offered no protest a3 she was led
away. And soon afterwards Irene .under:
stood what the Chinaman had meant. Far
passing round a clump of willows, .they
came within sight of the River Stowe.

Angd moored against the hank there was

Help me take

““But won't



neat little molor-launch of the typical
river varicby—wilh enclosed cabins and tiny
decks fore and aft. She was a pretty craft.

. «oh'” said Ircne. **This is splendid.
we'll be able to take Mrs. Stokes down
_ the river, and land her quite near the
school.” _
i« perhaps—but I think not 30,” said the
Chinaman.
Irene didn't want (o go on board, but
the little man insisted. And in a short
time Mrs. Stokes was made comfortable

in the forward cabin. She was placed in
a deep, cushioned chair, with a rug over

her. -
"« Now we come away—just for little
while,” said the Chinaman. “ She much
better soon—few minutes. We ftalk, yes?
You wait untd Mrs. Stokes better?”

Irene bhesitated.

C““Why, yes,' she said slowly.
pose so."

“Velly good-—we sit next cabin,” said the
other. “You not come?” he added, as

Ircne hung back. ““You not afraid of me?”

“Afraid ! said Irenc scornfully. * How
absurd !*

She walked into the adjoining eabin, and
sat in one of the chairs opposite her host.
“There was still plenty of daylight, but it
was a little gloomy in this enclosed cabin,
The spot was in a kind of Dbackwater,
quiet and deserted. It seemed as if they
were alone in the world.

[rene wasn't afraid, but she was anxious.
The whole adventure was a puzzle to her—
and she was deeply concerned for Mrs.
Slokes.  In  addition. she knew that she
had to be back at the Moor View S$chool
before locking up—or there would be awk-
ward questions. And such questions she
would be unable to answer, since she had
promised Mrs. Stokes to say nothing of thiz
aflair.

In fact, the girl realised that her posi-
tion might be extremely awkward if she
dallicd much longer. But she put aside all
- thoughts of herself—Armly and resolutely.

She must wait-—wait until Mrs. Stokes

ICOUI.(I come with her. The thought of
caving the Head's wife made her shiver.

“J—I1 sup-

—— -

CHAPTER IV.
THR WHITE POWDERS.

RENE'S companion softly
chuckled.

“Why »you frown?”
he asked, bending

slightly [forward, and remov-
ing a cigarette from between
; his thin lips. “ You think,
You think it very funny that Mrs.
You not under-

ch?
'Et?-:;l::;a“ﬁ?':?e'hpm like t:his?,
at 1t means, yesy’

‘l"";"'l'e looked at him boldly.
'ere is no reason why I should under:

-

stand,” she replied.
ness,”

*0h, sa!” he excliimed.
usual girl! You not inquisitive? First girl
I meet s0o. DBut [ teil you things—whether
you curious or not. You know so much --
must know more.”

“1 am sure you needa't trouble,”
Irenc briefly.

“But you misunderstand—you form wrong
implession, which bad,” sail the Chinaman.
““ Evely thing good—yet it looks net good.
Mc cexplain. I am Dlofessor Yen Chung--
gleat doctor. You understand?”

Irene looked at him with sudde intereat.

“Really?” she said. “A prolessor—a
doctor?”

“Yes,” nodded the other. “I know Mra.
Stokes many years. 1 eure her of disease
when quite  young. She nearly die, and
Fnglish doctors give her up. But 1 cure
her. Now and again she suffer from effects
—nervons, highly stlung, hystelical.”

“Oh!” said the girl slowly.

“ Mrs. Stokes only helped by me—no other
doctor can ease her when these fits of high

“It is not my busl

“You most uu-

said

tension ecome,” cxplained Professor Yen
Chunza. “ But Dr. Stokes not like me: he
sa¥ I'm no good. IHe velly angly l-ecauso

I come to see Mrs. Stokes.
him—me lose good patient.”
“Oh!” said Irenc agaln,
It seemed to her that muech had teen ex-
plaiuned that had hitherto been obsecutre. * S0
this strange little Chinaman was a dcetore
and Irene, who Eknew something abouyb
quacks, had an idea that he was a member

of this latter fraternity.

In all probability, Mri. Stokes was not
really ill at all, but waz merely highly
strung, and subject to fits of hysteria—
being, in fact, a victim of her own i1magina-
tion—which is known nowadays as newras-
thenin. At least, a large proportion of our
present-day neurnstheni: patienta wie merely
troubled with “nerves ” throuzh the vivid-
ness of their own imaginations. [If theso
people are rich, they are cexcellent vietima
for the medicnl quack.

And Professor Yen Chung had found an
casy source of income in Mrs, Stokes, for
her family was quite rich. Her marriage
to Dr. Stokes had largely put an end to
the Chinese physician’s visits, for the Head-
master of St. Frank’s was hardly the kind
ofl man to encouragze imposture.

And this was why he had dealt so dras-
tically with the Oriental. And Mrs. Stokes,
still highty strung, had [allen a vietim to
another of her imaginary spells of iliness.

So she had arranged this meeting in seerch
with the professor—and this, too, allorded
an explanation of the parlourmaid’s dress
that Mrs. Stokes was wearing.

A great deal beeame quite clear to Trene—
at all events, she assumed it to be clear.
And she looked at her companion with less
mistrust and misgiving He was probably
a little rascal, but there was nothing very
sinister about him..

Pity she mally



- "“You think mueh, ch?” he asked, smiling.

“Well, yes,” admitted lrene. * Do you
think Mrs. Stokes will be better now?”

“Just a little lonpger—wait few minutes,”
satd Yen Chung. “ When she wake up she
smile—happy and content. You sce! Me
the only man who can lbelp her—me know
her case.”

“What did you do to make her sleep so
peacefully?” asked Irene curiously.

The Oriental shook his head.

‘“You not understand,” lie repiied. “ But
my cure is good. Velly pgood. Wait just
two three minutes, and you sec. You come
from school, eh?” he added, glancing at
Irene’s badge. “ Big school, where Mrs.
Stokes' husband chief master?”

“Oh, no! St. Frank’s is only for boys,”
recplied Irene. *“ Mow absurd of you. It
wouldn't be right for boys and girls to be
at the same school together.”

““Na?”  smilcc the rrofessor. *“In
Amelica boys and girls always in same
school. But not same here, no?”

“In England the girls’ schools are always
separate from the boys' schools,”
Jrene, ralher surprized that her companion
didn't know this. <1 think it -is better, too.
1 belong to the Moor View School—just a
little way from St. Frank's, you know.”

*“You got fliends—plenty girls you krow?”

*O( course.”

“So." J wonder if I help you?” asked Pro-
fessor Yen Chung, stroking his chin thcught.
fully. *“You study much? And perhaps
some of yon zet bad headaches from much
reading and learning?”

Irene launghed.

‘ Headaches?” she  repeated. < Well, |
suppose we all have headaches at times—
but the hest curc is> {o get into the fresh
air. Some of the girls tahe aspirin tablets,
but Mis3 Bond greatly disapproves of them,
hecause they’re drugs--although she Lakes
them hersell, on the quiet.”

‘“Bad, bad—velly bad!?’ said the China-
man, shaking his head. ‘““Dlugs! Youn take
diugs, and you do mueh harm.  Flesh air
good, but flesh air not always possible.
Perhaps 1t raining, can no go out. So?”

“Yes, and sometimes; there’s no time to

g0 out, even if it isn't reining,” smiled
lrene. ‘" Work has «ot tc bhe dope, you
know. Two or three of the girls have ter-

rible headaches at times.”

“I help them,” said Professor Chung
calmly.

“0Oh, no! Youa mustn't eome——" began
irene, -

“No come—nc want money,” smiled th
Chinaman. © You distlust me, eh? A pity—
mo onty wishful to help. | not take money
---I eure you headaches because it please

me !
He rose amid went to a little eupboard.
When he turned he was holding a small

cardboard box. He opened it, and showed
the contents to Irene-—a pumber of carefully
folded, tiny packets.

“Why, what are these?” asked the girl.

replied |-

“Me show you,” smiled Yen Chung.
He carefully opened one, and Irene saw
o little dust of white powder.

“Swallow this with a little water—ang
headache go like magie,” smiled the Ching.

man. *‘‘Also toothache— tiredness—any iil.
ness. My powders, my own scleel, an
harmless.”

Ireno looked at them with some doubt,

‘“Me show you,” repcated Yen. ‘‘Sce—e
velly good.”

Ho swallowed the powder, laughed, and
sat down again. Then he closed the bLoy
and offered it to the schoolgirl.

“A plesent from me,” he
“You take .t2”

caid softly,

CHAPTER V.
THE MAQIC OF PROPESSOR TYEN,
ROFESSOR YEN
P CHUNG chuckled s
irene hesitated.
**Why you not take
powders?”’ he asked. “ Ycu
aflaid 2
““No—nat exactly afraid,”
replied Irene slowly. * But it doesn’t secin
right—there’s no reason why you should give
me these powders—-? -

“Mo hike you—-want to help you and
your filends,” interrupted the Chinaman.
‘““Take this box—-1 give, it yon. YWhen you
or your chums have headacites or fecel tircd
-—take one powder. I'ry them. I am frank.
This is not a present, but ar advertisement.”

“ Advertisement?” repeated Irene, in suvr-

prise.
“Yes: you don't amderstand?” e
chuekled. 1 explain. You tly tLheso

powders—they go soon. They so good, yocu
and your chur:s wan{ more. And then youn
pay. Good business. You wunderstand? |
want you to tly before you buy, as you say.”

Irene understood, ard laughed with relicl
and merriment.

“Oh, I see! Just a sample’?” she smilcd,
“Yes, And you want more—later.”

“And how much will they be—if I o
wiant some more?”? asked the girl, acceptivys
the joke in good part.

1 not tell you now-—-not good busines<.”
replied Yen Chung, shaking his head. “Yon
¢ what headache powders do--thzn yoil
understand. 1f you want more, come {0
me. I shall be here three day—Iour day—
perhaps a weck. And after that I Jet you
know.”

“Jt's very kind of you, but I really dou't
suppos¢ 1 shall want any more of the
powders,” said lIrene. “Of course, theic
are quite a lot of girls at the school, bt
they don’t gencrally take drugs—-"

*“ Dings?”? repeated Professor Yen qguickiy.
*No, no! Not so! My powders as harur-
less as cating the water-cress that grows
by the side of the stleam! All good--=l
splendid for health. You tly—and see. Aud
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jemember—not breathe a word where you
get them.”
it '\"h}' nut e

« pelter not,” repiied Chung. “$ay it a
seclet--girls want more, you get them from
e, But don’t say how you obtain powders.
You plomise?”

0t course 1 promise,” laughed Irenc
jahtly. - ;
IIEShc was beginning to understand thal

this repulsive-looking little Chinaman was
not the scoundrel she had suspected him
of being. Just a quack doctor—anxious Lo
make a little money. Hc was evidently an
opportunist, too, for he had lost no time in
taking advantage of Irene’s presence.

They were still talking when a slight
sound came from the adjoining cabin. Yen
Chung got up quickly and entered. Ireae
rose, too,.but didn’t follow. She had o
wish to intrude.

She heard a low murmur of volces, and
aathered that the little Chinaman was ex-
piaining matters to Mrs. Stokes. This was
actunlly the casz, and a few minutes later
the Head's wife entered.

“[ want to thank you very sincerely flor

vour great kindness, Irene,” she said
quietly. “I don’t know what you must
have thought of me. I was over-
wrought—"’

“Please don’t worry vyourself,. Mrs,
Stokes,” put in Irene quickly. ¢ Iroflessor
Yen has told me all about it, and I'm

awfully pleased to sce you looking so much
better. It's—it's marvellous! You are
qulte changed!”

Mrs. Stokes smiled.

“The professor is the most wonderful
man in the world!” she said enthusiasti-
cally. “Now that you know =all this, 1
can speak freely—I was reluctant to do so
earlier, because 1 was alraid you woulda’t
understand. My only sorrow is that Dr.
Stokes has formed such a wrong impression
of the professor.”

Almost immediately afterwards they took
thelr departure—Professor Yen shaking themn
gravely by the hand and bidding them a
fespectful, deferential adieu.

Irene was quite startled.

She had expected to sec Mrs. Stokes a
little better, but the actual difference was
little short of miraculous.

Instead of the pale, drawn cheeks, the:e
3_t're cheeks that radiated wilh health and
;80_ur.' Inastead of the wild eyes and the
Strained, unnaturnl expression, Mrs. Stokes
133 now looking cheerful, radiant, and
Cr eyes were perfectly tranquil,

She was, in fact, yenrs younger in appear-
ﬂ::::]e—.a pretty, laughing girl. And all this
ond heen accomplished in a very brief space
1,,1,.(}"?“ by the little Chinaman! It was

ly surprising that Irene was stunncd
¥ this example of his power.

e

the But, Mrs, Stokes, how in the world did
like Professor do this?” asked Irene. “ [t's
magic! I thought you would be :ll
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for hours and hourz. And yct you seem in
better health than I have seen you before.™

Alrs. Stokes nodded quite calinly.

“Thatl is the professor’s sccret,” she 1e-
plied. 1 haven't the faintest idea how he
effects his cures, but he Is the most mar-
vellous man that I have ever known. i
is a pity there is such a prejudice agalnst
him. Irene, you won't breathe a word of
what has happened to anybody, will you?™

‘“No, of course not,” replied Irene. “I
can understand everything now, And you
can be quite certain, Mrs. Stokes, that 1'll
be very tactful.”

“That’s nice of you, . dear,” sald the
Heads wile, with obvious reliel. ‘“And it
makes mie so comfortable to know that 1
can absolutely rely upon your word of
honour. You see, it may be very awkward
for me if my husband gets to know,
because his prejudice Is most acute.”

Irene didn’t pretend to understand every-
thing thoroughly, and she really didn't earc.
After all, the affair had started alarmingly,
but had ended in rather a tame fashion.
This was what she thought. The girl
would have been startled il she had known
the actual truth!

She had other things to think about, too.
It was gétting late, and she was a little
anxious. Owing to her delay, she would
reach the Moor View School late for lock.
ing up, and then there would have to he
explanations. So she parted with Murs.
Stokes as soon as possible.

The Head's wife had declared her inten-
tion of making her way across the meadows
—taking a short cut to the school. DBul
Irecne had her bicycle to think of. And so,
after saving good-night, she hurried back
to the lane, and found her machine quite
untouched. :

As she rode speedily along, she reviewe:
the recent happenings, and more than once
frowned in a puzzled way. She didn’t
altogether like this flagrant act of decep-
tion. It didn't seem quite honest to her
frank., open nature that Mrs. Stokes should
venlure out dressed as a parlourmaid—in
fact, disguised. '

And whatever the attainmenls of Pro-
fessor Yen Chung, it seemed to Irene that
Mrs. Stokes was not playing the game :n
meeting the man secretly, and against her
husband’s wisnes.

But, after all, it was a trifle.

There was no harm in it—no crime of
any kind. And perhaps Dr., Stokes was not
quite such a fine sportsman as the St.
Frank's fellows belleved. And so, think-
ing in this way. Irene arrived at the Moor
View School, Dbreathless, hot, but perfectly
collected.

She was admlitted by the housekeeper—
this good lady regarding her with severe
disapproval. But she was prevented from
asking any questions by the sudden arrival
of Miss Charlotle Bond.

«“yYou are very late, Mliss Manners!” she



satd stifily. “Tehaps you will be gooud
enongh to explain yoursell, young lady.”

“[ was detained, Miss  Bond,” replicd
Irene.

“ Detained! Indeed, by whom?”?

Irenc hesitated.

“I would rather not say, if jvu dun't
mind,”” she replicd quictly.

The headmistress looked at her closcly.
Miss Bond was a kindly old soul, and she
lcoked after ker pupils with a motlherly
care. And she greatly disliked them to
have any scerets from her, and she had a
horror of the pgirls getling up to secrct
mischicf. Miss Bond, to be exact, regarded
the proximily of St. Frank's as highly un-
desirable.

She was quite recady fo excusc any girl
for being late, if the girl was rcady to give
a reasonable cxcuse. And Miss Bond was
egsily capable of detecting a fib. But it is
fo be fearcd that she would have preferred
a fib to a blank refusal to explain.

“Come, Miss Manners!” she said sharply.
“I can’t allow this! You would rather not
explain? Nonsense! 1 inslst upon knowing
why you are Jate. Do you understand--l
insist 7"

Irene remembered lier faithful promise to
Mrs. Stokes, and she realiscd fally, for the
first time, that the conscquences might be
serious for her. But she had given her
pledze, and that was enough.

“I am very sorry, Miss Bond, but 1 huve
nothing (¢ say,” she said quictly.

“This is not like you, Irene!” said the
headmistress, suddenly dropping her formal
fone and becoming anxious. ‘ Come, chiid,
don't he silly! You are not the girl to
get inlo any scrape, 1 am surc! Let n:¢
know why you are so late.”

““ 'lease, Miss Bond, ask me no more
questions,” said Irene awkwardly.

“0Oh, very well!” snapped
losing patience. “Very well, Miss' Manncrs!
Since you are so obstinate, I shall place
you in detention for the ncxt three days
as a punishment for this disobedience! Go
indoors at once, wretched child!”

Irene went -in, dismayed. The first frait
of her promise was decidedly bitier!

CHAPTER VI.
A SURPRISE FOR THE NEAD.

R. BEVERLEY STOKES
glanced at his walch,
and then walked to
the window of his

study. 1ll¢ Jocked out upon

the Triangle, and saw that
- ' the dusk was gathcring
rapidly. But the evening was still Kot and
close, and many juniors werc out in the
upen.

Glancing upwards, the Tead saw round
the angle of the old building, and he took
great interest in onc partlicular window. 1t

Miss Bon:l,

private

his wife's
sitting-room, and, like most of the others,

was .the window of

it was wide open. For indouvis the hcat
was rather stifling.

Dr. Stokes smiled as he caught sight of
his wife sitting by the window. Me coulqd
sce her shinmncering silk evening-gown, hcr
graceful arm, and the leaves of a magazine
as she idly turned thens. :

Mrs. Stokes had been there [or quite a
Jong time, and this was by no means the
first time that Dr. Stokes had taken 2
look. Indeed, it might have scemed thay,
he was actually keeping watch over her.

She had told him that her head was bad,
and that she was going to spend a quict
cvening in her own room, in an easy-chair
before the window. And she had kept her
word to the Ictter.

Certainly the Head suspecied no trickery.

Everything looked so obvious—there: was
not the slightest hint of duplicity. He was
glad that she had spent a quiet evening,
for she had been very restless and agitate]
of late. At tea-time, indecd, Mrs. Stokes’
drawn and baggard appearance had given
her husband acute anxiety. ' |

“8She’'ll be better for this,” he murmured.
“ There’s nothing like fresh air—that was

why 1 was so pleased when 1 got this
appointment. Yoor little Joyce! 1 hope
;sntc'lln pull round completely, sooner or
atcr.

If the Ilead had spoken these thoughts
aloud, and if any of the fellows had heard
them, they might have wondered. For there
certainly seemed no reason to assume that
Mrs. Stokes was other than normal. It was
true that she had been strange in her
manner just once or {wice, but nobody
thought anything of that.

If Dr. Stokes had wanted a shock, le
could have got one by strolling round to
the rear of the school at ahbout this timec.
For Mrs. Stokes was hurrying in. But
perhaps the Head would not have detecivel
her, after all, for she was cleverly disguisesl.

Her naid’s uniform, and the light cloak,
were suflicient to deceive anybody, and the
veil over her face almost completely coi-
ccaled her features. To her relief, she met
nobody as she crossed the vard, and <he
entered the building by mcaus of a side
door.

With swift footsieps she went cipstairs.
ran lightly along the dimm corridors until
she arrived at her own sitting-rcom,

Tat-tap! Tap, tap, tap!

Mrs. Stokes gave five clear knocks, with
a pause after the sccond. And then she
waited jin a fever of impatience, glancing

up and down- the - corridor. Bui the door
was  unlocked swiftly, and she slipped
inside,

*Oh, thank gcoducss I'm back, Marie!”
she =aid softly. “Tell me—quickly! | Has
anything happened? Has Dr. Stokes beent.
Hag—-"* _

“ No. mam, nobody's been at all” replu'-tl
the girl, “Buat I've been rare anyious,
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mam! 1 thought you was coming back over
irall an hour ago.”

] meant to, Marie, but I came over
dreadfully 111, explained  Mrs,  Stokes.
« But never mind--it doesn't matter at ail.
And now we must change—and the quicker
the better.”

Maric was Mrs. Stokes maid—her own
personal  servant. And, as such, she
apparently shared her mistress’ contidence.
The girl was simple and honest, and she
didn't understand this strange procedure
at all. But she loved Mrs. Stokes, -and
trusted her in a simple and faithful way.

She was just about the same size as her
mistress, and she was attired in one of Mrs.
‘Stokes' evenlng gowns. It was not sur-
prising that the jiead had been deceived:
i‘or, sitting in that chair by the window—
always taking care to keep her face averted
from view—the girl had looked exactly like
‘hier mistress.

During the next eight or ten minutes
hardly a word was spoken, for Mrs. Stokes
and her maid were busily changing. But as
the MHead's wife was making a few final
adjustments to her hair,” Marie stood back—
pnow in her correct uniform—and looked on
wonderingly. i

“J can’t understand it, ma'am,’”’ she said.
“ You went out from her looking dreadful ill,
and now you're just wonderful!™

“ Didn't 1 tell you so, Marie?’ smiled Mrs.
Stokes. “ You see how necessary it was for
ae to reccive the treatment from Professor
Yen. DBut that is our secret, Marie, and
nobody else must know.”

“] won't say a word, ma'am—Yyou can
trust me,” said Marie stoutly. “If that
quecr little yellow man can make you as well
as this, he's a real magician—that's what he
.s.ll'

In a few minutes Mrs. Stokes was ready,
and then she went downstairs. All her
"wanxiety was gone now. She had been ab-
sent from the school for nearly two hours,
and yct nobody knew of it except Marie,
Even the 1llend himself was completely
duped.

Downstairs, in the hall, Mrs. Stokes came
face to face with her husband. He paused,
looking at her in delighted astonishment.

“Why, Jovce, 1 thought you'd 3zone to
bed!” he said gladly.

“XNo, I was feeling so much better that

—

“ Better!” echoed the MHead. “ Why,
darling, you're absolutely changed! I might
almost think—"

He paused, and then laughed.

. “No, that's impossible,” he went on.

.‘ There's no question of your having received
any of that medicine you used to bec so
fond of, ch? 1It’s the fresh air, Joyce—it’s
tl“:‘ Cl@_ar. country atmosphere that's worked

_tllls miracle. I am more plcased than ever
hat I brought you from London."

Somehow, Mrs. Stokes didn’t feel like
?“Wermg. There was & guilty look on
€T Lace, and she was thankful that the hall
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was dimm. But she was soon herself again.

And when they passed outside, to stroll in
the garden, Dr. Stokes saw that his wile
was radiant with health and happiness. And
he himseli changed rapidly. 1Ie had been
looking harassed and worried of late—which
wis totally foreign to his real nature.

But now he bucked up wonderfully, and
he looked upon this particular evening as one
of the happiest he could remember. And
Mrs. Stokes was glad-—glad that she had
saved him from any further worry.

For he would certainly not have been so
joyful had he known the exact [acts—had
he known the reasomn for his wile's remark.
able change. For one moment he had had
a suspicion, but had dismissed it.

And what was the actual meaning of all
this mystery? Was Mrs. Stokes merely a
vietim of nerves, imagining that she suffered
from fMls that were non-existent?

Or was there something deeper—something
more sinister?

CHAPTER VI1I.
ARCHIB, TIIE MESSEXNGER.

T EVENGE! That's
what we want, my
son—revenge!"

John Busterfield
Boots, of the College House,
made that remark as he
strolled across the Triangie
and joined a group of other juniors.

“ You sound like a member of the Black
IHand ! 1 smiled. - And what's the par-
ticular grievance this time? Who do .you
want to strike down in your august fury?”

“You!”" replied Boots. “You; and the
Ancient House generally! Last week you
fetlows zave us a frightful licking—and this
week we're going to reverse things.™

““ Are you?” growled Handforth.
been telling you fairy tules?

“Who's
The C(College

House can mnever lick us! Why, our
cricket’s 30 much better than yours that
you'll soon have to grovel and lick our

giddy hoots!”

Buster grinned.

“We won't Jick your bhoots—we'll lick
vou!”’ he retorted. *“ Cricket's an uncertain
game, and Christine has got his men into
fine form lo-day. So look out for squalis!”

It was the following afternoon. a half-holi.
day. And the weather promised to keep fine
for the inter-House match that had beenp
arranged for the Junior School.

It wasn't at all an important match,
but the juniors took very keen interest in it.
The Head, too, had promised to attend—
he was, in fact acting as one of the
umpires.

Dr. Stokes was no ordinary Headmaster.
Fle entered into the pleasures aad sports ol
the fellows as keenly as though he were a
boy himself. And he had such an air of
genial famillarly that most of the juniors
looked upon him as just one of themselves.



Christine and Co., of the College House,
budly wanted to win, for they had suffered a
severe defeat at the hands of the Ancient

Ilouse a week previously. It was now n good
opportunity to have a fitting revenge.

The day was hot in the extreme, the sun
blazing down out of a cloudless sky. The air
positively quivered with the sultry heat,
“and the atmoszphere was filled with the hum
and bustle of insect life.

Indeed, it was far cooler indoors than out.
And the prospect .of runnmg after a cricket
ball made some of the juniors quail. There

.can be such a thing as having the weather
+1oo fine, even for cricket.

s Hallo, Archie! Playing to-day?" asked
Buster Boots, as Archie Glenthorne lounged

up.
“Good gad, no!” replied Archie. My
dear old potato, the tissues absolutely

wouldn't stand it. I mean to say, this bally
heat is so frightfully frightful that all a
chappie can do is to ooze away by gradual
degrees into a dashed shadow!”™

“Lazy beggar!” said Ilandforth sterniy.
“ Cricket’s just what you need to pat life
into you! You ought to do a bit of field-
ing, my son! Leather- chasing is just the
exercise for slackers!™

“1 hate to disagrce, old tulip, but kindly
ict me observe that the suggestion is pre-
pos.,” said Archie. “Pash it, I haven't
recovered from morning lessons yet! The
‘only possible solution to the old problem is
Lo take several yards of reviving trecatment.”

“In a hammock, I suppose‘?” grinned
Church.
! "l must confess the quggesmon intrigues
ne,”’ admitted Archie thoughtfully. “ A
hn,mmock, what? A hammock, with plenty
of  cushions and things,’”> he went on
dreamily. ¢“ A sound scheme, methinks!
éluti{ ’l_acldie it has one [lairly ghastly draw-
(e

“ There’s no hammock?"” chuckled Boots.
b owwell, that, of course, is somewhat unfor-
tunate; .but 1 was thinking of the bally
flies,”” said Archie. <1 mean to say, these
priceless creatures appear to thrive-on the
old heat! They absolutely whizz about with
cartloads of pep, and all that sort of stufl!
And the wasps, w~hat?

ward when a wasp sits on_a chappie's nose,
and proceeds to wake him np with two or
three inches of sting material!”

. “Yes, that’s about the only thing that
would wake you up!’’ agreed Church.

|« Jrowever, I don't intend to give the pasty
Lblighters a chance,”” said Archie Ermly.
**Go to your cricket, dear old souls, and
nway my blessing be upon you! Tersonally,
I prefer to stagger indoors, and take a small
amount of case on the good ald study lounge
—surrounded by sundry supplies of lime-
juice, lced lemonade, and so forth.”

And Archie lounged ofl elegantly and wlth-

every appearance of collapsing on the way.

[t wouldn’'t be 2 bad idea to pull him
round the playing-ields on tLhe end af .a

It’s frlghtfully awk-

Tope, but we should get more exercise than
Archie,”” said Handforth, *“As for hin
ﬂelding, thc bataman could easlly score
twenty runs before Archic even picked up
the giddy ball!”

Ten minutes- later the match -had started,
and the players didn't nolice the heat so
much once they were fairly out in it. As for
Archie Glenthorne, he¢ made himself very
comfortable in his own study—which was,
indeed, comparatively cool.

For some little time Thipps hovered round
with iced drinks, and Archie finally got rid of
the valet by dispatching him to ll.mnlnglon
on a perfectly unnecessary errand.

And the languid junior sank back on the
lounge to while away the uafternoon iu
slumber., DBut he hadn’t obtained more than
ten of his famous “forty winks » before a
tap sounded on the door.

There was no answer, and so the visitor
walxed in. It turned out to be dIrs. Stokes,
and she was looking fresh and gool in white
muslin, 1t was really astonishing bhow un.
affected by the heat she seemed.

“ Ahem!” she coughed discreetly.’

“Eh? X mean—— What ho!"” murmured
Archie, greatly embarrassed., as he sprang
to his feet. ' Oddslife, Mrs. Stokes, youn
positively made me jnmp like a bally stay
at bay! Kindly forgive me for slumbering,
don’t you know.”

“] think I ought to ask you to forgive mo
for disturbing you,” smiled Mrs. Stokes.
“But I want you to do me a little favour,
and I thought this a good opportumﬁx to
cateh you alone.”

0Oh, rather!” sald Archle. * Dash- It all,
Mrs. Stokes, how is that you're so pricelessly
cool? I [frequently notice that girls look
3hsc:lutely like chunks of ice on the hotfcsk

ay 1

Mrs. Stokes launghed.

“] expect it’s all a secret connected with
flimsy clothing and face powder,” she smiled.
“But 1 don't want to disturb you for long,
Archie. Do you remember taking a letter
for me one evening last week?”

Archle looked at her with sudden shreml
ness.

“Rather! You mean to the lll.lpple hy
the stile?”
“Yes. I'd like you to take him anoj,ller

note, Archie.”

The genial ass of the Remove had neceded
no reminder of that little incident. At the
time, he had been somewhat perturbed: He
had felt an uneasy sensation of zuilt because
he had assisted the Ilead’s wife in an affair
that was obviously secretive.

But there seemed to be nothing sinlster
this time,

“You've only got to say the word, dear
lady, and I'm absolutely at your service !’
exclaimed Archie gallantly. <« Kindly push
over the old missive, and I will proceed tc
flow forth-—"7

‘““1Iere is the letier, but I don’t want yotu
to take it now.” interrunfed -Mrs, Sthkes.
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« The gentleman won't be there until cight
o'clock this evening—so will you promise wo
deliver it at that hour?”

«I'It be positively on the spot.'” declared
Archic. *“You can rely on me, Mrs. Stokes,
Lo the good old Limit! 1 gather that you
want me to display a few chunks of dis-

cretion?” .
“Thank you for being so thoughtful,”
said Mrs. Stokes. ¢ Yes, please, Keep it

quite to yourself, Archie. One day, before
long. I'll explain everything, and then you'll
understand.”

She gave him one of her swectest smiles,
and departed. Her attitude with Archic was
“not capeeially assumed. Like the Head him-
self, Mr3. Stokes was on the most chummy
terms with all the juniors,

“Gadzooks and whatfy, not!” murmured
'‘Archic, as he sat down on the end of the
table. “I mean to say, this life is getting
too frightfully strenuous! If there’s one
“bally thing 1 hate worse than another bally
thing it is t6 keep secrets! They strike me
as being near the old edge!™

lle carcfully stowed the letter away, after
‘noting that the envelope wes Dblank except
for the two words, “By Hand.” And then
_he suddenly started. A worried expressiou
crept over his face,

“Oddslife! The dear old thing didn't
mention. if I had to wait for a bally
.answer!’” he murmured. ‘I say, how abso-
lutely frosty! I'm dashed if I know what
‘to do!” :

e paced up and down [or a few moments,
“and finally decided that the gentleman at
the stile would soon let him know if an
-answer was to be delivered.

Presumably there was none, or Mrs. Stokes
would have mentioned it. However, Archie
was disturbed, and further slecp was out of
the question. Shouts floating in through his
‘window, accompanied. by the. ““clack " of
bat and ball, persuaded him to don his
bLlazer, and sally forth,

“We'll take a glance at the old cricketers,
what?” he asked himself. ““ A dashed fag,
of course, but possibly the spectacle will
soothe the tissues and restore the nerves!
What ho!”

- Archie sauntered towards Little Side, nnd
he braced up to such an extent that his
languor left him like a cloak and he be-
Came Dbrisk, active, and positively eager.

But it wasn’t the cricket that had wrought
Buch a change. As a matter of fact, he had
Caught sight of Marjoric Temple of the

oor View School. And Archie regarded

Marjorie as Lhe most priceless girl of the
Whole collection.

hi wus standing near the ropes with

rene Manners ond Doris  Berkeley. The
lirce gicls were all in white, . and losked

}1513"5' refreshing against the hot, baked turf.

¥ were keenly interested in the ericket.

“Jusb a8 Archie was about toa approach,
' r;:m_r went up from the crowd. Jerry Dadd
BL_“( Just hit the leather with supreme skill,

ing soaring high aloft—but out of
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reach of all the fieldsmen. The balsmen
didn’t even run, for the Dball was scen to
be dropping veyond the boundary,

““Oh, weli hit!”

““Look out, you girls!”

“Hi! Mind that ball—*

_The descending ball, in ‘fact, was coming
right down mnear the Moor View girls.
Irene’s eyes -sparkled as she glanced quickly
upwards. With delightful coolness she ran
a_ couple of paces, leapt lightly into the
air, and caught the hurtling cricket ball
cleaniy and accurately.
. Then she returned it to the piteh, hurling
it high into the air with the practised skilt
ol a professional ericketer!

CIHAPTER VIII,
BURPRISING TIIE NATIVES.

¢ uT!”
“]Ia, ha, ha!”
“ Oh, well

caught!”

The juniors, in [act. were
completely startled. Irene’s
cool péerformance had taken
everybody completely by surprise. She had
acted as though she had lLeen: playing cricket
for years. There had bcen not the slightest
indication of flurry or panic. And the yery
way in which she had returned the balt
was cloquent in itself,

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth,
delighted beyond words. ‘“Did you see that,
you chaps? Did you see Miss Irene make
that catch? I always knew she was jolly
clever, but I thought girls were duffers at
cricket! She's wonderful!™

‘‘Betfer go and tell her so!” suggested
Church. “ It -wouldn't be a bad idea to
make friends with her again! Nowadays,
Irene won’t e¢ven. look at you!”

“}l‘ you want a black cye, Walter Church

“ Are we playing cricket or is it a boxing
match?” I broke in tartly. “ Don't inter-
rupl the game, Handy!' . ‘

Jerry Dodd and Tregellis-West continued
batting, and [ strolled over to the spob
where Irene and Co. were standing, and
congratulated her heartily upon her smart

catch.

“Don’t be sillv!” laughed Irene. ‘It
didn't count. I'm not playing in the match
and, anyhow, it was outside the boundary.”

¢« Absolutely!” put in Archie. ¢ But that
makes no difference, dear girl! The catch
was positively a catch, if you know what
[ mean and I'm dashed if 1 can understand
it,!ll

“[ am sorry you think
Archie,”” laughed lcrene.

“1 think I've got to apologise, too,”” I put
in, hefore Archie could reply. “1'd no ndea
you knew nanyvthing about the game, Miss
lrene. Can you really play?”

me such a dufler,
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“0Of cours¢ 1 can,” rcplmd the girl. “I'm
the captain of our Eleven!”

*“You're what?’ I gasped.

‘* You might think we were just children,
hy the way he talks!” put in Doris, indig-
nantly.
cricket as well as you boys! We've been
playing for weeks—Irene’s been making us
practice like Trojans! And we're not such
dulfers, anyhow.” .

“1'm awfully sorry,” [ smiled. “TI'll tell
you what. ~ If Christing is ngreecable, I'd
like you to take the place of our next bats-
man, Miss Irene. Then we can sec .what
you can do.”

o lr:lane eyes sparkled, but she shook her
wead.
“*0Ob, no! [ won’t spoll your game—-"

**No fcar of that,” I put in. “We're in
a safe position, and it doesn’t matter if you
cet bowled in the first over. Besides, you
made such a brilliant catch that I'd like
o see your batting.”

Ircne glanced at the field.

“ Christine is bowling dreadfully swiltly,”
she said dubiously. *“ But still, I'm game
to try! Thanks, Nipper! 1 do hope Yyou
won't all think I'm too brazen, though.”

‘“We all think you're n qportsman"’ de-
clared Handforth enthusiastically.

irene looked at him with a cold eye.

“Thank—you!" she said, turning her back
In idly.

Handforth went as red as a beetroot, and
inoked utterly miscrable. 1lle had been
hoping agairst hope that Irene would relent,
and be friendly with him again. But his
‘treatment of Willy in the Bannington High
Street had left her cold and unfriendly.

Fortunately, Ilandforth didn’t attempt to
pursue his cause. Illad he done so he would
laave been more hopelessly out of favour than
cver. PFor Irene was only human, and ob-
stinacy was one of her little failings.” -

She scemed quite cool and calm at the
prospect of batting for the Ancient llouse.
Everybody soon knew about it, and Beb
Christine yelled with laughter when he _gave
liig COﬂbcnt

*“Who is she taking the place of?"” he
askedd, grinning.

t Myself,” 1 replied promptly.

“Fine! I was expecting you to make

forty or fifty off your own bat!” shitd Bob,
*But you know what you're up to, you
Bounder!”’ he added ruefully. “We shall
have all our work cut out to equal your
score.”

“That's why 1'm playing Irene,” I suid
blandly.

This wasn’t exactly complimentary to Lhe
young lady, but a3 she didn't hmr it, no

NSWE Rs
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-*‘Look here, Nipper, we can play

such an
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harm was done. The whole thing was looked
upon as a joke, and both teams were chuck
ling over the fun that was to come.

The mateh, in any case, was only a minor
fixture, and runs were not of any great
lmporr.ance—-parucul-lrly as the Fossils were
in a sale position. Christine wus quite glad,
because it would mean one less to deal’ mth
for he assumed that Irene wouldn't last :
couple of minutes—particularly against his
own bowling. And Christine was justified in
t::'lql belief, as he was a bowler of rem.ukabln
aki

Irene went In as soon as Sir Montie was

‘dismissed—which happened after another five

minutes of play. She disdained any Ieg-
auards at first, but we insisted.

And so a shout of cheera and laughter went
up as Irene walked to the wicket. It was
unusnal thing for a girl to be
actually on Littlc Side that crowds of spécta-
tors were drawn to the spot.

The Head entered into the spirit of thp
joke as heartily as anybody. lic had been
acting as umpire, according to lLis promise,
and had been thoroughly enjoying himself.

“You’ll have to look out for yoursclf,
young lady,” he said smilingly. i“ Master
Christine is a tricky bowler.”

‘1 daresay I shall make a terrible hash
of it, Dr. Stokes,’” said Ircne. *“‘But isn't
it Juqt lovely ¥

“Y hope you'll think so0 all the tlme"’
chuckled the Head. T

Rather to everybody's surprize, Irene
handled her bat naturally and skilfully. She
took up her position before the wicket with-
out, a trace of nervousness, and with a reso-
zate set to her pretty face. She looked
very dainty and refrezhing, and it really
seemed too bad to make a laughing stock
of her in this way. But boys are ‘'pros
verbially cruel.

“Look out!” sang out Christine, with q
chuckle.

lle treated her as though =he were a litile
child, and vhe first ball he sént down was
slow and simple—and the crowd grinned wath

appreciation, '
Clack! :
Irenc's bat swept round, and the leablwr

went hissing boundarywardq as cleanas a

whistle. The next second Irene and Jerry
Dodd were running between the wickets.

“ By jings!. That was linc!* panted Jerry,
as they passed. &

“ Ilurrahi®

““WeH hit!”

¢ Goodl for you, Miss Irene!”

“My only hat!” gasped Christine,
hits like a proper player!”

Pwo rung were scored, and the next ball
that Christine seat down- was not quite ~o
casy. lle put a cunmning spin on to -it. in-
tending to .seewre lrene’s leg stump—pn:d
this show her quite plainly that it was like
her. rerve to knock his bowling about!

Clack!

This time it was a really auperb hit—the

¢« She



contact of bat and hull_ being h:.l_rdl_v audible.
ji, was just a soft kiml of click. and the
jeather went hurtling away towards the
pavilion-—a houndary !

cowell, I'm hanged!™ Christine
blankly.

And he was not the only amazed one on
the field. Irene hierselfl was startlingly, calm
_—and there was cveu i look of grimuess in
ier eye. She was showing them whether she
was content to be made a laughing-stock
of or not!

Christine was out of patience, and he sent
down a regular stinger—Which Irene deftly
{ipprd. to send it whizzing into the slips
pevond reach of the fieldsmen. And after
that. with the whole crowd looking on in
dumbfounded surprise, she stood up to Chris-
tine's howling for ten solid minutes—and
scorcd twenty-seven runs!

At this point, she was caught out. and
she carried her bat to the pavilion amid
thunderous and continuous applause. And
Bobh Christine was just as generous as the
others--hiz admiration for lrene’s playing
was unbounded. Iie had treated her as a
joke—but she wasn’t a joke.

“ Wonderful, Miss Irenc!' I declared cn-
thusiastically as she came up. 1 say, do
all you girls play cricket like this?"

Irene lonked at me squarely.

“ Well, we all play cricket,”” she replied,
“and as captain of the Moor View team,
I'd like to challenge the Remove to a match
on Soaturday afternoon.”

“Done!”" 1 declared promptiy.
fixture!™

roared

HIt's a
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CITAPTER IX.
THE UNFORESEEN.

OR the rest of the after-
noon and evening the
one topic of conversa-
tion wus Irene’s extra-

ordinary display, and the

challenge to play the St.

- ; Frank's Junior Eleven.

The thing was utterly unheard of—with-
oul, precedent mm the whole history of St.
Frank's. A girls’ team against the Remove!
It was startling, but the forthcoming match
had the complete approval of Dr. Stokes.

With his usual unconventionality the Iead
dgclqrcd that a ecricket match - against a
girls’ team was all to the good of sport in
Rt"lle_r'u. lle liked to see it. and with girls
}'Ll!-'lﬂg S0 many sporting games nowadays,
L was only natural that Irene and Co. should
¢ i the fashion.
M me of the fellows were a litlle dubious.
Em@dl'nbct-rs; of the Fifth talked about dignity.
i Made sage observations to the effect
schosi this sort of thing wouldn’t do the
&"dﬂ'ﬂ much good.”” llowever, these high
Mighty fellows were in the minority.

Bo ‘nht was also expressed regarding Miss
lloazl——pl.l not without reason; for the
Mmistress of the Bloor View School would

in a moment Irene was kneel-
ing beside her.

‘““ Are you hurt 7' she asked
breathlessly. ‘' Oh dear! What
ever can | do ? Oh, thank good-
ness! [1—I thought——"

almost certainly put her foot down heavily
on the whole proposition. But Dr. Stokes,
with a twinkle in his eye, had promised to
get round Miss Bond.

Archie Glenthorne all
evening

Ile admired Irene’s extraordinary prowess,
but he had felt pained that Marjorie Temple
was not just as good—for Archie had a
particularly saft spot for Marjorie.

And then Irene had given him a little
whisper—informiug him, in fact, that Mar-
joric was the Moor View School’s crack
bowler. And Archie was now bhubbling with
impatience for Saturday afternoon to arrive.

He was 50 interested in the forthcoming
match that he nearly forgot his promisc
to Mrs. Stokes. It wasn't until a quarter-
to-cight that the memory of that letter
came back to him,

s Gadzooks!”? he ejaculated, in the middle
of the common-room. ¢ Laddies, I must fy!:
I must whizz forth.”

““ Who cares?’ grovled Ilandforth. < You
can whizz—and please forget to come back!”’

Handforth was not in the hest of humours.
Ilis unfortunate tit with Irene was still on.
Rdward Oswald himself had tried time after
time to settle matters, but the girl had re-
puffed him. It- made Handforth particularly
depressed hecause he was [fairly aching with
anxiety to congratulate Irene in the way she
deserved.

When Archie got outside he glanced up at
the old clock, and could see through the
twilight that the time was just ten minutes
to eight. He was relieved. Ife could be at
the stile in heaps of time. It was growing
quite dusk, for the sky was heavily over-

was agog that
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elonded—although there was no indication of
rain. . -

Archite was thinking of Mrs. Stokes again.
Ile dido’t mind performing this little errand,
he was, in fact, only too willing to go to any
Ic_n'gth of trouble for the Head’s charming
wife.

Bu!{ he didn’t lke the secrecy—his frank,
open nature revolted against this obvious
plotting. lle was rather horrified, to tell
the truth, that such a priceless girl as Mrs.
Stokes shounld -send letters in secret to a
forcign bounder who daren’t come to the

school—but who Jurked in the dusk at the -

old stile.

Archie was thinking in this way, and had
got abaut haif-way down the lane when a
particularly disreputable caravan drew his
attention. It was almost upon him—a dusty,
grimy, ugly-looking vehicle, smothered with
wickerwork chairs and baskets. This ram.
shackle caravan was drawn by a bony horse

that seemed badly in need of a long rest.:

Two disreputahle-looking individuals were
walking in the ronad, one on cilher slde of the
horse—and Archie wondered if they were
doing this In order to hold the horse up in
case of need.

Scated in front of the caravan was a large
and squat person of the feminine gender—
0 fact, an extremely zreasy-looking woman,
altending to the squalling nceds of a dis-
gustingly dirty child.

“Oddslife!” murmnred Archie.  Gipsles!”

This waz not a very hrilliant deduction,
but an obyvinus one.
about as willainous looking a lot as Archie
had ever had the misfortune to see. His
supreme clegance was almost regal in com-
parison to thesc nomads.

It diin't give Archie much pleasure when
he saw the two men come to a halt, the
caravan continuing its progress. DBoth the
gipsics were  powerful, . hulking-looking
rufians, and they stand in the centre of the

lano as Archie was about to pass. TInstine-
tively the junior prepared himsell for
trouble. It occurred to him that the lane

was practicaily deserted at this hour.

“Like to huy a nice brace o' white mice,
young gent?' asked one of the gipsies, pro-
ducing a box from his pocket. ¢ You ecan
‘ave ‘em for five hob—just as a bargain!”

¢ Thanks all the same, old companion, but
white mlce, dash it, don’t appeal to me in
the leant,” said Archie. ‘“Jolly decent of
you to miake the old offer, but—"?

“You can 'ave 'em for thrce bob!” said

the gipsy generously. .
'* Absolutely not! In faet, I refuse—"

““Well maybe you'll give us a bob or
two for luck?” asked the other man.
t“(Come on. voung gent—fork out!”

Archle drew himsell back stiffiy. -

'*You poisonons rufflansg!”’ he exclaimed.
“ Are you daring to threaten me, by gad?
I refuse to give you a dashed penny! I
regard you as a palr of unclean blighters -

“* Don't mess about, Bill—grab him?!” mut-
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And the gipsies were.

pr— ’ aih

tered one of the men. “It won't take wus
more than ’arf-a-minute.” .

With one aecord the two brutes hurled
themselves at Archie. The elegant junior
had been holding Mra. Stokes’ precious letter
in his hand, and this was knocked flying in
the first seecond—to fall in the grass beside
the lane—and Archie had no time to even
think about its fate. ‘

lle was, indeed, extremely busy.

And the two gipsies found that this dandl-
fied, foppish youth was not quite such an
easy victim after all. Archic hit out with
expert skill, judgment and force. Ilis science
was astonishing.

The gipsies believed that they could gise
him one smash, and floor him. But they
couldn’t get near him at all—his footwork
was perfect and, before his attackers could
realise it, he had delivered half-a-dozen
atinging, powerful blows.

‘““ Rescue, 9t. Frank's!” shouted Archie
breathlessly. ‘ Tally-ho! Help, and all that
sort of thing! Take that, dash you!”

“Crikey! The kid’s a regular young
demon!” gasped one of the men, adding a
string of foul language.

And he and his companion threw them-
selves wpon Archie with such brute force
that all the junior's skill was of no avail.
Safety only lay in precipitate flight—and
Archie never fled. Throughout the long Lis-
fory of the Glenthornes they had never
retreated. It wasn’t in the Glenthorne blood
to show the whife feather. o

“You absolute rotters!” gasped Archie,
25 he was swept off his feet. © You'll dashed
well go to gaol for this—" :

“Go through his poekets, an’ be quick!*
gasped one of the gipsies. &

A quick sound of footsteps eame from the
rcar, and Archie was delighted to see the
form aof Dr. Beverley Stokes loom up. -

Crash!

The first gipsy went over with a jarring
thud that shook every bone in his body.
The scecond rascal didn’t wait—he gave one
yelp of fcar, and ran for his life.

“[ say, that was f{frightfully decent of
you, sir!’” panted Archie, as he staggered
{o his feet. *‘‘The =absolute beasts weve
about t6 roh me, don’t you know. Thanks
awflully, s.r.”? '

““ Nonsense,”” laughed the IMead. “I was
taking a stroll in the meadow, and [ heard
your shout. Fine specimena!’’ he added. as
he glanced up the lane. **No more pluck
than—— Hallo! What’s this??”

The second gipsy had picked himself up,
and had bolted—the Head mnking no efford
to stop him. It was better to let these petty
criminals go. But Dr. Stokes’' attention was
attracted by something white gleaming in
the tall grass. He picked it up—and Archie -
Glenthorne gave a sudden gasp.

“I say, sir, that’s mine!’”” he protested.

‘“ A letter, eh??” smiled the Head. ‘¢ Well,
here you are, Glenthorne. It's a good thing
yon didn’t lose it——* :

Ile broke oft abruptly, and atared hard at



the letter. Archic felt his heart sinking Inlo
his boots. That letter had been given to
him by the licad’s wife—and she had charged
‘bim to faithfully deliver it. And the very
.mamner of her giving him the letter had
‘proved that this thing was being done with-
out her husbaund’s knowledge. '

And by sheer chance the letter had fallen
‘into- Dr. Stokes’ hands,

. “Yes, sir, that's mine!” said Archie
eagerly. “ Kindly pass it over, dear old
thing! I—I mean——"’

. “Was this given to you by Mra. Stokes?”
demanded the Head bluntly.

He faced Archie squarely, a sudden grim.

fntense light in his eye. Glenthorne was
horribly uncomfortable.

““Dash it all, I'd rather not answer,”” he
replied.

“Thank you, Glenthorne—you  have
answered,”” said Dr. Stokes quietly. ‘1 will

keep this letter——"

“Good rad! But you can't, sir!'’ shouted
‘Archie. *I—I mean, I promised to deliver
— Look here, sir—"

“Where were you going to deliver this
letter?”” asked the Head sharply. :

Archie, in utter misery, remained silent.

And Dr. Stokes, thrusting the missive into
his pocket, turned om his heel and walked
away—leaving the junior absolutely thunder-
struck. lle realised. of course, that Dr.
Stokes had recognised the handwriting.

" The Head went straight across the
Triangle, entered his own house, and locked
himself in his study. Ile tore open the
envelope without compunction, and a per-
fectly blank shect of paper dropped out—
with two £5 notes tucked in between. The

lead unfolded them, and sat gazing straight -

before him for a full minute.

Then, with tightening lips, lic unlocked a
drawer and produced a little cash box.
From this he took n sheaf of five-pound
notes and comnared the numbers with those
on the two out of Mrs., Stokes' letter.

They were the same series! And the llead
knew perfectly well that these two fivers
were the identical notes that he had given
1o his wife an hour or so ecarlier for house-
keeping expenses.

Iie sat there like a statue—hls face drawn
-2t pale,

CIIAPTER X.
IN GREAT DEMAXD!

RENE MANNERS came to
a sudden halt as she
walked out of the gnte-
way of the Moor View

School. A frown appeared on

her pretty foact, and her eves

flashed with suddenly kindled

anger,

~ I say, Miss Irene—just a minute——-:"
; Handforth ran up auxiousty and breath-
€ssly. 1le was accompanied by his minor,
-r'hq secmed to be rather amused. Willy was
aking thirgs philosophically.
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- sisted.

| said llandforth bitterly.
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e had been commanded to come on
Lhis errand by his clder brother—under paw
of swift and diabolical punishment if he re-
landforth had, in fact, plainly
stated Chat Willy would be slaughtered in
cold blood wunless he ‘“came quietly.” In
order to save a lot of trouble, the hero ol
the Third had eonsented.

“I say, Bliss Irene, don’t keep It up?
pleaded Handforth, looking at the girl’s fuce
with acute anxicty. *“*I'm awfully sorry il
1 offcnded you in any way—-" :

“T think you acled Ilike a brute!’” inter-
rupted [rene, coldly. “I've told you many
times that [ hate bullying—and yet you
deliberately knocked your poor little brother
down and treated him worse than a dog!
I'm ashamed of you, Ted-—-1 think You awv
a cruecl bully!” :

“ But—bdut—"

“And I don'¢t want to speak to you
again!”’ added Ircne firmly.

“ What's all the arguing about?’’ inquired
Willy, lounging up. “Are »ou wild with
him because he billed me, Miss Irene? Are
you giving him the icy eye because he gave
me one or two sloshes?”

‘“He treated yomn brutally, you poor litlle
fellow!"” =aid Irene.

Willy went red.

‘“ Here. chuck -it!"" he protested. “ Who's
a poor little fellow? As a matter of fact, 1
asked for trouble that evening in Bamning-
ton High Street. And if you hadn’t turned
up at that minute, Miss Iteme, I should have
knocked Ted flying! He didn’t bully me--
he couldn’t! 1 should hope I'm capable of
looking aflter mysclf!” '

Ircne stared at im in astonishment.

“llave you forgiven him?” she asked.

{ ¢ Are you friends again?”

“Oh, my hat!” sald Willy, in disgust.
““] think all girls must have about two
grains of brain! I thought Fou were an
exception, Miss Irene, but you’re Just as bad
a3 the rest! Can’'t Ted and I quarrel with.
out you talkinz about bullying? For two
pins I'll lay this fathead flat!”

HHandforth gave a culp, but said nothing
—it would rather spoil matters if he
punished Wiliy, as the cheeky young rotter
deservexl.

“0Oh, Willy, I'm surprised at you!”" said
Irene, ~shocked. “I had no idea you were
such am arrogant child?!™

“Who's a child?” Willy, in.
dignantly.

He gave her one glare, turnod round, and
strode off. As though to show his supreme
indifference, he thrust his hands into his
trousers pockets, procceded to whistle shrilly,
and to progress by means of a sideways

hooted

shuffle. Tor some extraordinary reason, he
scemed to prefer this to walking.

“Welll2' said Irene, taking a deep
breath.

“That's the kind 6!’ voung begzar he Is!"
“ Perhaps you can
sympathise a bit now, Miss Irene! He always



treats me like ithat—only ten times worse!
It does him good to have a drubbing down
now and again!” :

“0Oh, dear! I helicve I treated you rather
unfairly, 7Ted,” said lrene, with concern.
“Bnt it's no excuse for you to say that
Willy 1s exasperating. Still, 1 forgive you.”

“Oh, thanks awlully!'' ‘ssid . Handforth,
with intense rehef, My hat! [1'm feeling
all dizzy—1've been so worried! My head’s
throbbing like a giddy steam-engine.”

“Does it ache much?” asked [rene anxl-
ously.

** Morribly !'* moaned Ilaodforth, in a feeble
YOice,

It must be confessed that this was more
or less of a trick, for- Handforth wanted to

gain sympathy. IlHle gained it—but in a
tather more practical Jorm than he had
anticipated,

For Irene unfastened her little bag, and
took out a swall paper packet--just a tiny
folded scrap. She placed it in Handforth's
ampic palm.

“ What—what’s
blankly.

** A powder.”

“ A powder??

**Yes.”

*But what on earth
forth in astonishmcut.

**To cure your headache, of course,” smiled
Irene. “They're siniply wonderful—ten
munutes after taking it, you'll be as well as
cver, and you’)l feel ever so brisk and jolly.”

“ Don't you take it, old mman!” said Willy
severcly. * Illeadache powders are rotten!
t'm surprised at you, Miss Irene.”

Ilandiorth turned, breathing hard.

“1 thought you’d gowe!™ he said Lhickly.

“%o did I—but 1 came back,” exphlined
his minor. ‘] just wanted to say that it's
gebtting a bit late, and f you two go for a
walk or amything, jyou’l: both lose count
of all time, and miss your suppers. After
abl, you ean’t Ive on love and fresh air!”

" You--ycu—=*"

this?” asked the junior

for?” asked Hand-

“Don’t. take any notice of him, Ted—
he's a ternibly cheeky boy!” said lIrene,
thankful that the dusk hid her blushes.

*“Well, are you going to take this powder?
They're perfectly harmless, but wonderful in
their cllfect. Do take it, Ted.”

*“Oh, all right,”’ said [landforth, slipping it
in his pocket. *I')! take it when 1 get back.
But I don't believe in these headache cures!
1 don't like you having ’emn, Miss Irene.”

“You silly! 1 don’t have themn as a rule,”
laughed the girl. ‘“Dut these are something

special. And [ must be going now, because
Miss Bond will be cross. It’s getting quite
Jate.”

She bade them good-night, and tripped
in. It was just as well that she closed
the door at once, or she might have heard
sutdry Yyelps from the roadway, as<com-
panied hy scufliing sounds. llandforth re-
turned to St. Frank’s alone., Willy returned
iter—dragging himself wearily and painfully.

Within the Moor Vicw School, Irene had
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gone to her study and was already at her
prep. But she hadn’t been there long he.
fore Marjorie and Doris came in, accom-
pasiiecd by another girl.

“Got another of those wonderful powders
of yours, Renie?” agked the latter.

**Yes, but they're running short, “Joan,”
said Irenme. ‘Do you really need one to-
night?”

“1've got a perfectly revolting headache,”
replied ‘Joan languidly.

*Oh, all right—here you are.”

She handed one of the powders to the
other gir), who departed.

“Cat!” remarked Doris frankly. «<1'l
bet she hasn’t a headache at all! She's
jealous—always is! We can’t have anything
unless Joan Tarrant goes green with envy!”

But it was an undoubted fact that thoze
headache powders of Irene’s were extia-
ordinarily elfective. She had found themn so
herself, and many of the other girls were
also enthusiastic about them. The famne of
the powders had spread through the entire
school—but all In sccret, since lrenc had |

Impressed upon the others the fact that no-

bady was to know. .

But, somehow, some of the talk had
Jeaked out, and Miss Bond had got to hear
of thiese remarkable headache cures. And when
the Headmistress suddenly came upon Joan
Tarrant in the act of taking the powder, she
scized it and demanded to Kpnow . where it
cawmne from.

“1 got the
snllenly. .

“Indeed! T shall see Mizs Manners at
once!"" exclaimed the Headmistress tartiy.
“This is periectly scandalous! 1 allow no

it from Irene,” =said girl

girls to take these ridiculous powders! They
are wmost barnnful--most pernicious!”
*“They're not so bad as aspirin, Misa

Bond!"' protested Joan.

“1 forbid aspirin—unless ordered oy the
doctor—too!”

** But youn take them yourself .

“Don't dare to bandy words with g,
enild " snapped Mliss Bond, in slight con-
fusion. *“ And come with mme at once!”’

She sailed wmajestically to Irene’s study,
and burst im like a miniature tornado.

“Where,” she demanded, **did you
these powders?”

Irene looked up from her work, and saw
the position. |

“1'm sorry, Miss Bond, but I can’t t<hl
you,”” she replied quietly. “But 1 can
assure you they're perfectly harmless.
They're guaranteed to be mode without any
kind of drugs.”

Miss Bond snifTed.

“And do you belicve that preposterous
story, Miss Mannera?” shoe asked tartly. “«I
suspect these powders are very harmfnl in-
deed! And if you have any more of them,
you must give them to me.”

“Very well,” said lrene.

She delivered up her last little packet.

“Is this all you have?” asked the llead-
mistress suspiciously.

ged
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¢ Yes, Miss Bond.”

« YVery well! You will probably hear more
of this, young lady!” said Miss Bound. I
always treat my girls kindly and consider-
ately. DBut I must put my foot down firmly
on anything of this nature. If I fAnd you
nave been introducing harmfut drugs into
the school, I shall deal with you severely,
and I insist upon knowing which shop you
pought them from."

«[ didn't buy them at all,”’ said Irene.

«Oh, Indeed!” exclaimed Miss DBond.
« Then who gave them to yout”

"] promlsed not to tell, and I can’t
possibly break my word,” replied lrene
quietly. “I'm sorry, Miss Bond, but you
wnufl‘dn'l; have me break a promise, would
yout”

" The Headmistress said nothing further—
but strode out of the room, and closed the
door with unnecessary violence. And
neither she nor the girls realised what the
ultilmatc result of this little incident was
tv he.

CHAPTER XI.
TOE PAILURE.

HIPPS  tapped  dis-
creetly on the door of
Archie's study, and

entered. He found his

young master sittinf on the
edge of the lounge, In an un:
, usually comfortless attitude.
As a rule, Archie lolled about In the most
languid ease. To see Lim sitting on the
corner of anything was rather startling.

“Will there be any further requirements
this evening, sir?” asked Phipps.

Archie didn't move a bair, but sat like a
waxen image.

“Abem! Begging your pardon, sir,” sald
Phipps softly.
“Eh? What?'* Archie turned his head,

and gave Phipps a glassy stare. Qo away!”
lle‘said leebli;l.) ol ¢ .
cetll-[lnle valet looked at the junior with con-

“Is anything the matter, sir?” lhe asked,
stepping forward. “I trust you are not un-
well, Master Archie?”

‘Kindly ooze forth, and allow the young
TMaster to pass away in peace!” murmured
Archle sorrowfully, = It may come as a
dashed Irightful shock to you, old lad, but
ki:dmlyne;;zghebold precipice. In other words,
rapid dcath!ﬁ me and observe the signs of

““ Really, sie, you startle me—-"

.l'. I“IO“" !0 5
U'm dytpgrortt UPOD your ways, old Iad
::Really, sir?”
Absolutely!"" gaid Archie. “For me,

Thipps, the world has coased to exist. You

#TC now casting your eye upon a chappi
pie who
has spent hjs good old span, as it I:P'Gfe- I

should like, Phi i
’ Pps, to have -
Planted on'the olg sy & few geraniums

Phipps failed fo take Archic scriously.

“1 can see that something is very wrong,
sir,” he said firmly. * You have had a shock.
If you will confide in me, sir, I have no
doubt the matter can he adjusted.”

Archic shook his head sadly.

“I'll admit, old chapple, that you can do
most things in that line; but this is beyond
you,” he said. < So please leave me alone,
and refrain from bothering me until tho
welcome release arrives. 1 can't tell you
anything, Phipps—1'm pledged to secrecy.”

“ In that case, sir, I will leave you,” said
Phipps.

He glided silently out of the room—with
the firm intemtion of returning very shortly
with a hot cup ol tea. e knew, from past
experience, that a cup of the “good old
brew ' usually worked wonders with Archie.

Left alone, the elegant junior rose to his
[cet, and slowly paced up and down the
study. Ile was utterly miserable. He ac:
cused himsell of betrayving the trust that
Mrs. Stokes had charged him with. He was
a failure—lie had made a horrible mess of
things.

In coming to this conclusion, Archle waa
mos3t unjust to himsck, for the letter had
fallen into the Head's hands by sheer
accident, by @ misadventure which Archie
could not possibly have foreseen or guarded
against. - ;

‘But he didn't look at it in thls light. He
only knew that he had been Instructed to
deliver the letter to the man at the stile,
and that the letter had fallen into the hands
of the very man who was not even supposed
to know of its existence.

And Archic was so miserable and de-
pressed that he really did feel that the end
of all things had come. :

“ Well, there's only one thing to be done,”
he decided at length. <[ must 2o to Mrs.
Stokes, and bally well own up! I shall
probably get the bird; but I've got to do
the honourable thing. The Glenthornes
always do."”

He braced himself up, pulled his shoulders
back, and strode to the door. Then he went
outside, and hovered about In the vielnity
of the Head’s house—trusting that he would
catch sight of Mri. Stokes.

He even ventured into the Ilead’s private
garden, and prowled about for some time,
trying to decide what he should do. And his
period of anxiety was brought to an end by
the sudden and unexpected appearance of
Mrs. Stokes herself,

Archie gave a little gasp and ran up.

“I say, Mr3s, Stokes, I'm most frightfully
sorry—"" he began.

““You are referring to the letter?” rmliled
the Head’s wile, looking at him with an
expression of amused good-humour, * Well,
Archie, what of it? Bless me, you look quite
startled!”

Archie triad to speak, but there seemed
to be something In his throat. Ile abso-
lutely hated glving her such a staggering
blow. Her very light-hearted happiness was



ample proof that she believed the letter to

Archie thought he had
more

have been delivered.
never scen her looking prettier or
charming.

“Well. vouneg man?* she said chaffipgly.

“0Oh, I say!?’ panted Archie. “1 wmean,
this ig simply foul! The—the fact i3, dear
lady, sotuiething has absolutely gone fright.
fullv and fearfully wrong. That—that letler

1)

“Yon needn't be so mysterious about it!”
laughed the Ilead’s wife.

“But—but [ didn’t deliver it!” gasped
Archie, getting out the dreadful news in a
gulp. **I dropped the bally thing, and—and
Dr. Stokes staggered out of the ofling and
seired it!”

Mrz, Stokes nodded.

“Ycs, of course! I know,” she smiled,

Arcéhie nearly fainted.

“You—you know?” e bleatled, clutching
al a rose-tree for support. :

“You silly boy! The Head told me him-
sell, not twenty minutes ago,” laughed Mrs.
Stokes.. “I dcelare you've been worrying
about it! You shouldn’t, Archie. 1t’s only
a trifte?

“ But—but—" Archie paused, his reliel
being mere than he could stand at the
moment. “Then ecverything is all secrene,
and all that:”’

Mrs, Stokes nodded.

“ Everythina is perfectly nice and cheer-
ful,” she said lightly.'*So just go back to
your study. Archie, and forget the whole
incident. Oh, and let me thank you again
for being such a dear boy!”

She smiled very sweetly upon hhm, shook
hands, and Archie went buack inlo the Trl-
angle with new life surging through the olld
tissues, as he deserthed it. Tle was a
changed being when he burst blithely into
hiz study—to find Phipps waiting cahnly
with a cup of tea, |

But thero was omne thing Archic didn't
know, -

Ife hadn't the faintest idea how much it
had cost Mrs. Stokes to appear happy and
care-free flve minutes earlier! He hadn’t

the faintest idea what it had cost her to act
her part, so that he would he freed from
worry!

CHAPTER XIL.
MISS BOND 18 SUSPICIOUS,

ISS CHHARLOTTE
, BOND examined the
pawder with an eagie

eye.
“I am sure it looks harm-
: - less enough, but you can
never tell,”? she said, stirring the powder
with the end of a penholder. “ What do

venr make of it, Miss Perry?®

Tlie two women were in the Ileadniistress’s
privatie room at the Moor View School. 1t
was morning. and Miss Bond had said
nothing about the scized beadache powder

until now. Mlss Perry, the under-mistrexs,
was puzzled, for her superior had net ex-
plained matter:s yet.

**T am sure I don’t know. Miss Bond,”” she
replicd. “It looks to me like one of those
headache powders.” _

“QOf courze it is!” said the Headmistress
tartly. <1 took this from Joan Tarrant last
night, just as she was about to swallow
it. There’s something very suspicious goin
on. Miss Perry.” :

The other lady looked incredulous.

““I am sure I don’t know what you mean,
Miss Bond,” she replied. “This looks just
like one of the ordinary headache powders,
escept for the paper. We can’t possibly
prevent the girls taking powders if they
want to. 1 lind aspirin very helpful—*"

“YWe're not talkinz abont aspirin, Miss
Perry.” broke in the Headmistress., “In any
case, I strongly disapprove of ali these treat-
ments. Tlealthy, growing girls need fresh
air—not these rubbizshy things! And I want
to question you closely, if you don't mind.”

Miss Perry waited. rather impatient. Pri-
vately, she considered that her superior was
making a perfectly absurd fuss over a trivial
matter that wasn't worth a minute’s atten-
tion.

“Tell me, Miss Perry—have you heard any-
thing particunlarly startling about thesc¢ new
head:iche powders?” “asked Mliss Rond.
“]Jlave the girls mentioned to you that they
are wonderful?”?

“Well, yes, they seem to bhe quite extra.
ordinary,” admitted the other.

‘““In what way?”

‘““T haven't actually spoken to the pirls
point-blank, but I understand that Alise
Manners is the girl who had the supply,”
answered Miss Perry. “ And several of the
others have hinted that these particular
powders have s miraculous effect.”

‘‘Indeed ?”

“] don’t quite helieve it, of course, but
I have been given to understand that just
one powder drives all headache away In a
few minutes, and leaves the patient with a
clear head, and a most remarkable sense of
happiness and exhilaration.” said the under-
mistress. “In fact, most of the girls arc
quite excited about the remedy.”

The leadmistress pursed her lips.

“I don’t like it, Miss Perry—I don’t like
it,”” she said thoughtfully. ‘This has all
happened within the last few days. Try and
cast vour mind back. We know that several
girls have taken aspirin and other headache
cures in the past. Have they ever discusse:l
such remedies with you?”

‘At times, yes,” said the other.

“ And what was the average opinion?”

“Well, that such powderzs were not par-
ticularly efficacious,” admitted Miss Perry.
‘* Several of the zirlz have declared that they
ar¢ no pood at all.” a

Miss Bond sat upright in ber chair.

“Then there is something very wrong!”™
she declared firmly. “The aspirin and the
usual chemists’ nowders have had no par



r effect, as you have proved. Yet {hese
other powders—which Missx Manners refuscs
to explain--have such remarkable propertics
¢hat the whole school is talking about them.
1 must certainly scek some advice, Mis3

3 rl. ..!! .
“:- liut what do you suspect?” asked Miss

: curlonsly,
P'::I:r[} don't know. [ daren't suspeet any-
{hing,” replied the Headmistress, “1It's all
very distressing, and I think I sh;\ll question
Miss Manners again. Do you mind fetching
her here at once?”

AMiss Perry went off, and soon returned
with Jrene, but in response to all Miss
Bond’s questioning. Irene refused to divulge
-how and where she had procured these
powders. The girl wax, in fact, extremely
embarrassed.

A whole myzstery was being made of Lhis
affair, and vet it was a trifle! And she
conldn’t explain, and put a stop to this
ridiculous farce beecaunsze she had given her
word of hanour to Mrs, Stokes.

It would have been such a simple thing
to explain the affxir, but she could not do
8¢ without implicating the wife of the Iead-
master of St. I'rank’s, And so Irene re-
mained <ilent.

And this, of course, seented a highly sus-
picious cirenmstance. Not unnaturally, Miss
Bond at once inferred that Jrene knew a
great deal moiT about the powders than
she would admit, and this very secrecy
binted at something sinister.

“1 am very disappointed, Miss Manners,
hat you should be so obstinate,” said the
Headmistress, at length. * Your character
IS good—one of the hest in the school. And
It Is so unlike yon to hehave in this foolish
fashion. Why don't you tell ne??”?

I am sorry, Miss Bond, but I cannot,”
Feplied Irene firmly,

“You are cither very foolish or very
Wicked--one ar the other!” spapped  Miss
Bond. ““It is all the more SUrprising,
I)oc_;mc.e You have never displayed anyv indi-
Cations of cither failing. If 1 discover any-
thing harmful about these powers, I shall
deal with you with the utmost severity.
z:l'lgctlt.. 15 perfeetly clear that you know
Dflw!; hing. and that you introduced these
“__|ters tlelllmruto_ly and with your cyes

d¢ open.  You may gos’

anlr?"e went, secretly alarnmed, hut far more
Rered. Tt seewmned to her that Miss Bond

*as  makin abs ary .
: 4king an absurd, unneccessary fuss
°ver nothing,

Oult:dt-?r m the day the Headmistress sallicid

Sih':'l;-n[d wilked down towards the village.

mit u*::_: made up her mind. She would sub.

et 1y; pPowder Lo the Bellton chemist, and
in to make an analysis.

But Just as she was passing St. Frank's,

{icula

Nels
holiter, €2 appeared. e raised his hat
Place Lo and they passed a few  commaon-

il Lceru:p:trks; concerning the weather. And
- was walking the same way, they fell
Miss Bond was rather thoughtful.

With delightful coolness Irene ran
a couple of paces, leapt lightly into
the air, and caught the hurtling
cricket ball cleanly and accurately.

.
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}lore was an opportunity shie had not hoped
or.

“I wonder, Mr. Lee, if you would do me
a great favour?” asked Miss Bond, aflter
a short pause.

‘*“You have my promlse, before I know
what the favour is,” replied Lee smilingly.

“] dare say you'll laugh at me, but that
cannot be helped,” said the Ileadmnistress,
“ Perhaps I am too strict with mny girls, but
1 would rather be that way than too lenicent.
I have bheen worried thls last day or two
about some headache powders which one of
my girls has introduced to the school, aad
I have onc of the powders here.”

“What particular brand is 1t?°’ asked the
Housemaster deteclive.

“That's {ust it! 1 cannol (ind out,” re-
plied Misa Bond. “Tley were brought into
the school by Irene Manners, and they are
not any known proprictary remedy. And
the girl positively refuses to divulge her
source of supply.” '

Miss Bond went into further details, and
Lee listened with growing intereat. Indeed,
it seemed that he was very keen ou the
matter, for his eyes had taken on a grim

expression.

“J am very glad T met you. Miss Bond,”
he salid frankly. ‘- As you say, the circum-
stances are suspicious, but everything

depends upon the nature of the powder. 1
will analyse it for yon with pleasure, and
{ct you have wmy report within a day or
wo.”

Miss Bond was delighted, and the malter
was left at that.

What would be tbe result of this inquiry?
A fiasco, or a scnsation?

CHAPTER XIIIL
GIRLS VERSUS BOYS.

— IIEN I'm not play.
ing?”’ asked Jerry
Dodd.
“No. U'm pgiving
You a rvest,” I replied.
‘‘ Handforth  isn't playing
either, or Christine. The fact

I feel
Reserves a trial.”
“Rot!” growled ITandforth.
uicelarly keen on (his match against Irene
and Co.”

“But, my dear fellow, you don’t secem to
understand the subtlety of my scheme,” 1

is, inclined to give some of the

‘“I was par-

snid diplomatically. ““What will happen
if we fleld our regular elevon? Why, unless
we deliberately play badly—and that isn’t
to be thought of—we’'ll whack the girl’s team
hollow, and they'll simply be a laughing.

stock.”
“By said Hanpdforth
¢ Rven with hall™ Reserves in the {eam,

blankly.
we shall give the girls a good game, and
whack them by a nice little majority,” I

Ueorge, yes!”
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went on. ‘““Then they'll have put up wh,t
scems to be a good show, and everyihiy,
will be all serene, and everybody happy.’

“A jolly sensible decision,” declared By
Christine, nodding,

_ ““As for you playing. Ifandy. old man, it
isn’t to be thought of,” I sald. *You'q
make victory certain, and them yow’d have
the defcat of the girls’ tenm on your own
head. Irene wouldn’t speak to you again!'"

The thought made Handforth go pale.

“ I—I hadn't looked at it like that!” he
admitted. “ We don’t want to make tna
zirls look small, do we? All right; I'll stang
down.” .

He failed to observe the smiles that went
round, for he had taken my suggestion that
his play would make victory certain quite
seriously, It was always an casy matter o
pul! Handy’s leg.

We were on Little Side, and It was
Saturday afternoon. A cool, unfriendly day,
but quite fine. In some ways it was ideal
for cricket, for there was no dazzling suu,
and one could be active without undue
exertion.

The match was regarded as a freak, aad
crowds of fellows turned out to watch.
Half the Fifth had already turned up, and
quite a few members of the Sixth were
lounging near by, apparently interested 1ru
practice on Big Side, but really waiting for
the junlor match to commence.

Irene and Co. turned up looking very
Husiness-like, carrying their owm cricket-
bags, and all of them attired In white, as
though they were about to play tennls. _

‘** Here we are!” said Ircne brightly. ** Not
late, I hope?”

‘“ Rather not!” replicd Handforth, scizing
her baz. “I say, why on earth didn't yuu
fell us? We'd have come along and carrica
vour bags for you.”

‘* Certainly rot!"” replicd Irene. * We are
meeting you on equal terms—just as one
cricket tecam against another. For the
afternoon you’ve got to forget that we're
girls, and treat us as an ordinary eleven.”

Everybody grinned. Irecne and Co. were
looking so charming thal the thought of
looking upon them as anything else but glrls
was amusing. They saw the smiles, and
Irene frowned.

“Look here, this Isn't falr!” she pro-
tested. ‘* You all look upon this match as
just a plece of fun! Don’t deny it, because
it's true. And I cxpect you've filled your
team with reserves, and given them instruc-
tions to treat us lightly?”

‘“ Well, let’s begin,”” I said hastlly.

‘“Isn't that true?” demanded Yrene firmly.

“Well, in a way—"’

“ Then I won't have it!” declared the girl.
“I'm the captain of the 3oor View team,
and I refuse to play unless you boys takce
us serlously!”

I admired her complete frankness.

‘““ All right, Miss Irene; have It your owi
way.” 1 said briskly.  “ llandforlh, get
ready! You, too, Clhristine—and vou, Monlie



We'll play our [ful

__and you, De Valerie!
foam, by Jove!” |
«« gplendid!” said Irene, her eyes sparkling.
w7t we're going to be beaten, we'll be
peaten fairly and squarely. We're certalnly
not going to have yon boys letting us down
Jightly. and then laughing afterwards, We'd
rather be licked out and out!”

« Hear, hcar!” said the other girls.

« By Gceorge, you’re sporismen!”
Handforth cnthusiastically.

And so, soon afterwards, play commenced.
And even greater interest was now taken in
the match. It was generally acknowledged
that the girls had asked for trouble, but
they were plucky, anyway. And there was
general delight when the Remove went into
the field and the girls opened the batting.
Everybody was anxious to see Jrene and Co.
in_ the field, but it was the balting that
connted.

I played twon reserves In place of Jerry
Dedd and Christine, the latter having
deelded to stand down, after all. These two
were the best I-mir in the Junior Eleven, and
with them included, the game would indeed
have been a farce.

In spite of what Trene had said, I put
Tregellis-West and Yorke on the bowling,
both being fair, but by no means brilliant.
And the first “batsmen’’ were Marjorie
Temple and Tessa Love.

‘“Show 'em what you can -do, Tessal!”
grinned Johnny Onions of the Remove.
“‘Don’t get howled for a duck!”

Tessa waved her hand and smiled.

Nobody had forgotten her wonderful per-
formance in the famous Onions Circus owned
by Johnny's father. And as she was
Johnny's adopted sister, he was naturally
keenly interested.

“ Good!” said Handforth. “ They're off !’

The first ball of the game had been played,
and, surprisingly enough, two runs were
scored from it. Tessa handled her bat with
®ase and precision, and tapped the lecather
away with quiet confidence.

- 'A roar of applause went up., accompanied
by much laughter. The spectators simply
wouldn't take the game seriously.

But as the minutes sped on the fellows
began to rub their eyves, and the laughs
hégan to subside. At the end of half an
bour only onec member of Irene’s team had
been dismigsed! This was Marjoric, who
¥as caught out at twenty-three—her own
“8¢cre heing nine.  And this, lor a girl, was
€nsidered phenomenally good.

But Tessa was going as strong Aas ever,
and was presently joined by Doris Berkeley.
Doris proved within a very few minutes that

r play was characteristic of herself.

She was a werry, jokey little soul, full of
Yim and tremendous vitality. And her bat-
“ng was just the same. She was a kind of
feminine Nlandforth—-utterly reckless, plucky,
8nd ready to take any chance.

And a perfect roar of enthusiasm went up
When Doris brought the bat round with a

said

terrific swing and knocked Sir Montie to the
houndary.

* Hurrah!”

“Well played!”

“Go it, girls! You'll win yet!”

‘“IIx, ha, hat?

Doris continucd to show 8t. Frank's that
this game was quite a serious affair, and
before she was flnally caught out she ran
ud a quick, spectacular score of twenty-five.
Thig was indced a staggering innings for a
mere girl!

And the total now stood at sixty-two. [
began to scratch my head a bit. Sixty-two
runs for two wickets! And we were playing
against schoolgirls! TPerhaps it wouldn’t
have been such a bad idea if Jerry had
plaved, after all.

Irene came next, and she and Tessa con-
tinued the remarkable performance, Tessa
being immovable. She wasn’t spectacular,
but safe. She only hit when there was a
good chance of a run. Olherwise, she was
simply content to protect her wicket.

Ircne was cheered loudly as she faced the
bowling. We had seem a sample of her
work before, and were now prepared for
some interesting batting. We had made the
mistake of assuming that she was the only
member of the tcam who could bat.

We had no knowledge of the fact that
Irene had been coaching her team for weeks
and weeks—with the ultimate idea of playing
against the Remove! And it was quite like
her to spring the thing at the last minute.

1 relleved Tregellis-West at the bowling.
and tried my hardest to dlsmiss Irene. But
she was ready, and although she was pre-
vented from making any big hits, she kepw
her wicket intact and scored steadily.

Tessa went soon afterwards, amid rousing
cheers. She had fallen a victim to one of
my swiftest. And Tessa’s departure was the
signal for a kind of collapse.

Irene made the score jump up at times,
but the other girls were dismissed in a
rezular succeszion. But Lhis was nothing to
be surprised at. Many a professional team
meets with the same fate. Counly ericketers
arc quite apt to collapse without any reason
or warning.

But when the score stood at elghty-seven
for cight wickets therc was a stand, Joan
Tarrant proving ihe stumbling block. She
didn't score a single run, but when it came
to stonewalling she was a revelation.

In the meantime Trene scored quickly,
mcthodically, and with a screne calmngss
that invoked zencral admiralion, Shg was
set, and e¢ven I coyldn't do anything to
upset her,

All the onloakers were as keen as mustard
ngw, positive that this was a perfectly
zerious zame. The laughs had died away.
The girls were no longer treated as a joke.

Ircne Manners had proved that she and
her chuins were genuine cricketers!
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CHAPTER X1V,
LAST MAN IN!

6l URRAIL!”
lll 0(l|l' ’
I I ayed!”
i Splendid.
Irene! Well played!™
Little Side resounded with
. hearty cheers. The Moor
‘View School innings was over, and Irene
Alanners was Lhirty-three not out! And the
total score to the credit of the girls was
the guite remarkable fizure of 114.
. The Junior Eleven, of course, was confident
ol equalling this score In a very short Lime.
;We had plenty of first-class batsmen, and
{he howling was not likely to be particularly
strong. In fact, I was confident of beating
‘the Moor View glirls by a margin of four or
five wickets.
. But cven en they had given us a game—
a scrious game. This was not merely a bit

well

Bfiss

of looling, just for the sake of amusement.

Irenc and Co. had definitely established their
right to play against St. Frank’s,

© Handforth and Tommy Watson opened for
St. I'rank’s.

v And I noticed that the spectators were
now almost doubled—practically the entire
Flitch being on the scene, and a good propor-
tion of the Sixth. It was strange how these
fellows expressed such contempt for girls—
and how they were attracted to the scene
like steel to a magnet!

Little Side looked unusually bright and
aftractive with the white clothed girls
inslead of the customary schoolboys. Such
G ltL;:-uun as this had never before taken the
field. '

Mariorle Temple sent down the first ball
of the over, and ‘Handforth faced her.
Archie Glenthorne was looking on with such
alertness and keen interest that everybody
near him was surprised. They hadn't seen
Archie so wide awake for weeks.

“There she gnes!’ said Jerry Dodd. By
jings! [ like the look of that run! Over-
arm, too--just look at that swing—"’

Crash!

Handforili's wicket lay in fragments, and
the crowd gasped.

* How's that?*"

“Out!” said the umpire cheerfully,

“But—but I didn't touch the ball!”’
roared llandforth, in confusion, “ I—I mean
—-— - My only hat! Am I out?”

“You certainly arec!’” chuckled
umpire,

IHandforth carried. his bal to the pavilion
in a2 bemused Kind of way. Out! Clean
howled for a duck! And by a girl'! Edward
Oswald wouldn't have been a bit surprised
if the pavilion had suddenly turncd over on
its bhack,

“She’s a terror!’’ he pgasped.
a girl can’t howl [ast?>

[t was regarded as a fuke, of course—
IHandforth being famous for his reckless-
ness.  The next man in was De Viilerie, and

the

“Who sars

LEE LIBRARY [ESI

he was a litlle more successful againgg
Marjorie’s bowling.
But there was no questlon as to her .

' markable cleverness.

She bowled over-arm,gln the usual way
and her delivery was swift and deadly. Apg
she knew a few tricks, too—as the batg
men discovered to their cost.

For the scoro had only reached 22 wlep
Marjorie bagged another victim. This wag
De Valerle, who was hopelessly deceived by
a ball that secemed to break in the most
exquisite manner for scoring a boundary.
Instead, the leather soared upwards hig,
into the shky.

‘“Cateh!” roared the crowd.

Doris Berkelcy was running, and sha
halted easily, waiting for the ball to drop.
There was a breathless hush during those
few seconds. Nobody expected Doris to make
the catch—for girls are proverbially dulters
at calching a ball.

But Doris upset all the theorlsts.

She made as pretty a catch as anybody
could wish to see—and gripped the leather
with a clean neatness which told of weeks
of practice. |

“Out!"’

“Oh, well caught!”

The Remove was not feeling quite so con-
fident now—although defcat was looked
upon as the rcemotest thing in the world.
Still, nopything is possible in cricket—as
more than one county eleven has proved
hefore to-day.

It must not be supposed that Marjorie
Temple was the only good bowler. There
were others, At first, the batsmen lauglhed,
and accepted the bowling with cheerful
grins,

For Marjorie was ‘the dnly fast bowler.
The olhers were slow. And their deliveries
scemed preposteronsly casy—but were, in
point of fact, very diflicult to judege.

Over-confidence had a good defl lo do
with the collapse that started after the
dizmissal of De Valerie.

The juniors all suffered from the same
complaint. The bowling looked so easy thab
the batsman let themselves go except when
they were facing Marjorie.

Conscquently, there were many disasters.

Tregellis-West, for example, thought b
conld easily score a boundary from a slovw,
well-pitched ball which seemed to be break-
ing favourably. But the worgt of these
slow balls was that they so easily deceived
a fellow. Before Montic could be saware
of it, the leather rolled leisurely under h.3
bat, and he swiped at nothing—ecarelessly
cetting out of his crease.

The wicket-keeper caught the hall neatly.
and the next second she sent it crashing
into the wicket.

“fTow's that?’’ she cried triumphantly.

“Out!'’ said the umpire. -

“ Begad!’ gasped Sir. Montie. * Stumped:

The next man in remained only for three
minutes, being clean  bowled after thd
period. And so it weat on. A rot had scb
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_and nobody could possibly hind a reason.

¢ the explanation was the simplest in the
B."rhl The batsmen were quite unused to
:'?iq kind of bowling, and hefore they could
gct; cettled to it, they were cither bowled,
or“h the score was creeping up.

Already it was 8a—for live wickets. This
was scrious enough, of course, but there
was still plenty of time {o recover. DRut
patsman after batsman came out, and the
Remove hegan to pet dismaved.

There were only two wickets left when the
acore passcd the century. and at 106 the last
gan went in—Boots—and I was at the other
wicket. I had bheen batting for about fifteen

In

ricked into skying the bhall for a catceh.

vilal:ty.
the victory from us -and
0 it would be the
imaginable.

Buster played yery cautiously, and the
next over was a maiden., Then I got the
bowling again, and [ went all out for runs.

Clack! .

I hit a nfce two, although I had expected
to get three. But these girls were so clever
at ficlding that the leather was returned
with remarkable speed and precision.

And beforc long the score was 111, Three
runs fo equalise—four to win! [ pliyed
wilh the ntmost ecantion., And soon I sent
the leather away for another two—bringing

They saw a chanee of snatching
il they could do
greatest  triumph
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Archie was delighted to see the form of Dr. Stokes loom up.

. Craah |
' his body.

The firet glpsy went over with a jarring thud that shook every bone

;;'}ln.lltes, and had run up a nice litlle score
&3, and was just feeling set.

nnwnd I was comfortable about winning

e We only needed cight runs to draw,

o e to win. And Buster was a safe
hi)milll——::oart.ic:ul:nrl:,r when he was required

to €. He knew that he could leave me
B¢t tho runs.

t_oA:)l the same, the match was turning out
umeluucomfoqmbly close, and nobody re-
.‘i.l cye( _the girls with amuscment now.
With s were certainly a force 1o be reckoned

to-tf_ tor Irene and Co., they were all on tip-
€rger, intent, and full to the brim with

the total up to 113. Fateful number! The
crowds were now watching with breathless
aticention.

The next ball would probably mean vietory
for the Remove—and it seemed ridiculous
that we should have to actually fight for it.
Marjorie sent down a swit delivery, and I
swung my bat round, and opened my
shoulders to the drive,

“0Oh, well hig!*?

““ Boundary—boundary !?

“ Remove wins!?

The ball had gone high for what seemed
to be a certain boundary—but Boots and ‘I
were running. taking no chances, We were



certain of running two, and that mecant
viclory.

But Irenc Manners was running, too, and
the spectators walched with sudden awed

interest. The ball was falling just within
the boundary, and Irene was ruosnimg as
fleet a3 a hare, ' '

She leapt sideways and upwards, ¢lutehed’
at the descending ball, and held (it. The
‘next second. she recovered her equilibrium,
and then shot the leather skywards,

“QOut!"

“0Oh, well caught!’’

“ Bravo, Miss Irene!”

I dropped my bat, and stared.

“Well, if this isn't the limit!’ I said
grimly. ** Whacked—by one run! Licked by
THE

a {eam of schoolgirls!  Will somehody
please jump on my head and wake m® yps
But it was no drcamm—as I Kknew g

cnough. Jrene and Co. had won'in a cleag
brilijant game. And they had beéaten ¢,
Junior Eleven at St. Frank’s College! T4

alfair was the sensation of the term. Rys
somchow, the Remove didn’t feel belittled. '

As for the Moor View girls, they wer,
congratulated on all sides, and Ireygy
Manners was the bhappiest girl of all. §),
little knew what drecadful events were j,
store for her! To-day she was happy—Dbug
to-morrow she was destined to find herselg
tn a tangle of lopeless trouble. And aj)
this, just because she had given her wory
of honour!

But it's another story, 30 I shall hayg
to deal with it--next weck!

END.
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Editorial _Announccment B

My dear Readers,

In this week's story you will notice that
the author has brought you into closer
¢ouch with the leading characters of the
Moor View School. Ever since the young
ladies of Misz Bond's School first appeared
in_the chronicles of St. Frank's, hundreds of
enthusiastic readers, both boys and girls,
have written asking to know more about
them.

POPULAR WITH BOYS AND GIRLS,

At first T was a little dubious of intro-
ducing girls into our stories, for an editor
has to be cautious when embarking on some-
thing new. It is common knowledge, how-
ever, that the most popular of boys' stories
are read by girls as well as boys, and that
the NELSON LEE LIBRARY i3 no exception (o
this rule is abundantly proved by the con-
tents of my postbag. Now, it occurred to
the author, and I share his view, that a
story combining the Introduction of boys
and girls could flot fail to be popular with
both scctions of my readers, if only because
it would add variety and open up a larger
liecld for future development in our stories,

N |

TELL YOUR FRIENDS! l

It 13 now up to you, my boy and gid
readers, to show-yvour appreciation of these
storias by making them known among all

your friends. I shall be glad to hear your

opinion of the story you have just read, and
what vou think of Irene’s unfortunate pre-
dicament, in which she has to face a serioud
ordeal rather than break a promise she has
made to Mrs. Beverley Stokes. '

Af——

THE ROBBER OF THE REMOVE!

The consequences of Irene’s determination
to keep her word will be described in next
week's story, together with another mystery,
which concerns chiefly the Boys of St
Frank’s. This story, called ** TUg ROBBER OF
THE REMOVE!" i3 also linked up with 1he
strange behaviour of the new Ilead's wife.

pa————

THE COMPETITION RESULTS.

I regret not being able to publish all tho .
names of succesiful winners of consolation
prizes in the Characters' Names (ompett:
tion. They will appear, however, along with
the Correct Solution, in our next issue. The
large number ol successful competitors **
an eloguent testimony to the great pO_P"i
larity of this contest. Although the origind) &
prize was only £1, the total cost of the 27
prizes awarded has exceeded this figure many
times over. I am now thinking out anothef
competition to be run In connection “"t'|
our coming Summer loliday Stories. If ¥0!
have any suggestions to make, my chuma;
just drop me a line.

Your sincere [riend,
TUE EDITOR.

-
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No. 31. THE FIRST GLIMPSE OF THE MIGHTY WEST.

about nine o'clock on Monday

morning when we arrived in Kansas

City, and having finished breéakfast

just before this I took the opportunity

to get off the train and stretch my legs.

we only had a quarter of an hour’s stop,

and then we were due to carry on, and travel

right through the State of Kansas from
Rast to West,

Kansas City its=elf iz not one city, but.
rcally two, There are, in fact, two dis-
tinet towns by this name—Kansas City, Mis-
souri, the most important, and Kansas City,
Kansas, the smaller. And both cities are
situated at Lhe cxtreme FEastern border of
Kansas State. We should, therefore, be
travelling completely across Kansas until
after ten o’clock ut night—when the train
.would enter Colorado. -

T was

In this Jittle article T am going to deal’|

with the journcy through Kansas. Being a
visitor, and on my: first trip across America,
I was naturally intensely interested, and
2 :Dcnt most of my timec on the obscrvation-
ar.

1 won’t say much about Kansas City, be-
Cause there’s really very little to say. It
Ja 4 big town, and an important one. But,
80 far as scenery goes, there's not much to
¥rite_ahout.

I took my seat on the rear platform of the
obagn-atlon car, [lilled with delightful antici-
Pation as soon as we pulled out on the day’s
lourncy,  Remember, this was my first day -
?ﬂ Any obscrvation-car, and I was there-
Ore as eager and keen as any schoolboy.

ll.wns prepared to  enthuse over the
Ebc:)nous scenery that I had read so much
s Ut In the ruilway booklets. I am not
bu{";g they boasted about Kanshs scenery,
.‘nd 1ere we were getting out into the West,
s I was ready, with both eyes open, te
€verything within secing dlistance.

'réll(!...[ might as well say at once that 1.
Ieluwtr_y: fell asleep during the course of
t i':no.rnlng.---.nnt. because the motion of the
%ay on 3 lulling, St becanse the landscape
1 gosto [Dolsnwcly uninteresting that, frankly,
Flﬂlnly, cd up with it.

]

di;]“r Me to deseribe the seenery is not only .
» but a matter of sheer impossibility =
- Yery simple reason that there is no
Magiy, o describe. U'nder no streteh of

atior ¢ you eall & dead fat land-

‘That's putting it f

scapc scenery. As for the towns, tl=y werp
certainly the most deadly uninleresting spots
I have ever seen,

Perhaps I had better make a small at.
tempt to transfer the picturc on to this
page. 1 don’t suppose I shall succeed, butl
there’'s nothing like trying.

On ecither side of the rallway track we
passed through vast regions of agricultural
country. Not the kind of agricultural coun-
try we krow in Great Britain, with hedges
and meadows, and so forth, but a perfectly
flat, univtercsting vista of enormous lelds
and precious little else. In fact, whenever
I fell asleep, 1 never knew how long I had
been dozing, because the view was always
precisely the same whenever 1 woke up.

For example, I could drop off to sleep
when rassing on¢c town, and wake up when
passing the next—and could quite casily
think it was the same “city.”” For one is
exactly the same as the other—and about as

‘dreary as a desert island in the midst of a

wide expanse of ocean.

These towns are just straggling collections
of wooden shacks and houses dumped close
to the railway iine. Sometimes there were
trces, but very seldom. And the whole day
was 30 monotonous that I rather longed for
the darkness to come to hide it all up. Yet
I didn't want to lcave the observation car
in case, by some¢ miracle, something in-
teresting hove into vicw.

Needless to say, I was perfeetly correet
it my assumption that nothing of staggering
moment would loom up. Even Lhe main
road was more or less of a joke. IFor miles
this road—a. State highway, mind you—runs
paraMel with the railway,

Try and picture a miry looking mud track,
with an  occasional Ford churning along
throngly it like a traction emgine, and you
will get a ghimpse of the majn Kangas' State
highway—or on¢ of them. DBeing Spring.
time, the Trosts had gone, and the roads had
had no time to dry up. So perhaps the
tme was rather unfavourable from a
tourist’'s point of vlew.

My first glimpse of the West was hardly
promising, | went to hed that night pray.
ing for something more picturcsyue on the
morrow. And Colorado and New Mexico cer-
tainly sounded like the recal thing.

" -
Next Week: “Through Colorado and New
Mexico.”
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This fine old school was founded in 1509,
and In 1550 was granted a Royal Charter by
King Edward VI. Situated in Guldford
ligh Strect, it i3 a very picturesque build.
ing and forms oue of the chief attractions

of Old Guildford. There are same 330
scholars divided into four houses,
Iamonde's, Nettle’'s, Beckingham and

Austin's. The school has an 0.T.C. and a
In the Great

large troop of Boy Scouts.

and’
Old

oys luid down their lives,
memortal, designed by an '
Boy, has been erected to their memory. ttl:-*

War 52 0Old
a beautiful

the sehool muscum are preserved ol

original Charter granted by Edward VI 2
many other old records. The school mag?
zine, “ The Guildfordinn,” which appears %
the end of cach term, is an excellently prY”
duced periodical and a eredit to all con
cerned with it.  The school colours

ale
red, green and white.

]
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Edited by Nipper.

CAREERS IN CARICATURE.
No. 3. FATTY LITTLE

HIS FATNESS INCREAS~
{ING ,HE EARNS A m
PRINCELY SALARY A

AN EXHIBIT TOTHE Y 1.

PUBLIC CAZE,

AT 20, HI S FIRST

AMDBITION WOULD
[ \\BE TO BECOME
? A CHEF
L)Y T UNTIL—

p——

-

\
B
N\

1 AND AT 30, HE wWoulLD AND HERC HE

§ YNDOVBTEDLY WIN THE (S NS
WORLD'S CHAMPION- ,-;M PRIME)
| SHIP IN AVOIRDUPOIS, v, THE ARTIST
- RESRETS
THAT LACK IS
OF SPALE

PREVENTS
HiM FRomgR
SHOWING
A FRCNT
viciv.

tl bf;?m'ﬂﬂ 10 our artist, Fatty's growing bulk and werght in yenrs to come will limit the spherp
Rture actfivities, --THR EDITOR.
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Editorial Office,
Study C,
St. Irank’'s.

My dear Chums,

On the last page of this issue you will
find « list of the successful competitors in
the Characters’ Names Competition. There
are 247 names, to be exact, and to each of
these chums I am presenting a consolation
prize. 1 must make the next competition a
hittle wore diflicult.

TRACKETT CGRIM.

It will be noti«ed that there §s no story
this week about our Famous Incriminator.
PIersonally, 1 think our old friend and lis
yvouthful assistant will be missed, but Hand-
forth does not agree.

At least, he refuses to do his usual yarn,
It secems that many chaps have been suying
rather nasty things about Illandy’'s weekly
atorics, and the leader of Study D is a
little upset,

Ile must be a little upset I think, because
he threw an inkpot at me when [ went
into hvis study the other day, After that he
tried to hit me over the head with a chair.

When Church and McClure came to my
rescue he hurled the table at them, aud
and after that he picked up the fire-irons
and was about to urm himself with them.
fiut luckily ho was only a little upset and
we calmed him down at that point. I am
very glad he was not really badly upset!

lle might have thrown the study at us!

WHY HANDY IS CROSS!

The cxplanation of Ilandy's attitude
seems (0 be that ho is annoyed that people
do not think all his detective slories are
works of genius. Several bors have written
lelters suggesting that the author of the

saidd varns would not .b¢ out of place in
Bedlam!

{ munority

They say the stories are absolutely rotten
and that the author does not know what
he s writing about.

Thiz, of course, did not please sllandy.

I am not surprised! Ianey suggesting
that he does not knorw what he is wriling
about! It i3 quite possible that some
readers are a bit vague as to what his stull
is abhout. i

But that is a very different thing from
saying that the autlior himsell is i (he
same position,

APOLOGIES WANTED!

The rvesult of all this was that Landy
refused to do any mars of his celebrated
stories till he recetved an apology from
the readers who had insulted his intelr-
ence by scoffing at Trackett Grim.

I told him that it was only u very small
that scoffed, but llandy only
shilfed. -

“I don’t care,” lLe shouted. ¢ tell you
Lhut the Mag. jolly well depends on Trackelt
Grim. You just lecave out my yarns and
you'll see that uwo one will read it! I'm
not the kind of chap who boasts, bul
know which are the best contributions (0
the Mag.”

[ tricd to persuade him to sit down and
write another story, but he was adamunti.
In other words he was as obstinate as 8
mule, e refused to put pen to paper till
he had reecived apologies from those who
had said nasty things about his stories.

So there the matter rests. Ilandy is 1%

tinctly huily. DBut, between you and nl(‘;
[ think we shall see more of his yarw
before very long.

Meanwhile anyone who cares to send it
apologies i3 at liberty to do so!
Your old chum,
NIPPER.
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CASUAL CONVERSATIONS

Imagined by CHARLIE TALMADGE

| No. 1.—A CRICKET DEFEAT.

1. IN THE PREFECT® ROOCOM.

FextonN: It's no good grumbling now—
we've been beaten on our own ground
by an immings and twenty-scven runs!

MoORROW : Ghastly!

FextoN: Of course, the weather was
against us. We seemoed to have rotten
hick with the showers. All the advanu-
tage wenlt to Helnmford. 1 expeet the
juniors are making a confounded song
about this.

WiLsox: Better let me licar them!

FexroN: Oh, well, we can’t expect any-
thing else. It’s a horrible smack, to lc
licked so thoroughly. It wouldn’t have
been so had if that last shower hadn't
ruined the wicket.

MorrOw: Yes, we can thank ihe weather
for this fiasco.

CirLiLe: Oh, rather!
_Mits: Nothing but the weather, of coursc.

FENTON: Yes, I suppose we had rotten Juck.
All the same, I shall! have to buck the
First Eleven aup prcity viporous!y.
Parry’s bowling was rotten, and 1 never
expeeted you to be out for a duck,
Morrow.

MoORROW : I like that! Ilew en earth could
I help it, with the wicket so churned up
that the ball pitched anywhere arnd
cverywhere? Don’t be so infernally un-
reasonable, old man!

FExtox: Oh, well! We won’t arsue.

(They continue arguing).

2. IN THE JUNIOR PASSAGE.

Haxprorti: What did T tell yon?
Chencn: Blessed it 1 know!
McCrrrE:  What did  you
what? .
ANDFORTII: About {he match on RBig Side
Lhis afternoon. Didn't-I say that the
First Eleven was a wash-out,: and that
they’d be whacked by a clear imnings?

Ciioren: 1 don't remember it! I thought
you said the First was in tip-top fonn,

tcll us abcut

MCCLURE!

]
and  would  show  these  llelmford
swankers how to play cricket.
IZaNDFORTII: Rot! Your memeory’s as bad
as ever, you ass:  The Firzt Jost the
maitch because they can’t play cricket
for toffec!

McCuLrre: They don’t!

HANDFORTII: Don’'t what?

McCCLURE: Play cricket for toffce—they play
for points.

CHURcIL: Ha, ha, ha! .

HaxprorTi (glaring): Yeou cackling fat-
heads! I suppose you call that funny?

I tell you, the First can’t play cricket

for nuts! I offered to give Fenton somc
advice, but he wouldn’t take it. And

look at the result!

Cnueaci: It might have been worse—il he'd
taken your advice! '

WATSON: Now, then!
Lend a hand, you chaps!
idicts!

BooTs: What's the argument about?

Crickel! Handy says the First
Eicven cant play for nuts,

Boors: He's right--they can’t!  They've
beon Tieked in the inost horrible way.
Of course, they bhlamed the weather, but
that's a!l Tommy rot. They must find
s£0:MC CXCUSC, po.7 begzars!

HaxnrorTH: The Upper School is going to
the dogs!

(Discussion centinues).

3. IN THE FAGCGERY.
Heard the latest?

No scrapping here!
Separate these

CHUBBY :

Wity : What about?

Curebpy: Cricket, The First Eleven was
whacked——

WiILLY: Blow the First BElovent!-

JUICY: Buat it's a  disgreee, you Know,

Lvervhody's talking—

WiILLY: Let ‘¢ talk--whe cares?  And clear
off, and don't interrupt me whilc ['m
pinning these butterfllies in my specimen
case! They're a darncd lot more im-
poitant than the Figgh Eleven!

(The Tirst Elcven trogedy is forgotien.)
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(NOTE.—Readers of the NELSON LER
LIGRARY c¢an write to me, and [ will
reply on this page. But don’t expect
an answer for a week or two, owing
to the delays in printing. Address
vour letters or posteards to UNCLE
EpwarD, ¢‘o The Editor, The NELSOX
LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
I'arringdon Street, London, E.C.4.—
UNCLE EDWARD.)

I'. A, YORBRK: I've ﬁiven yout Lhanks to
Archie, as you ask, for his number of
the Mag.—although 1 can’t understand
why anybody should thank him for tha¢
rotten frost! There's no accounting for
tastes! Lots of people said my number
of the Mag. was awful—which only shows
that good writing is never appreclated.
Can I tell you which is the best bicrele
o112 Well, I always get mine from Old
Sharpe, the ironmonger, in Bellton. You
can't do better than that, so I advise
you to buy your oil from him.

F. W.S., SWINDON: My Author's Licence is
an imaginary thing, yon duffer—you can’t
get it from the Post Office, like a Dog
Licence. Of course I'm a born detective.
If T wasn’t, how could I think of the
Trackett Grim plots? And why shouldn't
I be a Big Game Hunter, too? Don't
you tnink Nelson Lee ever goes ex-

- ploring?

JOAN ROUTLEDQGE: Yes, I think it's a
good idea to have the Moor View girls
in our stories. As You say, it gives you
giris more of a share in the general in-
terest. I dom't think Nipper can spare
room for that Correspondence Exchange
you suggest. You don't know how
plecased I am that the Trackett Grim
yarns buck you u{t when you're low
spirited. Yes, Fatty's recipes are too
awful for words, and I'm glad you agrce

: with me.

ETHEL A JOWSEY, SCARBOROUGH: Oh. [

say! TIancy you sending me a kiss like

that! I'm awfully embarrassed, you
know, because I'm a shy chap, really.

I'm blessed il you're mot amolher one!

JPEPLY oYOURS

= 'umnnpnnnmnmnnuuunumn:uuuunmmunuuu
Correspondence Answered

by UNCLE EDWARD
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You think my stories funny! Y think
everybody must misunderstand me. Angd
vou think Willy's got more brain than
1 have? Well, you are a silly id——
Ob. crumbs! You're a girl, 50 I can’t
tell you what I think of your opinion.
That idea of yours about a couplet is-
a corker—but, unfortunately, it's too
late, as the .‘* Familiar Phrases "’ have
finished. But we might use it later on.
THE SLASHING LIEUTENANT: Thanks for
your suggestions and ideas. Dut it ism’t
rcally my department, so I'vec passed on
vour letter to Nipper, and perhaps you'il
notice some changes. Good luck, old sos.
AN OLD READER, IPSWICH: I'm surprised

vou don’t know why the wall of the
Remove passage is damaged opposite
Study D. It's because Church and

McClure are always flylng out so hur-
riedly—generally with my assistance from
the rear. I've got to keep order, you
know.

R. S. HACKNEY: You're quite right, old
chap—at least, I assume vou're a chap.
Ernest Lawrence was a kind of profes.
sional boxer at one time—but only just
for the sport of it, you know. And he's
capable of whacking Nipper any day, I'll
bet. DBut if it comes to fighting, I'm
ready to take them on, with or withoat
gloves, whenever they like.

LESLIE R. HILL, HIGHBURY: Thanks for
vour sensible, well-written letter and the
photograph. My hat! You're as tall
as Clarence Fellowe! And a lot better
looking than that ass. You're a reader
from No. 1 of the ““ N.L.L.,”” eh? That’s
great. I think I like Irene better than
Tessa, but Tessa’s a jolly nice girl, t00.
So you're another chap who thinks that
Trackett Grim is comic! It's too bad—
when I'm such a serious fellow, too. Of
course, Archie i3 a funny fathead. We
all know that. I don't agree that the
(ollege House is Top Dog. Not likely!
Ancient House for ever! I'll find out
those heights, etc., some time this week,
and reply to you again in next week's
Mag. So look out for it, old son.

A REGULAR READER (Faling): This Is (o
answer to you, Miss May, and not to the
Northampton chap. This is the worst of
choosing such a simple disguise for your
name. Thanks for all your nice remarks
about the Magazine, and about the chaps.
I toid Somerton what you said aboul his
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untidy ways, and how they appealed to
you, and he grinned like the dickens,
Some of these fellows are dotty, you
know. I've asked Tommy Watson which
girl he admires, and the fathead wanted
to light me. The idiot didn't know |
was only asking him the question to
oblige you. Anyhow, [ can’t reply,
because he flares up like anything when |
mention girls. He’s a shy bounder. I'm
pleased that you like Willy, becauvse he’s
my brother, but I can’t quite agree with
you. Mle always makes me wild. |
haven't had time to ask the feliows all
those questions about their favourite pas-
times and ages, but I'll do s0 this week,
and give you another reply-space in the
next issue of the Mag. Yes, of course
I'm golng to Wembley, and I shalil
naturally take heaps of cash with me.
What's the matter with your Latin? The
words on our school badge—'" Consilio et
Animis "—mean " By Wisdom and
t‘oarage." I hope you've got plenty, of
oth.

C EMBERSON (Stratford): If I knew your
full address, 1'd come along tbe lirst time
1 visited london and biff you on the
ncse! The idea of saying that I show
off! And in front of Miss Irene, too!
Still, 1 forgive you, and put it down to
your scnseé of humour. But don’t try to

be funay again, my lad, or I'll be on
your 1{irack. Don't forget I'm a
daetective!

DOROTHY : You see, although you said you
made up your mind to be one of the first
to write to me, a good many others were
ahcad cof you. But what you lacked in
tpeed, you easily make up for in every-
thing else. Ibp fact, your letter Is. one
of the most charming I have ever had,
and thanks awfully for it. I'm tre-
mendously pleased because you like the
Frackett Grim stories so much. Is it
rcally a fact that I'm popular with all
the girls you know? Of course, there's
something about me that the chaps never
appreciate, but the girls seem to like. [
expect it's because 1'm so jolly big and
strong, aud always ready to biff a fellow
for being a rotter. I don't know about
those photographs you ask for, because
I'm not really the Editor. &till, I'll put
It to Nipper and see what he eayvs. I'm
2lad you are such a regular reader, and
hope everybody is as staunch as you are
Lo the Old Paper. So you think Edgar
Sopp is clever? I suppose he Is in a
way, but yom only knoy* him by his
Fables. 1Ile's not such a bad sort per-
Sonally. ‘Both Nipper and Reggie Pitt
";t'"? Jolly good chaps—but, ag you know,
h_ﬂgule 13 away at present, so I ecan't tell
ti'm what you say. From your descrip-

00 of yourself, you must be a jolly

'lf:i"l:? girl—a lot better than my sister
e 4, anyhow. She's a terror. I'm sure
).0:]'.:2 inst as pretty as Irene, only

tco modest to say so. And you

like Willy? You are quite right when
you say he's cheeky. For example, when
I told nim that you said you'd like to
hug him, he asked me for your address!
And when I told him 1 couldn't give It
to him, he told me to tell you that he's
quite agreeable. And if that isn't ¢i.ecky,
what i3? Of course you c¢an ¢all me Ted
—1 like it. Well, you asked for a nice
long reply, and I think you've got one.

C. W. D. (Walthamstow): Another ono
asking for a Portrait Gallery! [ shall
really have to talk to Nipper seriously
about this, and get him to arrabge some-
thing definite. After all, he's the Editor,
and he ougit to do what the recaders
want. That’s a ripping idea of yours to
print four every week, with the names
and ages underneath, I shouldn’t be sur-
prised if we adopt it. I'll do as you say,
and catch Nipper in a good humour.
That'll be casy, because he's always iD a
good humour, and he’s one of the best of
chaps. And 1 shall naturally tell him
that the suggestion is yours,

CAUTIOUS INQUIRER (Ed:inburgh): Good
man! The one chap I've been longing to
hear from! I'd Jike to shake hands, ol
son! You're the fimt fellow who's
recally appreciated the Trackett Griin
stories as they ought to be appreciated,
As you eay, they’re quite serious, znd
1'm giad you understand this. But that
bit was in your P.3., so I'm putting the
cart before the horse, lad that you
have followed my advice about curing
warts, ete., and that you are grateful for
the results. Irene is ripping—she always
is. One of the best girls under the sun—
and at night-time, under the 'moon.
There’s po fear of Yyou- incurring my

displeasure,. I think youre one of
the best,
DOBIE, VIOLET AND HARRY (East.

bourne): Nipper thinks that those little
countributions of yours are jolly clever,
and I shouldn’t be a bit surprised if he
prints them in the Mag. one weck when
he’s got room. Look out, jnyhpw,
MISS VIOLET E. A. P, BRENTWOOD:
Please look out for your reply next week.
Your letter is so nice thai 1 don’t want
to eramp my reply into a few words.
You aren’t disappointed, are you?
J. STACK, DBALHAM: Sorry, but I'm
cramped for room. I'll reply fuliy next
week to your letter.

ANONYMOUS GIRL READER: 7The
Fditor gave me your letter, and as 1
haven't got any room lJeft, I'll reply to
it next week, If you don't mind.

NOTE.—No more space this week, and
another big batch of letters just arrived.
Will reply to all the [oliowing next week:
WILLIAM RIGBY, CLARA W, A, R
TINGEY, ALAN POLLOCK, BISCUIT, MAY,
A. FEARN, A READER, A. FIELD, A. 1L F.,
SWEETSTUFF, TUBBY, und STANLEY

BECK. "
UNCLE EDWARD.

AN



Ly HUBERT JARROW

« The King of Games .:

because this «ame is

quite topical just now, and iz generally

regarded as a popular pastime.  So

I am going to mmake a few zeneral remarks

on the subject. That, 1 mean, js what |
am going 1o do.

Cricket is a gane that calls ror all sorts
of enerzy. 1 mean to say, these chaps
who write in the papers about cricket heing
dead—these  grumblers who declare  that
cricket is a back number. and all that sort
of thina. What we have to do is to pull
ourseives together, gather our wits, and
make a stern opposition,

Beeause, why not?  After all, cricket is
a game that has heen pretty foully run
down. When yon actually zet on the piteh
it isn’t so slow asg it seems. I mean, there's
the batsman, for example, standing at the

T s my iMention to say a few wordsregular doses, beeause ITandforth absolutely
about cricket,

old crease with the willow in his grasp,
and down comes the hall.  Of course, he

can't sce it. It simply whizzes by and
hurtles away at just ahout the velocity of
a cannon-ball.  And  this, mind you, is
supposed to be a slow game. 1t’s all very
well for these crities to be eritical, but if
they had 8 game or two, they might not
have such hard things to say about cricket.
v 1 don’t think I've actually scen one, bul
crickets are something like grasshoppers.
S0 iL's quite possible that during a game
you have cricket in the centre of the field
and thousands of erickets all round the
field. And that, I mean, iz an interesting
Lthought. There they are, jumping about in
the grass, and making all sorts of funny
sounds.  And it is reputed that these
crickels even chirp on the hearth.

[ believe In always having a elean hearth
in the study. Some fellows litter theira up
with paper and peneil sharpenings and bits
of strine, and all sorls of odds and ends.

And tChis, after all, looks untidy. 1 don’t
agree with  thede slovenly habits. The
chapz ‘ought to be more painstaking.

Of course, Church and MeClure are very
paiastaking. They  take  pain i quite

msistx upon administering it in bulk. And,
actually, he delivers the next dose hefore
the previous dose has properly done its
work.

I can’t say (hat T azree with work at this
time of the yvear., Here we are in Mayv, and
all the trees are blossaming forth, and the
sun is shining, and the good old open air
calls for us 1o veuture ‘ont. [ mean, it's
too bad for us to be hemmed into the elass-
room, swotting away at Jessons, when we
should much prefer to be on the plaving.-
fields or on Lh» river. [ ecan’t help feceling
that this discipline is somewhat tainted with
slavery,

Stavery is nothing like it used to bhe. In
the good old days, vast slabs of the popula-
tion existed under slavery, and they Knew
it. 1 mean, these poor begaars werr slaves,
and they lived fairly peacefully, and hadn't
any real worries at atl. Bat nowadays the
same slabs of the population are just ns
mucii slaves as ever they were, hut they
don’t realise it, And that’s a lot worse.
Recanuse in these enlightened times we ought
{o be—well, enlightened. |

But these Governments of  to.day do
absolitely as they like with the pnblic, and
unless wre ook out the Goveraments of the
future will positively wipe usz off the face
of the carth altogether. 1It’s queer how
these politicians promise all sorts of things
hefore  setting into Parlinment, and then
forg-t ahout them afterwards. It only
shows thal vou can't trust anybody, and
they all seem 1o be tarred with the same
hrush. What | mean is, they don’t play the
S, :

“TAnd tie zame ought to he plaved. And I

insist Lhat cricket is one of the fastest and

most healli-ziving pastimes —."*
(You've left it unli! tao late, old mah.
Auy further remarks of yours on the
subject of Cricket must he left over
ulil the labter part of your manuscript
is te-wrilten.  Somehow it 2ot destroyed.
--FD., sL. Frank’s Magaziae.)
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:: LETTER

" In his letter this week, Reggic Pitt gives a delightful pen-picture of Kao,
: the City of Mud, where the expedition party are making their fmal prepara- :
: tions for their trip into the Great Sahara.—THE EDETOR.
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Kano, Northern Nigeria.
Dear Old Nipper,

This makes the fourth dispatch, doesn't
it? We're In Kano still, as 1 hinted we
should be in my last letter. Dorrie ana

sir Crawford have been pretty busy buying.

camels, and getting ready for our deseri
irip.

These details don’t interest Jack and I,
of course, and 80 we've been having a gooa
old Inok round the city. I only wish I could
‘give you an adequate picture of the place.
J1 a way, it’s one of the most extraordinary
towns 1 have ever scen in my life—and I've
seen a few, as you kmnow, although I'm get-
ting on for ninety. .

Therc's something mystical about Kano—
somcthing which jinpresses us with the
atmozphere of age. And the place is so
gquecerly built, too—everything of hard, sun-
baked mud. .

It's a Hausa centre of commerce and
aclivity, and the population is not far short
of ¢ighly or ninety thousand, I'm told. And
:'ur a native cily that's biggish, 1 should
magine.

The entire city Is surrounded by .the great
walls of Kano, and they were built, I have
no doubt, as defensive measures against
Possible invaders.

In the past, tribal wars were the order of
he day--a kind of continual picnic, in fact.
And so they protected Kano in a manner
that left no doubt as to its cflectiveness.

here are over seven sguare miles of
‘Towded streets and mud dwellings within

'l“-' walls, and these great ramparts com-
pictely surround the town. -
tell you, il's a colossal affair, this wall,
™ Jack and Y have heen fairly staggered.
it L valls are forty feet wide at the base,
high - Please, and’ they're over thirty feet
J':Eui And at the top the parapet has got
Side AT openings, with a lcdﬁe on the Inner

-rhl"““""lg cntirely round the city.

o tla?;l ledge was provided for the accom-

city inm;,' of archers, {he defenders of the

of c.'uu”e”“}‘ﬂ of stress.  And the loopholes,

T loasiny ore used for the cheerful pastime

Ximilar nop:0l 2 few rounds of arrows and
he delight i) birthday presents.

7Y Tamparts 4f Kano are aboul eleven

angd
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miles in circumfcrence, and there are at
lcast thirteen entrances. And the wall s
so wide at the base that the cntrance gaps
are just like tunnels. _

Jack and I strolled in through one, of these
tunnels in the late afternoon, Dorrie kaving
informed ns that this was aboyt the best
time of the day for sightsceing. And, my
word, he was right!

It was fairly cool at that hour, afler the
terrific heat of the earlier afternoon, and
the natives were just getting busy. You
mustn’'t think that the inhabitants out bere
ignore the heat because they've . becn
brought up to it. No, my son. They do
practlically nothing in the middle of the day.
and it's only in the evening that Kano gets
really busy, |

Things hegin to liven up with a vengeance
then, and the markets fill with eager
merchants and throngs of buyers. The place
is a hamming hive of Industry, and I cound
write reams about it. But Lhere's not much
room in the Mag., as I know, so I shall have
t>» be hrief. :

It's interesting to see the gown-clad Hausa
merchants arniving with their wares—some
driving oxen, others urging on laden
donkeva. And men and women will earry
rreat, baskets of goods on their heads.

The food-sialls in the markets are full of
inaize, beans, guivea-corn, millet, and ail
that sort of stufl. And you can get onions
and tomatoes and sugar-canes galore. Jack
and T gave the meat market a wide berth,
though, hecause we could nHT it abhout half
a mile off, and Dorrie had warped us not
to go near unlcss we provided ourselves with
eau-de-Cologne. But I understand that you
can buy heaps of good quality beef and
mutton.

The crowds here are tremendous, all jost-
ling along on the dusty roads, and everyhody
scems to Le in the best of humours. As
for the dwellings—— THallo! I've gof lp
stop here, hdaven't I? 1It's no good sending
morc tham you can deal with in one dis
pateh, so I'll ring offt uniil the next mail.

Cheerio! * Everybody all sercne—hope you
and the lads of the village are the same.

~ " Yours,‘as alwavsi, .
& ‘REGGIE.



RAVEL
T ALES

By Ap Old
Boy

(Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)

ILF bushmaster is a large snake of
South  Americn, It  is  deadly
poisonous, bul of the most exquisit:

beautly., Its sKin glistens  with
lovely  prismatie  colonrs—ever  changing,
when  alive, but  they soon  fade after
death,

As 1 was anxious to scenre one of these,
I offered 2 reward to some negroes if they
would find me one. A day or two after-
wards, one of them bronght ime word thatl
they had found one. On going to [ts Jair
Ly some f{allen tree-trunks, I found it to
e a young one. It was about ten fect
*long, but very slim of hody compared with
what it would be when full-zrown. In other
words, T realised that he wasn't strons
enough (o break my arm. or injure my
body, il he should take it into his head
to coil himself around me. So I went down
on one knee, scized his tail with my left

hand, and held my hat in my right hand
iike a shield.

The snake furned on me [fercely, and
came at me open-mouthed, hissing. e

came within two feet of my face, and then

1 drove my right fist., with all the forre
I could muster, fall into his jaws, This
stunned him, and Dbefore he Kknew where

he was I seized his throat with both hands
in such a way that he couldn't bite. Find-

Ina it impossible to do so, he eoiled bhis
ten feet of writhing carcase around my
body, which I didn't mind a bit. He gave

me a pood squeezing, certainlv—and bruised
me a bit so that I felt sore for days after---
but he bhroke no hones,

In this way, I marched off with the
snake as my prize. An old nigzer who
accompanied me, helped me to skin it after-
wards, and [ was able to treat the hide in
such a way as (o preserve its  superbh
colouring.

This Week's
Josh
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bad {imes coming--bad timed
and most of 1]1 for whnul
why was this?  Ask me!
food =oes up, the school
the  hardest. “"hich WS

\ By CUTTLE

No. 5.—STARYATION ON THE WAY.

HERE was a ot of talking and
Why was food dear?  Ask me! 1t
was because tradesmen as deal in

together to keep it dear. Why was they
anxious to keep it dear? Ask me! DBecause
big prolits,

And if [ was a dealer in food,

Not likely! I'd
make food four times the it s
now. Why? Because I was human,

all we can.

And I'd only be a bit in 1l
the other tradesmen. For let me sound 2
and higher, and there won’t he no stopping
them.
for everyhody-
boys. And
bovs was  hit
«nod,
their stride, and everything will 2oon he 39
dear thal folks wiil die of starvation
fat.

Now what ouzht to bHe done with pro-
They ought to be given lthese here honoutrs
and mulo into lords and dukes. That's
what we necd—especialiy if  they makes
hundreds and milions of schoolboys an
syringe of disinfectant.

There was too many peaple on earth,

The world wias in 2 bad way, and until
half the people was Killed off what hope wit?
fiteers was the men for the job—seeing V3
they're making prices so high that livits

(The Porter)
grumbling a%out food- being  dear,
food was always pulting Lheir heads
if it was cheap they wouldn’t make such
would I
bring the prices down?
price what
an:l
all of us was trving to get
advance of
solemn warning., Drices was going higher
There was
Because when
These here profiteers was just getting in
their thousands —while the tradesmen zot3
fiteers of that sort?  Ask me! I know.
what ought to Dbe done.  DProfiteers w.ad
other folks die off like zreen flies before 1
the more that dies the better!
Lhere for the rest?  And these here proe
will 300n he imposiibie,
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I have discovered that the

EII0OLD,
Eternal Problem of the schoolboy is

B how to get enough DPPocket Money,

how to prevent it wasting quickly
away, and how to Replenish it after it lins
gone. And there be those among Schoolboys
who will resort to Questionable Methods to
reline their pockets. Now among those scho-
lars "at the Famous College of St. Frunk's
'who were known as Removites there was one
Teddy Longswho had gained an Evil Repu-
tation as the

BIGGEST LIAR IN TIIE SCIIOOL.

And the said Teddy Long was in a Chronic
“Slate of Impecuniosity, suffering perpetu-
ally -from the Jack of Pence and Shillings.
SO {hat he was often at his Wits® End to
know what to do. In such condition was he
On a certain half-holiday, when he did lonnge

He waq Wrestling within himself with the
Problem of

HOW TO RAISE HALF-A-CROWY.

And he did oLserve approaching him the
Swell of St. Frank's, one Archie Glenthorne
to Wit, and thercupon an Evil Thought did
€hter into his heart. Archie did breezily ask
’m why he was of so Woeful a . Counten-
ihee, and bade him to dashed well Cheer
I.JIIJ-' fur that boys shonld never be down in
tI:L Dumps. And Teddy made cunning reply
lhat he was Much Distressed by reuson i
'l‘e Danger which
Sliple, — we)l

S this
SPhightly Girl

knowing  that .towards
Archie Jdid

CHERISH A TENDER FEELING.

Whe

luyge reupon Archie dil display Much Rolie

> dnd did press for fur{her particulars.

about the Triangle with a very Wry Face.

!

threcatened one Murjorle |

By EDGAR SOPP, of the Fifth.

No 30. THE FABLE OF THE ILL-

GOTTEN POCKET MONEY.

&

And Teddy assured Lhim that but an hour
agone he had heard Alarjorie assailed wiwn
Foul Abuse by one Lumpy Bill, who had
made as if ta Attack MHer, but that he,
Teddy -Loug, did withstand him, and that
they did Nght Long and IHard, the victory
Leing with him., and that Lumpy Bill did

- Sneak Away while Miss Marjorie got salely

BACK TO THE MOOR VIEW SCHOOL.

Aud Teddy did add that he lost half-ae
crown in the tussie, which he could i)l afford,
as it was his whole stock of Pgcket Money.
And Archic did express Much Coneern, and
thereupon he lavishly Whacked Out, not
half-a-crown, but Five of the Best. And
Long. grabhed the Coveted Cash, aml bolted
speedily.  And. Archie gazed after him with
Much Suspicion, knowing his character, Ana
forthwith he Staggered on his way, saying
unto himself that he would Qucstion Miss
Marjoric on the matter when he next should
Meet ller. The which he did, and did Jearn
from her that the story was abn Invention
of Teddy Long. And then did Archic cuns
him

A I'OUL YOUNG BLIGUTER.

And he did vow that never agaln :hould
Teddy have a Groat of his. For all which
Teddy Cared Nothing, nor for Archi¢’s Hard
Words, which he said did Break no Dones,
Lo, a good hiding would have been a dif-
ferent ‘'matter, but Arehie did vote this to
be Too Much Fag., Thus did Teddy Jong
cain Five Shillings and for Evermore: lpse
the prospeet of Tonching Archic again,

MORAL: IT. IS BETTER TO HAVE \O
MONEY IN YOUR POCKET- THAN T0
OBTAIN IT BY SIiIADY METIHODS.
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By TUBBS, the Page-boy.

5.—WHAT i THINKS ABOUT
CRICKET.

OU can talk about cricket bein’
this, an’ cricket bein® that, but,
in Iy opinion, the game ain’t all
what jt’s cracked up to be. 1t

nin’t like football, for example, which starts
at haif-past two, an’ finishes in less than
two hours, includin® ’alf-time.

An' when you goes to see a game o' foot-
hall, you sces it. 1t don't matter if it
rains cats an’ dogs, the game's played, an’
il you don’t mind gettin® wet through,  you
can sece it all, an’ gel your money’s worth.

But what about thisg ’cre ericket? As faor
as I can see, it’s a funny sort o’ business,

wilhout no start, an’ without no end.
It’s bad enough ’ecre, at St. ¥Frank's,

wliere many a match Iasts for five or six
‘ours. 1 tell you, it ain’t a real game at
all--it’s nothin' but exercise for them what
plays,

1 don’t s’pose you'll take any notice o

me, seein’ as 1'm only a paze-boy. DBuat
just you listen a minute. I've got some
good ideas, I "ave! Cricket ought to be
piayed like foothall, but, seein’ as it's a
summer pgame, it could be 4 hit longer.
See?  An hour o' play’ then ’alf-time, an’
then another hour. If it was kep' to a

fixed time like that, folks would ¢come in
Ltheir thousands to wateh the matehes. A’
rain ought to be ignored. I don't sce why
cricket  shouldn’t be played durin' a
thunderstorm, come to that.

All you need do is to send one side in
to bat for the first hour, each playver ‘avin’
five minules at the wicketl, to show what
'¢ could do. I ’¢’s bowled or eaught ont
afore 'is live minutes is up, then 'is innin's
is flaished.

In the second ’‘alf, the other side wonld
go In, accordin' to my scheme—an’ the side

what made the most runs would win the
game. An' It these ain't sensible sugges-

tions, I don't know what is!
Anyhow, them’s my ideas of ‘ow {0
brighten cricket! " '

Our Weekly |

- 7N
Tangled Tosh - By TimothyTucker

No. 5.~THE INCOMPREHENSIBILITY OF
METAPHYSICS.

OW, my comrades, what are meta.
physics? What Dbut the scienc-
which pertains  to  the essential
and inward nature of things, the

inventory of all that is given us by pure
reason, which is epistemology; which :3
concerned with the nature of buing as being,
which is ontology.

METAPHYSICS ARE ABSTRACTIONS
or modes thought of as objects, and spoke
ol as if they were things; abstruse philo-

sophy. Do you follow me? Or am I wast:
ing my wonderful Kknowledge on  un-

appregiative fealherbrains?  Let me pro-
ceed, comrades, and make myself Incid--l-t

me  give you further facts. This which
we are discussing is a body of doctrine,
absiract and abstruse, resting upon pre-

sumption, and not on induction, and w3
formerly.

APPROPRIATED TO PNEUMATOLOGY,
but is now held to apply to all branches
ol human knowledge and general reasoning.
Mctaphysics embraces the phenomconalistie
theory of unitary experience, the voluntarsm
of the human will, the actualistic theory of

son}, and the psychological theory of
parallelisin. It deals with  psychicy
clements, sensations. and feelings, which !
exist in’ a psychical compotund. Do you

understand all this, my comrades?
NO, NEITHER DO I!

Which rewminds me of the Scotsinan, who
said: 1 ken weel enough what  meta-
pticesics 3. When the party who listens
disna Ken  what  the party  wito  speako
means, and when the party who  speaXks
disna ken what he means bimset’, that =
metapheesics, mon.”  And that, let me te:l
you, is the position of—

(Sorry, old son. NO
EDITOR),

more  space.—
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By GUY PEPYS of the Remove.

—— e ——

MONDAY.—It hath been said that this day
is cft-times described as Blue Monday.
A wise saying with which I heartny
agree. To the class-room for .morning
Iessons, cheery aand on good terms with
my neighbours. Misfortune dogged me,
for I was unhappy enough to upset my
inkwell over my Jesson books, thereby
earning a severe and uncalled-for repn-

mand from Mr. Crowell. Many heartless

titters froin my companions, which I did
deem scurvy.  And my best waistcoat
badly spotted, a point which concerns nie
sorely. At noon I did dispateh it to the
cleaners, and am execrcised in mind as to
the charge which will be ultimately
marde, Some of these people are robhers,
as I do think. And my money none too
Plentiful nt best of times. A further
disaster this ecvening, I breaking the
glass of my trusty watch. Iave resolved
to cease the rash but pleasant pastime
of sliding down the halustrade. A coslly
folly, as I now do reallse.

TUBSDAY.—I to the village before break-

fast. Greatly anzered by the unreason-
able attitude of the watchmaker. 1t
scemetlh that my ticker did stop during
the night, and I greally worried. A
mere trifls, as T do realise, but being
ignorant of watches, T am but a pawn
in the hands of the repairer. And he to
Say that my wateh requireth & complete
Cleaning, and the cost to be five shillings.
lome, despondent and angered. RBut my
SPITity did revive to find a letter await-
}"8 me. A ten-shilling note within,
wl;,DlEa\ren be praised.

'DUNESDAY.—A pleasant day. Very warm
And sunny, and 1 invited to a picnic by
Archie Gleptherne. DId partake of sand-

Wiches and Deef-pattlies galore, to say

:u{t.hlng of crcam-buns apd such lixe
'llllcacles. May I be forgiven for this
% Uttony! Would fain have eaten more,
Ut certain interior rumblings deterred
nc—a timely warring, as T do believe. |

fear me 1 was covetous of Archic’s new
shoes, these being far beyond my own
means.  Did write home, describing (re
shoes minutely, and asking for such
pair to be dispatched forthwyith. But |
do fear I <hall he disappointed. Plcased
this day by the appearance of a new
number of the Magazine, which ‘did affor
me much amusement.

THURSDAY.—This day, to my pain- and

mqrtification, I did receive a biack eye, .
the sweling of which concerns me
mightily. 1 fear meo I shall be unfit for
my labours on the morrow, but appalle:l
at the idea of being placed in the sana-
torium. For they do tell me that once
within that place, T shall not get my
liberty again for a whole week. A sorry
prospect, indeed, so I do hape apd prav
my - disfigurement will not be too
unsightly,

FRIDAY.—] to tea with the headmastier this

day, a great honcur which I do highly
csteem. Di. Stokes a mighty nice gentle-
man, and his good.lady vastly sweeb o
look upon, and to converse with., I do
think Dr. Stokes 4 brick, and so different
from most headmasters. And he to ask
no awkward questions concerning my dis-
fignrement, which has greatly improved,
may Nipp»r be praised! For it was he
who doctored me late last night, to my
cverlasting gratitude.  Aaxious for the
morrow, and hoping to hear good news
from home, in reply to my urgent letter.

SATURDAY..--A parcel for ine by post, con-

taining shoes which delight me much.
Not comparable to Archie’s, as I did
fear, but velcome, nevertheless. In the
Triangle at mid-day, wearing my new
shoes with much pleasure. Did attract
general] attention, all gazing upon me’ as
I strolled. But later finding a black
smudge on my nose, 1 did wonder if*it
was this or my new shoes which dld
attract the attentlon. On the whole, a
none too excellent week,, but tho
theughts of the approaching holidays do
cheer me and make al) thinzs bright.-
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‘“ Characters’

In this corepetition two hundred and forty-
seven competitors sent in correet solutions,
so that division amongst them of the amount
offerecd  was- practically  impossible. he
cash has therefore been inereased for the
purchase of handsome ever-pointed pocket
pencils, which are being sent to the following
winners:

J. W
Stanley Allen,

Alexander, 86, Mansel St., Swansea;
207, New North Rd., Islington;

Frederick Allen, 7, Rivers St., Ipswich: John
Almgill, Soil Hill End Farm, Holmlleld,
Halifax: Cyril L. Ambler, 47, Carr St

leeds: Miss N. L. Andrews, 6, Belzrave
td., Leicester; D. E. Andrews, 6, Belagrave
*d., Leicester; A. Arbury, Charchmead
Itonse, Datchet, Windsor; Harold Back, 132,
Westinount Terr., Dover:; G. D. Bailey, 6,
Cceeil Terr.,, Park Rd., Bowes Park, N.1l.;
Victor Barton, 125, Friargate, [IP’reston,
Laacs.; R,  Baylis, 20, Longwall St.,
Oxford; K. W. DBeccroft, 17, St, George's
d.,, Hull; H. J. Beere, 7, Arundel Place,
Kemp Town, Brighton; W. Beesley, 20, Shel-
gate Rd., Battersea, S.W.11; C. Beeston,
Wyre Common, Cleobury Mortimer, Kidder-
minster; Doris DBergh, 33, Ellesmere Rd,,
Chiswick, YW.i: J. Bettson, DBroomficlids,
Kingstone, Uttoxeter; H. Bird, Cadnam,
nr., Southampton; Miss I. Bishop, 30, The
Broadway, West EKaling; John Blud, 61,
Broadway, Shifnal, Salop; J. . Boardman,
30, Taylor's Rd.,, Stretford, Manchester;
K. Borson, 4, Orchard Grove, Chalfont St.
Pctler, Bucks.; A, C. Boron, 46, Cricklade
Itd., Upper Stratton, nr., Swindon; J.
Bower, 117, South St., Walworth, S.E.;
Herbert €. Bowyer, Aylesford, nr., Maid-
stone; A. Bradley, 45, Henrietta St., Bul-
well,  Nottingham;  Wilfred Braybrooke.
Lower Green, Ickleford: R. Breakspear,
Pinkney Park.,, Malmesbury, Wilts.; V.
Bristow, Old IIouse Lane, Kings Langley,
Ilerts.; F. J. Britt, 4, Back Mount, Vernon
Green, Liverpool; R. Broady, 28, New Cot-
tages, Port Clarence, Middlesbro’; George
Bruce. 154, DBrighton Rd., Gateshead-on-
Tyne; Lawrence W. Bu!lman 39, Spalding
Rd., Nottingham; Alex. Butler, 51, Albion
‘d., Stoke Newington, N, 16; William Caley,

11, BLI"mua Rd., Onchan, IO\[ “zlltam
(T:unphvll Sc'mlport. Inverncss; K. J, Cant,
199, Northwold Rd., Clapton, E.5; George

Carter, 6, Duke St., Varley St., Miles
Platting, M/e.; C. Chapman, 8, Rosedale
Rd., Forest Gate, E.7; S. Chatfield, 226,

Derby Rd., Sounthampton; A. C. Chesswell,
14, Agincourt Rd., Portsmouth; E. 1. Clee,
166, Askew Rd., Shepherd’s Buash, W. 13:
Y. W. Clifford, 3, Penderell Rd., Hounslow,
Middx.; Harry Collinzs, 5a, Cross St.,
Bliddieton, M/c.; Irene Collins, 5, St.
Leonards Terr.,, Hove, Sussex; F. Connor,
Hillside (‘ottaﬂen Brnudall Norfolk; James

Cook. 21, Rook St., I'oplar, E.14; W. Cooper,

Rd.,

Names’’ Competition

23, Boundary Lane, Sil-ﬂ A. Cooper, Curqg
lIall, Coggeshall, Essex; Costello, 4, Una
llouse Prince of W ﬂ]tb ]‘d Kentlch Town,
N.W.5; Robert Coulter, 5, (.qusop St.. Hyde
Park, Leeds; H. A. Crick, 83, I\ortah Rd.,
l’.‘ishupstou. Bristol; Cyril F. Crowe, $ia
Harrow Rd,, ll:lrking. Essex; C. (‘nllum
Hazeldene, Three Milee Cross, nr. Readine,
Berks.; G. Darbon, Mill Gate Cottages,
West Drayton, Middx.; T. Gilbert Davies,
33, Cowbridge Rd., (,artllﬂ Paul De J.Irdln
23, ‘Grand Rue, Buur" la Reine (Seine),
l'mnw., C. Denman, 16, Raleigh Rd.. Rich-
mond, Surrey: Alan Denniss, South ltoslun,

Louth, Lincs.; M. De VUlrich, 73. Dd.
Gambetta, Nice, France; James J. Dippie,
14, Avenue Terr.,, Sunderland; Wm. E.

Little Eaton, nr. Derhy;
A. Dubbins, 5, Russzel Grove, Brixlun;
Leonard Dunn, Lilly Farm, Barnstaple, N.
Devon: (. W. Edwards, 8, Junction S§t.,
Ancoats, Manchester; James Egan, 8. (Glad-
stone St., Walsall: W. A Ellingham, 04,
Asplins Rd Totteuham. N.17; J. hlllott 32,
Sima Rov., Iligh St., Clifton, Br:-tol
Roduney F. Elsworeh, Montann. Mansfield
Rd., Parkstone, Dorset; Reginald Evans,
14, Orbain Rd., Fulham, 8.W.8; C(l¥nne
Evans, Mount Pleasant, Surgery I,
Blaina; Q. L. Everett, 30, Queen’s Rd.,
Spalding, Lines.; D. TIFarnham, Moo Rd.,
Mippershall, Sheflord, Beds.; James Finla}'.
51, Back Tennant St., Hibburn-on-Tyne;
R. Ford, 12, Argyle Rd., Sevenoaks, Kent;
D. Forsyth, 11, Alpha Drive, Rock Ferry,
Cheshire; S. Freeman, 16, Eldon Rd., Jower
Edmonton, N.9; W. Fry, 21, Hilldrop Rd.,
Bromley, Kenil; Eric Furnell, §4, Algernon
Rd., Lewisbham, S.E.; Lawrence Garrett, 20,
Page St., Castle Rd.,, Nottingham; I
Gerald, 40, Russell St., Bnghton. G. Glad-
win, Cwm Mill House, J\llr(h, Abergavenny,
Mon.; Robt. Qlced, Pumping Station, Old
Sodbury, Glos.: F. E. Goddard, 118, Sarsfeld
Balham, S$.W.12; . Goldsmith, 13
Eversholt St., Mornington Cres., N.W.l;
Frank H. Goodson, 26, Park Rd., Tring
Herts.; W. Graham, 1. Claremont Rd.
Leytonstone, E.11; L. Grifiths, 42, Elmsleigh
Rd., East llill W .unda“orth S.W.13;
Winston Grime, 18, Curz Aw, Victoriit
Park, Manchester; Mrs, F. Ilallour, 3%
Hurford St., Mile End, E.1; N. R. Haltom,
Park Gate, Coniston, Lancs.; Ian J.
Hamilton, Church St., Ramelton, Co-
Donegal; W. 8. Hannel, 22, Burnham Rd.
St. Albans, Herts.; J. B. lhrrlmg. hi,
Pollards 1lill, East \r)rhur). S.W.18; I’tl‘*y
Harley, The Limes, Perry Park Rd., DBlack
heath, Staffs.; K. Harmes, 26, Station Rd-
Icklingboro’, Northants; Joseph Ilarns
3, Church Lane, Cradley; J. }larrn it
Dymoch St., Fulham, S.W.6; A. Harrls, 3=
High S8t., Kingswinford, nr. Dudley;
Hawdon, 35, Holles St., Grimaby, Lincs- :

Downing, New St.,
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Quainion St., Ncasden,

44,
10; D. 4. Healey, 20, Ilerbert Docks,

May Ha_"man!

cardifi; Arthur Hesketh, 27, Butterlield
sy Walton, Liverpool; W. R." Heywoud,
Cable Nook, Ouxden Rd., Bramhall; Horace
'; Heaton, 193, Firhill Rd., DBellingham,
¢ E.4: Norman Higginson, 354, Bute St,
'iinston, Manchester; William  Hillier, ‘H,

ariboronzh Rd., 0Old Kent Rd., S.E.1;
'tﬁt'illinm Miscoe, 230, Stockwell Rd., Brix-
ton: Willred J. Iliscox, 36, Elton Rd,
-Bishopston, Bristol; lorace J. INodgkin,
147, Frindsbury Rd., nr. Rochester, Kent;
A- "R. Holland, 39, Glenthorn Rd.,, New-
castle-on-Tyne; H. Ilolman, 5, Corporation
st., Islington, N.7; Thos. Hooper, 10, Penny
"s%., Weymouth; Eric udson, 22, Portohello
st., Holderness Rd., Hull; E. G. Hughes,
26, St. George's Ave,, Higher Tranmere;
Horace Humphries, 10, Sandy Lane, Tetien-
hall, Wolverhampton; Carrie Ilutten, 73,
Mount St., Eccleshill, Bradford, Yorks.;
¥Fred Ingham, 2, Bempton Place, Gt.
Horton, Bradford; Paul Jeavons, 31, Tublb’s
Rd., Harlesden, N.W.10; W. F. Jennmnett,
14, Cobham Rd., Wood Green, N.22; Miss
I. Johns, 58, School Rd., Tilehurst, Recading;
E. G. Jolley, 10, Baddow Rd., Chelmsford;

-Jvor W. Jones, School Heuse, Moria,
Bychan, Portmadoc, N. Wales; Henry J.
Jones, 48, Tennyson St., Sth. Lambeth,

$.W.8; Les)ie Jones, 10, Weston Lane, Great
Birmingham; Ed. Jones, 11, Rectory Rd.,
Burnley, Lancs.; Frank Keeling, 148, Hanley
Rd., Finsbury Park, N.4; Francis Kelly,
Drummncondra  House, Dargle Rd.,, Bray,
Ireland; David Kerr, 66, Lambhill St
Plantatian, Glasgow: W. E. Kimnell, 80,
Alexandra St., Ladvwood, Birmingham;
T. Langley, Merc Side, Soham, Cambs.; J.
Latham, 170, Gt. Tichficld St.. Oxford St.,
W.1; Wm, Leeeh, 27, Gurney St., Walworth,
S.E.17; Wm. Liddle, John St., Stromness,
‘Orkney Isles, Scotland: A. Liggins, 163,
Narrow Lane, Coventry; L. Littlechild, 43,
Colebrook Rd., High Brooms, Tunbridge
Wells; ). Longhurst, 18, Mcon Rd.. Acton;
W.3; Juck Lord, .6, Bk. Kid St.. Middleton,
Lanes,; 4. Louch, 113, Elmers End Rd,,
Beckenham, Kent; James W. Lowe, 19,
B"’"bb'-l-ld.. Newhall, nr. Burton-on-Trent;
Lugg, 200, The Grove, Stratford, E.15;

:‘;‘ems McLoughlin, 7, William St., New
A“BS- Co. Wexford; Win. Marples, Miner's
“"ﬂ-‘i‘. Eyam Via, Shefiield; PP. A. Marshall,
A Catford Hill, Catford, S.E.6; Leonard
Na"""-- 30, Willoughby St., Becston,
I‘:tt:t.t:s.; D. Massey, 32, Royston Ave,
Eremont,. Cheshire; Miss E. Medcalf,

Ju

67‘)&&\'11!0.” Salt Hill, Slough; Victor Mcek,
65 Park Ra., Blackpool; F. J. Meekcom,
Rd., Stoke Newington, N.i6;
. Melotte, Men’s Ward, Royal
Hospital, 234, Great Portland St., W.;
o Meritt, Bangor Rd., Ilolywood, Co.
dejp, Vister; T. H. Middicton, 157, Phila-

Phia  Lane, Norwich: Reginald Moore,
_ n St., Birmingham; William Morley,
Mun'hwaelodygnrth, Merthyr Tydfil; C.

“klon, 38, Finsbury Park Rd., N.4; A.

.

gp—

e

hurst Rd,,

LIBRARY

J. Mustard, 54, South St., Walsall; G. B.
Newbery, 111b. High St.,, London, W.1;
May Ncwman, 28, Wearside Rd., Lewisham,

S.E.13;: John Nicholson, 101, Neville Rd,.
B.7; J. C. Northficld, 6id, Brishane St.,
Camberwell, S.E.5; Jack S. Nuttall, 13,
Berlin Rd., Edgeley Park, Stockport; J.
Odeil, Bejl Inn, Marston, nr. Ampthill,
Beds.; H. Oleska, 52, Clissold Rd., Stoke -
Newington, N.16; Wilfred H. Orbell, 42,

Redhill St., Regent's Park, N.W.1; Alfred
Owens, 12, Green Edge, Nettieton, Golear,
Huddersfleld; W. DIalethorpe, 336, Albert
Rd., North Woolwlch, E.18; Leslic Parker,
Giblictld Lane, DBelper, Derby:; William
Parker, 53, llazelwood Rd., Wallhamstow,
E; E. J. Payme, jnr.,, 49, Brenton St.,
Idinzle, Liverpool; J. PeacocR, 23, Sand-
Harehills, Leeds; BE. G. Penny,
31, Lower Broad St., Dagenham, Essex;
James R. Phillips, 48, Morningside Drive,
Edinburgh; G. E. Peorteous, 192, Mackiotosh
Place, Cardiff; Edward Pridmore, 33, St.
James® Rd., Forest Lane, Stratford, E.15;
S. J. Prior, 31, Pensons Gdns., St. Ebbes,
Oxford; William Rattray, Osborne House,
Clyde St., Kirn, Argyleshire; Mary, E.
Reeves, 18, Milton Rd., Cowes, 1.0.\V.;
. E. Reynolds, 15, St. George’s Lrne,
Canterbury, Kent; E. Rice, 28, Winslade
Rd., DBrixton, S.W.2; Anmnie Richards,
Milford St., Saundersfoot; G. W. Richard-
son, 127, Ferry St., DBurton-on-Treut; A.
Riley, 9, Laurel Rd., Leicester; L. Robbins,
55, Church Rd., Mitcham, Surrey; G. E.
Roberts, 58  Altenburz Gdns.,, Lavender
Hill, S.W.11; Miss E. Robertson, 26, Crab-
trce Lane, Pitsmoor, Sheflicld; K. @.
Robinson, ‘“ Westward Ho,””  Holloway,
Runcorn; E.Rogers, 76, Adelaide St., Fleet-
wood: V. Rogers, 52,  Fabian St., St.
Thomas, Swansea; F. Rose, 107, Sandon Rd.,
Stafford; Eugene Roux, * Longwood Cott,”’

Kenley, Surrey; Patrick «Eyan, Moyder-
well, Tralee, Co. Kerry, TIrcland; William
Salter, 18, Leighton Rd.,, Knowle, Bristol;

Charles E. Sarel, 27, Broad St., Dagenh»n. s,
Essex; John C. Sauer, 32a, llackford [fi«.,.
N. Brixton, SW.9; F. R. Scrle, 222, Fish-
ponds Rd., Eastville, Bristol; Frank Sheath,
15, - Sussex Square, Kemp Town, Brighton;
Crissie Sinclair, 136, West St., Glasgow,
S5.5.; IHarry Singleton, 25, Lonsdale St.,
Middlesbrough; Arthur Smith, 9; St. Clair
Villas, Oldcourt, Bray, Co. Wicklow, Ireland;
Frank Soith, 238, Markhouse Rd., Leylon,
E.10; Arthur ESmith, 12, Morton: Rd.,
Exmouth, Devon; Plilip Smithics, "Wham-
lelgh, Sowood, Stainland, Halifax; John
Smout, Bentley, mnr. Bridgnorth, Salop;
Norman Stevenson, G, Daisy St., Leeds;
F. J. Stirling, 102, Reit St., Deptford,
S.E.8; G. J. Stratton, 3, Allleck St., Penton-
ville Rd., N.1; George Stromier, 10, Niths-
dale Drive, Strathbungo, Glasgow; Miss E.
Sullivan, 14, The Broadway, Crouch End, N.8.
(Owing to lack of spaee, the names of other sug-
cesrful contribulors and resulls will & publizhed.
nert week.)
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