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Fullwood himself dodged behind the windscreen, and Carter at once pretepded
be making some adjustment to the motor, -
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| A GRAND LONG SCHOOL
/ 2\l STORY INTRODUCING THE
: FAMOUS BOYS OF ST.

L - FRANK'’S.

Intense interest prevails at St. Frank’s in the result of the coming fight
between Ernest Lawrence, the brilliant young boxer of the Fourth, and
Buddy Sloane, the professional. Should Lawrence defeat his opponent,
he will win a purse of £50, and this, in addition to any subsequent sums
he may earn in the ring, he has promised to pay over to the school, which is
threatened with financial disaster, following upon a grave public scandal
that has depleted the school of a large number of boys. The fate of St.
Frank’s is in the balance, and victory for Lawrence may turn the scales.
This week’s story contains a full account of the great boxing contest, and I can
safely say that it is one of the finest stories of the ring Mr. Brooks has yet

BIYER B8, THE EDITOR.

By E. SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1. tine anxiously. <“Just like him to shout

e : ‘*Hi!'" because he happens to kick a foot-
THE SCHOOLBOY TRAINING CAMP. ball sky high! He might have crippled
€6 I! Look out!” you !”
Ernest Lawrence, of the Fourth Lawrence was bewildered.
Form at St. Frank'’s, glanced “But the ball didn't come anywhere near

round with a startled expression

as he was descending the Modern House

steps. He slipped, lost his balance, and
gasped

fell heavily.
; Boots,
rushing up in alarm.

““Great Scott!”

A number of other juniors hurried round,
anxious and concerned. Lawrence sat up,
indignant. He found half-a-dozen fellows
gently assisting him, and he glared at them
with some heat.

:: ‘E?'hat's the silly idea?” he asked tartly.

That was Handforth’s fault!” said Chris-

Buster

me!” he exclaimed.

“No—but you fell down the steps!” said
Boots breathlessly., *‘ Are you hurt, old
man? Have you bruised anything? Is
there any danger of a sprain or some-
thing?”

““You lunatics!” howled Lawrence. ¢ Do
I usually get bruised if I slip down? I'm
not hurt at all! What’'s the idea of all
this idiotic fuss? Have you gomne dotty,
or what?”

““It's Tuesday night—and you've got fto
go over to Southampton to-morrow after-



noon, to repcrt to Smiling Bill,” said Chris-
tine. “ Think how awful it would be if you
developed a sprained knee, or a twisted
ankle, or something. You wouldn’t be
able to enter for the big fight then!”

A flood of light dawned upon the school- |

boy boxer. -

“0Oh, so that’s why you're all anxious!”
he grinned. “*You chumps! If I fell off
the roof I might break my mneck! If 1
slid down the stairs, I might.crack my ribs!
What’s the good of all these ‘if's’?
There’s just a possibility that the train
will run off the rai's to-morrow!”

The other' juniors accepted Lawrence’s
sareasm ‘caimly. They were all relieved to
find that he was unhurt. For the past three
or four days they had looked after him
with the loving care that a mother be-
stows upon her child.

¥or Ernest Lawrence, of the Fourth, was
an important person just now.

At any other tim» he might have fallen

down the Modern House steps from t«p to

bottom, and nobhody would have taken the

slightest notice—except to grin, or make
some facetious remark concerning  his
balance.

‘But just now a fall of any sort might
mean a sprain—and a sprain is no good to
a boxer who is due to enter the ring
for an importint match within three or
four days.

_-The facts were not generally known.

" Onply a chosen few in the Fourth were
in . the secret. Lawrence hade become ac-
quainted with Mr. William Gordon, the cele-
brated boxing promoter—known throughout
‘Burope and America as Smiling Bill. In-
deed, Lawrence had visited Mr. Gordon’s
stadium, in Southampton, on the previous
Saturday. And lhe had convincingly beaten
his opponent in an unimportant match. At
Jeast, it was unimportant to the onlookers.

- But to Lawrence it was just the eppo-
site—for in winning, he had qualified for
the Dbig match on the following Saturday.
He was booked to meet Buddy Sloane, of
Portsmouth. Buddy was a well-known local
pugilist, and he had quite a reputation as
a light-weight. -

Lawrerce had won fifteen pounds over

that. first fight—Dbut stood to win fifty
pounds over the second. And he was as
keen as mustard on the money, because
he urgently needed it—not for himself,
but for the school.

For St. Frank’'s was in a bad way.

Ever since that dreadful scandal en the
first night of term the [amous school had
fallen into sad disrepute. The great name
of the College, so highly honoured and un-
sullied, was now scorned and sneered at.
The boys themselves were the object of
continuous sneers and, jibes wherever they
We!ltu : d &

Even the ordinary

L g 13

{oothall fixtures  had

r

+-. He was as fit as a fiddle,
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heen cancelled by other schools—for St
Frank’s had a bad name, and nobody would
have anything to do with her. It was
hardly a nize situation.

And all this because of a few utter cadg!
A handful of well-known rotters—Ken-
more, Grayson, Fullwood, and such-like fel-
lows—had indulged in a champagune party
to celebrate the end of the holidays. In
the middle of it a Fifth-Former hail died—
l‘;earb failure—and nothing to do with the
rgy.

But the newspapers had got hold of the
story with deadly results.

Everybody had obtained the impression
that St. Frank’s was rotten to the core.
And once a story of that sort got about,
it was practically impossible to kill it.
It only takes a few hours for a rumour to
float on its destructive course—but it takes
weeks and months to recover the Ilost
ground.

Half the Fifth and Sixth had gone, and
St. Frank’s was deserted. Only the Fourth
remained intazt. Under the virile leader-
ship of Reginald Pitt, the famous Junior
Form had kept the celours flying,

But for how long?

There was more than a chance that the
school would close down at the end of the
term. For parents disiiked !heir srns being
made the butt of everybody’s ccntempt and
scorn. Once home, it was a nrmoral cer-
tainty that scores of fellows would be sent
to other schools. And that wou.d mean
the end of St. Frank’s. The great College,
wipht all its fine traditions, would cease t¢
exist.

Aund this thought spurred the Fourth on
to make big eflorts. Pitt had made the
fellows see that no other school could be
as good as this, and he had instilled in
the Fourth a desire to remain at St. Frank’s.

"And so a kind of effort was being made
all "round to get money together. Any-
thing, in fact, to help the school over the
stile—to save it from being toppled over
the brink. Perhaps these efforts were  in-
significant, but they were a woaderful in-
dication of the fine spirit which prevailed.

St. Frank’s was worth the fight—and the
Fourth, at least, was grimly determined to
restore the school to its old proud posi-
}:i::m.l Ernest Lawrence was one of the most
oyal. .

And he had decided upon these bhoxing
contests because it opened up an avenue
for making maoney quickly. The sum of sixty-
five pounds was not to be sneezed at. And
he was looking forward to this Saturday
fight with eager anticipation.

And so was the rest of the Fourth. A
private training camp had been prepared
att the old miil, on the edge of Bannington
Moor. And theve, day after day, Lawremnce
had been hard at it.
and confldent of
victory. :



"CHAPTER 1I.
A TRIP TO HEADQUARTERS.

RCHIE GLENTHORNE

looked at  Phipps
with  languid in-
tereat.

laddie—say on!”
“You wish to
before the

‘“Say on,
he observed.
shove an idea
young master?”

“ A mere suggestion,
modestly.

They were

sir,” said Phipps
in Archie's lIuxurious den—
Study P, in the Fourth-Form passage of
the Ancient House, Sinca the beginning of
the new term the junior studies had been
changed a bit—Archie’s now being Study P.
And in the Modern House they were num-
bered instead of lettered. ‘

“Carry on, Phipps—proceed to warble
forth the brilliant wheeze!” said Archie.
““ Without wishing to make you conceited.
laddie, I regard you as a dashed brainy
cove. I mean to say, when you speak, you
absolutely allow words of wisdom to flow in
ahsolute regiments!”

““ Thank you, sir,” said Phipps.
cerns your journey?”

““ Journey?”’ repeated Archie, “What jour-
neyt

““This afternoon,

Archie started.

“ Dash it all!” he protested. ¢ This thing
is a most priceless secret, and here you
are chattering about it like anything! 1
mean to say, Phipps, who pave you the
Lold tip?”?

Phipps remained unperturbed.

“You may remember, sir, that you were
discussing the matter with me this morn-
ing.,” he replied smoothly. “ You suggested
a certain train, and I ventured to propose
a later one.”

“Good gad!” muttered Archie.
right! Of course, you're in the know,
aren't .you, Phipps? 1 thought the good
old cat was out of the bag, you know!
In fact, T got quite a dithery feeling down
the old spine. Spasms shot hither and
thither in the most fearful way.”’

“I was about to suggest, sir. that you
went by motor-car.”

“ Motor-car?” repeated Archie blankly,
“0Oh, you mean one of those—cne of those
motor-cars? Absolutely, Phipps! Now, why
couldn’'t I think of that? What has hap-
pened to the old brain department?”

“The afternoon is somewhat windy, sir,
‘but 1 imagine that will make little dif-
ference,”’ said Phipps. *‘I can .order the car
-from the Bannington garagze, and it will
be ready to take you all on the journey.”

“0Oh, you mean the whole bunch of us,
what?” '-

_‘“Precisely, sir,” said Phipps. < Less like-
lihood of inquisitive people following. 1 have
heard a whisper, sir, that ecertain young
gentlemen mean to board the train the

“It con-

sir—to Southampton.”

“That's

 to trickle back to the old couch

same time as yourselves, for the purpose
of discovering your destination.”

“Oddslife!” ejaculated Archie. “ What a
perfectly foul scheme! Of course, you mean
Fullwood, or Carter, or one of those awful
outsiders !"

“1 would prefer to mention no names,
sir,” said Phipps diplomatically.

But Archie knew well enough that Phipps
had actually meant the juniors he had
named. And so the motor-car was decided
upon. It was nearly dinner-time already,
and the party had decidzd to take the two
o'clock train. P

Archie sallied forth, and seized Reginald -
Pitt by the coat, in the passage. The cap-
tain of the Fourth listened smilingly while
Archie proposed the idea.

“It's first-rate,” said Pitt. “But what
about the expense?”

“ Kindly refrain from mentioning such
bally horrible details!” said Archie stiflly.
“I shall provide the car, dear old door-knob,
and there the matter ends! As far as you
are concerned, the exes are non-existent.”

Reggie Pitt chuckled.

“Wise words, O my youth of much ele-
gance!” he grinned. ¢ Thanks muchly, in,
sundry positions. © I accept on behalf of
the whole party. You have my pe.rr;]issic;;l
o ob-

tain a further supply of the old brain-
reviver.”

Archie beamed. S

“That's a dashed good way of putting
it, what?” he mused “I mean to say—
brain-reviver! Sleep, when you come fto
think of it, not only revives the tissues, but
the good old grey matter as well, I shall
take your advice, laddie, and flow to the
old couch.”

Pitt was delighted at the prospect. Money
was none too plentiful in Study E at the
moment, and both Reggie and Jack Grey
would be grateful for the saving of fares.
In fact, tea now became a distinct cer-
tainty, instead of a mere possibility.

And as soon as dinner was over, a mag-
nificent seven-seater touring car lided
noiselessly into the Triangle, to be instantly
surrounded by an envious crowd. The party
consisted of Lawrence, Boots, and Christine,
of the Modern House, and Pitt, Grey, Hand-
forth, and Archie, of the Ancient House.

They all managed to squash into the car
with a certain degree of comfort. Hand-
forth regarded his chums with a superior
air.

¢« Sorry you fellows can't come—but there's
no. room!” he said,

“That's all right!’ replied Church. “ We
shan't worry.”

*“Quite a pleasure!” declared MeceC(Clure.
“We shall have a glorious time this after-
noon. We're going on a picnic with your
sister, Ena, and Irene and Co.”

“What?" said llandforth, with a start.
“Tact!” Church assured him. “ We fixed

it up vesterday—happened to meet Miss

‘Irene in the lane. De Valerie and Burton

Le, ", «9"3';‘% .



and one or two others .are' coming, too.
We're - having * the ' picnic - on Willard’s
Island.”- . “ )

“Why wasn't I told about this?” de-
manded Handforth.: 8

“Well, -T like that!” exclaimed Church.
“YEntEI‘dd}' you told us you were going on
this trip, and said that we should have to
fend for ourselves. In fact, you told us that
we could do' as we liked.”

Handforth  was torn.
Lawrence going to ‘Smiiling 'Bill Gordon’s
headquarters without him; néither could he
think of Church and Mcblure going on a
picnic with Irene and Co. without him. But
the matter ¥ was decided ‘without Hand-
. forth’s participation.

For the: ear rolled _oﬁt of the Triangle, and

the d:e Was cast

—— —
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CHAPTER III.
" "CARTER, THE CURIOUS.

this!”” he exclaimed.
“I'm hanged if those beasts

L all the infernal nerve!”
Carter,” who shared Study .J with Arm-
strong and Griffith, had strolled into Study
A—for he was on much better terms with
FFullwood and Co. Being several Kinds of a
cad, he would be.

“ What do you mean—a car?" asked Ralph
Lesli¢ Fullwood, looking round.

“Come and squint for yourself,”
Claunde. ; : |

FFullwood and Co. went to the window, and
saw the packed motor-car about to depart—
with Handforth arguing with Church and
McClure. And the Nuts were considerably
flustered.

“This has spoilt our plan!” said Gulliver
yuickly,

suld

““Yes, we were goin’ to nip to the station|r

an’ get in the same train,” said Fullwood,
mome*rr “ An’ ‘now: - we shan’t he able to
know - where the rotters are goin’ to! Al
our scheme spoilt "’ :

“0Oh, well, it doesn’t matter,” said Bell.
“We can’t run behind a motor-car, can we?
An’ I don’t suppose the silly fools are up to
anythin' shady. They're too goody:-goody—
that crowd!” _

Carter looked thoughtful.

“I don't know!” he replied. “I'm jolly
curions about this—and I don’t mind admit-
ting it. Don’t forget that Town Hall affair,
when we messed up the minstrel show.”’

“I'm not likely to forget it!”
Vullwood. “We got the worst of it in the

end.. I think we'd better drop this business.”
firmly.

“Not ' likely!” ' declared Carter
““* These chaps are trying to earn money for
the ' school—you’ve '‘heard about the  mad
idea. Well, T want ‘to find out what the

- Will you smug

- He 'eouldn't think of

LAUDE CARTER'S:
eyes glittered. :
© “JIlallo! Look at

aren’t going off in a car! Of

gr'untedl

L df - their quarry yet.

is this time.

ga:llll:.a And, what™s more, [
will ¢”?

“How?”’ asked Ralph Leslie sarcastically,
gle yourself in the tool-box
of the car, or ride on the lug ggage grid it
the back?”

“] shan’t do either, you funny ass!”
retorted Carter. ““But you seem {6 have
forgotten my motor-bike.”

“ By gad' So I had!” '

“ There’s a side-car on it, too—so we can
both go,”” said Carter. * She’s capable of
fifty on any road, and if we can't keep that
beastly car in swht. I'll chew up my Latin
grammar! Well, what about it? Are you
gume? We c;h.:r.ll have to decide on the spot
—they’re just going!”

“I'm game!”’ rephed Fullwood promptly.

“ Good—then let’s make a move.”

“What about us?”’ demanded Bell indig-
nantly. “What about Gulliver an’  me?
Ain’t we in this?” -

‘“ Sorry—no room,’” said Carfer briefly.

He bustled out, and left Fullwood and Ce.
to argue it out between themselves. Carter
arrived in the Triangle just in time to see
the car gliding out of the gateway. So he
put on a hustle as he hurried to the cycle-
shed. There was no time to be lost.

The new boy in the Fourth was not only
a young rascal, but he was cursed with 'an
almost uncontrollable curiosity. = It wasn’t
the same kind of curiosity that Teddy Long
possessed. Long wanted to know every trifie
of tittle-tattle that went about.

But Carter only interested himself in
certain things. And if there was any possi-

- e

| bility of discovering something so that he

could get another fellow into trouble—in
that case he was happy.

And he really did believe that Pitt and his
chums were now engaged upon some ques-
tionable task-—some scheme which would.
place him on the carpet if the Head got to
know about it. So Claude whisked out. his

motor-bike in double-quick time.

It was a good machine—and one of those
racy-looking torpedo side-cars was fitted to
it. Carter gave the kick-starter a plunge,
and the engine roared. Fullwood came
along, and leapt on board. -

““Let her go!” he said briskly.

Carter did so, and they careered across
the Triangle, aml shot out of the gateway
at a speed which was reckless in the
extreme. They turned into the lane with
the side-car wheel in the air, and Fullwood
nearly had heart fatlure.

“J say—go easy!” he gasped.

“Qh, don’t be nervous—that was nu"'nng 192
said Carter calmly. “I’'m an expert on this
hus. If I liked, I could ride along all the
time with that wheel off the ground.”

“But what about me?’’ roared Fullwood.
“You’'ll pitch me out'”

However, no such happy event. as. thlq
oceurred, aml by the time the vﬂlage Wﬂb
reached no sign of fthe ecar remained.  In
fact, the shadowers hadn’t even caught sight
But just near the
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-ecross-roads, at the end of the village, they
‘spotted Dr. Brett, in his own little two-
seater. '

“ Which way did that car go, doctor?”
sang ouf Carter cheerily.
with chaps? They’ve
thing!"

¢ Caistowe!” yelled the doctor.

““Thanks!’’ said Claude, waving his hand.

He opened the throttle, and they roared
away along the Caistowe Road.

“EKasy!" grinned Carter, glancing down at
Fullwood.

“Yes—an' it's easy to go in the ditch!”
snapped Fullwood. < Why the deuce can't
you attend to your drivin’, you ass!”

Long before they reached Caistowe they
overtook the motor-car—which was not
travelling at any high speed. But there was
little fear of the shadowers being seen. For
the big car had its hood up, and there was
no panel window in the back. WUnless one
of the motorists leaned right out and looked
back, they couldn’t know.

In any case, Fullwood and Co. were un-
recognisable on the motor-bike at a distance.
And Carter took great care to remain quite
- a long way behind. He didn't worry if he
only caught sight of the car occasionally.

IFor, after passing Caistowe, it was clearly
obvious that Pitt and his party were bound
- for Southampton. .
~ ““We’'ll soon find out the secret now!" said
Claude Carter with relish.

forgotten some-

%

CHAPTER 1V.
SMILING BILL'S VERDICT.
MILING BILL GORDON
gripped Lawrence firmly

by the hand.

“Boy, you're looking
fine!'’ he said heartily. ““ Firm
muscles, eh? Good! Clear
complexion — springy tread!

You'll do, my lad!”
~ “I'm feeling in the pink, sir,”” said Law-
rence.

““ And what about all these—your friends,
eh?" said Mr. Gordon. ¢ All right—they can
come in! Make yourselves at home, boys!
ghﬁre's never any formality about Smiling

i !ll , .

“¢“Thanks awfully, sir,” said Pitt.
They had arrived at the boxing stadium
in Sovthampton, and Mr. Gordon was as

breezv and genial as ever. The juniors
couldi’t help liking him. He was such a
fine sibort.sman. ' - ;

And they knew him by repufation, too. e
was one of the most famous promoters in
the world—if not the most famous of all.
And he had succeeded in lifting the manly
sport of self-defence to a higher plane than
it had ever hitherto attained. _

"~ Smiling Bill Gordon was a man who kept
faith with the public. He never attempted
to “work " a fight. He could always be

‘“ The one crowded |

1
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relied upon to give a square deal. And,
with such a reputation, he was solid and
firm with the public. They regarded him
as a rock of honesty.

And this was true, too. Mr. Gordon was
a gentleman by nature, if not by upbring-
ing. Hale, hearty and bluff, he always wore
a smile on his features, and he was seldom
seen without a cigar. '

The juniors were at the back of the
stadium, and they trooped down the corri-
dors until they arrived in a big, airy gym-
nasium. Lawrence had only come over this
afternoon to report, and to. give a display
of his prowess before the promoter.

Pitt and the other juniors took up their
positions round the walls, and waited.
Lawrence had gone off to a dressing-room to
get prepared for the ring. There was one in
the gymnasium, and it was now occupied
b?l two men, who were sparring energetic.
ally.

“Know who that is?" whispered Boots,
indicating one of the boxers.

P"‘tYes—-Gunner Moole, of course,” said
1£t.
He was right. The men were famous—

Gunner Moole and his trainer, Jim Whithy.
The juniors watched the sparring with in-
terest, and listened amusedly while Smiling
Bill made all sorts of comments.

The man whom Lawrence was to meet on
Saturday was, of course, not present. Ile
belonged to another camp. Buddy Sloane °
was probably in Portsmouth, busy with his
own trainer.

“0Of course, we shall see the big fight on
Saturday—after Lawrence has whacked
Sloane,'” said Reggie.

“You're taking it for granted that Law-
rence will do the whacking!” grinned Buster
Boots.

“I don't look upon failure—I expect suc-
cess!” replied Pitt. “My hat! If you
haven't got fuith in Lawrence, I have! He's
one of the most marvellous boxers the
sport’s ever produced.” '

“So he is!"” agreed Handforth, ¢ But, of
course, his fight with Sloane is only a mere
preliminary—just to open the evenin's fun.
The great event will be the international
?}atfi'h between Battling Dawson and Gunner

oole.” '

“ Rather!"
“It'll be a terrific fight!”

“Everybody says that Battling Dawson
will win,"" _
The juniors discussed the matter ani-

matedly. Saturday would see the big cou-
test which the whole of England and America
was waiting for. It was to decide the
lightweight championship of the world, and
was considered the most important fight of
the scason.

The purse alone was huge—no less than
five thousand pounds. Four thousand would
go to the winner, and one thousand to the
loser. It seemed a tremendous aflair, in
comparison to the preliminary fight which
Ernest Lawrence would take part in.



>
So the juniors watched Gunner Moole with
interest.-. He, was a small man—no bigger

than Lawrence himself, and probably a pound
or two lighter. But he was a born boxer,
and his work was fine.

While the juniors were looking on Lawrence
appeared, and'now they could see his form
as it really ‘was. Attired for the ring, he
presented a mtwmhcent appearance. His
physique was perfect with muscles rippling
powerfully beneath the fair skin.

““ Now then,! Larry, my boy—let’s have a
look at yau!”’-said Smiling Bill. “ Do you
mmd taking' “him on for a few minutes, Jim?

I'd like to- hgyc your opinion.”

" o ;‘. N k‘l
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the Gunner chappie?’”’ whispered Archie.
mean to say, if not better, what?”

«“ e i3 better!’ said Reggie Pitt grimly.
“But weo can’'t judge anything by that—
I don’t suppose for a moment the Gunner
was revealing his hest form. He's reserving
that for Saturday.”

The Gunner himself was looking on with
keen appreciation. And Smiling Bill Gordon
fairly danced about in his excitement. He
puiffed at his cigar furiously—a favourite
sign of approml

nl

‘“Boy, you're too good to be true!” he

burst out.
“I'm hanged if you're not right, bess!”

,_
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“Sure enough!” said Jim Whitby,
fut him through a few paces.”

Lawrence already had the gloves on, and
he stepped lightly into the ring and faced the
trainer.  He was being billed as “ Tiger
Larry,” so that nnbody conld possibly tell
from the announcements that he was really
a junior from St. Frank's College.

He soon settled down to some brisk, active
sparring.

He was cool, confident, and fit. And if
ever a man was surprised, Jim Whitby was.
.He tried again and again to get past Law-
rence’s guard, but “failed. The junior gave
a wonderful display. =T

“ Dash it all, he's absolutely

“1'l

as good aw

said Jim Whitby, “The
kid's a marvel!”

““Not so
descendingly.

“Not so bad!” roared Smiling Bill.
tell you, this boy’s
world's champion in him!

dropping his hands.

iy

good mind to fix up a match for this boy—
some time in the spring.”

“Y don't think my pater would allm» n;
sir,” smiled Lawrence.

got the making of a
Why, good glory, -
if you fail to meet Battling Dawson, I've a |

“Well, it’s not likely to happen, so we
needn't discuss it,”” grinned Mr. Gordoh..
“But I'm pleased—I'm delighted! 1f you

bad!”’ said Gunner Moole con-, .

|l|
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show this form on Saturday, my boy, you'll
Leat Buddy Sloane with ease.”

«“1'll try to beat him, sir,” said Lawrence
quietly. “I'll be a stiff fight, but it means
a lot to me—and to the school!” he added,
under his breath.

CHAPTER V.
GETTING AT THE TRUTH.

; ‘6 W ELL, I'mm hanged!”

said Ralph Leslie
IF'ullwood blankly.
“The Stadium!”

said Claude Carter. * Now,
what, in the name of all
that’s mysterious, does it

They’ve all gone into the back of the

mean?
Stadium—and there's no match on this after-
noon!'’

The pair were sitting in their motor-cyecle
and side-car a short distance down a quiet

street near the Stadium. The big car was
standing some distance away, and all the
juniors had vanished into the enormous
building.

Fullwood and Carter were frankly puzzled.

“ Anyhow, it's somethin’ fishy!"” declared
Fullwood unpleasantly. ¢ These chaps who
are supposed to be such harmless innocents,

too! Comin’ to a prize-fight show—an’ goin’ - ¢

in at the back!”

“Why not walk up, and ask a few ques-
tions,” suggested Claude.

‘“ Better not; they might come out any
minute, and we don’t want to be spotted,”
warned IFullwood. “The best thing we can
do is to wait, an' then make a few inquiries
afterwards.”

This was certainly good advice, and Carter
agreed with it. So the pair waited out there,
wondering what could be in the wind. The
minutes passed, and still there was no sign
of the juniors emerging.

“They're takin® their time!” growled Full-
wood. ¢ What does it say on that bill? You
know, I've a good mind to come over here
one day—they have some fine contests here.
We might have a few bets, too. For ex-
ample, I'll guarantee that Battlin' Dawson
wing Saturday’s fight!'*

“Oh, it's a cert,”” agreed Claude.

He strolled over, and examined one of the
bills. It was a neat, well-printed announce-
ment, and gave all ‘details concerning the
great International Fight between Battling

Dawson of Chicago, and Gunner Moole of
London.

Further down the bill there was an
announcement of a preliminary match—a

lo#pl affair, it seemed—hetween Buddy Sloane
of Portsmouth, and Tiger Larry of some un-
known abode.

The names meant nothing to Claude Carter,
and he strolled back to Fullwood without
having discovered the truth. And the pair
were in for a further long wait before they
received any reward. ~
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ton Saturday.”
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Iéullwood and Co. went to the win-
dow and saw the packed motor-car
about to depart.

And then, suddenly, Fullwood grabbed
Carter’s arm.

“Quick—bob down!" he whispered.
theyv come!”

Fullwood himself dodged down bcehind the
wind-screen, and Carter at once pretended
to be making some adjustment to the motor.
Pitt & Co. and Lawrence and the others
didn't even glance at the motor-bike and
side-car which stood some way up the road.

The big car rolled off, the doorkeeper
having a few last words with Lawrente be-
fore the latter took his place. And as soen

as the car was gone, Claude Carter hurried
down the road, with a gleam in his eye.

He caught hold of the doorkeeper just be-
fore he entered.

“Do you know that chap who you were
speaking to just now?” he asked.

“ Here

“Know him?” said the doorkeeper. I
ought to!”

“How do you mean?”

‘““ He's Tiger Larry, of course!”’

“QOh, ves; that's so!" said Carter, with

fine composure.

. “Rather a decent-looking
chap, isn't he?

[t ought to be a good fight



“It will be,” said the doorkeeper, nodding.

He passed inside, and Claude Carter went
back to Fuilwood. He was looking eager and
excited.

“What fools!"” he exclaimed softly.

1] Eh?u

“1 said, what fools!”

i wnof.u

"We are!” sald Claude

“Look here, you azs——
‘“Why on earth didn't we think of it be-

fore?” went on Carter. I just spoke to the
doorkeeper, and 1've made a discovery, Our
dear friend, Ernest Luwrence, is  Tiger
Larry!”

* What!” gasped FFullwood.

“The two are one and the same!” grinned
Carter. "“Well, wasn’t it worth coming?
Lawrence, of the Modern Houwse, going in for
professional boxing! By gad! This’ll cause
« sensation when we tell the school!”’

IFullwood caught his breath in.

- “It'll not only cause a sensation, but it'll
get Lawrence the sack!” he chuckled. “ An’
there's somethin’ eclse, too! How is this
goin’ to aMlect St. Frank’s? The school's
tryin’ to live down the scandal. But what
will the public say when they find out that
a St. Frank’s junior is appearin’ in a rotten
boxin’ contest? It'll do the scandal a bit of
good—and St. Frank’s a bit of no good!”

“Rather!” chuckled Carter. “Just what
we wanted!”

““ But 1 don’t kniow,
wood thoughtiully.

“Don’t know what?”

“0Of course, 1t's a jolly nice thought—this
one about gettin’ Lawrence the sack, an’
makin’ the name of St. I'rank’s stink even
more than it does now,” said Fullwood.
* But there's somethin’ else. Why shouldn’t
we turn this information to account?”

“That’s au idea!” said Claude Carter,
nodding. “ We'll talk it over, and see if we
can arrive at some sort of understanding.
Yes, there are possibilities. Anyhow, we've
got those cads in our hands!”

Ralph Leslie Fullwood nodded.

“Rather!” he agreed softly.
them where we want them!”

13

thoough,” went on Full-

“We've got

—— m———

CIIAPTER VL
FULLWOOD & CO0.'S TERMS.

EGGIE PITT looked
thoughtful as he en-
tered Study E in the
Fourth Form passage,

He was followed by Jack
Grey and Buster Boots and
Ernest Lawrence—the latter
having heen invited to tea.

They had got back to St. Frank’s rather
later than the usual tea-time, but that didn’t
matter. They were all hungrv and quite
ready for a feed.
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“We shall have to be pretty carcful,”?
said Pitt.

“What about?” asked Lawrence.

** About this boxing business,”’ replicd
Reggie. “ We all know it's perfectly honour-
able and decent. Iint what about the
public? There'd be a bit of a row if the
truth came out.”

Lawrence looked uncomfortable.

“1 say, I hope I'm not doing wrong,” lhe
said slowly. * After all, it’s for the school—
I don’t want any of this monecy for myself.
Who could say much after they’ve heard

the trothe?

** That's just it,”” said Reggle grimiy.
“ Would the truth come out? Hawen t we
got the terrible example of this scandal in
front of us? If everybody knew the truth
of that affair, St. I'mnk’s wouldn’t bke- in
danger of Llosm&, down.’

“That's righv enough,”
rence.

“So, all round, it’s better to keep it dark,”
said Pitt. *““ We know it's a harmless secret,
so our consciences are clear, And, after all,
that's all that matters.”

“I can’t see what the argument’s about,”
exclaimed Buster Boots. ‘*llaven’t we ar-
ranged to keep it dark all the time? No-
body has suggested anything else. The
truth can come out lter—-"
~ The door opened, and Handforth
in.

**Any tea going in here?” asked Edward
Oswald gruflly. *There's not a giddy thing
in my study-—and Church and McClure are
still out. When those rotters come back, 1'mn
going to biff 'emn!”’

“ What for—because they've been out?”

“It’s like their nerve!” snorted Hand-
forth. * Clearing off on a picnic with my
sister and the other girls, and leaving nie in
the Jurch! They haven’t even had the
decency to prepare tea for me!” :

The other juniors grinned with apprecia-
tion.

“Scandalous!” said Boots indignantly.
“Those two chaps go out 'on a picnie, and
you come on a motor trip to Southampton,
and they’'re so thoughtless that they don't
get back in time to prepare grub for their
lord and master! Something ought to he
done!”’

“ Look here, you ass

“You ought to get your pater to ask a
question in Parliament!"’ said Boots firmly.
“ And, if necessary, Parliament ought to pass
a new law prohibiting Church and McClure
from going out and leaving you without your
This sort of thing is beyond all
reason!”

“Ha, ha, hat"

Handforth closed the door, and pushed up

admitted Law-

marcheil

hfs sleeves,

“Do you want a fight, Buster Boots?” he
demanded warmly.

“1 wouldn’t dream of it,”’ grinned Buster.
“Don’t forget you’ve got a sprained wrist,

Land I weuldn’t like to undo all the work of
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Dr. Brett. Keep calin, you ass! ['m pulling
ycur leg!”

“I'or two pins, I'll pull your nose!"’ roared
Handforth.

But this disaster didn’t happen, for a tap
sounded on the study door.

“Come in!" sang out Pitt. < My hat! 1If
we have any wmore visitors, we shall have to
go and rake up some more grub—— Oh!"

He broke off with an exchamation as he
locked at the two newcomers. They were
Ralph Leslie Fullwood and Claude Carter,
And the two young rascals were quite calm
and collected.

“May we come
genially.

“With pleasure!” said Handforth, “ But
if you do come in, you'll go out quicker! I
was going to biff Buster, but you'll do
better!”

When Handforth was in a bifling mood he
didn't care who received the bifls. And
Fullwood & Co. were generally his first
- favourites when it came to a question of
sloshing. He always considered tliey de-
served it more than anybody else.

“Pax!"’ protested Fullwood. ‘“Look here,
Pitt, this is your study! Are you going to
allow Handforth to boss it? We've got
something private to say to you——and you'd
better hear it!"”

‘“ Better let them come in,” suggested
Grey. “I'll bet they've got some rotten
scheme in their minds—they never come to
us unless they have."”

Fullwood and Carter entered, and closed
the door, For the sake of general harmony,
Boots and Lawrence and Grey edged Hand-
forth across to the other side of the room.

‘““Now, my sons, what's the business?”
asked Pitt briskly. ¢ Be brief, and choke it
up! Life's short!”

“We'll be brief enough, if you like,"” 'said
Claude Carter. 1 suppose you think nobody
knows about your little trip this afternoon?”

“Everybody knows about it,” replied Pitt.
“Can’t we go for a motor-car ride
without you making insinuations—-"

“But what about going to Southampton?”
put in Fullwood pleasantly.

““Southampton?” echoed Handforth. “ How
did you know? I mean—"

“You'll probably be startled when I tell
You that we saw you go into the Stadium,”
said Carter. “ And we:know that Lawrence
15 booked to appear on Saturday under the
name of Tiger Larry. How’s that? A bolt
from the blue, eh? XKnocked you a bit
flat, my lads, hasn’t it?”

Carter and Fullwood were very self-pos-
sessed. And fhere was a great deal of
truth in what Carter had said. The know-
ledge that these eads knew the whole truth
was, indeed, a bolt from the blue.

" “You spying rotters!” roared HMandforth.
“You followed us!”

‘““Exactly!”’ nodded Fullwood. ¢ Good old
Trackett Grim!".

in?”" asked [Fullwood
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““ You leave Trackett Grim alone!" hooted
Handforth.

““ What's the idea of this visit, Fullwood?”
asked Pitt steadily. ¢ Since you know all
about Lawrence, there isn't much to discuss.
What are you going to do—tell everybody?”

“Well, hardly,” said Fullwood. ¢¢Carter
and I have been havin' a little chat, an' we
think you chaps would rather like to have
the thing kept quiet. Is that so?”

‘¢ Whether it'’s so or not, there’'s not much
chance now!" retorted Pitt.

“Just as much cuance as ever,” put in
Carter coolly. “ We simply want ten quid
each out of the giddy purse, an’ we'll keep
as mum as oysters!”

CHAPTER VII.

THE INFORMERS.
e = RNEST LAWRENCE
- | went rather pale.
“You contemp-
\* cads!"” he shouted
o~ thiﬂkly.
¢ 0h, cut that out!™
growled Fullwood., ¢ It won'{

do any good to abuse us. We know the
truth—and you know our terms. If you win
that fight you click fifty quid. We only
want ten each.”

“And if I lose, and gain twenty-five
pounds, I suppose I've got to be satisfied
with a fiver for myseli?” asked Lawrence
furiously.

““Oh, if yvou lose, we'll drop our price by
half,” said Carter. ¢ We're not unreason-
able. Well, what about it? Is it a go, or
shall we walk out, and stroll into the Head’s
study?”?

Pitt regarded the pair with absolute con-

tempt.

f“You rotten blackmailers!” he said
witheringly.

““Blackmailers!” snorted Fullwood.
““What else is it but blackmail?” de

manded Pitt, his eyes gleaming with abso-
lute scorn. *‘*You think you've got us in
vour hands—but if I know anything of
Lawrence he'll deal with this situation in
only one way.”

“T'll fight the pair of 'em!” shouted Law-
rence hotly.

“You won't!” said Fullwood, his hand on
the door. “If you trr to touch us we'll
vell for lielp—and then we'll tell everybody
the truth.”

“ By George!”  breathed Handforth.
“Why don’t we slaughter them??¥

‘““Be reasonable!” said Carter. ¢ You've
only got to agree to this little proposition,
and we won't say a word. If you refuse,
the fight won't be allowed to take place,
and you won't even get a penny. So, which-

ever way you look at it, you can't do better

than knuckle under.”

““You miserable e¢urs!” exclaimed Law-
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rence hotly. “1 need that money for the
school—not for myself. I only want it be-
cause all the decent chaps in the Fourth are
trying to help St. Frank’s over the stile.”

Fullwood and Carter Jaughed.

A fine story!” sneered Fullwood. “ Do
you think we believe that idiotic yarn?
You'll need to invent somethin’ a bit more
reasonable—-"’ :

“I've stood enough of this!”® interrupted

Lawrence. *‘I don't care whether the fight
comes off or not! I'm not going to stand
these curs a minute longer! We'll sling

them out!”

‘ Hear, hear!”” roared Handforth,

Fullwood and Carter tried to escape—but,
unfortunately, the door stuck, and wouldn’t
open at the first pull. Pitt had known this
from the start, and had reckoned on the
delay.

Before Fullwood and Co. could tear out,
they were seized and held. - And both the
cads were completely startled. They had
entered, confident and cool. Never for a
moment had they believed that their de-
mands would be refused. They fairly panted
with alarm.

“1f you touch us, we'll tell everybody!”
gasped Claude.

“ All right—tell everybody!” snapped Law-
rence. ‘Come on—out with ‘em!”

The door was opened, and Ralph Leslie
Fullwood and Claude Carter emerged much
quicker than they had entered. They were
literally hurled forth. They shot across the
passage, one after the other. They hit the
opposite wall with a resounding thud., and
sank into limp heaps on the floor. And the
door of Study E. closed with a slam,

“By gad!” breathed Fullwood, eitting up
dazedly.

But he had enough sense to scramble to
his feet, and stagger down the passage to his
own study. He sank into a chair, and ten-
derly nursed his bruises. Carter came in a
moment later, his face black with rage.

‘““What are we going to do?” he snarled
savagely.

“We'll tell the Head!”? snapped Fullwood.
¢« We'll go straight to the Head, and have
this rotten ficht stopped! We'll get even!
Those beasts are ot goin’ to crow over us!”

The pair were so disappointed that their
only thought was for vengeance. After all
their planning—after all their careful calcu-
lations! They had counted upon the money
as a dead certainty—and had even mapped
out exactly how ihey would spend it!

Under the circumstances, the very theought
of keeping silent was ludierous. They paused
for a moment or two to tidy themselves up,
and then rushed out. They went straight to
the Head’s house, and rapped on the docor.

To their surprize Phipps came.

‘“We want to see the Head—'' began
Carter.
“Then I'm afraid you’'ll be disappointed,

Master Carter,”” said Phipps.
happens (o be away.”

“Dr. Stafford
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“ Away!” repeated the juniors blankly.

“ Dr. Statiord left this afternoon,” said
Phipps.

He silentiy elcsed the door, and Fullwood
and Carter looked at one another.

“Stokes:” said Fullwood harshly.

They hurried back into the Ancient House
and went to the Housemaster's study. After
all, he wou!d do practically as well as the
ead. And he was in. lMMe was sitting in
an easy chair, with his feet on the desk.
And he grinmed cheerily as the juniors
entered.

“Come in—dcon’t mind me!”? said Mr.
Stokes in his usual breezy manner. ‘1 don't
like your Jlooks much, but what’s the
trouble??”’

Fullwood acted as spokesman,
poured out his story in a flood—his rage
tending to make him rather long-winded.
He explained everything about Lawreince
being billed as Tiger Larry, and told Mr.
Stokes abhout the fight arranged for Satur-
day evening. But Fullwood failed to mention
that he and Carter had offered to keep quiet
for the sum of ten pounds each.

Fullwood finished at last, and he and his
companion watched Mr. Stokes eagerly and
intently. For some reason the Housemaster
didn’t seem very shocked. He sat there,
looking very thoughtful. Then he lowered
Lis feet from the desk, removed his pipe,
and smiled.

and he

‘““Well, what's the trouble?” he asked
blandly. “What have you come to me
about? Is there anything particularly bad

about boxing?”’
“ But—but you don't approve of this
match, do you, sir?” gasped Fullwood.
“0Of course I approve of it!"’ replied Mr.
Stokes calmly.

TELLING THE WORLD.
ULLWOOD and Carter
in blank
surprise,
“It seems to me,
here with the object of
making trouble!” went on

CHAPTER VIIL

stared
young men, that you came
changing his tone. ‘You

Mr.
thougnt you'’d bring the official wrath down

Stokes,

upon Lawrence's head, eh? A pretty mean
sort of trick! You'll oblige me by writing
five hundred lines each!”

Fullwood and Carter turned a sickly kind
of colour.

“ But—but
fcebly.

“0Of course

it's rotten!” said Fullwood

it's rotten!” nodded Mr.

| Stokes. *“If I had to write five hundred lines

I should think it rotten. But that’s not
the point. I've given you this punishment,
and you’ve got to—="’

“1 don’t mean about the lines, sir,” in.
terrupted Tullwood..



“No?"” said the lousemaster. “ You like
doing lines?”

Fullwood nearly burst a blood-vessel.

“1 mean about that boxing match!’” he
shouted. ““It's rotten, sir! It's a disgrace
to the school! Hasn't St. Irank’s been
talked of enough, without this disgraceful
business?

Mr. Beverley Stokes sat back in his chair.
. *“1 rather think,” he said thoughtfully,
“that 1 ought to make that a thousand
lines, instead of five hundred. It isn't nice
for you to come here and shout at me like
this. I don’t think I quite like it. Yes,
it'll have to be a thousand lines, Fullwood.”
- “It’s not fair, sir!” said Fullwood thickly.
““ Here am I, comin’ to you with the honour
of St. Frank's at heart——"'

‘“Good heavens!”’ interrupted Mr. Stokes.
““That's quite enough of that, Fullwood!
You're nothing but a contemptible young
hypocrite: Take my advice, and leave this
study while I'm still sitting down! If I get
up I shall reach my cane—and then you'll
know a great deal more than you know at
present.

“ But—but Fullwood's right, sir!” said
Carter obstinately, ¢ What's the Iead
going to say when he finds that you agree

with this boxing affair?”

““ My dear chap, how can T tell what the
Head’s going to say?” asked Mr. Stokes.
“Why stand there and ask me riddles?
Here's a young chap, bursting with energy
and good intentions, decides to take part
in a boxing match. What's wrong with it?
Why shouldn't he? I'm not one of those
poor creatures who loui upon a boxing
match as a kind of bull fight!”

~ Fullwood and Carter were so completely
¢ done ' that they hardly had another word
to say. They had been turned down by
Lawrence, and now they had the bitter ex-
perience of hearing Mr. Stokes give the
scheme his approval! It was too exaspera-
ting for words.

They crawled out of the study, fairly
shaking with rage. Fullwood had to write
a thousand lines, and Carter five hundred!
Upon the whole they eouldn’t exactly con-
gratulate themselves upon the success of
their plot.

But there was one slight satisfaction left.

They went all over the school, broadeasting
the story. But even this was devoid of any
joy. TFor everybody heard the news with
excited satisfaction, and before long St.
Frank's was buzzing.

Dozens of fellows came up to Lawrence in
the Triangle, asking' him if it was true.
And even the seniors approached him. And,
finally, Mr Stokes himself.

Lawrence's heart sank. He felt quite cer-
tain that the official ban was now going to
be placed on the fight. But Mr. Stokes
didn't seem very angry. Certainly, he wasn't
Lawrence’s Housemaster, but in a matter of
this sort, it made no difference.

| guineas—and

‘¢ Tlallo,
cheerfully.
lations!”’

“Th-thank you,
rence, withh a gasp.

“1 wish you every sucecess on Saturday
evening,” said the Housemaster, clapping
the junior on the back. *““Hang it all, I'd
like to come along and see you—and per-
haps I shall! Go in and win, Lawrence!
There's nothing like the. noble art of self-
defence!”’

& Huarrahl?

¢ Good old Larry!”

A crowd had gathered, and they started
cheering. Mr. Stokes chuckled as he heard
his nick-name.

“ You needn’t worry about the Head!’” he
said confidentially, ““As a matter of fact,
he's away—and I don't suppose he'll be back
until Sunday. But if he is—just leave it to
me—I'll square him.” |

“Yes, sir!"” panted Lawrence. ¢ Thanks
awfully, sir!” :

Az for Fullwood and Ceo., they were com-
pletely discomlfited. Everything had gone
exactly the opposite to what they had ex-
pected. They had made the mistake of
confusing Mr. Gordon’s Stadium with a com-
mon boxing-booth. They had believed that
the masters would naturally disapprove of
Lawrence engaging in any fight. Even Pitt
and Co. had been doubtful on this point.

But Mr. Stokes was making no mistake.

Instead of being a disgrace for a St.
IFrank's boy to fight in the Stadium, it was
really an honour. And before long the whole
of St. Frank’s was talking with animated
interest about the forthcoming match.

Mr. Stokes was convinced that the Iead
would de nothing to stop the fight—especi-
ally after it had gone so far. And the whole
position was made much more satisfactory.
For Lawrence could carry on with his train-
ing in the open, without being compelled to
maintain the secret as though it were some
guilty and disgraceful pursuit.

Everybody was taking an interest in his
progress, and a great crowd of fellows de-
cided that they would be in the Stadium
on the big night. Applications for tickets
were sent through the post—but a lot of
the fellows were doomed to disappointment.

For the seats were very expensive, many
of them running up to a guinea and two
quite a large number in-
deed to as much as five and ten guineas.

Only the very distant seats were priced
at five-and-nine or twelve shillings—and
most of these were gone. With a purse of
five thousand pounds. and all other ex-
penses to defray, such high prices were ne-
cessary, or the whole affair would be a
financial fiasco. :

Nevertheless, a considerable number of

fellows succeeded in getting seats. And as
no announcement - was made that the

said Mr. Stokes
Congratu-

Tiger Larry!”
“ Good luck, old son!

sir!” stammered Law-



Stadium was placed out of bounds, the

scheme apparently had official sanction.
It seemed that Saturday would prove an
exciting day.

CHAPTER IX.

THE GREAT DAY, ‘

‘“ VERYBODY ready?”
asked Handforth
briskly.

It was Ssturday

afternoon, and a cold, chilly
October day. A high wind
: was blowing, and the leaves
from the elms and chestnuts were being
whisked across the Triangle in great clouds.
The sky was overcast, and threatening, bhut
no rain was falling.

. A number of juniors were waiting about
in overcoats, and there was a large char-a-
banc in readiness. This time an ordinary
touring car wouldn’t do! TFellows had

clubbed together, and the char-a-banc was’

the result.

Everybody was in high spirits. For Law-
rence was as fit as a fiddle, and determined
to do his very best. There was no secret
about the fight now. Not only the school
knew it, but even Southampton was talking
freely on the subject, and it was generally
known that Tiger Larry was a St. Frank’s
junior schoolboy. o

- .1t was quite an amusing affair for the
public. Contrary to expectations, there
were no signs of condemnation. In a way,
the affair seemed to put St. Frank’s on a
slightly better footing. For any boy who
could box in Mr. Gordon’s Stadiun was ob-
viously a clean, decent fellow,

It only proved how contrary the public
view may be when the very opposite is ex-
pected. ;Phe fourth-Form fellox¥s were more
than delighted at the turn events had taken
during the past few days.

‘““There’s plenty of time yet,” said Church,
as Handforth paced up and down with im-
patience. “We don’t want to get there
too soon. The fight doesii’t come on until
half-past scven.” :

“But. it’'s past four already!” argued
Handforth.

“What about it? It doesn’t take more
than an hour to get to Southampton,” said
MeClure. ““We shall have time to look
round the town, and get some tea. Thahk
goodness we shan’t be hooted. They're more
open-minded in Southampton than in Ban-
nington !’

‘“‘Rather!”’

Lawrence ‘appeared, and hé was given a
cheer, And a few minutes  Jater all the
Luniors took their seats, and
anc started out. It contained no less than
thirty enthusiastic supprcrters ‘of Lawrence.

Southampton- was reached without inci-
dent, and then there was a certain amount
of time occupied in obtaining tea. For-
tunately, Handfor:h and Co.- had rplenty  ef

. tiers, three rows from the front.

the char-a-

cash in hand—mostly Edward Oswald’s. But
as he always regarded his money as a kind
of mutual fund, everything was all right.”

They had booked three twelve-shilling
seats—a preseny, in fact, from Sir Edward
Handferth. For Edward Oswald had sent
an urgent letter home at the beginning
of the week, asking for special funds—with
successful results. ‘

Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey were also in
the same section, and Boots and Co. were
near by. ,

Other juniors, less affluent, had to be con-
tent with the five-and-nine seats. But they
considered themselves lucky to get in at all.
For the Stadium, although holding ten thou-
sand people, promised to be packed to suf-
focation. The big fight was no ordinary
occasion,

It was a special affair which was being
attended by the highest in the land. And
there would also be numbers of American
millionaires and other overseas visitors.
S?u.f%hampton was agog with the excitement
of it.

Handfsrth and Co. entered the Stadium
well before commencing time. They made
their way to their seats, and found that
they were situated on one of the upper
And they
could obtain a splendid view of the ring
without any obstructions.

“This i3 jolly fine!”> declared Handforth.
‘“We -shall be able to see rippingly. Let’s
hope Lawrence wins! If he doesn't, we shall
have to crawl out and hide our giddy faces!”
““We can’t expect this clear view all the
time,” .said Church, shaking his head.
“These seats in front are empty at pre-
sent, but they won’'t be empty for long.”

“Rats!” said Handforth. <If anybody
gets in my way, I'll give him a piece of
my mind.” |

“1 shouldn’t !” said MecClure.

“Why not?” ;
¢ You need it all for yourself! You can’t
spare any of it. Don’t forget the Trackett
Grim stories.”

“Can’t you leave Trackett Grim alone?”
roared Handforth, “By George! T1've
just remembered! 1 thought of a ripping
plot for the next Trackett Grim story, and
now I've forgotten it.”

" “TImpossible !’ said Church,

“] tell you =

““ How can you have forgotten it if you've
just remembered it?” demanded Church.
“I1t won’t go, old man. If you've remem-
bered it—then you can’t have forgotten it?

"That's only logic!”

‘“Who’s talking about logic?” hooted
Handforth. ‘I tell you I've forgotten- all
ahout it! Every word! It was a ripping

plot, too—all about a chap who comes into
the box/sg-ring in an iron mask! And
every time his opponent hits him he gets
his gloves shredded to pieces!” |

Church and McClure grinned.

“T thought you'd forgotten every word?”
asked Church. “If you haven't, you'd bet-



ter! You can't write a story like that, old
man! Boxers don’t come into the ring
wearing iron masks——""

““They do in my story!” interrupted Hand-
forth coldly. * You seem to forget that I
take no notice of custom! If I
desert in the middle of the New Forest, 1
put it there! It not only makes the
stories more nove'—"’

“ But easier to write?” sugagested McClure,

Handforth was aboutu to continue the argu-
ment when his attention was distracted by
movements in the ring below. They were
getting ready for business. And Trackett
(irim—to the heartfelt satisfaction of Church
- und MeClure—was forgotten.

CHAPTER X.
EASY MOMNEX.

(c HERE he is!”
““Good old Law-
rence!”

“Make a good

fight of it, old son!"”

““St. Frank's for ever!”

‘““ Hurrah !
- It was nearly time for the first contest

to begin, and Ernest Lawrence had ap-
peared under the brilliant glare of the elec-
tric lights in the ring. And the St. Frank's
contingent gave him a rousing reception.

Not that he was ignored by the rest of
the great audience. He came in for a good
round of applause. The sporting clement
of this event appealed to the crowd. There
was somethivy fine in the idea of this
junior schoolboy battling against a profes-
sional.

Handforth and Co. were still able to ob-
tain a clear view. The people in front of
them were fortunately small, and so there
was no trouble. The rest of the St.
Frank's fellows were watchiag with lively
interest.

The Stadium was not full.

People would be comingz in continuously
until the Big Fight itself was due to com-
mence, This preliminary bout was not con-
sidered to be of muzh importance. Never-
theless, the Stadium was well over three
parts full.

So Lawrcence was delighted. With an
audience of at least eight thousand, he had
nothing much to grumble at. Jt was a fact
that his fight was looked upon as a mere
entertainment to pass the time, but there
would bhe plenty of interest in it, notwith-
standing.

“Buddy! There he is! Good old Buddy!”
¢ Now then, Portsmouth!”

Buddy Sloane. of Portsmouth, had entered
the ring. He proved to be a well-built
man, with a smallish, bullet head. He
.wag slightly bow-legged, and when it came
to a matter of physique, he compared very
unfavourably with his vouthful opponent.

)

want a|

- was
-applause.

- knows all these tricks.
| monkey business, he'li regret it!”

Portsmouth had no particular reason to
be proud of this boxer, for he had no great
reputation. As a matter of fact, he didn't
belong to Portsmouth at all, but had come
from quite another part of the kingdom.

“Seconds out!”

The gréat audience stirred :t that
sound, and a complete silence fell. The fight
was about to begin.

‘“Time !”

The gong had sounded, and the two
boxers left their corners, and advanced.

Buddy Sloane reached Lawrence with out-
stretched glove. But no sooner had - he
touched his opponent than he quickly side:
stepped, and punched with the strength of
a steam-hammer.

It was a quick unexpected blow—unex-
pected, that 1is, by the audience. But
Lawrence had been on the look-out—he was
quick to observe that Sloune was out for
swift victory. '

And Lawrence dodged (he blow without
any trouble. And Sloane's swing having
missed, carried him forward, and he
stumbled slightly. But Le was brought up
short by Lawrence's glove.

The junior delivered a beautiful straight
punch between the eyes, and Buddy went
back with an audible gasp.

“Oh, good!” yelled Handforth.
it up.”

Lawrence was doing this without any ad-
vice from the leader of ftudy D. Lawrence
was pressing the attack, and he was fight-

“* Follow

" ing with an easy, delightful confidence that

pleased evarybody.

And his fooiwork was so good that he
already receiving a good deal of
Sloane clinched, end the raferee
was obliged to break the boxers apart.

This happened again and again, until

Sloane was warned for holding. The man
appeared to be getting savage—possibly be-
cause he was disappointed at rot having
more of the figcht. He had fully expected
to win the match just when the fancy
pleased him.
" The gong sounded for the end of the first
round, and the boxers returned to their
corners. Sloane could be seea arguing with
his seconds. Lawrence was cool and smil-
ing, and scarcely needed any attention.

“Great!” said Reggie Pitt delightedly.
“If he goes on like that, he'll do fine. But
I'm afraid Sloane's going to play dirty. I
don't like him losing his temper.”

““You needn't worry—Lawrence will be on
his guard,” said Buster Boots. ‘“He's not
a chicken at this game! Don’'t forget,

he's fought against absolute hooligans—and
If Sloane starts any

“Time!”

The second round commenced. Sloane

- dashed in with a great show of vim. But

the first ten seconds he clinched
and deliberately delivered a foul
But he committed the offence In

during
again,
blow.



such a way that the referce was blind to it.
¢ Foul!” | =
. “That .chap’s playing dirty!”
Handforth, Sl d ,
. But if -the referce didn’t know it, Law-
rence did. And a glint of anger came into
his. eyes. , It was very seldom that he
. dllowed himself to display temper in the
ring. But it seemed a dirty trick to him
that this professional shoulit find it neces-
. sary to foul.a mere.amateur. -
. And Lawrence was finding his opponent
much easier than, he had been led to be:
. lieve, He stepped back now, and cleuched
his teeth. Buddy Sloane misunderstood the
., moyement, and plunged f[orward. :
- It was @& rash thing to do. For Lawrence
swept the blows aside without difficulty, and
his right slipped under Buddy’s guard, and
-the man received an upper-cut which brought
thim up with a jerk.
! It was a superbly-timed blow, so swift that
:bali the audience didn’'t even see it, Sloane
'reeled, sagged at the knees, and sank to the
boards. He rolled over, and lay there.
“One—two—three——" counted the refereec.
‘“He’s out!” muttered Pitt, rather dazed.
“Impossible!”’ gasped Boots. “It’s only
ine second round!”
~ ‘““Eight—nine—out!"” exclaimed the referece
Jmmpassively.
Ernest Luawrence
round!

roared

had won in the second

L AWRENCE could hardly
- to his senses when he
siasm, His victory was a
himself to be a veritable boxing marvel.
but only half-heartedly. They felt, some-
“This is a giddy frost!" said Handforth in-
“Better go and ask Mr. Gordon to put ’em
Battling Dawson?”»

CHAPTER XI,
believe it.
heard the audience clapping
Popuiar uvue The fight had been brief, but
Hijs performance had been splendid in
how, that they had beén swindled. Lawrence
dignantly. “ Why, we haven’t seen more than
‘in the ring again!” said Church sarcastieally.
“If you're trying to ! th- funny, Walter
~ ANSWER
| Amm s

THE UNEXPECTED.
But he was brought

him with whole-hearted enthu.
during those two rounds Lawrence had shown
every way. The St. Frank’s fellows cheered,
had beaten his man in the :econd round!
-three minutes of fiehting! It’s not fair!”
“Or would you like Lawrence to fight
Church——"

MONDAY..PRICE 2°

felt a pang of disappointment.

|
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“ Qh, dry up!” growled Church crossly.

All the juniors were feeling irritable. Of
course, it would be interesting to see the big
fight, but they had really come to see Law-
rence. And he was out of the ring already,
and preparations were being made for the
great event of the evening.

Lawrence himself was pleased, but even he
He hadn't
nmeant to deliver the knock-out by that blow,
Sloane’s collapse had taken him cowmpletely
by surprise. The junior’s strengith and skill
were even greater than he knew of.

But he thrilled a little when he remembered
the reception he had received. There had
been no doubt about the audience's opinion,
And Mr. Gordon was enthusiastic, too,

“Well done, boy!” he exclaimed heartily,
“1 was ready to give you five rounds, ab
least. Sloane was oftf colour—he’s never given
such a poor exhibition before. Hurt at all?”’

‘“ Not evea touched, sir,”’ said Lawrence,
““1 didn’t get one punch!’’

Smiling Bill nodded.

“You've earned that fifty pounds mighty
easily, young man,” he chuckled. * Well,
gopod luck to you! But I can’t stop now—
too busy. I'll come and see you again if
there’s half a chance.”

Mr. Gordon bustled out of the dressing-
room, and Lawrence prepared to attire him-
self in his Etons. But he stood for a moment
or two thinking. He could hardly realise
that he had been in the ring at all,

It seeined only a minute or two since he
had leit the ring; and here he was, still as
fresh as paint, without the slightest mark
on him to show that he had ever entered the
ring.

And for this he was to receive fifty pounds!

Lawrence was rather uncomfortable. llo
didn't like it, He felt that he was getting
the money for nothing. But this, of course,
was sheer nonsense. He had won the fight
by clean and honest methods, and the lion's
share of the purse was unquestionably his
property.

He was just about to remove his ring attire
when he paused. Ile could hear voices out-
side. People were hurrying up and down all
the time, for there was a great deal of bustle
before the great event.

“ Where's the Gunner?’’ Lawrence heard
somehody say. “Tell bim to hurry! The
ring’s waiting!”’ |

“ All right—coming!”’ came the voice of
Gunner Moole.

Lawrence looked slightly regretful. Gunner
was the star, and the junior could imagine
the reception Moole would receive when he
entered the ring. The whole audience would
rise to cheer him. Lawrence thrilled at the
thought. He turned to his undressing eagerly
for he wanted to get into the auditorium as
quickly as possible to see the great contest.

He heard a slither, a sudden shout of
alarm, and a crashing thud.
“What the——"
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Lawrence broke off, and ran to the door.
ft sounded to him as though somebody had
fallen—and fallen heavily. He remembered
a flight of stone stairs leading upwards just
opposite his own dressing-room doorway.

Lawrence hurried out, and then paused,
staring.

A figure was on the ground, in a heap,
groaning. And one glance at the figure was
enough for Lawrence. The man was attired
in a long dressing-gown, and a bare leg could
bhe seen protruding from the folds. The man
was Gunner Moole!

“Good heavens!"
aznast.

He ran across quickly, and knelt down.

“ T say, are you hurt?” he asked anxiously.
“ Help! Mr. Gordon! I say—quick! Help!"

muttered Lawrence,
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Moole looked up, his face twisted with
pain. : -
“That’s right, boss!"” he muttered. “1 was
in a Lurry—my foot caught against some

infernal —*’

“Good glory!” ejaculated Mr. Qordon.
“ Are you mad, Gunner? They're waiting for
you! The crowd’'s getting impatient!" '

“Can't help it—1'm finished!” groaned-the
boxer, | . :

¢« Nonsense!' shouted Smiling Bill, drop-
ping on his knees and helping Moole up-
right. “I expect you'll be all right in a few
minutes—— What on earth——”"

IIe broke off, for the Gunner had uttered
an agounising cry. |

“It's no good, boss,” he panted hoarsely.
“My arm’s broken!”

if“”,t
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Fullwood and Carter shot across the passage one after the other.
hit the opposite wall with a resounding thud, and sank into limp‘heaps on

They |

the floor.

One glance at the Gunner’s face assured him CHAPTER XII.
that the man was hurt. And this on the very ' ‘
eve of the fight! An audience of ten SMILING BILL'S DILEMMA. ,
thiousand was waiting for Guaoner Moole to - ROKEN!" eéxclaimed

appear! And here he was, groaninz under
the effect of a fall from the ftop of the
stairs to the bottom!

Smiling Bill came running up the passage,
accompanied by two other alarmed-looking
gentlemen in sweaters. Mr. Gordon came to
an abrupt halt as he caught sight of the
figzure on the ground. His face went putty-
coloured.

“What's happened?” he asked harshly.

“J] don't know—I heard a thud, and I found
him here!”” panted Lawrence. “1 think he
iell'dawnstairsmmust have tripped at the

op!"”

the promoter, aghast.

“It’'s broken!" re-

peated Gunner Moole
hoarsely. “ Man alive! Don't
yvou think I know? I can't
move my right side at all—-
For Heaven's sake, keep still!  The

Don’t !
pain—-"

He broke off with a sharp cry; and Smiling

Bill, lifting the man’s right arm for a
nioment, went paler still. That one touch
was enough. The arm was shattered!

“How did you do it?"” asked Lawrence,



feeling that be had to say something. Mr,’

Gordon’s sudden silence was tragic.

“T fell head downwards, and -caught my
arm_ underneath me,”” muttered the Gunner.
“Can'f youw get me out of this? Curse it!
Why couldn’t this have happened after the
fight? I’'m" done, boss—I'm done!”

Mr. Gordon looked at the boxer strangely.

““ Yes. Gunner, you're done,” he repeated
slowly; *‘and I'm just thinking [’'m done,
too. But it’s no good crying over spilt milk
~—or broken arms. You'll mend, and let’s
hope yon make a fine recovery. I'm infern-
ally’ sorry, Moole. I can’t tell you how much
1 regret this.” _

The injured  man was gently lifted, and
carried away to a dressing-room. And Mr.
(Qordon, in' his distraction, strode up and
down, and even went into Lawrence's room,
where the schoolboy boxer was still in his
‘ring. attire.

«“'What’s going to be done?” mauttered
Smiling Bill, more to himself than to the
«'this affair is more than I can deal

junior.

with! That audience—ten thousand! And

they’re waliting—waiting!” _
Lawrence felt alarmed and anxious. The

promoter's distraction was almost pitiful to
sce. . Smiling Bill was absolutely haggard.
His face had gone drawn and almost aged.

And small wonder! .

Out there, an audience of ten thousand
people waited for the big fight to commence
—the big fight which had becn advertised for
weeks! And the majority of the people had
paid anything over a guinea. 'What would
be -the result when the announcement was
made that Gunner Moole couldn’t appear?

S$miling Bill almost shuddered to think of

it.

‘Phe audience was a high-class one, no
doubt, but even a high-class audience is
inclined to kick when it finds itself so over-
whelmingly disappointed. The only possible
_ thing, of course, was to return the money.
And the thought of this nearly caused Mr.
Gordon’s heart to stop beating,.

It wasn't only the loss of the sum, but
the stupendous nature of the task. Ten
thounsand people to be satisfied! The thing
was impossible; if the Stadium attempted to
return the money, there would be a Tiot.
A great boxing crowd like this, disappointed

of its sport, would positively be unmanage-.

able. And it -was no good thinking in any
other way.

A substitute!

Mr. Gordon halted in his tracks as the
suggestion flashed through his mind.
what -was " the use? There wasn’t a sub-
stitute—there wasn't another man in the

whole of Southampton who could take on this

fighs. Moole was in a class to himself, and,
quite -apart from this, the audience wouldn't
toletate any paltry substitute.
“_Cp.r::__l do anything, sir?” |
Smiling Bill turned and looked at Lawrence
dazedly. He actually hadn’t known the boy

c

“CAnswer mme;

But

“You’ll be bheaten—you’ll

He hadn’t even

was there until he spoke.
known that he, himself, was in the dressings

room. And Lawrence, after attempting to
do 3o several times, had at last managed to
get _out the question.

“Do something?” repeated Smiling Bill.
“ Do something? Don’t bother me, boy—.
I’'m worried! Ten thousand pcople waiting,
and Moole with a broken arm! G@lory be:.to
the saints! Was ever a man in such a
predicament ?” ‘

I't was the dramatic unexpectedness of the
disaster that had knocked Mr. Gordon in a
heap. One of the most capable of men, this
present crisis was almost too much for him,

“I thought I might be able to do some-
thing, sir,” ventured Lawrence.

" ‘; }tht., in the name of wonder, can you
07’ . .
_“I'll’tackle Battling Dawson, if you like,

sir—-' | .
“Don’t be a young fool!” snapped the pro-

moter harshly.

Lawrence flushed.

“I'm sorry, sir,”
thought—-> _

“You!” shounted Smiling Bill fiercely. .
“You! . A mere schoolboy, suggesting that
you should take the place of a inan Ilike
Gunner Moole! Are you mad, boy? Do you
want to drive me out ofi my mind, too?”

Lawrence almost winced under the fierce
assanlt.

“Yes, I'm mad, I suppose, sir,”’ he mut-
tered. “ But the audience rather liked me,
I thought, and—— Well in a rotten hole
like this—— Bub I'll clear out sir, and
leave you alone.”

Smiling Bill paced up and down, halted,
and took out a cigar., He stuck it in his
mouth, and stood there chewing it furiously,
He struck a match and lit the cigar. Then
he took it out of his mouth, and hurled it
away.’ !

“@ood glory!” he ejaculated. :

He came across to Lawrence, and swung
him round by the shoulder.

“Would vou do it, boy?’’ he asked tensely.

Lawrence's heart.-leapt. :

. “ You—you mean——> oS E
“Would youn go into the ring and stand up

against Battling Dawson?” demanded Smiling

Bill, his voice harsh with inward excitement.

and remember what it’ll

he muttered. 2L

mean !*
“I'm game, sir—I'll face Dawson!" choked
Lawrence. o
“You'll be knocked out in the first rcund—
half-killed !”? ,
“I don’t mind—I'll chanee it, sir,” said
Lawrence eagerly, *“And if we can ounly
keep the audience from getting up a
riot—-=? : .
“That’s the idea!” snapped Mr. Gordon.
he
pulp! Because' Dawson’s a. Kkiller! L
oughtn't to. deo it—I oughtn't to let you
1-is]-:“ih! Jut remember—you get the thon-
sand!”

smashed to .
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é¢ The—the thousand!”
gtagoering.
. “RBoy, don't be a fool!”
Smiling Biil. ¢ If you enter this fight you
get your share of the purse! And it means
a thousand pounds! Wait here—I've got to
get this thing clear!”

Ye dashed out of the dressing-room like
a hare, his mind made up. And Ernest
Lawrence clutched at anything he could
grab hold of. The whole room sccmed to

gasped Lawrence,

swim before his eyes.
- “ A . thousand
¢ Help!”’

pounds!” he muttered.

R W—

CHAPTER XIII.
LAWRENCE’S GREAT CHANCE.

THOUSAND pounds!
Lawrence had

A thought his prize
money of a mere

sixty-five pounds to be a great
sum, but this sudden know-
. _ledge that he was in for a |
thousand fairly tcok him off his feet.

When he had offered to help in this crists,
he hadn't glven a thought to cash at all.
His suggestion had been made because he
couldn’'t bear to see Mr. Gordon's distress.
As-a matter of fact, he hadn't believed for
an instant that Smiling Bill would take
any notice of it.

And yet the promoter had gone off—to
prepare the way! Lawrence shook himself,
and came to the conclusion that he was
going off his head. It was all rubbish, of
course. Some hitech would occur, and he
wouldn't enter the fight at all. But for a
thousand pounds he was prepared to go
through any punishment.

Such a sum would be a tremendous gift
for St, I'rank’s indeed! It would enable the
old school to earry on for quite a time!
Lawrence found himselfl dreaming in a
feverish kind of way.

In th2: meantime, Mr. Gordon had entered
the ring. There was a hush as the famous
promoter appeared. And the fact ¢that
Gunner Moole wasn’t with him seemed sig-
nificant. The audience felt that some sensa-
tion wuas to follow. They had been kept
waiting, and were impatient.

Smiling Bill was looking himself again, to
a cerfain extent—and nobody knew what an
effort it cost him to compose himself in Chat
way. He hadn't planned his speech. lle
didn't even know how it would develop. But
he felt it would be better for the words to
come sponlaneously.

¢ Ladies and gentlemen, 1 rcgret to fIn-
form you that Gunner Moole has met with a
serious accident,?” shouted Smiling Bill, in
a “voice that carried to the furthest corner
of the great Stadium.

He had to pause, for a murmur sounded,
which swelled to a great roar. The sigunifi-
cance of the words sank in rapidly. And tle

rapped out |

' trickery!” snorted Handforth.

v T
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audience knew, at once, that the big fight
was not to take place. _ :

“ Accident!” ejaculated Pitt. ¢ That's
terrible!"

¢] don't believe it—there must be some
‘““ No boxer
would have an accident just before a big
fight!” .

¢“You fathead! Nobody can help-an acel-
dent!’ muttered Church. |

“But we're dished!” Handforth growled.
““What about getting our money's worth? I
doun’t mind losing it if—="* . '

1lis voice was drowned in thz roar which

had developed. Mr. Gordon stood there,’
waiting for the tumult to die down. Me
had expected it. He had even expected the’

jeers and hoots which breke out in certain
quarters. |

“I think, ladies and gentlemen, that my

reputation is such that my word of honour
can be accepted,” went on Smiling Bill.: "~
“Gununer Moole in descending the stairs
from his dressing-room, fell, and smashed
his right arm. As you will admit, it will be
impossible for him to fight Baltling Dawson
to-night.” _

Another roar of excitement arose.

And it jucreased when Gunner Moolc him--
self appeared, assisted by two of his seconds.
There was also a straight, elderly gentle-
man, who proved to be a doctor. The doc-
tor lost no time in explaining the nature

- of the injury, and reporting that Moole was"

utterly helpless. _

“JIt’s rotten lueck, people, but I'm not
grumbling,”” shouted Moole bravely. ‘“Don’t
give old Smiling Bill more trouble than you
can help. He's the best sportsman in the
game—so treat him right!”

“ Hurrah!”

“Bravo, Gunner!”’

“ Good old Smiler!”

The tone of the audience changed tat
o the

once. There was no question as
Gunner’s condition. Xis pale, drawn face
proved that he was In pain. And thera

could be no disbelieving the accumulated
evidence,

‘¢« Now, ladies and gentlemen, I've got a
proposition to make,” went on Mr. Gordon,
feeling more himself. ¢ You've all got a
right to expect your money hack—and if you
turn down my suggestion, I'll see that you
et it. I1've always kept faith with the
public, and I won’t fail you now.”

“Hurrah!”

““You entered this Stadium expecting to
see the fight between Gunner Moole and
Battling Dawson,” continued Smiling Bill,
“You paid your money for that purpose,
and as t.e fight ‘ean’t take place, I am in
honour bound to return every penny of your
admission money. As I said before, you
shall havo it—but before we finally decide
on that, I'd like to make a sporting offer!”

“Let's have it, Bill!” :

“We know you'll give us a straight deal!”

“I think we're all sportsmen here to-night,
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and I've got an idea that you'll agree to |

my proposal,” went on the promoter. *‘‘The
championship fight is off, but there’s mno
reason why yon should be completely dis-
appointed. Our young friend, Tiger Larry,
has offered, of his own, free will, to enter
this ring aid fight Battling Dawson here and
now!?” _

A perfect voar went up. _

It was a roar of excitement, incredulity,
and laughter. The very thought of the
junior schoolboy meeting the Chicago Kkiller
was ludierous. And the audience could
scarcely believe their ears. The St. Frank's
fellows themselves were absolutely staggered.

“It’s impossible!”? gasped Boots., ‘f Law-
rence! Lawrence going to fight Dawson!
He'll kill him!”»

But Handforth was of a different opinion,

‘“ Good old Lawrence!” he roared. ‘‘Let
him come out! He'll smash Dawson to
pulp! St. Frank’s for ever!”

The tumult died down after a while.

‘““ Needless to say, Battling Dawson has
agreed to the contest,” continuned Mr. Gor-
don. ‘“Now, I don't want you to think that
this is just a try-on—a mere sparring bout
to serve as a kind of balm for your disap-
pointment. Notling of the kind. I don't
do things in that way!”

““What’s the game, Bill?*

“It’s_this!” shouted Smiling Bill. ‘¢ And
this is where the sporting nature of my offer
comes in. These two will fight for a knock-
out!”

4O !”?

“For a knock-out!” repeated Mr. Gordon
grimly. *““1f 7Tiger Larry is sent to the
boards for the count before the end of the
third round, ['ll return everybody’s money
without question. But if Tiger Larry lasts
put the first three rounds and goes into

the fourth—then, in that case, you've got
to consider yourselves satisfied.
verdict?”

What's the

CHAPTER XIV.
IN GRIM EARNEST.

HE audience was fairly
| throbbing with excite-
ment and talk,

The offer was sport-
ing, indeed. Nobody doubted
it. It was, in cold truth,
very much like getting some-
thing for nothing. For if Lawrence and
Battling Dawson fought for a knock-out,
there wasn't one chance in a thousand the
schoolboy would last beyond the first round.

And the audience would get its money
back even if he lasted nearly three rounds.
So there was hardly any question as to what
the verdict would be. And if this schoolboy
actually did enter the fourth round—well, in
that case, nobody -could have the slightest
grumble. For they would have received
their money's worth.
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Mr. Gordon requested the audience 1o
signal its approval by a raising of hands,
And a veritable sea of arms rose upwards,
The die was ecast. Ernest Lawrence was
hooked to appear in the ring against Battling
Dawson,

‘““ Ladies and gentlemen, T thank you for
your great bhelp in this difficult position,”
shouted Smiling Bill, in conclusion. I can
assure you that Tiger Larry will do his ut-
most. And you are going to see a real
fight—a fight with unique possibilities. Fou
it is up to both men to settle this matter as
qnickly as possible. There is no trickery of
any kind.”

“We can trast you for that,
Bill!?

“You will readily understand that Battling
Dawson will use every effort to settle this
fight at once, if only for the sake of his
reputation,’” went on Mr. Gordon. ¢ And
young Larry will have just as much incen-
tive to last beyond the three rounds as far
as he can possibly go. Let me assure you,
again, that you are now going to see a fight;
to the finish—and not a farce. Needless to
say, the purse of five thonsand pounds re-
mains precisely the same.”

““fuarrah!”?

¢ Good old Bill—always on the square!”’

Mr. Gordon hurried away to the dressing.
rooms, and found Ernest Lawrence waiting
in a fever of excitement. Mr. Gordon him.
self was anxivus—so anxious that when he
snoke his voice was husky.

‘ Boy, there’s a chance for you!" he ex-
claimed, gripping the junior’s shoulder. *‘I
want you to go into the ring, and fight
against Battling Dawson—and fight as you’ve
never fought before!?

‘“You mwean it, sir?”
cagerly.

“1 mean It!” replied Smiling Bill quietly.
“But I want to make this thing clear to
vou. [ have offered the audience a sporting
chance, and thev've aeccepted. Now it's up
to you to do the same.”.

“I'm game for anything,
Lawrence «quickly.

“If you take the count in the first round,
you’ll get your thousand pounds losing
money,’”’ went on Mr., Gordon. ¢ That’s cer-
tain. But look here, boy. The audience gets
its money baeck if you get knocked out at
any moment in the first three rounds.”

“T hope TI'll last three, sir,”” said Law-

rence fervently.

“ Good glory! So do I!'” said Smiling Bill,
with equal fervour. ¢ That's just where it
comes in. The audience has agreed that if
you're still on your feet at the commernce-
mm}t of the fourth round they’ll accept the
deal.”

Lawrence’s

understanding.
“You—you mean, if I go into the fourth

round you don’t refurn any money?’ hLe
asked breathlessly.

Smiling

gasped Lawrence

sir,’”” replied

eyes gleamed with sudden
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“That's exactly what I mean,"” replied
Mr. Gordon. ‘¢ So, you see, it's clearly up to
you to do your utmost.”

. ¢“If—if I enter the fourth round, sir, I
shall save you a pile of money!”

‘“ Anything between twelve and twenty
thousand pounds,’” said Smiling Bill quietly.

Lawrence clenched his fists and squared his
shoulders.

“I'll try it, sir—I'l fight with all my

strength and knowledge!’”’ he said tenscly. |

“Oh! If only I could go into the fourth!i”

“If you do, there'll be another thousand
pounds on the top of your prize money,”
said the promoter. ¢ That's a promise,

boy.”
“You—you'll give me two thousand
pounds, sir?’’ asked Lawrence, his mind

reeling again.

“By Peter! Won't it be worth it?"” de-
manded Smiling Bill. ¢ And perhaps it'll
give you a bit of incentive—though I don't
think you need it. Go to it, boy, and fight
for your life! Battling Dawson will do his
best to smash you up, but I wouldn't agree
to this thing unless I had faith in you. Go
into the ring, and save me from riin!
Because, upon my soul and honour, if I
pay this purse and lose all the admission
money, I'm finished!”? .

Ernest Lawrence could hardly get a grasp
of the whole situation. But two facts alone
stood out amid the confusion. He had to
fight into the fourth round! He had to save
Mr. Gordon from jruin! And in the back-
ground there lurked the thought that a
thousand pounds was certain, and two thou-
sand possible: It was indeed a fight with
fateful possibilities.

One minute later Ernest Lawrence had
entered the ring—to be greeted by a per.
fect storm of cheering. The audience
realised to the full how plucky this young-
ster was to take on such an utterly hope-
less proposition,

The preliminaries were soon over, and then
a4 hush fell on the enormous throng as the
order came for the seconds to leave the
ring. The St. Frank's fellows were tense
and anxious—and filled with apprehension for
their chum

“ Time!”

There wasn't one among the whole-crowd
who believed that Lawrence would last for
more than a minute. Many people, indeed,
were wondering how they would proceed to
get their money back.

The two men faced one another. Battling
Dawson was a shade over Lawrence's
weight, and possibly had a slightly longer
reach. He was no beauty, and he had a
great reputation as a hard fighter. And
at the moment he had one idea in mind—
to knock this impudent scholbooy out of
the ring.

- But, to everybody’s surprise, it was Law-
rence himself who landed the first blow of
the fight. And in this he proved his clever-
vess, Knowing that Dawson would press

ELSON
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the attack from the first, Lawrence plunged
in—experience having taught him that the

best form of defence is to attack.

Crash!

The blow was as swift as lightning, and
unexpected by Battling Dawson.
Lawrence's glove went against Dawson's
neck with tremendous force, and had any
amount of sting behind it.

Battling Dawson fell back—and the fight
was now a grim reality.

CHAPTER XV,

BEYOND ALL UNDERSTANDING. |
ATTLING "DAWSON
gathered himself
together, and called
himself a fool for

having allowed the fight to
: even have a beginning, And
- for him to have received the
first blow was a deepy humiliation which
had to be avenged.

He bunched himself up and charged in
furiously. His one idea was to avenge that
blow and finish the fight. But, somehow, he
couldn't find his mark. With all his skill,
this infernal schoolboy was like a will-o’-the
wisp. IHe was never there when he was
wanted! .

The audience watched, spellbound.

Expecting to see Lawrence eaten up, they
were startled by his supreme footwork and
skill. And therc was something ahout him
wbich 4nspired confidence. 1lle was c¢o0o0l,
resolute, and determined. |

And Lawrence possessed that wvague,
irdefinable magnetism which is the greatest
asset a boxer can have, He looked unbeat-
able; he regarded his opponent with a cool,
deadly calculation that even had an effect
upon Battling Dawson,

It was 30 ridiculous. This boy—this
schoolkid! Taking everything so coolly!
Dawson felt irritated, and was intensely
annoyed by the f{futility of his favourite
thrusts,

And the great audience, spellbound at
first, gradually began to realise that Law-
rence was going to put up a fight—that this
schoolboy was really and truly determined
t» provide them with something worth see-
ing.

Kvery one of Battling Dawson's hooks and
swings were guarded—and guarded with
such an ease and coolness that Lawrence
had an alr of impudence about him. The
situation was exactly the o;iposite to what
it ought to have been. nstead of the
schoolboy being like a frightened rabbit, he
was darfng to face the attack with confident

Again Dawson tried to force the battle.
He rushed in with a fierce attack, but his
youbhful opponent didn’t turn a hair. His
guard was cast-iron, and he faced the on-
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slaught with a sang-froid that simply made
the spectators sit in their seats and stare.

“ Time!”

The first round was over, and a storm
of cheering went up. Battling Dawson
scowled. Those cheers weren't for him—but
for the amateur! And the professional had
never heard cheering that he disliked more.

“He's got through the first round!”
gasped Handforth joyously. "I Kknew
would! What did I tell you?”

““ Good old Lawrence!”

¢ Stick it, old man!™

‘“ Good old Fourth

The entire St. Frank’s contingent shouted
itself hoarse. They had expected Lawrence
to do well, but he had confounded all the
prophets. His performance in the opening
round had been a staggerer.

“ Time!”

The second round commenced, and there
was something in Lawrence’s springy step
~as he came forward that made everybody

feel that their admission money had gone

for good. He inspired confidence by bhis
very appearance.
That magnetic personality of his was

obvious to all. And Battling Dawson was
more aware of the Fandicap than anybody.
He could deal with men who forced the
pace, and he knew exactly how to face a
boxer who blustered. But this agile school-
boy was different from anybody the
American had ever been up against.

He was calm, confident, and didn't seem
to care. He had an air of equanimity with
a -trace of relentlessness in his expression.

Battling Dawson came to the conclusion
that it wasn't any - good commencing in-
fighting tactics. The only way was to go
for the spectacular stuff, and finish this
hoy off at once.

So, with a burst, he started off with a
series of swift lunges and hooks, leaping in
and out in order to confuse his opponent.
Lawrence was driven back, and a shout
went up.

The schoolboy went nearly to the ropes,
and only his perfect guard saved him from
destruction. Even as it was, Battling Daw-
son got 1h several terrific blows which sent
the youngster tottering and reeling. '

But he recovered with startling speed.
There was a cut over his eye, and blood
trickled down his cheek. His mouth was
vashed, too, and he was beginning to look
the worse for wear. And then Dawson
leapt in with a straight left which would
have sent Lawrence completely to sleep if
it had arrived home.

The St. Frank’s juniors gasped with relief
as Lawrence dodged the thrust with all his
cld coolness. And then he gave a sideways
leap, crouching low. Battling Dawson’s arm
swept over him. But at the same second
Lawrence delivered a return hook with stag-
genring force behind it.

The  schoolboy’s glove struck the
American’s jaw. The force of that blow
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was stunning, and Dawson reeled backwards
and sideways with a gurgling cry of pain:
**Go it, young ’un!” roared somebody.
“You've got him beat, boy!” :
The audience rose in its excitement. It
only remembered that this boy was British,
and that his opponent wag an American
There was something fine 1n.
the battle this ynungster was putting up. .
And he didn't wait a second. He fol-
lowed up that hook on the flash., For a
moment Battling Dawson was sluggish with
bewilderment.

Smash! Crash! -
Two powerful body punches struck the
American in quick succession. He went

back, reeling again. He seemed dizzy and
dazed, and was, indeed, so thoroughly sur-
prised by this forecing of the pace that he
fell right back until he was on the ropes,

Clang! |

It was the gong, and the second round
.was over—with Lawrence not only fighting
well, but actually the proved better of the
two!

— il

CHAPTER XVI,
THE VICTOR.

6 URRAH!”
- “He's lasting—
he'll g0 three
rounds!”

The audience was humming
and buzzing with excitement.
Pitt and Co. and the Modern
House fellows could hardly contain them-
selfes. But, at the ringside, Smiling Bill
Gordon was tense. Two rounds! Only one
more and he wounld be saved from ruin!
Was the boy capable of it? This rest would
b put Dawson on his feet again, ‘and he
would profit by his blunders in the second
round,

In all probabhility, the promoter had
never spent such an anxious few minutes in
all his life before,

** Seconds out!”

The fateful third round commenced. Dut
it didn’t prove very exciting to begin with.
Again the audience was surprised. Battling
Dawson, instead of rushing in to take his
revenge, was fighting with caution. But
| after a brief while he suddenly leapt like a
tiger, and his right swept out with shatter-

ing force. That blow would have felled-
' Lawrence like an ox, But the schoolhoy

was waiting for it—he had anticipated the
American’s game from the very outset. He
avoided the powerful blow and countered.
His brain was quite cool, and he was just
waitineg for the opportunity he desired.

But it . didn’t come. Battling Dawson
 resorted to in-fighting, and more than once
|the referec was compelled to break ‘the,
combatants loose. And in the midst of one
of these clinches the gong sounded.

| “Hurrah!” yelled Handforth deliriously.
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Jasted the three rourds!”

‘** Bravo, young 'un”

“ Well done, hoy—well done!”

The audience forgot all about its admis-

“ He's done roared Boots. ““He's

sion money, and cheered itself hoarse. [For
Lawrence was certainly giving them full
value—and they were overjoyed. And

Smiling Bill Gordon sat back in his seat

and quietly mopped his brow.

“Good glory!”” he murmured. “ That
boy's a miracie!”
Once again he was Smiling Bill. The

haggard expression vanished as though by
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dramatic change. Battling Dawson at Ilast
decided to force the speed. He crashed in,
fighting with both gloves. And he suddenly
n:ade a cat-like spring with the intention of
a following attack.

But Lawrence didn't give way. Instead,

he met the full force of that terrific charge,

and he smashed down the hail of blows.
And in return he attacked on his own
account.

His right ecrashed home—a staggering

blow on Dawson’s face which brought the
American up with a nasty jar. And before
he could recover Lawrence landed again—

e O

- "

f/‘/}'///y ) i l'.- o

waiting for you!

‘“* Qood glory ! ’? ejaculated Mr. Gordon. ‘" Are you mad, Qunner 2 They’re
The crowd’s getting impatient ! ??
‘* Can’t help it—I'm finished !’ groaned the boxer.

|

imagic, for the suspense was over. The
fourth round was about to commence. And
the situation was 3aved. The promoter,

indeed, was beginning to take an interest
in this fight that he had never deemed
possible. For it actually was a fight—with-
vut a trace of one-sidedness.

Clang!

Again the gong, and once more the pair
were at it. But the fourth round proved
lo be quiet. Lawrence made no attempt to
force the pace, and Battling Dawson was
surprisingly mild. Perhaps it was the re-
action after the tense third round. .

But in the fifth round a thrill ran through
the audience as the situation took on a

two swift, staggering blows on the body.
The next few moments were dramatic in the
extreme.

Lawrence
seized it.

Inspired with a kind of superhuman skill,
the schoolhoy boxer smashed into Battling
Dawson time after tume, forcing him,
bewildered, round the ring. The thud of
the blows was sharp and distinct.

The pace was tremendous, and couldn’t
last for long. It didn't. Lawrence was not
like a human bheing at all, but a machine.
H> delivered an attack which was literally
a hurricane,

had an opportunity—and he
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The schoolboy feinted with his right,
causing the flustered Dawson to jerk round.
And then, gathering together every atom of
his strength, the junior brought round his
left with the power of a steam-hammer.

It was a devastating blow—straight to
the point of the American’s jaw. The
audience simply rose to its feet as one.
Dawson took that blow badly, for his knees
sagged, and he collapsed backwards. He
rolled over, attempted to rise, and fell on
his back.

And he lay there while the referee deliber-
ately counted. He gave no sign of move-
ment—no indication that he was further
interested in the battle.

“QOut!” announced the referee, in a shout
of astonishment.

The uproar which followed was little short
of pandemonium. Lawrence didn’'t remem-

THE
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ber much about it afterwards. He was
dazed, bruised, and sadly in need of rest.

But there was one thought that filled his
mind. He had proved worthy of Mr,
Gordon’s trust!

And, later, he learned that the bulk of
the purse was his, with that added
thousand on the top of it. Five thousand
pounds! Tt was a sum that caused Law-
rence’s brain to reel. And it was all for
St. Frank’s! ‘

Lawrence found himself surrounded by
his chums, by Handforth, by Pitt, and the
rest. But it was all a kind of dream. He
was still in this trance-like state as he wac
carried in triumph back to St. Frank's—nnt
cnly the hero of St. Frank’s, but the hero
of all Britain!

Was this the turning point in the trials
of the old schocl?

END.

'ByYour

My dear Readers,

Don't forget io write to Mr. Brooks and
let him know what you think of the present
arrangement of the St. Frank’s story, the
Nelson Lee story, and the Mag. Some of
you may prefer a longer detective story
and fewer pages given to the Mag.,, or
others may favour a longer St. Frank’s
story without the Mag. or the Nelson
Lee story. It is important that Mr.
Brooks should know what the majority of
his readers waat. So don't leave it to the
other fellow to decide for you. Get down
to it, and wrils a letter or postcard to
Mr. Brooks yourself.

Editor:

NEXT WEEK'S STORY.

In the splendid schoolboy boxing story
you have just read, Lawrence has covered
himself with glory, and has been able to
present 1he School with a substantial sum
of money. The other fellows of the Fourth
are now more than ever anxious to do
something to raise money for the School.
Their chance comes in next week’s rousing
story: ¢“ THE SCHOOLBOY STOKERS,; or,
Salved from the Sea!’?

Your sincere friend,
| THE EDITOR.

Result of Mystery Picture Competition No. 8.

In this competition the First Prize of
One Guinea for the best inscription to the
picture has been awarded  to:
ALFRED WOOD, 28, HEELIS ST., ROCH-

DALE ROAD, MANCHESTER.
for the following:
thousand—a

Four thousand feet—three
mere thousans

‘““ She’ll orash right on top of us!” yelled
Handforth frantically.
THE TWELVE CONSOLATION PRIZES
have be:n awarded to:

J. -BB%leﬂy, 20, Qresswell Street, Fulham,
Elsie Sykes, Wilberlee, Slalthwaite, near

Hudderséeld,. Yorks.

A. Windiate, Tae Avenue, Fleet, Hants.

W. Pickles, 277, Southfield Lane, Gt. Horton,
Bradford, Yorks.

James Bury, 26, India Street, Darwen.

C. Hingott, 47, Avondale Road, Gelli
Ystrad. S. Wales.

Harold Back, 12, West Mount Terrace,
Dover. -

Miss J. Job, 2/80, Queen’s Road, Aston
Birmingham. .

C. G. Harris, 17, Epsom Street, Rupert

Btreet, Norwich.

A. Carey, 42, Havelock Road, Bexhill-on-Sea.
B. SMills, ¢, Norway Street, Portslade,
ussex. |

R, Belshaw, & Drury Lane, Douglas, L.O.M.
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A Powerful Detective
Story of Nelson Lee

and Nipper and The
Green Triangle.

I T EEE TR T

HHETEERT Rt
VLT EERERETCERERTER TG

Nelson Lee and Nipper are shadowing the notorious leader of the Green
Triangle, Professor Zingrave. They have tracked him to his secret head-

quarters on Turtle Island, near the mouth of the Thames.

The Professor

"has planned the release of JIM THE PENMAN, the forger, from Portmoor
Prison, and how this daring scheme is accomplished is told in the exciting

garrat-ive below.
L

THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.
THE SLCRET OF THE CAVERN.

HE tunnel was narrow and low, and

Nelson Lee was obliged to assume

a crouching attitude as he slowly

and silently progressed. Nipper, in

the rear, knew that his master was with
him only by sense of touch.

For the detective was moving like a
shadow. He made no noise as he penetrated
further and further into the mysterious re-
cesses of the underground labyrinth.

The famous detective was on a hot trail.

To he exact, he and Nipper were in one
of the strongholds of the League ‘of the
Green Triangle. Turtle Island was a rmere
rocky, blninhabited speck just off the
Essex coast.

Most of the islands in this region were
fiat and marshy, but Turtle Island was dif-
ferent—a rock, jutting out from the sc¢a in
the shape of & cone—the Launt of gulls
and other sea-birds. Bare and barren, the
tiny island was quite uninhabited.

At least, so it appeared.

In grim reality, this desolate spot was the
Green Triangle’s most important retreat.
For the rock was hollow, honeycombed with
passages and caverns. These could only be
reached at low tide, when various cave-
mouths were exposed by tie falling water.

On this very same night Nelson Lee had
captured one of the Green Triangle's most
important members—a fellow nanied Wood-
house, who had been on the point of de-
livering some valuable booty. And even
now a motor-boat was hovering off the
Island in the darkness—waiting for Lee and
Nippcr to return.

But the celebrated pair were deftermined
to make some investigations before they left
this most interesting place. Professor Cyrus
Zingrave, the Chief of the League, had de-
parted from the island in a small sub-
marine—Nelson Lee having witnessed the
professor’s departure,

And now the detective was taking advan-
tage of the unexpezted opportunity. He
meant to satisfy himself upon the exact pur-
pose of this stronghvld. The secret of
Turtle Islami was about to be laid bare.

The investigation was a perilous one.

Although Zingrave had gone, there was
every chance that the caverns were occu-
pied by other members of the Green
Triangle. And if these men could lay their
hands upon the detective, theyv would hold
him at all costs. Once before Nelson Lee
had been a prisoner in the grasp of the
League. He Lad escaped. He would not
be allowed to escape a second time.

‘““ Anything doing, guv’'nor?” whispered
Nipper, after his master had paused for
geveral tense seconds.

“ Hush ! No speaking, young ‘un,”
breathed Nelson TLee, in reply. ¢ Even the
merest breath may echo down these pas-
sages.”” :

Lee had paused because there was a hend
in the tunnel—and just beyond he could
see a faint reflection of light. It was only
a dim radiance, but it clearly indicated that
a lighted ecavern lay ahead. And light
hinted at human presence. It was necessary
to be even more cautious than before.

If it came to a fight, bothh Lee and
Nipper were well armed, and quite capable
of taking care of themselves. But Lec had
no «esire for an encounter at this early



He was very
anxious to avoid contact with the Green
Triangle men. His one and only desire was
to_obtain information.

Progressmg slowly, he and Nipper turned
the bend of the passage, and found that
it widened out beyond—a perfect maze of
tunnels leading off in various directions.
The faint glow was coming from the nearest
tunnel on Lee's right hand.

Before progressing another foot, the de-
tective mentally photographed the position.
In the event of a sudden dash for liberty,
he wanted to be certain of his path. At
the present condition of the tide, an exit
could be easily made.

Later, when the tide rose, there was no
possible escape for anybody in these natural
catacombs. For at high tide the caves were
concealed, and the inmates were captives
until the ebb.

Roughly, Lee and Nipper had about an
hour at their disposal—for the detective was
determined to get out of this place before
the tide trapped him. Professor Zingrave
was provided with a submarine—and was
thus independent of the state of the tide.
Nelson Lee had no such convenience.

And his object in coming lhere was not
to make a capture, but to obtain evidence.
Action would come later. At the right
moment, armed with the dsta he required,
the detective would be able to pounce, and
1r:r_m.l':e a clean. sweep of the entire organisa-
ion.

As it happened, neither he nor Nipper need
have displayed such caution,

For after another ten minutes of noiseless
progress, they entered the lighted cavern, to
find it completely empty. And it wasn't
long before they satisflel themselves that
no other human being was present.

“My hat! What a swindle!” murmured
Nipper disgustedly. ¢ All that creeping and
crawling for nothing! We'vy got the entire
place to ourselves, sir.”

“For the moment I believe we have,”
agreed Lee. *‘‘But we cannot be too sure—
and we must keep strictly on the alert.
There is no telling when the enemy may
return.”

The cavern was a comparatively large one,
but the roof was so low that in many
places Lee found it impossible to stand
upright. And the place resembled a cavern
only in its natural formation. In every
other respect it was an elaborately equipped

stage of his investigations.

workshop.
There was not only electric light, but
lathes, furnaces, benches with glittering

tools, and many machines which puzzled
Nipper acutely.

But Nelson Leo was not so mystified. As
he stood there, looking round, he pursed
his lips and nodded slowly. There was one
electric light glowing—shaded so effectively
that the whole cavern was only cimly ill-
uminated. There were many other lamps,
but all were switched off.

“Phew! What's the meaning of all this,

guv'nor?” whispcred Nipper. 1t lookas to

| me like an engineering plant!”

“It 13 a plant, no doubt—but T rather

' fancy that engineering is too ambitious for

I

these gentry,” murmured Lee. *“ No, Nip:
per. These furnaces and machines are de-
signed for a very different purpose. We
are looking upon a counterfeit equipment.” .

“For making false currency notes, sir?”

“Not merely currency notes, but Bank
of England notes, and even base coins,”
replied Lee grimly. ¢ As far as I can see,
the outfit is complete in every detail—in-
deed, thz most elaborate I have ecver ex-
amined., Scotland Yard will be grateful to
us for this discovers.

Nipper looked thoughtful.

“l1 don't seem to remember that there's
been much trouble in that direction recently,
sir,” he said. “Mr. Lennard hasn't men-
tioned that dud notes are being shoved on
the market.”

““The chief inspector made no mention of
the fact, because the Green Triangle haa
not yet commenced operations,” replied Lee.
““This machinery is being prepared for work
now. We have made our discovery in good
time, I rather fancy we shall be able to
deliver a stunning blow against the wily
Zingrave.” -

CHAPTER I1I.
THE NEXT MOVE.
. ROFESSOR ZINGRAVE
‘.\-« hung up the receiver
‘Q? with a steady hand.
N “H'm!” he mur-
mured silkily. ¢ Awkward—
very awkward! I am afraid
our plans must be com-
pletely reorganised, Robson. A pity—but it
i3 no use crying over spilt milk.”

The professor looked at Robson thought-
fullv. The pair were in the small, stuffy
cabin of an old-fashioned wherry. The quaink
craft was lying in a quiet stretch of the
River Blackwater, with th: KEssex marshes
stretching out bleakly on either hand.

It was a. lonely spot. but easily reached
by Zingrave's peculiar method of convey-
ance. His small submarine had nosed its
way in from the sea without difficulty, and
now lay alongside the wherry.

Zingrave had come because¢ he sought in-
formation. And on this innocent-looking
craft a secret telephone was installed—a
wire that communicated witl. one of his
numerous agents.

Robson was looking puzzled. He was ong
of his chief's confidential men, and he had
instinctively known that something was
amiss, He could tell very little from the
professor’'s manner, |

“What's the trouble. sir?”’ he asked hesi-

tatingly. ‘
“The trouble?” repeated  Zingrave.
‘“ Briefly, Robson, our excellent friend
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woodhouse is in the hands of the police,
together with the Heathbrook jewels. Our
little schieme has failed.”

 Phew! That's serious, sir,” said Rob-
£0nN. ?

v« A sct-back, Robson, only makes me all
the more determmed 3 replud the Professor
calmly. ¢ There is :.umethmg of a far more
grave nature to report, however. The Crlm-
con Eagle is a wreck.  And our plans for
to-niorrovy are, therefore, incapable of being
put -into execution.”

Robson started.
“ The Crimson Eagie a
peated huskily,

He was more surprised than he would
have admitted. The League had relied
upon that wonderful aircraft to assist them
in their nefarious schemes, but the Eagle
was now a total loss, and thero was no
possibility of obtaining a duplicate machine.
The blow to the Green Triangle was in-
caleulable, * Yet Professor Zingrave had re-
ceived the news with perfect calmness.

““This is terrible, chief!” burst out Rob-
son, after a few minutes. < Without the
Eagle we shan’t be able to carry cut the
pl:m at all! And yet eveqtlunfr is waiting
on the island—everything is ready for
action as soon as ever we can get Sut-
cliffe on the scene.”

Zingrave nodded.

¢« Sut:lifie will he with us to-morrow,” he
said grimly.

‘“But how, sir?” demanded the other.
‘“ Without the Eagle we can’t possibly carry
out the plan——-"

““There are other ways,” interrupted the
Professor. “I do not place my faith in
one method only, Robson. Suteliffe shall
be released from Portmoor Prison to-morrow,
and our operations shall commence without
a moment's unnecessary delay.”

Robson looked mystified.

““How's it going to he done,
asked bluntly.

“'l‘here is the submarine,” replied Zin-
grave, in his soft voice. ¢ The task will
be more difficult—indeed, far more risky.
But we are not beaten, Robson. The loss of
the Eagle is a serious blow, but I am pre-
pareld. . Suteliffe is absolutely essential to
my. programme, Without him we cannot
flood the country with our base curreney.
All my agents are waiting—with full in-
structions, My machines are impatient for
work. It but remains for Sutcliffe to per-
form his own part.” :

Apparently, the Green Triangle had de-
cidled upon a daring, ambitious scheme.
Professor Zingrave spoke of Sutcliffe as
thongh he were easily accessible—and yet,
43 a matter of fact, the man was a con-
viet in the great Portmoor Prison.

+ Suteliffe! Douglas James Sutcliffe, the
master forger known to the police of the
entire world as “Jim the Penman!”’ For
years this international erook had been as
good as dead, for a convict in Portmoor

wreck ! hLe re-

sir?”’ he

| Prison is,
L 1o the world.

about Jim the Penman’s

to all intents and purposes, dead

Professor Zingrave slowly stroked his chin.

“Yes, | rather fancy that Jim the DPen-
man will be only too anxious to throw in
his lot with me, 2 e declared. “He is the
one man we need—and the Green Triangloe
will he able to proteet him, and save him
from re-capture. And I Iancy that Sutcliffe
has a few old scores to pay against Nelson
Lee.”

“1 shouldn't be surprised,

sir,” agreed
Robson. “Wasnt it

Lee who brought
capture some years
ago?”

“*Yes,” replied the professor. “Five years
ago, at ‘Jeast. And Sutclitfe has not yct
served half his senteace. Liberty will be
sweett to him. And to-morrow, Robson,
Suteliffe will he in our charge—working for
us—the latest member of the League.”

Zingrave's plan was a simple one, after
all, He had prepared his machinery in
readiness, And he would reseu> the master
forger from prison, and set him to work .
at his own particular -line of business. As
a forger. Jim the Penman had no equal in
the world.

As the police knew to their cost, he was
miraculously e¢lever with the pen—and, more-
over, he could ‘engrave - counterfeit notes
with such startling accuracy that it was
almost a matter of sheer impossibility to
detect them without the aid of .a powerful
lens in the hands of an expert. No ordinary
bank cashier could discover a single flaw.

Sutelifile was a master craftsman, and it

was hardly surprising that Professor Zin-
grave had decided to employ this man. The

diflicult task of rescuing him from Portmoor
seemed to be a mere trifle, according to
Zingrave's tone.

But Jim the Penman’s rescue was not to
be accomplished so easily. With the Crimson
Eagle at Zingrave's disposal, the job would
l:ave been simplicity itself. But that won-
derful aircraft was a wreck. |

The Professor was as determined as ever,
and he was now exercising his cunning brain
on a frezh line of action,

— —

CHAPTER 111
A WAITING GAME.

ZZZ77H!
The soft buzzing
sound abruptly struck

the ears of Nelson Lee
~and Nipper. They were both
examining some of the in-
tricate machinery in the
cavern on Turtle “Island. The buzz came
dramatically.

“ My hat!” breathed Nipper
dickens——>

«What the



“This way!” interrupted Lee crisply.

With rapid strides, he crossed the
roofed cavern and in a few moments reached

low-

a curious formation in the rock. At this
point there was a deep recess, a kind of
natural cleft, which ultimately resolved itself
into a narrow tunnel.

‘““We will wait here, Nipper,’’ whispered
Lee. “I examined this spot earlier and there
are no traces of recent footprints. I do not
think there will be much fear of discovery.
And we may see something that will give
us an advantage. Our ears are useful, too.”

They crouched there in complete conceal-
ment.

¢ But what about that buzz, sir?’” breathed
Nipper. “It sounded to me like a warning,
or something of that sort.”

¢« Your powcrs of deduction are wonderful,”
smiled Lee drily. *<Of course it was a warn-
ing, Nipper. I take it that the entrance door
is connected by means of a buzzer—just a
little safety device in case of a surprise. It
was certainly not designed to aid us, how-
ever."

Nelson Lee’s surmise turned out to be
correct. Within a few minutes Professor
Zingrave appeared, followed by Robson and
two other men. Apparently the whole organi-
satien of the League was at sixes and sevens
on this eventful night. So many things had
gone wrong that this confusion was nardly to
be wondered at.

“There is no time to waste,”” Zingrave was
saying. * Portmoor is a long way from here,
and the submarine will necessarily be slow.
The start must be made within the hour.”

¢« Are you coming with us, Chief?"” asked
Robson.

““No; 1 have other work to do,” replied |-

Zingrave, ‘If everything goes right, Jim
the Penman will be here by to-morrow
evening. He will be set to work at once—
whether he likes it or not. 1 believe he will
he reasonable. If he is not, I shall use
force.”

Nelson Lee felt a slight pressures on his
arm from Nipper, and understood. For
these few words had told them practically
all they wanted to know. So all this
elaborate forgery plant had been prepared
for Sutcliffe, one of Nelson Lee's most
formidable enemies of the past!

‘Jim the Penman was to be brought here
from prison, and set to work on the task of
engraving. There was little fear that the
master forger would have lost any of his
remarkable skill,

Nelson Lee shrewdly suspected other facts,
foo. -

Zingrave was working practically single-
handed. @He had no Inner Council—no
prominent co-conspirators’of his own stand-
ing, His assistants were mostly of the lower
orders—crooks all, who were only too willing

to act under the leadership of a master
brain.

The League of the Green Triangle was no
vast secret society now. This attempt of
Professor Zingrave's to revive the League was
rather pitif in some respects. In com-
parison to 1ts former glory, the Green
Triangle was now a mere shadow.

Moreover, funds were low. This much was
clear. The attempt to obtain the Heath-
brook jewels had failed and, with the Crimson
Isagle out of commission, desperate eflorts
were necessary. Zingrave was obliged to
bring in the aid of Jim the Penman. And ho
was obviously relying upon a distribution
?r ?E;}urious currency to set the League on its
eet.

Left to his own devices, Zingrave would
probably succeed. But Nelson Lee was on Lhe
alert to stop any such activity. In spite of
all Zingrave's plotting, the fumous detectivo
was as active as ever he had been.

Lee was unable to obtain much definite
information. Although he and Nipper listened

carefully, they failed to discover how
Zingrave proposed to effect the convict's
rclease.

“It matters little, young 'un,”” whispered
Lee, when the opportunity occurred. “ We
can do nothing to stop this attempted
rescue. In any ease, 1 don't think I want to
stop it.”

_‘;}'ou want Jim the Penman set at liberty,
Sire"

““He will not be at liberty for long,’”” replied
Lee grimly. ¢ At the moment, Nipper, it is
far better for us to play a waiting game.
Nothing can be gained by hasty action. And
I shall welcome this respite, in order to
complete my plans for a successful raid.”

“What's the programme, sir?"” asked
Nipper eagerly.

“Jim the Penman will be brought here to-
morrow evening, if the rescue is success-
fully accomplished,” said Lee. “ We will
leave this pluce as quickly as possible, con-
sult with Scotland Yard, and pounce to-
morrow evening at the right moment. If weo
have any ordinary luck, my lad, we ought
to nab the whole crowd in one bunch-—
Zingrave and Sutcliffe included.’”’

Nelson Lee's decision was a wise one.

He could, of course, communicate with thoe
Portmoor authorities, and have Jim the Pen-
man specially guarded, and so frustrate
the Green Triangle’s scheme. But this would
only inform Zingrave that his plans wcre
known, and that there was a leakage some-
where, It was far better to give Zingrave
plenty of rope—let him go ahead with his
plans unsuspecting. v

Nelson Lee’s investigations in the cavern
had proved far more fruitful than bhe
had anticipated, and he had every reason to
congratulate himself. The escape was accom:
plished with surprising ease.
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Zingrave and all his men were so busy in
an jnner cavern that Lee and Nipper had no
difficulty in edging their way along the tunnel
and reéaching the cave outlet. They were
only just in time, for the tide was flooding
in rapidly. Ten minutes later, and they
would have been trapped for hours.

‘They succeeded in negotiating the rocks,
and were soon signalling to the waiting
nmotor-boat, where Mr. Ridgewell was pati-
éntly keeping his vigil. The situaticn had
. now become interesting in the extreme.

~While Professor Zingrave carried on with
. his secret plans, Nelson Lee and Nipper
~-were actively preparing to wreck the entire

glided into the bay, and halted near the
shore. The black object increased in size, -

r emerging from the ocean like some monster

of the deep.
It was the Green Triangle's submarine.

The time was morning—about midway into

the forenoon. In the quarries near the
prison, gangs of convicts were working,
guarded by armed warders. They were a

hopeless, wretched crowd. Quarrying was
hard enough at the best of times, but in this
miserable weather the task %ecmed even

more arduous.
One of thosc drably-clothed convicts was

Dcuglas James Sutcliffe.
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Siowly the submarine rose fo the surface until her deck was just awash. |
Then Sutcliffe, the forger, better known as Jim the Penman, stepped aboard.

League bhefore it actually got into |ts new
stride.

——s m——

CHAPTER 1V.
THE GREEN FLASI.

ORTMOOR PRISON
stood gaunt and uglyon
the great expanse of
undulating moor.

Quite near by the sea coast

stretched rugged and bleak.

=/ A mist hung over the coast,
not th:ck but just hazy enough to conceal
the movemnnts of a tiny black object which

e was a tall man, well-built, and in fine
physical condition. His five years of captivity
had told upon him slightly, but not to any
appreciable extent. Jim the Penman was
still a man- in his prime, and he was only
living for the day when he would obtain his
release.

He little realised that Inends were near at
hand!

Once or twice, during the first year of his
captivity, Suteliffle had thought of escape.
But this idle dream had been Kkilled long
since. He had grown to realise that no
convict could successfully escape from this
grim fortress. With assistance from outside



But, single-
handed. no prisoner stood a dog's chance,
And Jim the Penman had no friends of any
kind, for Sutcliffe had always worked single-
handed in his days of liberty. _
S0 he wa3s resigned, although he kept him-

the task might casily be done.

self in constant practice. Secretly he would
exercise his fingers to keep them supple and
sensitive, and when the opportunity occurred
he would practice his peumanship. Sutclifte
was as dangerous a forger today as ever he
had been.

Three figures appeared on the beach. They
had emerged from behind a pile of rocks. A
little earlier they had come ashore iIn a
siall, collapsible boat. And out in the bay
the submarine waited—now almost concealed
again,

It seemed hapossible that these three men
could hope to rescue a convict from the
armed warders with success. Even if it
came to a fight, the would-be rescuers would
stand nc chance.

The trio were curious in aspect. _

They were wearing ordinary lounge suits,
but each manp had enormous goggles over his
eyes—goggles with a peculiar violet-tinted
glass. And the foremost of the trio carried
a leather-covered case slung over his shoul-
ders—an object which looked suspiciously
like a camera.

They approached the quarries, and they
were closely watched by several of the
guarding warders. The quarries were quite
open, and there were no barriers to cross In
order to reach them. But none of the con-
victs had ever attempted to escape. With
so many armed warders about, death or
grievous injury would have been a certain
sequel.

¢ Halt!” commanded one of the warders
as he approached the three strangers.
‘“ You can’'t come any further i

The man suddenly fell senseless to the
ground in the middle of his sentence. llis
collapse was ‘dramatic and unexpected.
From that camera-like object a flash had
appeared—a queer flash of .greenish light.
And one touch of that deadly ray had been
sufficient to fell the warder as he stood.

- After that events moved rapidly.

Running past the prostrate body of the
warder, the three men entered the quarry
itself. The convicts were beginning to take
an interest in the proceedings. And the
warders were issuing sharp orders, and col.
lecting their gangs into file.

‘ Sutcliffe!” shouted one of the strangers.
“If you're here, raise your hand! We've
come to get you away!”

Jim the Penman heard the words dis-
tinctly., He was bewildered—dazed by this
sudden surprise. But in a moment he raised
a hand aloft. to signal his whereabouts, and
to acknowledge the shout.

““ Move a s-ep, Number 220, and you'll bhe
shot!” -snapped out the warder in charge.
““What’s your game, anyway? Step ‘lively,
all of you!l”

A sccond later he collapsed—that green
flash having caught him, Fully balf-a-dozen
convicts fell at the same moment—for they
had been inciuded in the sweep of the deadly
ray.

Several of the other warders were now
firing. They had taken alarm. At least
three convicts were making a break for
liberty—madly excited in the sudden con.
fusion, and thinking only of liberty.

Flash! Flash!
The green ray put in*some devastating
work. Again and again the flash swept

round, and men fell like ninepins. 1t was
the warders who were aimed at, but con-
victs fell even more thickly. And Jim the
| Penman was now running—fully realising
that he must seize this chance at once if it
was to be seized at all.

‘““Take him to the boat—we'll follow!”
rapped out tne man with the apparatus.
And hurry—-every second fs of valud!"”

Sutclifie asked no questions. The time for
that would come later. 1le fled, accom-
panied by one of his rescuers. And the
green ray continued its work. This appara-
tus was one of Professor Zingrave's secret
inventions. A ekilled scientist, Zingrave
had experimented for months before per-
fecting this terrible contrivance. There
were other death rays in existence, but the
professor's appliance was different. 1t caused
temporary paralysis, but no fatal results.

I'ive minutes later the Green Triangle men
had finished their work. Every warder and
every convict in the quarry was struck down,
It would be at least an hour before any one
of them recovered.

And Jim the Penman was {ree!

!

CHAPTER V.

OUGLAS JAMES SUT-

CLIFFE looked at his

“i'm infernally

obliged, but I'd like to know

why you've done this,”” he

exclaimed. ¢“I didn't think 1 had any

extent.”

“ Get Into that boat!” said one of the

They were on the beach, and the tiny boat

was waiting, ready. Jim the Penman

couldn't very well argue with these mys-

terious strangers. They had rescued him

Fortunately, the sea was calm, and the

little boat pulled ont into the bay steadily.
loaded.

¢ A bit costly, wasn't it?"” asked Jim the

THE ESCAPE.
rescuers curiously.

who you happen to be, and
friends who were interested in me to this
Green Triangle men.
shrugeed his shoulders, and entered. He
from prison, and his gratitude was genuine.
But it was slow going., for she was over-
Penman. after a few minutes. “ You killed
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the whole erowd, didn’t you? I don’t mind
so much—they were only a bunch of miser-
able curs, anyhow.”?

¢« Nobody has been killed,”” said one of the
others. ‘ Within an hour they will all re-
cover, and be none the worse. By that time
we shall be far away.”

Jim the Penman lifted his eyebrows,

“1'd like to bhelieve you, but it’s diffi-
eult,” he said frankly. ¢ We shall never
get far away in this cockle-shell. We've only
got to s,t;nl\e a& few decent rollers and we
hdll———
® ¢ Stand by, there!”
others,

Wwithout warning, a black object had ap-
peared ont of the sea. It was the conning
tower of the submarine. Slowly the vessel
rose to the surface until her tiny deck was
awash,

¢ This Is getting better and better.” ex-
claimed Sutcliffe, as he stepped on board.
«“1 don't pretend to know what the game
is, 'but I hope there’s no misunderstanding.
I'm the man you want, I suppose?”

‘““You are Sutcliffe, the forger?”

“] have that honour.” 1

‘““Then you are our man,” sajd the Green
Trlangle agent. ‘‘As soon as
started off I will explain the position.
have been rescuned from Portmoor, but unless
you agree to certain conditions you will be
returned to the police within twenty-four
hours.”?

Jim the Penman
- composure.

“ Any conditions will be preferable to those
of the past five years,” he replied calmly.
“I'm not fool enough to imagine that my
liberty is to cost me nothing. I'm game
enough, and I'll agree to anything within
reason.”

Five minutes later the
below the surface again.

And Jim the Penman, below., found him-
gelf face to face with two grim looking men.
The third one had gone on duty in another
part of the vessel. The submarine was in
motion.

-“Yon have been rescued from Portmoor,
Sutcliffe, because you are needed for some
urgent; work » said the leader of the Green
Triangle men—who was none other than
Robson. If you are sensible, you will accept

snapped one of the

was recovering This

submarine sank

said Robson.

we have
You |

“taken

chief.

‘gafely landed.

NSA

the situation and enter into this thing with
& good spirit.”

“] am quite happy,” said Jim the Pen-
man. ‘‘Nothing could be worse than con-
viet life. Who do you happen to be, any-
way? 1 haven’t had the honour of an
introduction.”

Robson looked at the forger steadily.

‘““You're in the hands of the League of
the Green Triangle! You have been rescued
by the orders of Professor Zingrave.”

Sutcliffe whistled.

‘““The Green Triangle!”
“By Jove! So that's the lie of the land, is
it? I'm delighted to meet you, gentlemen!
I had no ideu I was in such distinguished
company.’

““The chiel‘ requircs you for- some special
work—and he is hoping that you will enter
into the proposition willingly and freely,”
“1 may inform you that if
you object——"?

““I quite understand!” interrupted Jim.
“ Why bother to use any threats? My dear
man, I'm overjoyed at the thought of work-
ing hand in hand with -such a celebrated
master as Professor Cyrus Zingrave. And
my gratitude for your good serwces is be-
yond all expression.”’

Robson looked relieved.

“Good man!” he said. “I'm glad you've
it well. DBut you've always worked
alone, Sutecliffe, and we thought you might
jib. Take my advice and work under the
e's one of the best.”

Jim the Penman <at back dreamily.

““Free!”” he murmured. ¢ TI'ree—after five
years! You want me to practise some of my
old arts, eh? You want to use my skill.
and then reap the reward for yourselves?
All right—I'm not grumbling. A man in
my position can't afford to. I'm ready for
anything.” :

he said softlg.

] . ] [ ] | »

Just before nightfall the submarine reached
Turtle Island, and Jim the Penman was
In the meantime the whole
of England was ringing with the startling
news of the raid on Portmoor Prison. A

But there was one man who read the re-
ports with serene composure. That man was
Nelson Lee. For the great detective held
the trump card in this dramatic situation.

And within a few hours that card was to
be played! ¢ &%

. THE END.

" The last round in the great duel between NELSON
- LEE and PROFESSOR ZINGRAVE will be described
in next week’s story.:—

PROFESSOR ZINGRAVE’S LAST CARD
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Most of you know, I suppose that the
Old Paper goes to press three or four
weeks in advance of publication? So you
mustn’t be surprised that I am still without
any letters at the time of writing these
lines. So until they begin to roll in—
as I hope they will—I shall have to confine

my chat to general topics.

" * ¥
I hope you won't get too hored. If so,
there's a perfectly simple remedy. Just
skip this page and let it go at that.

L * *

By this time you will have read five of
the ‘“‘Green. Triangle *’ stories, pr, at least,
you will have had the opportunity of read-
ing them. T don't think I shall be giving
any editorial secrets away if I mention that
the series will be concluded next week.
After that there will be some stories about
¢“Jim the Penman,”” and still later on a
series featuring Eileen Dare, the Ilady
detective. -

& & ¥

You see, 1 have had so many letters
(addressed, of course, to “ Edward Oswald
Handforth *’) asking for further stories
about Professor Zingrave, Jim the Penman,
and Eileen Dare, that I thought it would
be rather a good idea to revive these old
favourites of the past. Each series will
only be short, and I am relying on you to
let me know “hl(‘h yvarns vou like the best.

» * L

Don't forget that I am as keen as
mustard on giving you exactly what you
iike the best. Anything that the majority
asks for will be supplied—within reason, and
to the best of my ability. I want you all

c¢/o. The Editor, THE NELSON

to guide me, so that I shall write just
the kind of atuﬂ' the bulk of you like.

What about the length of the stories?
Just drop me a hint on this point. Would
you like the detective yarn longer, and the
school story shorter, for instance? Or the
other way about? The more you tell me
of your likes and dislikes, the better I
shall be ab:e to work. Especially the dis-
likes. If you are only frank enough and
let me have your candid criticisms it will be
better for the Old Paper all round.

After a while I hall be able to gauge your
requirements—feel the pulse of all my
readers, as it were. Then the Editor and I

{ can put our heads together and decide upon

our future policy. F¥or example, if the
bulk of you desire a big mew Green Triangle
series, you shall have it. If you would
prefer a detective serial instead of the

weekly complete stories, we shall give it to

you. I only write the yarns, but you read
them. So you are the final judges.
»® & »
Pecket-money isn't any too plentiful nowa-
days, I -know. So if some of you are
passing through a lean period and can't

spare the necessary cash for postage, three
of you can club together and write jointly.
And I'm sure a halfpenny each won't strain
your resources to the breaking point.
These remarks. of course, a-pply to the
younger circle. You old-timers are bound
to have plenty of cash.
* * ¢

The Editor tells me that some of you
have written to him informing him of the
new readers you have obtained. That's the
style! That’s the sort of loyalty that
counts. Any reader who 1is enthusiastic
enough to gat her new friends into the fold
deserves a Badge of Merit,

» ¢ 1 )]
And, by jingo, that gives me an idea!
L] ] *

I'm not sure, but I believe it's going to
be a Big Ideca. At a moment’s notice, I
can’t say anything further, But in my
next week's chat I shall probably have

something to say about the little scheme

that has just taken shape in ¢ the old
gear-hox,”’ as Arc]ut, Glenthorne would put
it.
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS.

SPECIAL SERIES OF ART SKETCHES BY MR. E. E. BRISCOE.
| No. 49.—HIGHGATE SCHOOL.
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Highgate School was founded in 1565 by
sir Roger Cholmeley, Lord Chief Justice,
and confirmed by Letters Patent of Queen
‘Blizabeth in the same year. Archbishop
Grindal, then Bishop of London, gave the
original chapel. In 1876 the school was re-
io:;st-ituted under the Endowed Schools

cts,

'The Senior School is divided into Classical,
Modern, Science and Lower sides. There
are 640 boys, of whom 260 are boarders.

each of which is under the supervision of a
separate Housemaster..

The school buildings include a chapel, a
group of class-rooms, the Great School and
library, and a large block of new buildings
added in 1809. In a detached block is the
Science School, with lecture theatre and five
science laboratories. The gymnasium aund
swimming bath are close to the playing
fields, which extend to over 22 acres.
Games played are cricket, Association foof-
ball, fives, etc. The school supplies a con-

The day voys are grouped into six Houses,

| tingent to the O.T.C.



St Frank’s Magazine

]

Editorial Office,
Study E,
St. Frank’s.

My dear Chums,

Those of you who have been patiently
waiting for Handy’s ‘“Replies” to their
letters will wonder why so little space was
devoted to this popular feature in last
week's issue, especially after reading
Handy'’s paragraph, “I say! Just a Tick!”
where he talked of letters *“ pouring in like
the flood.”” I will try my best to explain.
Handy was under the impression that he had
supplied me with enough ‘‘Replies '’ to last
a month., And when Handy gets an idea into
his head, it takes a lot to drive it out. 1
warned him a week ago that I should need
more copy. Ile promptly declared that I
had Jeft out a number of ‘ Replies,” and
that he would not send another line until
next week. Although in the past I have had
to hold over ‘ Replies ”’ on account of limita-
tions of space, they have eventually ap-
peared. and with this week’s number cvery
letter answered by Handforth has now heen
published. My conscience i3 quite clear on
this point, and it now remains for Handy
‘lto plolish off the arrears of letters he has in
1and.

GETTING A MOVE ON.

He has promised to do this in the course
of the next two weeks. But it will mean
condensing the “ Replies” as much as pos-
sible. Anyway, Handy means to acknow-
ledge every letter, even though he cannot
vouchsafe an individual reply to each. 1
hope Handy’s numerous correspondents will
not, be offended, and will appreciate the big
task my colleague has to face.

THE NEW TRACKETT GRIM SERIAL.,

What do you think of “THE SIGN OF
THE SCARLET SHADOW '? While not
exactly "a mew departure in Trackett Grim
tales, it is quite a long time since Handy
attempted these adventures in serial form,
The title is worthy of a six-shilling novel,

|
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and the first two instalments leave little to
be desired in the matter of thrills and un-
fathomable mystery. Notice how the author
at the end of each instalment has caught
to perfection the art of the practised serial-
writer in arousing our curiosity as to what
will happen next week. Sometimes I rather
suspect that even the author himself does
not know what is going to happen until he
sits down to write.

ERNEST LAWRENCE.

The most popular boy in the school just
now is Ernest Lawrence, the hero of the
fight last week against Talbot, of the Ban-
ningter Grammar School. At the time of
writing he is off to Souihampton to mect
Buddy Sloane for a purse of £50. As most
of yon know, Lawrence is not taking up profes.
sional boxing to enrich himself. He could,
no doubt, soon make a fortune were he to
devote all his time and attention to the
sport, But Lawrence did not ecome to St,
Frank's for this purpose, and it i3 only ou
account of tihre disaster that has come upon
the school, and his desire to come to the
rescue, that he has decided to box for money.
Fullwood and Co., whose scruples in money
matters are too well known to inquire into,
have tried their best to interfere with
Lawrence’s praiseworthy efforts to raise
money for the schonl by complaining to the
powers that be that it is disgraceful for a
St. Frank’s boy to take part in professional
boxing. TFailing to get an audience with
the Head, the cads of Study A received little
satisfaction for their trouble from Mr
Stokes. It is a good thing that our House-
master is a sportsman to the core, and we
are all grateful for his support of Lawrence
in his coming achievements in the Ring.
As for Fullwood amd Co., they had better
keep away from Lawrence’s fights if they
value their safefy.

Your sincere chum,
REGGIE PITT.



OUR PORTRAIT GALLERY.
And WHO'S WHO.

No. 13.—RALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Big and burly, but. not obtrusively
s0; his dandified appearance disguis-
ing his bulk. Wears his hair glossily
brilliantined and parted in middle.
Sallow complexion, and thin, super-
cilious  lips. Sneering  expression.
¥iyes, pale blue. Hair, nearly black.
Height 5 ft. 4 ins. Weight 9 st. 5 Ib.
Birthday, May 17th.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

A dandy, with a weakness for loud
effects in his attire. Cool, calculating,
and absolutely unscrupulous. Cruel
and heartless, and a grim, unforgiving

enemy. Possesses a biting, sarcastic
tongue, He is, nevertheless,
courageous, and can fight gamely.

Vindictive by nature, with a scheming,
active brain. A rotter and a bully.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Holds manly sports in contempt.
Enjoys  betting, gambling, and
smoking. Principal hobby—doing

another fellow a bad turn and watch-
ing him suffer,

No. 14.—DICK GOODWIN.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

A Lancashire lad, with all his native
county’s  characteristic sturdiness,
Wiry and active. Keen, intelligent
features, rather freckled. Eyes, grey.
Hair, auburn. Height, 4 ft. 10 ins.
Weight, 9 st. 8 1b. Birthday,
December 15th,

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:
(Good-natured and cheerful,
difficult to arouse. Possesses
ventive mind, with a genius for
mechanical things. Plucky and
dogged, never forsaking a task once he
has started. Patient and painstaking.
A good friend and a genial companion,

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Fond of sports, but not prominent
in any. Makes a hobby of any in-
tricate machinery, Will take a watch
to pieces for the pleasure of putting
it together again. Always experiment.-
ing with mechanism, and
minor inventions of his own.

and
an in-

producing |
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§i No. 15.—LEN CLAPSON.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

A thin, shghtiyv-built fellow, with
narrow shoulders and longish nceek.
Plain to a point of ugliness, with big
ears, wide mouth, and high cheek-
bones. Has a pleasant grin which re-
deems all his [facial shortcomings.
KEyes, brown. Mair, chestnut. Height,
4 ft. 9 ins. Weight, 7 st. 12 |b.
Birthday, June 11th.

 CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

Mischicvous by nature, continually
playing minor practical jokes, and
“always ready for a House *‘jape.”
Will follow where others lead, but
when thoroughly worked up can com-
mand a situation himself. Plenty of

- high spirits. '
SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Swims like a fish. A fine runner,

with great endurance, in spite of his

slight f{rame. Never  brilliant at |

cricket or football, owing to slackness
of practice. Hobbies: amateur photo-
graphy and stamp collecting.

No. 16.—PERCY BRAY.,.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Angular and loose-jointed. Slightly
pigeon-toed, and scnsitive on  this
point. Handsome face, with dark,
sleek hair, plastered straight back
with no parting. Reveals his perfect
teeth when smiling and talking.
Eyes, deep grey. Hair, dark. Height,
b ft. Weight, 8 st. 11 Ib. Birthday,
August 3rd.

| CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

’ Rather eunning by nature, and
among bad companions would soon
fall into their ways. But decent
enough when left alone. Weak willed,
- and casily swayed. Fond of good
{ clothes, and dresses well. Quick-
tempered and violent when angry, but
never prolongs a quarrel, Quite a
good sort in the main.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

A good footballer if forced to prae-
tise, but not fond of exertion.
Always reading story books, and try-
ing to copzoet plays for amatenr
theatricals, but never succeeding.
Chief cook of Study 6, with a special
aptitude for making omelcttes and
inventing tasty dishes.

THE FOURTH
ST, FRANK'S.

NOTE.—The ages of Fourth IForm
boys vary between 14 and 16, but, for
obvious reasons, no more definite ix-
formation on this point ean be given.
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ELL, here we are, right in the thick
of it again. This football, I mean.
These chaps who play football are

jolly brave, when you come to
think of it.

What I mean is, it requires any amount
of courage to get into those frightfully
thin clothes and walk about in the wintry
wind, and brave all sorts of complaints. I
mean, it's nc cinch.

Of course. that's an American word.
Cinch. I don’t quite know what it means,
but I've heard Ulysses Adams saying it.
These American fellows are jolly difficult
f#o understa.d sometimes. When they get
talking about boobs and honeheads and
dumb-bells and crackerjacks and bucks and

boosters. I mean, it's absolutely another
danguage.
And, after all, why should we learn two

or three languages? I'm all in favour of a
fellow learning Portuguese or Greek, oreven
Chinese if he wants to. But why force us
to learn Latin in the Fourth? Who cares
about Latin? I think the Head ought to
tbe told about it. How would he like to
swot away like the dickens at =omet‘un~‘r he
doesn’t want. to learn?

s THE MONARCH OF SPORTS

BY HUBERT JARROW
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Now, Dickens. A jolly wonderful sort of
man, when you come to think of it. I was
reading ‘“Barnaby Rudge’’ only last week,
and I've stuck it continuously for six days.
I've got more than a third of the way
through it already. I mean, when he wrote

a book, he didn’'t do it by halves.
The halves are very important. Because,
strictly speaking, the forward line abso-

lutely depends upon the half-backs to feed
tt.  After all, the forwards would never
score at all unless they were fed.

Feeding is all very well in moderation.
I can’t understand Fatty Little. I think
he must be abnormal somewhere—particu-
larly just under the waistcoat.

Naturally a fellow can’'t wear a waistcoat
while he’s playing foothall. -1 mean, his
watch would probably shoot out while he
was dribbling, or while he was tackling one
of the backs, or something. And tackling
these backs is a beastly hard kind of job.
I'm going 4% explain all the fine points
of the game——

(Not this time, Hubert!
my available space on gassing about
Americans, and languages, and a D:c-kem
of a lot of other things.—Ed.).

You’ve used all

THE A.B.C.

OF E.O.H.

By CLARENCE FELLOWE.

A s soon as he's up, the trouble begins—

B ifing and punching of noses and chins!

¢ hurch and MecClure, his unfortunate
chums,

D eserving or
“ plums.”’

E dward the Mighty—the leader of ¢ D,”

F inds this kind of game suits him to a

not, come in for his

TR :

“G& adzooks and oddslife,”’ a3 Archiec once
said,

¢« H andforth’s a terror—unless he'z in bed!”’

I n this simple statement, the Genial Ass

J ust voiced the Old School’s opinion en
masse.

K eenness of  brain,
““ Trackett Grim ’’—

I, ess said of those yarns the Dhetier for
hime!

M anly and op:n, and honest and blunt,

which evolved

N one fear ot notice his disdainful grunt.

O ften—when chaps come along for a
Ioan,

P ound notes change hands with never a
moat.

Q uite frequently such transactions as
these

R emain in abeyance--he's easy to please!

3 0 you see that Handy is one of the
best; .
T he Iarge-hearted ¢ sleuth?’ stands up

to the test.
U ntidy of hair, and careless of dress,
V olumes are needed, his ways to express.
W hen playing in goal he’s chock full of

verve,

X erxes himself hadn’t half ]{andy’
nerve

Y ou'll have to excuse any more of thli
tosh,

Z ealousness outdone is hothing but bosh!
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

Sir Makeham Quiver, the lord and master
f Quiver Castle and the surrounding estates,
E staggered to see his shadow turn red. This

the Curse of the Quivers, and Sir Make-
ham gets the wind up. Unless he dodges the
Curse for seven days he'll go West.
’phones Trackett Grim and Splinter, and
they buzz down. But just as they enter the
library they see something horrible, with
lots of feelers and things, erouching back
ready to spring at the petrified baronet, who
stands there turned to stone with horror,

and shaking like a half-set jelly. NOW
READ THIS WEEK’'S MAGNIFICENT

m— o —

CHAPTER 1II.
THE HOUSE OF LURKING DANGERS,

INSTALMENT.

RACKETT GRIM didn't flinch a

vard. He staggered back three or

four feet with horror, and his face

turned to the colour of dough. For

the thing that was threatening to leap at
Sir Makeham Quiver was an octopus!

“Too late, sir!’’ hissed Splinter.

“Toa late be blowed!” roared Trackett
Grim, recovering himself in a trice. “You
don't think I'm scared of this giddy thing,
1 suppose? Just watch me, my son!”

He yanked out his revolver, and discovered
that it was empty. Any ordinary detective
would have despaired at this discovery. But
Trackett Grim laughed, and shoved a couple
of cartridges in the cylinder with one swift
movement of his masterful hands.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Four times the. revolver spat out fire and
lead, and the octopus was done in. I'our of

‘ﬁm& ' -
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A Startling New Serial
= of Mystery and Thrilling

Adventure, introducing
Tracketr Grim and Splinter.

By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH

its feelers were cut clean off, and several
others were badly bent. The fearsome
creature rolled over on its back, gave one or
two last kicks, and petered out. _

“Mr. Grim,”” sobhed Sir Makecham,, “you
have saved my life!”’

Trackett Grim waved his hand as he
kicked the octopus into a corner. '

“That’s nothing!’ he said lightly, “T'm
always ’'saving people's lives! I saved
twenty-eight last week! Where the dickens
did that octopus come from?”

“I'm jiggered if 1 know!” said Sir Make-
ham blankly. ‘It must have been chucked

through the window by one of my
enemies,”’
“Ah! Who are they?” demanded Grim

speedily.

“ How should I know?” said the other.
“But I'm surrounded, Mr. Grim! I've got
enemies all over the shop. In fact, I've got
so many enemies that I can’t even trust my
own shadow. Even that's gope red!”

“These Bolshevik shadows are dangerous!”
said Trackett Grim fiercely. ¢ Pliace your-
self entirely in my hands, Sir Makeham. 1
will protect you from your awful peril!”’

‘“ Look, sir!” gasped Splinter.

He pointed a shaky finger at the door.
Trackett Grim spun round, and stared. A
horrible face was peering round the lintel,
and Trackett Grim took aim with his
revolver, and was about to pull the trigger,
when Sir Makeham gave a yell. ‘

“Look out, you ass—he’'s only the
butler!” roared the baronet. ‘Don’'t shoot
him, or we shan’t get any dinner!”

Trackett Grim laughed.

“0Of course it's the butler—I knew it all
the time!” he snapped. “But I always
make a habit of pointing my revolver at all
the servants—just {o try their nerve!”



musty smell in the air,
like stale cabbages,
The moonlight was
streamin% through the
window in floods, and
every nook and crauny
of the museum was
clearly defined.

But the mystery of
the green eyes re-
mained unsolvéd.

Trackett Grim and
Splinter searched the
museum from end to
end, and the only
living thing they
found was a rat up
one of the corners,
And this had been
dead for two or three
days — apparently
killed by the mys-
terious enemies who
haunted the old
castle.

" Grim decided to go
to bed at once. Un-
less he had plenty of
rest, he couldn't work

A secret panel had sprung back, and there, in the open-
ing, were two greenish eyes, staring down into the library.

Splinter occupied the
room next to Sir

. properly. ~ So he and
{ Makeham’s, and were

The butler scowled, and vanished. Appa-
rently he had only come to have a look at
the visitors.

And then, at this tense moment, Trackett
Grim's eyes leapt from his head and fixed
themselves upon a picture over the fire-
place. A secret panel had sprung back, and
there, in the opening, were two greenish eyes,
gtaring down into the library!

CHAPTER 1V,
THE ALARM IN THE NIGHT.

EFORE Trackett Grim could say
‘““knife ’ the panel closed, and the
green eyes vanished. The famous

incriminator seized Sir Makeham,

and spun him round.

‘; What lies beyond that wall?" he rapped
out.

“The museum!” retorted the baronet
nervously. “It’s full of old relics—armour,
skeletons, battle trophies, and all that sort
of thing. The Quivers have done marvellous
things in the past, and the museum is chock
full of challenge cups and gold medals.”

“This way, Splinter!” snapped Grim, in a
great voice.

They dodged out of the library, sped down
the passage like a couple of antelopes, and
fairly burst into the museum. . The great
room was dark and gloomy. There was a

soon fast asleep.

In the middle of the night Trackett Grim
heard a wild howl. He was alert on the
instant.

A man in a black hood had just grabbed
Splinter out of hed. And before Trackett
Grim could leap to the rescue, the hooded
stranger picked Splinter up like a feather,
and chucked him at the famous detective!

(Next week's hair-splitting instalment will
deseribe how Trackett Grim rescues Splinter
in mid-air, and how they both meet with a
terrifying adventure in the secret passages
beneath the moat. Without exception, this
is the most astounding serial that has ever
been written—so don’'t miss next week’'s

dreadful dose.)

A TUSSLE WITH A WALRUS.,
(Continued from page 10.)

An FEskimo now appeared, and the
wounded walrus dashed at his boat, and
shivered it into rags and splinters. - The
walrus tried to gore the Eskimo in the
water, but missed him, and the plucky

seized the brute’s tusks and
swung ‘himself on to its neck. Both dis-
appeared, but came up again in a few
seconds, and the Eskimo was snatched by
strong arms, for others had now come to
the rescue, l

The walrus continued to swim around,
snorting and challenging.. I managed to
p1_ItJt another bullet into him and finish the
J'D L]

little fellow
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Correspondence Answered by

__, Edward. Oswald Handforth
TN

(NOTE.—Readers
LIBRARY can write to me,
reply on this page.
an answer for several weeks-—-perhaps

of THE NELSON LEE
and I will
But don’t expect

filyve or six. Address your letters or
postcards to E. 0. HANDFORTH, c¢/o
the Editor, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C. 4.—E.0.H.)

COLONIAL READERS.—GEOFF
CALLIGHAN (Sydney, N.S.W.), ERIC
MORRIS (Melbourne), L. HILL
(Victoria), E.. R. HARRIS (York,
Western Australia), A CANADIAN
READER (Montreal), MORRIS ARNOLD
(Toronto), A PRAIRIE MAID
(Toronto), IRENE (South  Africa),
(South Africa), PACK
ROGERS (Cape Town): Don’'t be wild
with me for goodness’ sake. I'm abso-
 Jutely choked up to my eyes in letters.
This week 1've got to shove you all
together in groups. If I don't, I shall

get completely  drowned. Thanks }
awfully, you Colonial enthusiasts, for
writing so many thousands' of miles

to me. I've read yvour letters with keen
enjoyment, and they’ve bheen passed
round the Fourth, too. The next time
any of you write I'll give a really
decent individual reply. Honest Injun!

TEN WELSH READERS.—ARTHUR R.

WILLIAMS (Amlwey, Anglesey),

ONIONS (South Wales), KENNETH D. |
WILLIAMS (Cardiff), OWEN C. (Neatlﬁ,

DENNIS PERRY
ROBERTS (Mountain
EVANS: (Llandudno),
HARRY  (Cardiff), THEODORA &
GEORGINA (Swansea): Indeed to
goodnzass, look you! How can I give
you a proper answer, whatever, when
I haven’t got room? How’s that for
Welsh? Church says it’s rotten, and
the poor fathead is now dashing off
lo the bath-room. I've always said his

(Barry),
Ash), BILLY
M.J.H. (Caradift),

D.

]
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nose needs a plumber. As for your
letters, they’ré jolly: good. I didn’t
know you Welsh people could write
English so jolly well. I always thought
your words were a mile long each. The
next time you write I shan't be so jolly
busy and I'll have lots of room.

TEN IRISH READERS.—A BRAINY BOY

(Baile - Atha Cuath), BONZO (Dublin),
AN IRISH FRIEND (Dublin), KATH-
LEEN (Cork), GEORGE JEVEN
(Dublin), J. D. (Wexford), TRUAHR-
NOYJT (Erin), KATHLEEN MAVOQUR-
NEEN (Belfast), J. CLARKE (Shamru{:&(

land), N. CAYANAGH (Dublin) :
Arrah! And it's a queer lot you are,
entirely! Especially that spalpeen with

an unpronounceable name. I believe
it's made up, anyhow. DBegarra, to say
nothing of bejabbers! You may be
Irish, but I can talk your old lingo
just as well as you can. I'd like to
come over to Ireland better than any-
where. I've heard that you fight like
the dickens over there, and I'd have a

high old time. My hat! I've just
remembered that I haven't replied to
any of your letters. Sorry. No room
now. Next time!

N SCOTTISH READERS.—EUGENE
GIROT (Glasgow), GORDON (Edin-
burgh), IAN MAC (Wishaw), DER-
WENT DUFF (Dundee), ADA (Glasgow),
IRENE'S RIVAL (Glasgow), JACK
MIFFY (Fife), A. MAX (Glasgow),
ROBERT MACK (Aberdeen), STRON-
ACHLACHAN (Loch Lomond): Hoots!'

That last name nearly cracked my jaw
when I tried to say it—and I "nearly
cracked McClure’s when he laughed at
me. Like his giddy nerve. Now, what
about some Secotch? 1t's a bhraw bricht
moonlicht nicht the nicht, ye ken!
Thdat's a whopper, too, because it's
raining like the dickens this evening,
and as dark as pitech. You Scottish
readers ought to be jolly pleased with
me. One of our chaps said that you
were too méan to give a bad penny to a
beggar. But I stuck up for you—I said
you’d even give away a bad shilling!
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READERS.—DOROTHY
EDWARD II (N.1),
(Kensington, W.10),
T.G. & 8. (Finchley, N.3), LESLIE
SNOWDEN (Postmark smudged),
REGULAR READER (Sydenham, S.E.),
THREE READERS (Maida  Vale),
UMLOSI II (Acton), OLD WALRUS
(Lewisham), G. REVELL (Thornton
Heath): In case you don't know Iit,
this idea of mine is a jolly good one.
Lumping you together in tens, I mean.
If I didr’t do this you'd only get one
line each—and that would be a fat lot
of good, wouldn't it? By parcelling
youn together in bunches, you get a few
well thought out sentences, anyhow.
Don’t tell everybody, but I'm clearing
off a lot o1 arrears this week and next.
After that we shall be able to go on as
smooth as the birds in May.

TEN BIRMINGHAM READERS.—HILDA
DRINKWATER (Sparkhill), LONELY
LILLIAN, GEORGE F. BARRETT
(Small Heath),  BRUM.ITE, JOHN
EVANS, X.Y.Z,, ERNEST V. BLAKE-
MAN, IRENE (Edgbaston), OLIVE,
D. E. BARGE: I've got a cousin in
Birmingham, so I'm going to give you
Brummifes a special concession. I'm
going to answer all your letters in these
few lines. You ought to think your.
selves jolly lucky. I wouldn’t do it if
it wasn't for my cousin. I've read
through your letters and they’re rippin
—especially that one of yours, Lily.
mean to take each one in turn, and say
a few special words of thanks, Then
you can’t be jealous of one another.
Great pip! I've got to the end of your
space, so you can’t have those replies,
after ali!

TEN LANCASHIRE READERS.—B.C.
(Birkdale), CAPTAIN FREELANCE
(Wigan), JACK ROGERS (Preston),
E.H. (Bolton), BERT (St. Annes-on-Sea),

- WILLIAM RIGBY (Wigan), J. BURY
(Darwen), REDSKIN ERN (Hale), U.S.A.
(Blackpool), T. INGHAM (Burnley);
Blessed ! I can make it out! I've shown
Dick Goodwin all your letters, and he
doesn't know one ‘of you! He’s from
Lancashire. too, and if you're anything
like him, you’re my pals. Now, about
your ripping letters. In the first place,
you can t kid me with your bluff, U.S.A.
And as for you, Captain Freelance, I
haven't forgotten Deadwood Dick—and
not likely to as long as you're alive.
The rest of you must be satisfied to get
your giddy names mentioned. I've got
to shove these letters aside now, and
get on with some Trackett Grim stuff.
Best wishes, and tons of good luck.

TED.

TEN LONDON
(Kilburn, N.W.6),
JACK BRIGGS

TR
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Boy

(Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)
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No. 18.—A TUSSLE
WITH A WALRUS.

HE walrus may be called the buffalo
of the Arctic seas. And as the
buffalo on land is the most flerce
and dangerous of wild beasts, so

the walrus may be said to be the most
terrible of sea monsters. A bull walrus
may weigh a ton.

My adventure with one of these fellows
came about thus. I had taken the
Wanderer to the edge of the Arctic circle,
and there a noted walrus hunter, a captain
who commanded his own ship, asked me if
I would like to spend a day or two with
him in walrus hunting. Ever ready for any
kKind of sport, especially a new kind, I
jumped at the offer.

The second day we came upon a herd
of walrus asleep on the ice floes. In a very
few hours the hunters had accounted for
nearly fifty animals, and the work of skin-
ning them began. Hard work it was to turn
over so huge a carcase, strip off the skin,
and spread it out to let the heat escape
before applying to it fifty pounds of salt,
and then rolling it up.

Somehow, I got left in an omiak, an
Eskimo skin boat, and I drifted about
among the dead walruses. I discovered
two alive—asleep—and I crept up and shot
at one, and killed it. I turned to settle
the other, but slipped, and so missed the
vital spot. The walrus dived. But in a
few seconds he came up, roaring and bellow-
ing and spouting blood into the air. He
came for my frail craft, butted it, sent
his tusks through the bottom, and threw
me six feet into the air, jerking my re-
volver out of my hand. As soon as I landed
on my feet in the boat, I snatched up the
revolver and fired at the walrus, hitting
him in -the eye.

(Continued on page 8.)
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Reduce Household Expenses

"“*THE AMATEUR MECITAXIC "

is proving over and over again that expenses can be cnd

down, and that without any previous experienes you can by its help start at once to make or

repair any article in the houschold,
haow to o cash job properly and not

> point, about
M a handyvimman sort of

The preat

this book iy that it teaches you

way. Everything is =o c¢learly

explained that you will not have the slightest diffienlty from givst to last, no viatwer what

jub you tackie,

Over 165,000 Householders

have bought ‘“The Amateur Mechanic”

The following letters are typical of hundreds on our files '—

Mr. T. MOGGERIDGE, Blackpitts,
writes :—'*' T am sure 1° saved over £20
doing up a coftage I bought cheaply hy using
the instruetions in ‘THE AMATEUR
MECHANTIOY 1t is the greatest book T ever
saw. because it tells vou evervihinge in a way
that anyone could understand.”’ ;

Mr. J. F.-SHEEHAN, of Blackpool,
Says 1—"* Ex-Rerviea men need no longer bo
nnemployed, CPYHE AMATEUR MECHANIO?
solves the problem, Why not be yonur own
master? *THE AMATEUR MECHANIC " tells
you how to do 1t.'?

Repair, renovate, overhaul, pailit, polish, restore

How to make and fix roller blinds—
Paint and paper a room—Lay carpets
—Repair a wire mattress—Overhaul
a motor-cycle or pedal cycle—Re-tyre
and renovate a perambulator--Make
and install a wireless set—Re-uphol-
ster settees, easy-chairs, etc.—Tune
or repair a piano—Sole, heel, and
patch Dboots — Make or repair a
camera—Mend water taps—Make a
pair of boots—Repair and renovate
sewing machines—Mend any kind of
lock—Clean and repair clocks and
watches—Make  or repair a gramo-
phone—Install electric bells—How to

chairs—To upholster sofas, etc.—To
install a speaking tubhe—To clean a
stove—To repair bicycles—To work in
metal—-To repair water, taps—To
varnish a " vielin—To relair the
priano—To make a padded chair from
an old cask—To stuff furs—To stuft
and mount birds—Wood inlaying—To
prepare workin drawings — Te
renovate a grandfather’s clock—To
make garden arbours, archen, seats,
summerhouses, etc.—To use metal-
drilling tools—To renovate mirrors—
To mend china—-To do fretwork—To
lime-white poultry-houses — ‘Tog do

cure damp walls, leaky roofs, and gold and silver plating-—To clean a
smoky chimneys—How to make watch—To mend keyless watch and
garden frames, garden furniture, ordinary watches — To distemper
and garden paths—How to mend ceiling and walls—To make p'cture-
windows, and to make, mend, and irames—Curtain fitting—Metal cast-
strengthen locks and bolts—To clean, ings—To clean boilers—To fix an
overhaul, and repair motors and anthraeite stove —To regild ana
motor-cycles, to install wireless tele- restore picture-frames—How to use
graphy, electric light, etc.—To work spanners — To make doors and
in every kind of metal—To etch on windows draught-proof — To paint

brass—To build a boat or canoe—To
paint and paner a room-—To sole and
heel and patch boots and shoes—To
make a pair of hand-sewn boots—To
make household furniture—To reseat

walls—To do nickel-plating—To cure
noeoises in hot water pipes—India and
blue varnishes—To make plaster
casts, cte., etc.

| Over 400 Home Jobs you can do yourself and save money

TEAR OFF AND POST

il

FREE " f —

Send for
Booklet
giving full
particulars
To-day

To the WAVERLEY BOOK CO., LTD. (N.L.G. Dept),
96, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,
Please send me, withent eharvge or obligation, your Froe Thuas-
trated  Booklet,  containing  all  particulars  as te ** THE
AMATEUR MECHANIC "; also mformatien as fo yveonr offer
to send the Complete Work at once for a merely nominal firss

payment, the balance to be paid hy small monthly paymnants,

beginuing thirty days after delivery of Work,

F-"ld‘{i‘:...-t ---------------- b aE R Epme AR R PR AT R e R st g me FRAEEEEE s smgitmsanes S PEREERERT FaRBsER R Edd R -
(Send this form or a postcard.)

,&1}1}]{]iss....-........--|¢-o-|--u---r-p-q.--avu-c-'-r-rollio'l+'v¥-il‘llii--l--|--o-I----~-Hi'llll-i--rui-F'-"'l!t-lilll'

N L.G., 1924,
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“THE DUD OF THE STABLE!”]
- Who doesn’t likea good racingyarn?® You certainly mustn’t ™
miss * The Dud of the Stable.” ,
yarn of the Cesarewitch, by Norman Taylor,
You'll find it among a crowd of other superb story features'in -
THIS WEEK’S “BOYS’ REALM.”

=

i

It's a rattling long com-

e s ¥

buys ™ a ~“No. ™~ 300A"" 4
Mcad GYramophone A&

6 with giant horn, loyd g
sound-box, ™ massiterE

oak case and 40 tuncs. ' Carriage €
aid. 10 Days' Trial. , 300 model ¥
¥/8 cash torecord buyers,  Table ' - &%

Grands and ,Cabinet_models at WHOLE.

SALE Frices. - Write for Lists. )

‘- Company (Dept. G2), L)
' eaa4 BIRMINGHAM, ==
e L L S - P ' > -

We will give—ENTIRELY FREE—a ~splendidly
made and finished NICKEL'PLATED WIRE-
LESS CRYSTAL DETECTOR to all pur-
chasers of the three well-known and guaranteed

specialities :— - - .
1/- Large *‘Talite” or * Holbornite’® Crystal
(tested and guaranteed).

6d. Magnetic Amalgo Crystal Fixer (always plastic)

2d. Platsiloy (Platinum anid Silver Cat Whisker).

Send P.0. 1/10 and above will be forwarded by

return. p.f.—WIRELESS DEPT.,, THEATRICAL

BOOT & SHOE CO., 10, Dean St., London, W.1.
SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

LUSHIN SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.

Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure
for either &sex. Write at once and
got < full - particulars quite FREL

rivately.—U.J.D., 12, All Saints
. . Rd., ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

FREE T Set of 50 Bavarian Stamps FREE to

" those sending postage {(abroad 6d ) and

asking to see Ap&)roval ‘Sheets.—N. FLORICK,

179, Asylum Road, Peckham, London, S8.E.15.

MAKE YOUR PLAY PAY

Sell Private Xmas Cards in spare time. £10
~ easily.- earned. Experience not mnecessary.
Beautiful sample book free,. £1,000 in prizes.
Write :—G. DENTON & CO., - Dept. A33, .
- Bevington Works, Accrington.

OUR SPECIAL 50-ft. FILM, 10d., post free,
with our BIG BARGAIN LISTS. Cinema Outfits
from 4/9 (post 6d.). Lowest prices.

A. E. MAXWELL, George St., Hastings.

Magic_ Tricks, Eto.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/-. Sample
Trick & Illus,List,6d, - Ventriloquists’ Instruments,
6d. each, 4for1/.(P.0."s).—P. Fearing, Travan. '
core House, Seafield Rd., Coiwyn Bay, N. Walcs

YOURS for 6d. ONLY

Thie handsome, full - gsized
QGent.’s Lever Watch sent
upon receipt of 6d. After
approval send 1/- more, the
balance 1s thenm payvable by
6 monthly instalments
of 2/+ cach. QGuaranteed .5
. years. Chain offered Free with
every watch, Wrist Watches,

etc., on same terms..- Cuash

. returned il dissatisfied. . Send

1[5. now to Simpson’s, Ltd.,

Chain (Dept. 122), 94, Queen’s
FREE Road, Brighton, Sussex.

"HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan
. System increase your height. Send
‘P.C. for particulars and our £100
_pguarantee to Enquiry Dept. A.M.P.;
li'i’.‘-i-‘-trcmd Green Rd., London.:N.4.

" CHOOSE 75 STAMPS FREE from large ||
nnlgt gznt with Blue Label Approvals. ;}a_k
orGift No. landsend postage.—B. L, CORYXN,
10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Kent, - - -

MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6. Ven.
triloquist’s Instrument, Invisible, Imitate Birds,
Price 6d. each,.4 for 1/-.—T. W. IIARRIS_QI{.

239, Pentonville Road, London, N_l_-.,...
: DON’T BE BULLIED.

Special offer. Two Illus, Sample Les-
sons from my Complete Course on
Y JUJITSUfor 4 penny stampsoraLarge
& 1llus, Portionof Course for P.O. 3/6.
g Jujitsu'is 'thef'_b_cat & i8im-

e, Plest Bciencedfself-defence
i sdand attack ever invented.
= - . -4 Learntotakecareof your-
selfunderallcircumstances. SENDNOW—'YAWARA'
(Dept. A.P.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Middlesex.

HEIGHT INCREASED 3.5 ins., with:

out appliances.
Complete system, 5/-.—~C. CLIVE, 8, S-aficld Rd.,
ColwynBay,N.Wales. (Partics,testimonials,stamp.)

Cure yourself

Stop Stammering! T ad par

ticulars FREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1. ~ ‘

The ‘* MBERSEY ** (52) Pkt. | i

& Metal Waterm'k Detector FREE . .

“Just request appros.—LISBURN & TOWN-:

"B:SEND, London Road, Liverposl. - e
Be sure ‘and wmention % The
Nelson Lee Library 7’ when com-

munmcating . with ' advertisers,

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprictors. the Amalgamated: Press (1822), Ltd.,”

The Fleetway House,
Houge,
ost.

Farringdon Street,

Farringdon Street, Lopdon, E.C.4.

London, ¢
_ Registered for transmission by Canadian Tagaz
Subscription Rates: I:'and and Abroad, 11/- per annum; 5/6 for six months.

E.C 4. Advertisement Offices, ~The’ F-le,et\_v‘a% '

“Sole Agents

or South Africa: The C.atral News Agency, Limited.” Sole Agents for Australia and New Zedlanad :

Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, L.
No. 489,

A1, and for Canada:

The Imperial N2ws Co (Canada), Limited.
D/R Octu'ber 18. 1924,



