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_ A turban-clad Indian went to the furnace, and opened a door with a long
| ironr implement. A brilliant, white glare shot cut.
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Great changes have taken place this

season at St. Frank’s in the method of

selecting the First Eleven. Hitherto, the
premier school eleven was composed en-
tirely of Fifth and Sixth Formers, At the
suggestion of William Napoleon Browne,
the new leader of the Fifth, Fenton, the
school captain, gave three Fourth Formers
a place in the First Eleven, and for the
first time this season St. Frank’s won an
important match, and this was mainly dae
to the brilliant play of the three Fourth Formers. Finding tlns eE-
periment was a success, Fenton has now decided to recruit his eleven
from the whole school, u'respectlve of age or position in the school. Every
boy, from the lowest form upwards, has a chance of getting his colours,
and in this week’s story you will read how Willy Handforth, the leader of the
fags, plays for the First. Meanwhile, more stra.nge facts come to hight
in the story concerning the myatenous Goolah Kahn, the young Rajah of

Karpana. THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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CHAPTER I
ON THE RIVER.

65 H15. said Doyle lazily, “is what 1
- gall real laxury!”
| Doyle certainly looked comfort-

able. He was Ilolling languidly

hack in a punt, and the punt was gliding |

noiselessly with the current down the River
Stowe.

There were two other juniors in the little
craft, and they were no less comfortable
than Doyle. Armstrong lounged at one end,
reading a book, and Griffith sat in the
middle, mdulomw in the interesting pastime
of throwmrr nutahells at the water-lilies.
]nudentall\ he was munching the contents
of the nutshelis as an additional attraction.

It was a fine, warm May evening, and
Armstrong & Co. were not the only St.

Frank’s juniors who were tuking advantage

of the weather. And the river offered ali
sorts of delightful recreation.

The punt was drifting with the current.
Armstrong, strictly speaking, was supposesd
to be wielding the pole, but he had suc-
cumbed to the lures of his story book, and
jgst- Jet the craft zo where the river took
it. :
1t didn’t matter much, because they were
on a quiet reach of the Stowe, some distance
above St. Frank’s. The river was wide, and
the current flowed very lazily.

On both sides there were green meadows,
with occasional btinches of willow-trees, And
every now and again the punt would pause
for a moment or two and swiug idly round
as it got caught among the rushes aud
reeds. ,

“ Better than watching the blessed
cricket!” remarked Griffith, between +two
nuts. *“Not much of a game, anyway—only
the First Eleven in a trial match., What
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about your pole, Armstrong? We're not Silence.

ansking any particular speed.”

‘“Shat up!”’ said Armstrong.
just got into the pirates’ cave.”

“Cave? Whica cave?”

““ pon't botuer, blow you!”’ snorted Arm-
strong.
say it’s jolly interesting.”

“Oh, that story?? sniffed Griffith. ** That’s
the one I lent you. Not bad. Have you
just gob to where they get into the cave?
In the next chapter there’s a big surprise.
They find a big hole at the end of the
A VE——m—?’

“Dry up!” howled Armstrong., ¢ Don't
fell me the seeret!”

“It’s not much of a secret—only about
some old bongs—"

“VYou rotter!” roared Armstrong. * You're
trying to spoil my interest! What’s that
you're eating? No need to be so jolly mean

“They've

with those walnuts! Hand scme over
here!”
“I’'ve just caten the last one,” saild
Griflith.

‘““Greedy bounder!’ sniffed Armstrong, go-
ing back to his book.

Doyle, apparently, was going to sleep.
The lazy motion, and the warmth of the
evening sun, were having their eflect. And
Grifith, having finished his nuts, looked
round for
attention.

He soon found =omething.

There was a bend of the river just ahead,
and in the shade of a clump of willows lay
a rowing-boat. 1In it were three still, silent
ticures. Two of them were still and silent
because they were asleep. And the other
was holding a fishing-rod. le was still and
stlent because he was afraid that the fish
might be disturbed. ‘

“1 say, here’s a lark!” grinned Griflith,
civing Armstrong a jab with his foot, and
knocking the book out of his hand. ¢ Hand-
forth & Co. are just round the bend, and old
Handy’s fishing—"

“You've lost my place!”
strong. “ Look out, you idiot!
into the water now!”

“That’s my booek!” ejaculated Griflith, In
alarm.

“Well, yon did it yourscli—don’t blame
me,”” said Armstrong, sitting up and looking
ahead. "Oh, you mean that boat! I always
thought Handforth was up the pole, and now
I know it! Faney sitting there, hour' after
hour, watching a giddy fileat!”

The punt, in the meantime, had drifted
nearer and mnearer, and Edward Oswald
Handforth, who was concentrating all his
attention on the float, knew nothing until he

roared
It’s fallen

heard the loud voices of his fellow Fourth-

Forniers,

“0Oh, my goodness!” he said, exasperated.
“Some of the chaps coming now! And I’ve
heen waiting all the evening for a bite!
There’s a whacking great pike knocking
about somewhere, and I nearly had him five
minutes ago,” ;

“This yarn’s a bit thick, but [ must

something el_se_‘_to occupy his |

Arm--

fishing? You’ll never catch anything here

“What's the gzood of me talking to you
chaps if yon don't answer me?” went on
Handforth. “ You cun sulk as much as you
like—~1 don’t care! It doesn’t matter to me
whether you wanted to come on this fishing
expedition or rot. What's the time,
Church?®

Church was in no condition to tell
leader the time.

" “Can’t you hear me speaking, fathead?”
roared Handforth.

Jt didw’t seem i{o occur to him that his
own voice was disturbing the fish far maore
than any possible passer-by along the river
Still failing to get a reply, he turned Lis
head, and glared at his cnums.

“ Well, my only hat!” he said blankly.

Church was reclining in the bows, one Icg
on the first seat, an arin outflung, and his
head resting upon an ircn bolt. How on
earth he managed to sleep at all was a
mystery. But he was asleep—with his
mouth wide open, with a fly hovering nearby,
as though intent wupon imvestigating tie
cavity.

McClure reclined in the sterm, and be had a
little more comfort, since le wwas using o
jacket for a cushion. The jacket was railed
ap in a bundle, and made an excellent im-
provised piilow,

““You lazy roiters!” roared THandforii.
“ What's the good of me bringing you on a
fishing expedition if you go to sleep?”

By this time, the punt had glided quite
close, and Armstrong & Co. were looking on
with interest. It struck them as peculiar
that they heard only one voice.

“Talking to yourself, Handy?” shouted
Armstrong. “How many whales have you
caught?” |

“ Go ond eat coke!’ said Handforth sourly.
“And clear off! If you shout like that,
youw’ll disturb all the fish!”’

Armstrong & Co. howled. Considering
that Handforth was shouting about twice
as loud as they were, they had every reason
to be amused. | '

his

CHAPTER 11.
THE BITE.
ANDFORTH f{rowned.

‘“ There’s nothing to

laugh at!”’ he said

tartly. * As for my

_ catch—just you walt
till I get home! 1'm going
to make a special supper, and
you can come to it if you

like,*

“Thank’s all the same, but we’d rather
have soimnething to eat!”’ said Armstrong
sarcastically. ““Poor old Handy! Don’t you
know that you’re in the wrong place f?,t;

Handforth, feeling that argument was
quite useless, picked up one of the oars, and
proceeded to splash the punters With con-
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sidzrable vigour. They were at a disad-
vantage, for the punt-poie had no blade, and
could pick up scurcely any water.

Handforth sat down in triumph as the
punt party glided on, deciding that the game
wasn't worth the candle.

“Well, that's got rid of ’em!” said Ed-
woard Oswald, with satisfaction. “ Hallo,
E"ifxex;e’s the float? Gone, by George! A
yite !’

3ut he was rather too previous. His line,
a3z a matter of fact, was wound round the
oar, for in his efforts to get rid of Arm-
strong & Co., he had quite overlooked a
detail of that sort. Also, he gave no atten-
tion to the fact that the water was now
stirred up and like a lot of mud. .

“What’s all that noise?” asked McClure,
stirring himself and looking up. “ How can
1 sleep with you making all that din,
Handy?”

“You're mnot suvpposed to sleep—we're
fishing!” said Handforth.

“ Riats! What's the good of three of us
Iooking at that silly ﬂmt‘?” asked McClure.
“I'll bet you haven't caught that pike vet!
And what about the dozen roach you were
¢eoing to have by tea-time?”

“You needn’t worry—I'll have 'em soon!”
said Handforth.
¥ Optimist !”’ yawned MceClure. .

Handforth suddenly started, and looked
at McClure harder.

““ What's that you're lying on?” he asked
sharply.

“This?” asked McClure. < Only jyour
jacket!”

“ DMy ]acket'” yelled Handforth. ¢ Great
Scott! I wondered why I was feeling =o
chiilly!  Come off it, blow you!”’

“No fear! Where am I going to pul my
head?”

“That’s not my business,” said Hand-
forth tartly. “ You can go and boil it if you
like! It’s a pity we can’t come out fishing
without you chaps littering the boat up with
vour sprawling carcases. No wonder the
fizh won't come! They're frightened of your
snores !”

MceClure sat up, realising that further
sleep was out of the question. It was just
a5 well to accept the fact with a good grace.
He slung the jacket across to Handforth.
wvho loeked at it, and folded it on one of
the seatst

*I thought you said you were chilly?”
yvsked MceClure. :

“8o 1 was—bhut I'm feeling better now,”
retorted Handforth. ‘Cowme here, and help
me with this fiy! What’s the good of pay-
inzg thirty bob for an angler’'s outfit if 1
don’t catch anything?”

By this time, Chureh had awakened, and
h? sat up. rubbing the back of his head.

. “Time to go liome, isn’t it??’ he asked.
‘I'm feeling a bit pecth—I can do with
some of th'}ne roach——"’

“Shut up about the roach!” interrupted
Hundforth fiereely.
. There was an awkward silence for a few
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minutes. Church and MeClure felt like tell-
ing their leader that they had warned him
about this all along. DBut, upon receiving &
liberal tip from lhis p’ltel‘ he had insisted on
spending good mone} on a fishing-rod, line,
and all the rest of the lmpedlmenta

This was the first occasion on which Hand
forth had used his tackle, and so far if had
not been a raging success. His "Catchi
amounted to precisely nil. And even the
optimistic Handy was getting dubfous.

He put fresh bait on lis hook, cast it
into the water, and the float bobbed up and
down tantalisingly.

“Now we'll have another try,” he saiil
calmly. “It says in the book that all
anglers have gof to have a lot of patience.
If you fellows would only keep quiet, instead
of making such a din, there might be more
chance.” _

Church and McClure looked at one another,
and refrained from spcech. They were well
accustomed to Iandforth’s contrary ways,
but he seemed to be particularly perverse
thiz evening.

The c\tmorchmrx thing was, he never
seemed to realise that patleuce was about
the one quality he lacked. To be an
angler one needs a calm mind, a total dis-
regard of comfort, and a Job- 11];0 attitude.

“It wouldn't be a bad idea if one of
vou chaps fished out some sandwiches.”
remarked Handforth, after a short pause.

“They've all gone,” said  McCiure
erufily.

“My hat! Have you wolfed the lot?’’

“Don’t be silly?” said Church. *You
potished off the last six yourself! Now
vou ask us if we've wolfed ’em! I told
vou there wouldn’'t be enough—-"

“Quick!” gasped Handforth suddenly.
“ (et ready, vou chaps—I've got a bite!
Stand by to land him if he ktrumrlec"

Church and McClure gazed at the float
with estartled eyes. Incredible as it
seemed, the float was agitated, and finally
disappearsd below the surface with a little
plunge. :

Without the slightest doubt it, was a
bite!

"
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CHAPTER TII.
THE COMPLEAT ANGLER.

TSy whizpered
“ Handforth tensely.
N “It's that pike! I
=1,

knew he was
dodzinz about here! Now
tell me whether I can fish
or not!’’

“I can't see any pike!”" said McClure
dubiously.

“I haven’t landed him vet!” hissed
Handforth, *“He'll strugsle like the dickens.
Pike always do! I've read about 'em! And
it's quite likely he'll leap at one of you
| chaps and take a bite!”

b
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Church and McClure didn't zeem in any
way perturbed. Perhaps they were rather
seeptical about the pike. At all events,
they regarded Handforth’s movements with
oply a mild interest.

Edward Oswald was winding in his line—
slowly, cautiously, and with exaggerated
care. '

“¥you'll -land him by about breakfast-time
at that rate!”’ said Church. *“ What you’ve
got io do is to swing your rod up, and lifb
him right out! DBetier land bim in the
boat, so that he doesn’t drop back. You
can't afford to take
any -chances.”

Handforth proceeded PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO.
Third Series—Fifth Form.

on his  own d1i:actics,,.
and after winding i vpon 7
the line some more,:\Or“" The
he suddenly gave his
rod a violent jerk.
semething came out of
the water with a3
swish, 1t dangled
ihere, on hook,
wriggling,

“My goodness!” szald
Church faintly., “A

average

the

iiddlert”
McClure yeilled. :
*Rats! It's a ta:- §

pule!” he exclaime!
with a gasp.
Handforth lcoked ot
the catch blankly
“Not so large as |
thought, but still it's
a cateh,” he exclaimed
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boys is 17,

“Better not put it in there—it’ll escape
through one of the ecracks!’’ said McClure,
who huad picked up an enormous angler’s
basket. It was characteristic of Handforta
Lo provide himself with a basket large
enougl to hold three or four cod.

“How can it escipe when it’s dead?’’ he
asked, failing to appreciate the nicer point
of McClure’s remark. “Hold the lid open,
you ass!”’ '

At this moment, the fish, unexpectedly
coming to life, slithcred. out of Handforth's
hand, and fell with a plop into the water.
Handforth cought
sight of it, just below

ihe surface, whizzing
awvay with enonzia

energy for a miniature
shaik,

“Well I'in jio-
gered!” he  gasped.
“1 thought it was
dead!”

“You can never tell
with these fish,”
srinped Church., * Not
that 1L matters much;

age of Fifth Form

you couldn’t  bave
fried the thing, any-
how; after it was
cooked  you would
nave mistaken it fur
a breadcrumb!”

But for the fact
that they were in a
boat Handfocth

would have replied to

at last. “Now I this remark fistically.
come to look at it. | But he forbore, hav-
don't helieve it's a ing no keen desire to
pike at alll” receive a dueking.

“Go  hon!”  said He set his {tecth,
Chnreh, in amazement. _— srabbed some more -
““ No, it must be a ' : bait, and grimly rc-
sturgeon!” decided No. 5.—Cuthbert Chambkers. solved to have
Hapdforth, The dandy of the Fifth. another shot. But a
* A sturgeon? . Cuthbert is an easy-going furtber  interruption’
“Don’t he an ass! fellow, and in many respects occurred. Giliding
retorted  Handforih he is also several Kkinds of I down the river came
tarily. “1t’s no good an ass. He is much given to §#& a neat little canoe.
trying to be funny boasting, and he thinks an 23 In it were three
with me.  Anyhow, % awinl }ot of himself. ¢ youthful ficures, and
it’s a catch., A few the leader was wield-
more like this, and we ing a paddle with

shall have enough for fine efiect.
supper!” “Whoa!” he sang

“Yar better cpen a tin of sardines!’?® said
MeClure practically.

Handforth  ignored the
cxamined his fish eith care.
now apparently, and it proved to be a
diminutive creature with g¢listening sides.
It wasn’t, as Church had declared, a
tiddler.

“There you are!” said Handforth, care-
fully taking it off the hook. Whbhere's the
baskcl? Open the lid—-"2

insult, and
It was dead

out suddenty “Somebody here!”
_ Handforth looked up and glared.
“Qf course, you'd naturally come!’’ he
exclaimed grufily. *“I can’t go anywhere
unless you follow me! Clear out of it, you
young bounders! If you ask me how many
fish I’ve caught, I'm not going to tell you!?®
The trio in the canoe were those redouhbt.
able herovs, Willy Handiorth, Chubby
Heath, and Juicy Lemon, of the Third,
They were all looking particularly happy,
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Willy had paddled the canoe to a standstill,
and it was now pausing in midstream.

“How many fish you’ve caught?’ he
repeated. “You needn’t worry, Ted—we're
nnt inquisitive!”

Handforth laughed bitterly.

“It's all the same if you are—I'm not
soing to tell you that I've been here for
hours without a bite!”’ he retorted. *“ You
can clear off and mind your own business!’’

-‘},

-
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Willv looked concerned.
“That’s hard lines!’’ he said. *Fancy
that! Did you hear, Chubby? He’s heen

there for hours without a bite.”’

“Clear ofi!’? snorted Handforth.

“What do you think of it, Juicy?’’ asked
Willv. “He’s been there for hours without
a bite!”’ -

“He must be hungry,”’ said Juicy Lemon.

“No, he means the fish haven’t bitten,”
said Willy. “Poor old Ted! And he paid
thirty bob for that angling set, tool!’”

Handforth breathed hard. .

“Who told you I haven't had a bite?”’
he asked darkly.

“Why, you did!”’ _

“Don't be a young ass!’’ snapped his
major. “I had a bite just now, and the
giddy fish slipped out of my hand!
whacking great roach, too; I could bardly
hold it!”’ .

“It lost itself in his palm!”’ explained
Church thoughtfully.

Handforth turned red, and the fags rested
in the ecanoe, and grinned with keen
appreciation.

&+
CHAPTER IV.
DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE.
11 ELL2Y said
Handforth, after
a pause. “What
are you sticking
there for? Do you think I
like to sit here, looking at
your ugly faces? Clear off!
You're giving me a paint!”

“There’s a nice way to treat 2 chap
when he comes here with sympathy!”
exclaimed Willy indignantly. “As one
angler to another——*’

“What?"’

“As one angler to another—’*

“What do you mean—angler?’’ demaande
Handforth, staring.

“You know—a chap who catches fish,”
explained Willy.

“YI know that, fathead!” howled Hand-
forth. “Do you think I don’t know shat
an angler is??

“I1 thought you might have forgotten,””
said Willy, “There’s no sign of angling
here, anyway, except that thirty bob rod,
and a basket big enough to float the three
of vou down the river! Do you mean to
8ay yoit haven't caught anything yet?’

Al

-
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McClure sneezed.

“Yes, I've caught a cold!’ he growled.
“I knew what it would be, coming out
here, and staying till the evening! 1 say,
you fags! Have you got any grub in the
canoe? I'm peckish!”

“Plenty !’ said Willy promptly.

“Oh, good!”

“But it isn’t cooked!”* went on Handforth
minor sweetly.

“Look here, can’t you idiofts stop jawing,
and let me speak?’ demanded Edward
Oswald. “What's that you were saring
about angling, Willy? What the dickens
did you mean—as one angler to another?”?’

“You're pretty dense; ain’t you?’’ asked
Willy, staring. “You can’t misunderstand
a statement like that! Still, I'll overlook if,
and perhaps vou'll let us go!’?

“Let you go?” gasped Handforth.
“Didn't I tell you to clear off? And if you
think you can spoof me with a yarn that
you’'ve been fishing, you’ve made a
mistake!’’

“No need to spoof you, old man—we've
got proof!”’ said Willy.

“Proof of what?"’

“That we've been fishing.”’

Chubby Heath and Juiey Lemon cackled
uproariously, and Handforth & Co. hadn’t
the faintest idea of what the laughter was

ahout. Willy paddled the canoe a Ilittle
nearer, and the expression on his face
aroused his major to untold ire. It

wasn’t so much scorn, but pity. Willy was
lqoking at Handforth's fishing tackle, and
his expression was positively sad.

“What are you staring at?? asked Hand-
forth thickly.

“Eh?? szaid Willy, “Oh! I was just
thinking about all that money, old son. I
mean, thirty bob! What a beastly waste!
You could have done a lot better with an
ash stick and a piece of cotton and an
ordinary penny fizsh-hook!”

“You young duffer!® growled Handforth.

“Of course, you'd meed a worm!”’ went
on Willy. “You can’t expect to cateh fish
without worms. And on second thoughts,
it's rather hetter to have a fishing-line—
vou can get one for twopence, and it's
stronger than cotton. My outfit only cost
sixpence.”’

“Your what?

“ My outfit!”

“What outfit?’ asked Handforth, with a

vy

start.
“My hat! Sitting there in that boat
must have made you dazed!” exclaimed

Willy., “Haver't 1 been telling you that
we've heen fishing? Haven't I explained
that my outfit cost a tanner? And I'll bet
I've caught more with may little lot than
you'll ecateh in a month of Sundavs with
that brightly varnished contraption, with
nickel-plated fittings. Why, the very look
of it's enough to send fish away! They

don't know my rod from a tree-branch!®’



“Are you trying to tell mne you’ve caught

some fish?’? asked Handforth aggressively.
“You can’t fool me with those yarns '

“Who wants to fool you? What about
these?”?

Willy leaned over, and took something out
And Handforth -

of the bottom of the canoe.
and Co. stared with blank amazement when
Willy brought into view a fine bunch of fat
looking roaech. There must have been six

fish, at least, and they were all of a good"

size. :
é*Not so bad, eh?” asked Willy proudly.
Handforth’s brain reeled.

““ Have—have you caught all those fish?”

he asked faintly.

“Yes, of course.”

“With a sixpenny rod and line?¥

“* My dear chap, there’s no reed te look
so surprised,’? said Willy. ¢ I've explained
why you've failed, and why I’ve succeeded.
There’s something else, (oo--I fished in a
part of the river where the fish are, You
could stick in this spot for six months, and
you'd never ecatch anything bigger than a
tiddler! StiH, that’s your look out! -So
fong !’ | '

Willy dipped his paddie into the walter,
and the cange moved off,

| CHAPTER&FL’
ARMSTROXG'S ARM ISN'T STRONG!

be getting back

soon,”” he remarTrked.
“Time's gefting on, and we
don’t want to be late for
¢all-over. Hand that pole over to me, Doyle
--you’ll only shove us in the hank, or some-
thing. Punt poling is an art,.if you only
knew 6.7 o

Dovle g¢runted, and relinguished the pole.
1le wasn't so keen on propeiling the punt,
anyhow., 1t was a task which he readily
cave over into Armstrong’s care, .
The river wa: rather deep here, and the
pole went down a long way at every thrust.
But Armstrong, who prided himself on his
skill, went at it manfully. He was strug-
gling hard, and the punt was slowly pro-
¢ressing when Willy and Co. came shooting
by.

y“Want- any help with that barge?® asked
Wiltly, “ Better look out, you chaps—go
easy round the bend! Giris!?”

““What?”* shouted Armstrong, staring.

“Irecne and Co.!*”? called Handforth minor.
“They’ro in a boat—just had a pienie, or
something. Tidy yourselves up, or they
won’t think mueh of you! And give your
f.ice a wash, Doyle!”

Doyle started.

““ Cheeky young sweep!’” he 2aid gruflly.
Al the same, he leaned overside and
iooked & his reflection in the water He

his watch. ]
¢ We zhall have to

couldn’t see much, owing io the ripples.

_f ell

| outs

RMSTRONG l!ooked at

Besides,
so much at that moment that Doyle nearly

Armstirong made the punt lureh
in head first.
“ Steady!’’ he gasped.
fathead?”
‘iI can!t

“‘YWhat's the idea,

help your troubles,” growled
Armstrong. ¢ You shouldn’t tip us over like
that. Blow your face! Now [ come to lock
at it—Willy’s right. It is a bit grubby.”

““My hat!” said Doyle, aghast.

The fact that he had a grubby face would
not have worried him in the least two
minutes earlier. Doyle was a shockingly un-
tidy junior, and at the present moment he
was even more untidy than usual, He had
removed his eollar, his jacket was torn and
muddy, his hair was unbrushed, and his face .
resembled that of a farm labourer.

“Better tidy yourself up!” said Griffith.
“If those girls are just round the corner,
wo can’'t be too careful.”? .

‘“Rats!” growled Armstrong. 1 don’t
believe a word of it. Those fags are always
trying to spoof us! It's about time Mand-
forth minor was bottied up! He’s got tco
much to say!” : e i

But, at the same time, Armstrong kept
a keen watch ahead. And, sure enough,:
he eaught sight of gaily coloured figures just’
round the next bend of the river. Going a
little closer, he beheld three of the Moor
View" girls in a rowing boat, just zetting
: ‘Their picnic, apparently, was at an
end, |

Violet. Watson and Doris Berkeley were
both wielding the oars, and Irene Manners
was abt the tiller. Marjorie Temple, another
of these inseparable girl chums, had been
compelled to go home across country, owing

tto a pressing appointment with her Form-

mijstress, - i
Armstrong started. . . . -
“It’s the girls all right!’” he murmured,

“Take care, you chaps!®
Doyle was making frantic efforts to tidy

himeelf.  Grifiith, who felt that hLe was

quite all right, took only a casual interest
in the proceedirgs. He had no particular
use for -girls.

He was wafching Armsirong with more
than casual interest, however.

For a subtle change had come over Arm-
strong. e was wielding the puni pole in
a different manner now. His whole attitude
was chanzed. In a nut-shell, Timothy Arm-
strong was ‘*showing off.”

With an air of pretended indifference, he
plied the pole, and seemed as though he
had net the faintest idea that any gir! was
within a mile, JArmstrong was rather a
conceited sort of chap. Farthermore, he
had the mistaken idea that he was hand-
some. And he took it for granted thiy
girls must naturally admire him.

His efforts were somewhat comie, ang
Griflith grinned. ‘

i¢ Cheese it, Armstrong!’’ he murmured.

¢“Eh? Cheesg “what?” asked Armsirong,
with a starb.

“Be natural-—-don’t like
said Griflith severely.

swank that!*
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“You—you  ass! Who's
snorted Armstrong, turning red.

Griffith’s remarks were, perhaps, unfor-
tunate at the moment. For Armstrong had
just pushed the pole in, and was giving an
ex{ra strong heave. But as he turned his
head at the same moment he lost his judg-
T eilk,

And when Ire looked back, it was too
late.

“ My hat!?” he panted, aghast,.

The punt was slipping away from him,

and the pole, for some extraordinary reason,
waouldn’t come out of +the mud! Arm-
strong's confortions as he attempted to
retain his balance, were extremely comical.

swanking?® |

o

- p— e — . L

CHAPTER YI.
THE BEGINNING OF SOME TROUBLE.

RENE MANNERS
laughed uproariously.

“0Oh, wasn't that

simply :ipping?” she

asked, when ehe could find
her voice. I wonder if he
did it on purpose?”

“Not likelsy!" said Doris. “You

know

what Armstrong is—he was only showing
off. Thought he was going to be SO clever,
ton! Poor old chap! What a fatal! thing

it is to swank!™
“* Hallo, girls!?” sgaid Doyle, from the pnunt.

| _ ¥
L A second later, the three girls were precipitated violently into the rivar. %

And Irece and Co. laughed merrily with
keen appreciation.

That sound caunsed
agony,

Just when he had been attempting +to
show off—to let the girls see what he could
do—he goes and makes a hopeless mess of
F i

With a last contortion, he deecided to
leave the punt pole to its fate. But he had
left this decision ugtil it was hopeless. As
he took hLis hands off the pole, his balance
went.

And Armstrong., with a mighty splash,
dropped gracefully into the River Stowe.

Armstrong  sheer

l
|

“Don’t take any notice of Armstrong—he's
atways frying to be clever.”

Dovie prided himself upon the fact that
he was now looking neat and tidy. As a
matter of fact, he was still a sight, but he
didn’'t appreciate this fact. In the mean-
time, Armstrong had bobbed to the surface,
and was clinging to the edge of the punt.

It did not please him greatly when he
heard the peals of laughter from the girls.
As a matter of fact, he was shocked. Ha
had naturally expected them to he fright-
ened—to turn paie—and to express horror
at his terrible posttion.
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For them to ecalmly sit in their boat and
yell with laughter was startling.

All Armstrong’s finer qualities deserted
him,

“ Funny, isn’t it?” he shouted breath-
lessly. |

““ Rather!”” agreed Doris prompily. ¢ The
funniest thing I’'ve seen for days! You
wight do 1t again, old son—I'll gei my

camera ready!”

**¥la, ha, hat”* | )

The other girls laughed long and loud.

Aund, ofter all, nothing else <¢ould be
expected. Armstrong was in no danger, and
theie is always something extremely comical
in the sight of somebody falling out of a
puant. When that somebody happened to
be a swanker like Armstroag, the humour
was all the more apparent.

But Armsirong simply flew info a rage.

e felt that he was being insulted. Of all
the confounded cheek! These gigghing,
simpering girls laughing at him because he
had had the misfortune to fall into the
river! If Timothy Armstrong possessed any
gentlemanly feelings—which is doubtful—
they now fled.

“Stop that he

giddy yelling!* said

furicusly. “You may think it’s funny, bub
I don’t! MHow would you like to get a
wetting??? «

With three or four powerful astrokes, he
reached the side of thetvbeat, and saized it
violently. The giris changed their expres-
sions, There was something aggressive and
ugiy-looking about Armstrong’s attitude,

““ Don’t be silly!”” said Doris. *“Leave go!
o back to your punt, and——?"

“I'll go when I like!*”? snapped Armstrong
rudely. “’And first of all I'm going to see
how you girls like a bathe! I'll teach you
to laugh and giggle at me!” :

H]e commenced rocking tne boat alarm-
mualy,

**Chuek it, Armstrong!? shouted Griffith
and Doyle.

They watched, glaring with anger. They
Jdidn’t approve of Armstrong’s action in the
least, It s quite possible that Armstrong
intended mo, real disaster. His words were
only a threat—he had po actual intention
of upsetting the boat. As he afterwards

: : |
explained, he had only wanted to scare the

girls,
But he did it so thoroughly that the hoat

rocked too much. And as Violet Watson
started getting to her feet at the same

moment—with the intention of rapping Arm-
strong’s Kknuckles with a stick—the thing
was over almost before the watchers could
realize it. '

Violet swayed, gave a iittla seream, and
slipped. She fell half overboard, ciung there
for a flash, and helped to overturn the hoat.
A second later the three girls were preci-
pitated violently into the river.

‘““Great Scott!” said Doyle blankly.

Armstrong gave a gulp.

“I—I didn’t mean——>’ he began.

He made a grab at something which came
near him. It was Doris, and she raised a
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web hand, and slapped Armstrong’s face wiin
no little force.

“Don’t you touech me!” she exclaimed
angrily, ‘Yo rotter! We’'ll make you pay
for this one of these days! All right there,
Irene? Good! We’'d better make for the
bank.*? .

AH three girls were excellent swimmers—
not that this was even aecessary, for the
hank was only a yard or two away. They
reached the shore, and pulled themselves
out, looking sorry spectacles.

Armstrong, having becn carrled a few
yards down stream by the current, decided
to make for the other bank. It would be

safer! He didn’t know that Boots and Co,,
of the Modern House, had witnessed the
entire incident from the cover of some

willow trees.

There were two other jumiors with Boots
~his own particular set of chums. At first
they had been inclined to rush forward.
But then the wily John Busterfield Boots
held the others back.

“It’s. all right—the girls are safe!” he
whispered. < And Armstrong's swimming
over this way! The beastly Ancient House
cad! I’'ve never seen a dirtier trick! When
he comes ashore, we’ll pounce on him and
chuck him back {*? |

““ Hear, hear!? .

Armstrong, all unconscious of his 1mpend.
ing fate, reached the bhank at last, an-
‘dragged himself out. But he had only just
got to his feet when there was a sudden
rush.

Be found himself .
Modern House fellows.
in words.

““Grab him!” roared Buster hriefly.

¢ Hi, steady on—" gasped Armstrong.

Splash! |

With one heave, Armstrong was pitched
back into the rivep—to the intense satisfac-
tion of Irene & Co., on the opposite bank,

surrounded by the
They wasted no timeg

CHAPTER VII.
MORE DUCKINGS!
HAT evening was so0
fine that most of the
Fourth Form fellows
were attracted to-
wanrds the river. So there was
nothing remarkable in  ths
factt that Hubbard and Owen
major and several othiers should pass along
the towing-path while the ducking inecident
wWas In progress,

In fact, they came from behind the trees
exactly as Armstrong was being flung back
into the river by Boots & Co.

‘“ Well, what do you think of that:»
ejaculated Hubbard warmly. “These three
Modern House rotters chucking Armstrong
into the river!”

“ Nerve !”” said Owen major.

If Armstrong had been a Modern Houze
junior himself, these newcomers would have




watlched with keen interest. DBut he was
an Ancient House boy. And the newcomers
were shocked, A member of their own House
was being ducked by these beastly Moderns!

House rivalry at St. Frank’s seemed to be
increasing of late, and there had been bitter
feeling creeping into the exchanges, There
was an evidence of it now.

Without waiting to ask qustions, or to
consider matters, Hubbard, Owen major, and
the others rushed pell-mell upon Boots &
Co, and took them completely unawares.

The three Modern House juniors were
standing on the extreme edge, making un-
complimentary remarks to Armstrong, who
~was stuck among the reeds. They were at
a disadvantage, and had no possible chance
of saving themselves.

The first they knew of any danger was a
sudden rush. The next moment they were
butted from the rear, and they went, shout-
ing and yelling, into the shallow water.

. oSplash! Splash! Splash!

In quick succession, the Modern House

juniors plunged in. | d

- ““All  right, Armstrong—we'’ve avenged
vou!” .panfed Hubbard excitedly. . ¢“It’s

likely we’re going to see an Ancient House
chap ducked in the river by these Moderns!
Come on, old son!”

Armstrong came struggling out.

.But it seemed that everybody was looking
on. - It was extraordinary how fellows got
to know the happenings by the river. Af
all evenfs, about seven Modern House
juniors appeared unexpectedly. Their object
was to avenge the insult to their own House.

And Hubbard & Co. fled.

One glance was enough for them—they
rcalised that to remain meant a ducking on
their own account.

It was a small beginning—as iz usually the
case in such affairs—but Armstrong’s simple
action in rocking Irene & Co.’s boat had
already led to serious strife. It was destined
to lead to something infinitely more serious.

A boat came along in the midst of the
excitement, and Handforth, who was rowing,
quickly took in the situation. It was quite
enough for him to see the three dripping
girls on the bank, and their boat bottom
upwards near the reeds.

““Great Scott! There's heen an accident '™

Be ejaculated. “Over with that tiller,
Church! Into the bank, hLere! We've got

to go to the rescue'”

“We're a bit late. aren't we?" gasped
Church. < They’re saved '

““Yes, but they want to gc home!” said
Handforth. ¢ 1t’s guicker by river—and we
cin shoot them up in no time! There's
been some dirty work here, by the look of
it—but we can’t stop to investigate now.”

The situation was certainly surprising to
somebody who had just come upon it. On
the bank the three girls were standing. wet
through—on the other bank Boots & Co.
were just crawling out, and in the middle
of the river Armstrong was hauling himself

‘up the river.
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into the punt, which was now helpless with-
ovubt any means of propulsiou.

Handforth cared nothing for the juniors—
his one thought was for the girls.

““The rotters!” ejaculated Church. ¢ Did
vou nolice zome chaps rushing along the
towing-path just now, too? This looks to
me like the beginning of some big trouble!
I shouldn't be surprised if there’s a House
row !

“It'll be jolly serious if tihere iz one,”
said McClure. ¢ What with the Fifth azd
Sixth at one another’s throats, there'll be
an unholy shindy if the Fourth starts the
same gaine."

“If!” echoed Church. *“It’s
aiready ™

The boat dug its nose into the bank, aud
Handforth leapt ashore.

“What's happened?’” he asked breath-
lessly., ¢ Hi, Church! Chuck my coat over!
Your own, too—and yours, Clurey! Buck
up !JJ P
In spite of the girls’ protests, Handforth
insisted upon the coats being used. He pul
his own round Ireme, and Churcli’s and
MeClure's round the qther two girls.

“You'll cateh cold here!” he went on, be:
fore any of them could speak again. ¢ Bet-
ter jump info the boat, and we'll row you
Jump in! If we take you as
far as the third. bend, it’s only a few yards
to the Moor View School. Get out those
extra oars, Church!”

And the girls were rushed on board, and
the boat pushed out again. .Once Edward
Oswald Handforth made up his mind, e
generally caused things to huin.

started

ety

CHAPTER VIIL
- LOORING SERIOUS.

Handy's jacket more
tightly round her.
“It's awfully good of
yvou to do this,” she ex-
claimed. ¢ Thank goodncess
it’s a hot evening—there’s not
much chance of our catching cold. 1 shall
never forgive Armstrong for——°

IRENE MANNERS pulied

“ Armstrong ! echoed IIandiorth. ¢Did
he tip your boat up?” . )
“Yes, the idiot!” put in Doris. *“Tried

to be funny, and started rocking it, and
then Vi helped things a Iot by standing
un b 3]

T was coing to rap his knuckles!?? inter.
rupted Violet indignantly.

“Well, anvway, we all went
Doris.

Haondforth and Church were wielding the
cars vigorously. The boat was fairly
skimming up the river, kept true to her
cotirse by McClure, In a very few minutes
it would reach the necessary bend,

Itene & Co., although cold, were in no
real danger. Possibly they would catch

in!? said
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¢hills, but there wss not much chance of
anything serious developing.

“I'm going to find Armstrong when 1 get
back! And I'm going to smash him to
puip!” said Handforth grimly. “Of all

the cads 7 |

““No, don’t toeuch him!> interrupted Irene.

“Don’t touch him?”

*“ Promise me, Ted!” sald Irene.

**Oh, but I say! Look here——"

““ He's had his punishment already—he was
thrown back into the river by Boots and
two cther Iellows,” explained Irene. **Le-
sides, I don’t think he really meant to wip
us up. it was an accident more than any-
thing c¢ise. Please let it drop, Ted.”

*“(h, all right,”” said Handforth re-
luctantly. ¢ But it's not the thing, you
know! Armstrong ought to be smashed for
icting like that!” s

“Will you girls get into trouble?’’ ask I
McClure. :

“ Heaps of t!” replicd Doris cheerfully,
“ But don’t you-worry about us—we can live
through it. There’s just a chance that we
may be able to sneak in the back way and

pop through a window. Then old Bondy
won’t know anything about it. You can

bet we'll try!®

““ Rather!” said Violet.
idea, Doris!” _

“I say, can we help?” #ked Handforth
cagerly.

‘“ Help?®

“ 1 mean, can we open a window, or some-
thing——7 _

“You're a wonderful chap when it comes
to action, Ted, but I'm afraid your ideas
are a bit warped!” said Doris frankly. ““It’s
going to do us a lot of good, isn’t it, if
Miss Bond sees three St. Frank’s chaps in
the grounds. DBesides, you’re not exactly
celebrated for your silence!™

“Thanks all the same, Ted, but
rather sneak in alone,” said Irene.

Handforth shrugged his shoulders.

“Q0h, all right—only a suggestion,”” he
growled. -

A few minutes later the girls disembarked,
very grateful for the help which Handiorth
& Co. had given them. They ran off along
a footpath, and would soon be at their
school.

“1 hope they get in all right,” said Hand-
forth slowly. <“But I’m blessed if I can
understand why they turned my offer down.”

““My dear chap, it’s far better for them:
to slip in alone—they know all the ropes,™
said Church. ¢ We should only attract at-
}t;ent,ijon, and then the fat would be in the
ire,

“Let’s geb back,” said McClure, ¢ It’ll be
time for call-over soon, and I'm fearfully
hungry. We haven't had any tea to-day—
and we shan’t have any of that pike, either,
for supper!» , -
~ “Blow the pike!” said Handforth, turn-
Ing red. |

He dipped his oars into the water, and
drove the boat out into the river. The re-

“That's a ripping

we'd
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collection of his fishing failure anneyed him.
It brought back the recollection of Willy,
too—awﬁly and his half a dozen roach.

I don’t beliecve he caught ’em at ail!”
sald Handforth gruffly.

“Eh??

**Oh, nothing—I was only thinking,” said
Handy, with a start. ¢ By the way, the
sooner we can get back the better—there’ll
probably be some exeltement. After those
duckings the fellows are bound to be wild.
And one squabble leads to another. We
;;_lo?;t”;.vant- to miss the fun if there’s a free
ight !

‘“1% all depends upon what you call fun!*
said MeClure., ¢ Personally, I'm more in-
terested in a good feed than a good fight!*

“*You can’t scrap on an empty stomach !’
said Church sagely.

“It doesn’t matter whether you have a
feed or not—if there’s a fight going on when
we arrive, we're going to join in!?’ said
Handforth,

It was of no interest to him what the
fight was about. But he and his chums had
a pretty shrewd idea that there would be
trouble. They had their reasons, of course.
Just at that moment, things were in a very
touchy condition at St. Frank’s. The famous
old school was full of internal strife.

The juniors- were getting on pretty well
together, but during the last day or two
there had been one or two little ¢ breezes >
which had promised to fan themselves into
regular storms. But they had died down
with any particular development.

With the Fifth and Sixth it
different matter,

First, the lordly Sixth had quarrelled, and
now the rival seniors of both Houses were
practically at "one another’s throats. 1%
was exactly the same with the Fifth. No
Ancient House TFifth-Former wculd demean
himself by even speaking to a Modern House

was a

| Fifth-Former.

Was the trouble going fo spread to the
Fourth?

CHAPTER 1IX.
TRE FOURTH CATCHES THE FEVER!

' Handforth & Co. cculd
have seen into the o¢ld
Triangle at that
moment, they would

have had no further doubts.

In a word, the Fourth was
already involved.

The Triangle was crowded with shouting
juniors, and already there had been some
exchanges of blows. '

The first trouble had started, a week or
two earlier, in the Sixth. Idgar Fenton, the
school captain, for excellent reasons of his
own, had thrown Guy Sinclair, of the Sixth,
out of the First Eleven,

Promptly on the heels of this, two other
Sixth-Formers, supported by Swinten and
Hitchen of the Fifth, had gone to Fenton,

| and had told kim point-blank that unless he
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reinstated Sinelair, they would refuse to play
in an important match.

Fenton had remained firm, and the First
Elcven had played without the services of
the Modern Houze players. In fact, the
Moderns avere completely out of the Ileven
not merely for that onc game, but for good.

They had asked for it themselves—they
Lhiad gone on strike—and the entire Ancient
l{ouse supported FFenton in his strong action.
jut it was only natural that every Modern
louse Sixth-Former should resent the aflair.

And then, on top of this, the redoubtible
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In the present excited condition of the
juniors, this was enough to cause a riot.

“You bully; what do you mean by biffing
Hart like that?”

Grayson started violently. Practically he-
fore he knew it, he was surrounded hy a dozen
juniors, and in less than ten seconds he was
flung headlong into the fountaln.

Several Modern House juniors had seen the
incident, and although they regarded Gray-
son with contempt, he was, after all, a
Modern House fellow. -

“That’s an insult to the Modern House: -

Tilliam Napoleon roared Webb.,  ““Are
Browne, If:f the} 'I;ifbhs PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO. 3¢ 8018 1o S(t-ﬂml
had fought with Gray- . - g 1L, you chaps? _ome
son, the bully. Gray- Third Series—Fifth Form. on't Let's hump
«on had fouled, there NOTE.—The average aze of Fifth Form these fatheaded
had been a fearful boys is 17, Ancients!”
row, and the Fifth A1 crowd of
joined the feud. Mou_erns rushed for-
| ) ward, vregardless of
_F_Dl‘ days past, the all consequences, and
seniors had been like the Ancient Iouse
wolves at one fellows found it
another’s throats. necessary to (]efend
They *“cut” one themselves. Nipper
another practically and Pitt were caucht
every minute of the in the rush, and were
day, and the {feeling 4 compelled to fight.
of tension had heen The original acauge
getling  worse  and of the trouble was
worse, almost forgotten.

Contrary to general

But Boots & Co. were

belief, the passage of in  evidence — wet
time was not reliev. t-hI‘OU;_{lI, but flghtmg
“ing the feeling. The pey, camely.  And o the
enmity  grew  worse . BN 2 whole Triangle — was
and worse from day PR in a  state of up-
to dav. So far the =4\ roarious commotion.
Junior  School had \Qi\:‘ Handforth & Co.,
kept out of the arriving five minutes
quiarrel. waater, were jJust _ In
Jut  now, at the £f £ time to sce the fight
slichtest execuse the ‘o, ; ! at its Thighest pitch.
Yorurth Soined 15 One of the learned men of They eame ranning
! the  Fifth. Drake 1is & across  the playving
Armstrong huad been terrible fellow to argue with tields, and paused at
chucked in the river —he ﬂl“'t'l:r'S knows every- the Triangle gate.

R,

hy Boots & Co., and thing, and can reel off facts “Well, I'm jig-
Boots & Co. had been on a thousand-and-one sub- aered 1 gasped
thrown in by Hubbard jects with the ease and _ Church. )

and a few other non- EAm fluency of a professor. ; P “My hat! It's a
entitics. The chief y regular fight ! roared
men of the Form | Handforth. < Ifurrah’
knew nothing until Come on, my sons!

~ the trouble was Dbeyond hope "of repair. This is where we turn the tide!”

Nipper and Pitt and several others be-
came aware of a hubbub in the Triangle, and
went out to make investigations. Almost
before they knew it, they were in the midst
of a melce.

Grayson of the Fifth had contributed
largely to the original serap. Being a bully,
"he could never resist the temptation to strike
a smaller boy. And when Hart, of the
Yourth, had blundered into him near the
fountain, Grayson swung his hand round and
knocked Hart flying.

It was no idle boast.

Handiorth., fresh as paint and ready for
war, plunged into the battle and did terrific
damage. There was nothing he liked better
than a free ficht. Church and McClure were
certain that Handforth had some Irish blood
in him. He didn’t enter a fight because he
had to, but because he loved it.

Slowly the tide turned in favour of the
Ancient House.

And then Mr. Pyceraft, the master of the
Modern Fourth, arrived on the scene with a
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cane. He was closely followed by a platoon
of prefects, who were also thoroughly armed.

They sailed in with a will.

Unfortunately, Mr, Pycraft was a little
too ecager, and he dashed into the fray
with such gusto that he found himself lying
on the ground, with Jjuniors practically
walking over kim.

When he jumped up he was a wreck, and
the fight, as far as Mr. Pycraft was con-
ce.ned,. was over. He fled indeoors, and
saitk down, and sent a note to the Head to
say that he wouldn’t be fit for duty for
three days.

It was left to the prefects to restore
order,

They did this Ly a manly exhibition of
force. Dy the time the Triangle was cleared
and the juniors were packed off into their
respective Houses, the arms of the prefects
were aching severely, and their canes were
hot with friction. f

And nobody knew what
happen next.

was going to

CHAPTER X.
ALL EBXCEPT THE TIIIRD.

WO hours later peace

reigned.
But it was a
curious kind of
peace—a volcamce: kind. There
had been one preliminary
- eruption, and now  the
volcano was quiet. But everybody felt

that it was liable to break out, with
intensifled vigour, at the tiniest possible
eXCUSE. -

The Head had given striet orders that
no boy, junior or senior, was to leave his
House that night. In this way the
possibility of friction was averted for the
time being, The Head was hoping that on
the morrow the excitement would have
completely cooled down.

For it would be impossible to keep the
rivals apart during the daytime. They not
only had equal rights in the Triangle and
the playing-fields, but the majority of them
used the same class-rooms. The Head waoas
rather thankful, however, -that the Fourth
Form was divided into two distinct sections,
one in either House. Otherwise, the next
day’s lessons might possibly have been a
riot. .

Feeling ran high in both Houses. .

There had been feuds before, but never
one like  this. The seniors openly
sympathised with the juniors, instead of
condemning the whole affair, as hitherto.
Fifth-Formers and Sixth-Formers went about
congratulating the juniors on their strength,
and urging them to csmite the enemy at
every opportunity.

The juniors needed little encouragement
under any circumstances; bubt to feel that
Lthey had the senior school behind them was
tremengsus in its moral effect. They were
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- games were cancelled.

encouraged to go to any lengths. Many,
indeed, talked of ignoring the Head's orders,
and invading the rival House. But these
lirebrands were talked down.

Curiously enough, the Third was still at
peace. -

Willy Handforth, always active, had called
a complete meeting of the Third in the midst
of the Triangle trouble. Everybody had
arrived—for when the youthful skipper gave
the order, it had to be obeyed.

And Willy zolemnly told the Form that
there was to be no frietion. They hadn’t
any quarrel. 1t was all very well for the
seniors to be at enmity, and for the Fourth
to scrap—but why should the Third in-
terfere?

“We’'ll distinguish ourselves by remaining
aloof?” Willy had caid. * Understand? It°l
be an honour—we shall stand out with glory.
The seniors may fght, the Fourth may
brawl, but the Third remains dignified! Get
the idea?”

“Good old Willy!”

“We're all at peace now, and there's no
reason for any guarrelling,” declared Willy.
“80 that's settled. And don't forget that I
shall be watching!s The first chap who
starts a shindy will have to answer to me!
And as you all know, I carry my answers in
this fist!™

S0 the Third, much fo the astonishment of
masters. and prefects, remained at perfect
peace. |

As the rest of the school ignored the
Third, however, the matter didn’t seem to
be-very important. As far as the seniors
and the Fourth were concerned, the fags
were beneath contempt. What did it matter
whether they quarrelled or not?

By bedtime the trouble had simmered down
stightly. Perhaps this was partly due to
the facet that the Headmaster had taken
strong action. He had posted notices to the
effect that he would overlook the disturb-

ances, but if there was any recurrence of

them, the entire school would be placed
within restricted bounds, all holidays would
be cancelled, and all gcames abandoned.

S0 everybody thought that it was just as
well to cool cfi.

At the same time, boys are not always
strong enough to make up their minds. It
would only require a small incident to pre-
cipitate further rioting—the Head's threats
or no. The prefects, although they per-
formed their duties with a strict sense of
discipline, could not help displaying certain
sympathies.

But when bedtime arrived there was coms-
parative peace. A night’s sleep, and early
morning reflections, would probably make all
the difference. Nothing, however, could alter
the fact that the trouble had been getting
gradunally worse and worse, and that even
now only a truce had been called.

Nipper was rather concerned. He was
tremendously keen on the cricket, and it
would be awful if a hitch occurred, and
For the first time in



¢ TFourth-I'ormers |
- were included in the First Eleveu, and Nipper
had heen doing well.

St I'rank’s history, three

Az Nipper was going upstairs to the
dormitory, Nelson Lee¢ came along, and drew
him aside. Nipper looked rather .uncom-
fortable. Me was afrald that Lee wasz going
to speak to him about the big trouble.

“Only a moment, Nipper,” said Lee
soitly.  ““Come to my study at eleven
o'clock—and be careful that nobodx knows,”

Nipper started.

“You mean that affair in Bellton—"°
bewan.

“Yes—but we necdn’t talk now,” replied
Nelson Lee.  ““ Eleven o’clock.™
~ “Right yon are, sir,” said Nipper
promptly. * Thanks awfully!?”

He went on into the dormitory with his
lleazt beating a little faster. He and his
cuv'nor were to go out on an investigation
after Tights- out—a real detective 1dtenture
it was hdl‘dl}" surprising that Nipper glowed
with a keen sense of satn:factlon

lie

CHAPTER XI.

MAINLY ABOUT CRICKET. :

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH smote
his palm forcefully.

“It’s no good
taking half measures!” he
declared. “Tiaose Modern

House rotters heve got to be
,“1ped up! My policy s to do a thing
thoroughly—and to do it at once! So I
.uanb volunteers! Hands up evervbody
who's willing to raid those beastly AModerns
in their own dormitories!”’

Handforth stared in amazement when no
hands were raised.

The Tourth Yormers were getting un-
dressed for bed, and most of 1hem indeed,
were already in their pyjamas, Han(.forth‘
who never took any account of the time,
hadn’t even started.

“Dry up, old man,” said De Valerie
woearily.

“Cut it out, Handy!”

“Don’t be an ass!”

“You weaklings!” =aid Handforth scorn-
fully. “101——\.011 broken teeds! What's

the good of relying on you to take strong
action? Hera's our chance to redure those
rotters to pulp, and vou won't take it!"
Reginald Pitt strolled forward.
“Sorry, IHandy, buf you've pot
quiet,” he said grimly.
“Eh??
‘““*You heard.”

“ Why, voun fathead, I'm not takinz orders
from yvou—=

to be

“I'm not giving yvou orders, duffer!*’ said
Reggie. “But I'm capt-ain of the Forn:,
and I'm not going to liave the Tourth
penalised for your fatheaded rot! If you

go on like this Mr.

Ay ‘he eoing, but I'm not'

then we shall all get it in the neeck., DI’ve
got t» think about the T'orm.”

Handforth stared in astonishment. As a
rule Reggie Pitt was smiling and genial, but
he could be firm when he liked. He liked
now.

“We ought to raid those Modern House
chaps,” argued Handforth. ¢‘Look at the
way they went for us in the Triangle—-"’

““ My dear chap, we went for them in just
the zame way,” interrupted Pitt. ¢ It Was
six of one and half-a-dozen of the other, As
far as I -can sez, the whole squabble's
idiotic. Bub that deesn’t alter the fact that
it happened—and I'm ready to stick by my
House through thick and thin. At the same
time, if we can have pecace, it'll be better
for everybody.”

“ Hear, hear!*’ said many voices.

“ And there’s the ecricket to consider,”
went on Pitt grimly.

““The cricket?” repeated IIandforth.

“It's a game, "sou know,” said Reggie.

“You silly ass——"

¢ Within the l&at week or two Tenton has
made revolutionary changes in the cricket—
mainly owing to old Browne of the Fifth,”
continued Pltt “ And 'the day after to-
morrow we're going over to Helmford to
beat Helmford F1r~t Eleven—?» :

“Stick to faets!” mterrupted Handforth
tartly. ¢ There’s no about it You
I'm blessed if
[ know what Fenton means by leaving me
cut of the First.”

“You're in the Second, and you ought to
be satisfied,”” said Pitt. <Ii it comes to
that, I'm onh in the Second—and I'm proud
to be skipper of such an Eleven. When I
gay ‘ we're’ going over to Helmford, I'm
not talking mdn'ldlmllv but generally I
shan’t go, {Elthf‘[‘, if it comes to that But
three of our men are in the TFirst Kleven,
and they're going. And we naturally want
them, to wsucceed. What do you say
Nipper??®

“I sayv * Yes,” ? agreed Nipper. ¢ We had
our big chance in the Redcliffe match, and
we made good. VYenton is sending exactly
the same team to Helmford—and it’s a par-
ticularly important matech, because Helm-
ford wiped the First ]‘leven to nothing on
its own ground. It'll be rather great if
we can 2o over there and get our revenge.”

““ Ifear, hear!”

““ And everything depends upon peace,”
put in Pitt. ¢ If this squabble continues,
the Head will eancel cricket fixtures, and
thien we shall be in the carf. So ¢ool down,
Handy, and don’t let’s have 2ny more talk
about raids. With the cricket at stake, we
can't afford it.”

And most of the other fellows
agreement with the Torm captain.
Pitt’s concern was entirely disinterested.
He would not be playing in the Helmford
match. but he was just as keen for the
First Eleven to succeed as any member of
the First Eleven itself. Pitt had the honour
of the school at heart, and wanted to see

were in

Stokes will come, aund the school win.

.
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The new cricket arrangements were going
splendidly.

In previous seasons St. IFrank’s had had
a First Eleven—picked from the Fiith and
Sixth—and a junior Eleven picked entirely
from the Fourth, . .

Bub now, thanks to Browne’s sugaestions,

St. Irank’s conformed to many other great '
There were three big repre- -

public schools. _
septative Elevens—First, Second apd Third.
And seleetions for e€ach Eleven were made
entirely according to merit. The best men
went infto the First.

1t didn’t matfter whether ihese best men
came from the junior school or the senior
school. 1f they were - tip-toppers, they
played for the school—and that expression
means playing for the Firs{. :

There was ‘a Second Eleven which was as
important,; in its own way, a3 the First.
For it ‘met strong teams,  and had big
rezponsibilities.  Reginald Pitt, although his
form was not quite good enough to admit
him into the.Tirst, was considered the best
of all possible skippers for the Seeond. And
I3 tecam was doing exceedingly weill.

The Third Eleven was eaptained by Boh

Christine, and even the Third contained a
couple of IMifth Tormers in its number. On
{he opposite scale, Willy Handiorth .also
graced the Third Eleven. e was the only
Third Former good enough to:be included .in
ong of the hig elevens. Butb <Christine had
not hesitated to give Willy his place,
" And just as thesec new arrangements were
getting into their swing it would be a terri-
bla pity if ail ericket was zanceiled. It was
necessary, therefore, to keep peace as long
i was humanly possible,

a5 o

CITAPTER XII.

THE PLOTTERS.
- a7 BANWIIILE, another
o '--.z-f-. discussion was

taking place.

== & \ ' . It occurred in a
: Nt Sixth Form  9dedroom.  Sin-
\ clair wa 8 entertaining
: visitors. Strictly speaking,

v was against the rules, but that was of no
aceonne. There were three other senjors in
th2 little apartment.

Grayson, of the Fifth, was doing mrst of
the talking, and he and Sinclair were smok-
ing cigareties. On the dressing-table stood
a bottie of whisky and a syphon of soda.

The other two were Carlile and Mills, of
the Sixth. This pair smoked, but they were
partaking of no whisky. They weren't suech
bad fellows, taking them all Tound. But of

ANSWER
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l

late, since bhecoming * thick »* with Sipclair,
ihey had greatly deteriorated. ‘
“I tell you something's got to be done,”

Grayson was saying, “*It’s no gecod you
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i feliows sitting down, and taking everything
tamely. You've

got more spirit than that,
haven’t you?”» |

“Don’t be an idiof, Grayson,” growled
Carlile, as he sat on the edge of ihe bed.
““What on earth can we do?”

“ Al sorts of things.”?

“Suggest one of them.?

“1 ean’t suggest anything on the spur of
the moment,’”” said Grayson. ~“ It wan:is
thinking out. " That’s whuat 1've come here
for. I'm surprised at you fellows takine
everything so meekly. It’s none of my busi-
ness, of course, but I thought I'd come
along and offer a few remarks. I don’t like
to see you knuckling under,”

‘““Who’s knuckling under?” demanded
Carlile. * Look here, Grayson, you've got a

nerve to c¢ome into my bhedroom and talk
ke thag!”

*“1t’s the truth,’ said the Tifth PFormer.
“Hang it ait, you’ve only got to look at

the facis!? Until a week or two
ag0, you were one of the best bats in

the First Eleven—with a regular place in
the team, and a certainiy of getting your
¢olounms.  Is that right??
 f40f course it’s righti®? L

“And now?’? asked Groyson. ¢ You're
hicked ont of the team, you've got no pros-
peet of getting bhack, and the season will
end without you having any eolours at allt
And yet you're a fine batsman, and one of
the best cricketers of ithe Modern House.'’,

*“*Don’t keep reminding me 12

“And there’s Carlile and Mills, to00,”
went on Grayzon. “*They're good crickeiers
—tiiey had their regular places in the First.
L But Ienton’s kicked them out neck and
crop.” - ' '

“I6 was all hecause of that buzine:sz some
time ago 7 hegan Mills.

‘““We know that,” interrupted Sinelair.
“TFenton hoofed me out, and vou chaps tried
to force his hand. Instead of Dbeing
sensible, he turned nasty, and now we're
all in the cart.”

The four Modern House senriors nodded in
unison,

“That’s right enough,” eaid Grayson.
““But there’s no need to worry. I’m not in-
ferestad in cricket—I don't give a toss for
the game. I’m only here to give you some
advice,. and to offer my help. The fact is,
[’ve got my knife into those confounded
juniors, and want to dish them.”

**You mean Nipper and Dodd and Kahn?®

“07F eourse,” szaid Grayson. “Ye gods!
Imaging it! Three infernal Fourth Formers
in your places! Do you mean to say that
you'll let that sort of thing stand? Three
juniors usurping your places in the {zcam!
Why, it’s madpess!i?

‘* Confound vou, Grayson! What the
deuce is the good of talking like a parrot?®?
demanded . Sinelair irritably. “We know

thoce juniors got our places, without you



Lkeep reminding us! If we could do any-
thing it would be a different matter. But
we can't. Fenton’s as hard as nails.”

It doesn’t matter ubout l'enton,” said
the Fifth Former. “You don’t secem to
undenstand that if those juniors let the side
down they'll be kicked out in no time.’”

“But they won’t let the side down—
they're keen as mustard.”

“There may be a way of wangling it,”
said Grayson thoughtfully. < You never
know. KEven now they’re only on trial—they
haven't got their colours. What's going to
happen if they mess things up Saturday?
Fenton won't be very kind to them if Helm-
ford win because fthe three juniors have

failed him. That’s where you can do some-
thing.” '

“But how?” asked the Sixth-Formers
cagerly.

“I don’t know how—we’ll discuss that
now,” replied Grayson, with a cunning look
in his eyes. ““I've got a bit of an idea—

and I'll explain it soon. But here's my
point. Supposing Fenton chucks out the
iuniors? Who will he turn to? You three,

of course! There are no other decent players
he can shove in as substitutes. Once those
juniors are discredited, you’'ll get your places
again.’*

“By Jove, I believe there’s something in
it!”” said Sinclair tensely. And thereafter
the conversation in that Modern House bed-
room became exceedingly interesting.

CHAPTER XIIIL
THE NIGHT ADVENTCRE,

ELSON LEE looked
up as the door of his
study opened, and

Nipper appeared.
Eleven o’clock was
striking.

' ““ Splendid ! said Lee softly.
You're well on time, young ’un &

‘“ Rather, sir,” sazd \lppe “1 wouldn't
miss this for worlds.”

He entered the study, and closed the door.

It was some little time sinee he had
been out with Nelson Lee on a real iavesti-
“gation. He was thrilled at the prospect.
- Nelson Lee, while no longer being House-
- mraster, held a responsible posxblon at St.
Frank'’s. He lectured on science, on crimin-
ology, and he was, in many ways, Dr, Staf-
ford's understudy. The Head was learning
to rely more and more upon Nelson Lee's
iudgment.

Strictly speaking, it was against all rules
for Nipper to be out of bounds after lights-
out. Any other junior would have got mto
serious trouble for leaving his bed. But
Nipper, while being the same as any other
Fourth-Formers on ordinary occasions, en-
jJoved the one privilege of assisting Nelson
Lee if there was detective work to be done.

*“You're goina to have a look at that'

just
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{ thing will be quiet for a few days.

LEE

in less than ten seconds Qrayson
was flung headlong into the fountain.

»

trap-door in Bellton Wood, sir?* asked Nip-
per. “I've been wondering if you'd done
anvthing——

““] have certainly been active, Nipper.”

¢ Have you found out any facts, siry™

¢“A few, Dbut nothing definite,” replied
Lee., “However, we will leave that for the
moment. 1 want to talk to you about this
trouble in the Fourth. The Headmaster is
very worried—the spread of the bad feeling

is grave. ‘What is the gencral bltuatlon as
far as you know it?”
“I'm afraid everybody’s pretty excited,

sir,”* said Nipper. * Pitt’s a brick—he’s doing
his best to quieten fhings down, but I'm a
bit dubious. Goodness knows what may
happen to-morrow. Personally, 1 think ev%ry-

ut
once a feud like this gets a hold, it has
a knack of keeping on.”

“Yes, it’s very trying,”” said Nelson ILece.
“Do your best, T\"lpper, to keep the boys
calm. TUse. every effort you can to avert
a further eruption. Nothing but harm can
come of that sort of thing. It isn’t as
though the boys had any grievance—the
whole feud. from start to finish, is founded
on insignificant, intangible trifles.”

Nipper knew that Nelson Lee was speak-
ing the truth. Previously, when there had
heen a strike or a barring-out, the fellows
had always had good reason for their strong
action. But in this affair it was really
difficult to discover the cause of the bitter-



ness.  And it was this very factor in the,
case which was causing Dr. Statford such
intense worry. ) |

**Well, Nipper, we will waste no further
time now,” said Nelson Lee, getting to his
feet. “Yes, we're going oun a little trip.
1 don’t suppose we shall go into action, and
+ isn’t really necessary for you to come,” -

‘1 say, sir!” protesied Nipper.

“At the same time, it was you who
brought the matter to my notice in the
irst plac?, and so I feel that it is your
Jue to join me in the work,” proceeded
Lee., ““And a little preliminary scouting
work will put you in trim for anything that
might come later.”

Nelson Lee’s words were not particulariy
welecome, Nipper enjoyed scouting work,
but it wasn’t quite what he had expected.
He needn’t have worried, however., Although
they didn’t know it, he and his master
were booked for quite a remarkable adven-
Lilre. '

They left the Ancient House, and passed
quietly across the Triangle, and Lee directed
his footsteps towards the old monastery
yuins, which stood out grim and sinister
against the night sky. :
71 thought we were going to the wood,
siv,” breathed Nipper. |

“T didn’t say s0,”” replied Lee. It is
my intention to descend to the vault, and
then proceed along the tunnel.» :

“¢ But the tunnel’s blocked, sir.”

*“ Exactly—but don’t talk here.”

Nipper was very thounghtful as he and
his master descended the old, crumbling
stone stairway which led into the ancient
vault. Nipper knew that the tummel led to
the dezerted quarry workings and the enrious
natural caverns which old Mother Earth her-
self had fashioned.

And Nipper thought of the events which
had Jed.up to this trip.

There was some mysftery concerning
Goolah EKahn, the young Rajah of Kurpana,
who was at present staying at St. I'rank’s.
There was nothing eriminal about the
smiling, genial Goolah., Ife was heir to one
of the richest states in India—and, incident-
ally, he was Hussi Kahn’s elder brother.

But he had been seen in company with
some mysterions Indians. And the meeting
lhad taken place within the recesses of
Bellton Wood. Nipper and Willy Handflorth
had witnessed the extraordinary bhusiness.
Strictly speaking., Willy had been the very
first to see anything unusual.

In a barren clearing a portion of the earth
had opened up like a door—a cunningly con-
trived tunnel entrance. And Nipper sus-
pected that this tunnel joined up with the
caverns. :

By going down the vault, therefore, and
proceeding along the well-known tunnel be-
neath, the caverns could be reached from
the opposite direction. But Nipper also
knew that this tunnel was blocked. A4nd he
wondered why his master was wasting time

by going down at all.
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And his curiosity concerning Goolah Kahn
was at fever piteh. He rather liked the
cheery young rajah, and was anxious to
establish the trnth. Althouch he feared
otherwise, he wanted to obtain evil:nce that

:Goolah was as honest and as clean as he
appeared to be.

CHAPTER X1V,
THE CAVERN OF MYSTERY.

HE light from Nelson

Lce's torch split tho

darkness.
-] They had reached
the vault, and the tunnel en-
ARy QY trance loomed before them.
e This tunnel was no secret.
Practically every junior at St. Frank’s knew
of its existence, and if it had been explored
once, 1t had been expiored hundreds of
times.

At an earlier date, one had been able to
enter the vaplt within the school grounds,
proceed along the tunnel, and emerge in the
isused quarry on Bannington Moor. But
now the roof of the tunnel had given way,
an‘d] it was completely blocked and impas-
sable.

‘There was another tunncl—a 1more recent
one—which led off towards Willard’s Island.
3ut Nelson Lee was not interested in this
just 2t the moment.

He and Nipper passed along the tunnel,
and soon came to the fallem mass of rock
and stone. 1t filled the entire space before
therm, and made any further progress out of
the question. -

*1 told you, sir!” remarked Nipper. .

“T am aware of it,” remarked Lee. “But
surely you did not think I should come
here for no purpose. It will interest you
to know, young 'un, that 1 have paid many
visits to this tunnel during the last day or
two, and if you'll watch ysu'll see what
['ve been doing.” .

Nipper looked on eagerly. ILee bent down,
after giving .the light to his young assist-
ant, amd gently eased one of the big blocks
of stone. It moved, and came silentiy away.
It almost scemed as though it were hinged,
so perfect was the balance.

Crawling into this cavity, Lece moved
another great rock, and then returned.

*“The way is now clear, Nipper,” he whiz-
pered. "It took me a considerable time to-
make that excavation, and to fix the blocks
0 that they could be easily moved and re-
placed. The rest of the rock is safe—there
1s po fear of a collapse while we are cet-
ting through.??

“1 say, xir, that’s a brilliant idea!” said
Nipper admiringly. :

** My objeet, was to provide a methed of
entering that is known only to myself—and
now you are included in the seecret” mur-
mured Lee. *The Indians firmly bclicve
this tunnel to be blocked, and never give it
any attention. So while we display caution
we are safe.”




¢ But who are these Indiang, sir?”

«1 don’t know—I have been down here
before, and I have seen them at work in
onc of the caverns,’” proceeded the detective.
“There is machinery there—an electric
dynamo. But you'll see for yourseif. Be
eqreful not to speak, except in the merest
whisper, and Kkeep close by me”

¢« Right you are, sir,” said Nipper tensely.

One after the other they crept through
the opening in the blocked tunnel, and Lee
moved one of the rocks back into position,
so that the obstruction again seemed solid.

Then, in utter darkness, they proceeded.

It was too risky to keep the light going,
Furthermore, it was unnecessary. For Nel-
son Lee knew every inch of the tunnel, and
he was aware that there were no pitfalls.
He was able to progress by mere sense of
touch alone. o3

And after a while they came to a narrow
opening in the stonework. It was, in fact,
the entrance to a branch tunnel—this latter
being so small that no more than one ner-
son could squeeze through at a time. And
the roof of it caused Lee to crouch as he
walked onwards.

It scemed to Nipper that they must have
been going for well over half an hour, and
vet, in reality, barely ten minutes had
elapsed since the electric torch had been
switched off. "

- Although Nipper had been in these tun-
nels before, he felt hopelessly lost.

One reason, perhaps, was that he knew
there werc perfect catacombs here. Once
off the main tunnel, one could easily get
astray. These narrow workings branched in
all directions—criss-crossed, and led from one
depth to another.

But a minute later Nipper knew where
he was.

T.ee had held up a warning hard, for his

companion te feel. Nipper paused, and
then became aware of a glow. They pro-
ceeded with extreme caution. A bend in

the tunnel and then they saw before them
a pateh of light.

Aud the next moment they came fto the
tunnel end. It finished abruptly near the
roof of one of the cavernz. From a Kkind
of ledge they were able to look straight
down into the sftrange, natural formation,
Nipper remembered it. He had heen here
hefore. - .

He reecalled many adventures in this very
place, and it rather thrilled him to thinuk
that here was another mystery connected
with the cavern. And this time it was an
extraordinary one,

Lee and Nipper lay down at full Iength,
and only just allowed their eyes to project
bevond the ledge.

The sight which
astonishing.  The
with electric lizhts.
small motor was throbbing,
humming next 1o it. But this plant

met  their
cavern was gleaming

On the far side =a
a dyvnamo was
Was

gaze was

an eleetric furnace.
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n3t there merely for the purpose of provid-
ing light.

Standing by itzelf was a curious con-
trivance which Nipper finally recognised as
While he was watching,
a turban-clad Indian went to the furnace
and opened a door with a long iror

implement. A white glare shot out,
CHAPTER XV,
GOOLAH KAHN'S REMARKABLE ACTIVITY,

HAT could it mecan®

What was the
reason for this
white-hot electric

furnace? And what on earth
were these Indians doing
with such modern, scientific

And there were other con

machinery
trivances, too. -

Along one side of the cavern ran a great

further instruments
and cverything con-
with a fully ecquipped

There were
—retorts, test-tubes,
nected, it seemed,
chemical laboratory.

Most surprising of all, a figsure who
worked at the bench was undoubtedly the
figure of Goolah Kahn himself. The young
rajah—staying at St. Frank’s as a cricket

nench.

coach—wag down in this seceret cavern,
engaged upon some mysterious- and un-
Known work.

“AMy only hat!"® Dbreathed  Nippet
amazedly.

There were other Indians—three of them.

And all were working, all engaged upon
some intricate task., No word was spoken,
and the silence was —only broken by the
throbbing of the motor and the humming of
the dynamo.

“What do you
pered Nipper.

“It is impossible to hazard a guess.”

“But it's somcthing criminal, surely?"

“I'm not even certain of that,”” repked
Lee. “During the next day or two I s"nall
make an attempt to discover things :

“But aren't vou going to do anything
to-night, sir?"

“No+ it would not be worth the risk)”’
replied Lee. “1 have brought you herg. to
have a look. and that must be sufficient.
Indeed. 1 am rather surprised myself.
There waz none of thiz activity during my
last visit. The electric furnace {is an
innovation.””

Nipper was rather disappointed.

He was hoping that he and his guav'aor
would take one of the downward tunnels

and enter the cavern proper. But perhaps
Nelson Lee was right. It would never do

think it i3, sir? wonis-
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Ti3ks. The whole

unnecessary ; ;
jeopardised Dby

to take
micght be

investigation
hasty action.
a"\%hy not have a few words with Goolah
to-morrow, sir?” asked Nipper. “Of course,
you can’t wmention anything about this,
hut he may let something slip which will
serve as a clue—"’?

“I'm afraid not,”” said Lee. “I have
already taiked to him on general subjects,
and he szeems to care for nothing except
sport. That is why this activity on his
part is all the more extraordinary.”’ _

“They're not getting up to any of their
religious fakes, are they, sir?”’

Nelson Lee conld not help smiling,

“Religion—particularly Indian religion—
scarcely gzoes with dynamos and electric
furnaces, Nipper,”? he replied. “No, there
i3 nothing religious here. And 1 cannot
see how - there can be anything criminal.
(oolah Kahn is a millionaire in his own
rieht, and he is the heir to fabulous wealth.
These operations are not being made for
gain. 0Of that we can bhe quite certain.”

“What exactly are they doing?”

“Chiefly making experiments with that
furnace, by what I can sce.”’

“Hm! It’a jolly gqueer!”?’ commented
Nipper. “1’'d give anything to pop down
there and have a rcal look.””?

Nelson Lee gave the word that they
should depart. There was nothing further
to be gained by waiting. But as the detec-

tive half turned, in order to raise himself

from his erouching position, his mmuseles
necame tense, He had seen something of
which Nipper was still unaware,

That one rearward glance had given Lee
2 start.

Immediately behind him, erouching in the
unnel, was a strange-looking Indian—a
man whose name was Chandra Jungh. Mis
2yes were burning, ‘his higzh cheek-hones
seemed to stand out prominently, and
there was a set expression of hatred upon
nis dark face.

And in his hand he held a long, ¢leaming
dagger,

It was a dreadful moment.

With true Oriental cunning and silence
the man had erept up without disturbing

hia would-ve victims. Even Nelson Lee,
with all his keenness of ear, had failed to

hear the newcomer,
That one rearward glance—that provi-
dential glance—had warned him., So far,

Nipper was still in ignorance.

Chandra Jungh’s intention was clear. It
shone in his eyes. He had intended to stab

Nelon TLee in the back, and then
immediately afterwards ito deal with
Nipper. :

Liven now the peril was acute.
Chandra Jungh lunged forward,

CHAPTER XVIL
3 NARROW ESCAPE.

ELSON LEE  acted

; like lightning.
He was c¢ool and
' . deliberate. He knew
8 well enough that any mis-

take on his part in this fate-
ful moment would lead to
catastrophe. In a split fraction of a
second his leg shot upwards, and jerked
Chandra Jungh’s arm as it struck, The blow
was a heavy one,

At the same second Lee hunched himsel!
up.

The Indian, carried forward by the force
of his Junge, blundered headlong over
Nelson Lee’s form, and hurtled forward.

“Great Seott!’’ gasped Nipper. .

It was all over in a flash. o

The Indian gave a wild scream of terror
as he fell over the ledge and dropped into
space, He fell like a stone, but fortunately
for him, immediately beneath stood a pile
of empty packing-cases. '

The crash as he struck them was terrific.

Again he was fortunate, for he had
somersaulted in mid-air and landed {fecef
foremost. The other Indians in the cavern

ran up, shouting and excited.

Lee took one Jook, and just saw Chandra
Jungh pulling himself out of the debris,
and talking with maddened rage.
Extraordinarily enough, the murderous
Indian had come to practically no harm.

“Quick, Nipper—quick!’’ hissed Lee,

“But—-but I don’t understand—-??

“We mustn’t talk; come with me!”

Lee dragged Nipper down the tunpel, and
at the same instant he flashed on his
electric-torch., There was no need for
secrecy now. He knew that it would take
the enemy some time to get up from that
lower level, and this would allow a chance
for Lee and Nipper to reach the obstruction
in the tunnel.

They raced along with fleet feet.

At any moment Lee expected to hear the
pursuers, hut he and Nipper had a good
start. And at last, breathless, they reached
the main tunnel and ran for the obstruction,

Gaining it, it was bnt the work of a few
seconds to move the rock and get through.-
Once safely beyond the pile, Lee replaced
the rocks and stones and flashed out his
torech.

“Ie will wait!”’ he panted. “I wan} to
see If this exit is discovered. If they
find a way thronegh—?

He bioke off significantly,
tried to rid himself of some of his
bewilderment. The whole affair was
startling to him. He had known nothing
until he had seen Chandra Jungh go hurt-
ling over the hrink of the ledge.

“What happened, sir?’’ he breathed.

“The man came up behind us, and i$

and Nipper



was touch and go!’’ whispered Lee. “I
wouldn’t have brought you if I'd known,
Nipper. By Heaven! I'd no idea thesc
men were so murderous! It convinces me
i{hat there is something deeper and more
sinister here than I at first suspected.”
“But—but even now I don’t see—-"
“The man was about to stabh me in the
back,”’ interrupted Lee quietly. “But 1
managed fo kick his arm, and his own
force took him over the ledge. It was an

exceedingly narrow escape.’”’

I should think it was!®?

my carelessness!’ multered
annoyed. *“1t was entirely
Nipper; I should have been

“By jingo!
“ Confound
Lee, seriously
my own fault,
moere cautious.”’
“Dash it all, sir, we didn't give our-
selves  away!”’ protested Nipper. “But
thete Indians have got ears like foxes;
they can hear for miles! You can’t blame

. yourself for what ‘happened.”

- you?” asked Nipper anxiously.

“Perhaps mnot, but it’'s awkward—
awkward!’? said Lee tensely. * Hitherto
my movements were unsuspected. Buf now

these infernal fellows will be on their
gnard, What is more, Goolah Kahn him-
sell may know the truth. I don’t think

‘he saw our faces, and if it comes to that,
I am convineced that the would-be murderer-

did not see us. At the most he only
glimpsed our shoulders against the light.
i don’t think there is much chance of our
identity being known.”’

*“Then it's all right, sir?’

“In one way, yes, but in another way,

110, whispered Neclson Lee. “1 may be free
from suspicion mysclf, but these Indians
will now be ultra-cautious. And that will

make my task infinitely more difficult. But
1 shall go on with it, Nipper, and I mean
to find out the truth of this devilish
blisinesg,”?

He ceased speaking, and Nipper silently
worried. The thought of his master prowl-
ing through these tunnels alarmed him.
For he knew mnow that danger lurked
¢verywhere. .

He was about to speak when a faint sound

come. A pressure from Lee’s hand warned
Lim to keep silent. Soft, stealthy foot-
steps, muffled and thick, sounded from be-

vend the roek barrier.  And once or twice
Nipper caught a glimpse of light as it perco-
Iated through the great stones.

But after a while the light vanished, and
all sounds ceased.

“Good!”’ breathed Nelson Lee. *They
only gave a cursory glance abt the debris—
they do not suspect that we escaped by this
means, That is one relief, at all events.
(‘ome, we will get back.”

Nipper was feeling rather relieved when
e reached the Triangle, with the stars
cleaming overhead, and the warm summer
breeze blowing gently against his face.

“Look here, sir, you'll be <careful, won't
“1 mean,
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what's going to happen if vou suddenly get
c:i:.rughii in those tunnels? They’ll finish you
0 e

““You needn't be worried about that,” in
terrupted Lee. “I am on my guard now,
and I shall be very careful. Make no men-
tion of this affair to anybody, Nipper, and
do not worry if I am absent from the school
at any time. I am going into this investiga-
tiom with all my energy.”

And Nelson Lee spoke with grim intent.
He knew the enemy was relentless, and he
was determined to pursue his investigations
with even greater zest, '

CHAPTER XVIL
OFF TO HELMFORD.

HE next day the whole
school was qQuiet.

There were one or

two minor outbursts,

it is true, but they were soon

quelled. Nevertheless, there

was as much bitter feeling as

cver, and it was only by holding themselves

in check that the jupiors prevented further

serious hostility. '

And the enmity even spread to former
friends.

Such fellows as Bob Christine and Boots
and Clapson of the Modern House Lkept
strictly aloof from Nipper and Reggie Pitt.
Until this week they had alwayz been on
the very best of ferms,

Buf House *feeling * tose above all else.

And a3 there were only two Houses at St,
Frank’s, this feeling was greatly intensified.
Indeed, when there were these troubles, the
whole position became serious in the ex-
treme. For an outburst of enmity meant
that the whole school was involved.

In other big Publiec schools, where there
are five or six Houses, it is not a very serious
matter when two of these Houses enter tupon
a period of hostility. They only reprezent a
small section of the school, and the trouble
can never become gravc.  Such outbursts
aenerally die down after a very brief life.

At St. Frank's the situation was acutc.

But, somehow, the day was got through
without much trouble. And by Saturday
morning the position was slightly eased. The
seniors, at all events, were keeping the
peace. They managed this by avoiding oue
another as much as possible. Ancient House
and Modern House did not mix.

There was something else to-da?, tno the
big Helmford match.

In spite of the hostilittles—dormant, but
nevertheless ever present—ecericket rose above
all else. And the Tirst Eleven was off to
Helmford to avenge the rccent home defeat.

Juniors now took almost as much interest
in First Eleven cricket as the seniors. The
Fourth had ifs own representatives in tle
principal schoo! team, and they were as keen
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as mustard to see the junior trio do their
share towards gaining victory.

The seniors had gone off directly after
breakfast. They took an earlier train, and
Nipper and Jerry Dodd and Hussi Kahn were
planning to go by the next, It would be
quite satisfactory if they arrlved at Helm-
ford by 11.30.

“It’s hetter to go by ourselves,” explained
Nipper. f These seniors are a bit lordly, and
I’'mm a free and easy chap. Resides, we don’t
want to hang about at Helmford while
F‘]entoz’l, is baving a long jaw with his friends
there,

So they prepared to PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO.

Fnext train, too!

P
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but will, I fear, continue on its disgustcd”
way without presence if we linger.” . oW

“Of all the long-winded asses!” said™
Handforth., < He wants to say two words, -
and he uses about fifty! I like a chap to be’
blunt, to the point! You never hear me-
jawing for nothing—-"’

“ 30 long!” interrupted Nipper. " 1f we,
wait here to hear you out we shall miss the:
I suppose you chaps will’
be along after lunch?” ‘

“* Rather!”

“Good! Wish us luck!” :

Nipper and Dodd and.
Kahn went down the’

leave leisurely in time . . . lane, and the other
to catch the 9.45 | Thu‘(_l SHES = FIEN Forrrf. juniors gave them a .
train. This was half NOTE.—The average age of Fifth Form departing cheer. The
an hour later than trio walked leisurely,"

the other one, but it
could land them in
Helmford with heaps
of time fo spare. And
they started off early

as the morning was
rather warm, and
hurrying was not
pleasant.

“Good luck, you {
chaps!” said Reggie

Pitt, as he saw them
off. ** Don’t forget to
bring back the
laurels.”

“We'll do our hesty,”
smiled Nipper.

“That's no good!”’
said Handforth tartly.
“You've got to bring
‘'em  back—there's mno
two ways about it!
By George, if you lose
this atch, youd
better not come home
at all!”’

“Why?
slanghtered
spot?” grinned Jerry
Dodd. “There’s one
thing, we’re going to
do some perspiring.
By jings, it looks like _
being the bhottest day y -
of the year--real %
Australian weather.”

Handforth mopped his brow. '

“You’'re welcome to it,” he said, “1f it's
always like this in Australia, no wonder our
Test Iileven is up against it! Aill the more
eredit to ’em when they win!”’

“We don't want to get into any arguments
about the M.C.C.!" grinned Reggie Pitt.
* You don’t seem to realise that we're keep-
ing these chaps. They’'ll lose their train
_ next.”

*No fear!” said Nipper. “ We're off!”

“You must honourably excuse us fronr
further conversational momenis,” heamed
Hussi Kahn. *The august train awaits us,

Shall we he
on the
being, in
duffer.

many sports,

boys 1is 17,

Reginald Swinton.

In some respects, the very
opposite to Percival Drake,
fact,
But as he is good at
his
disabilities are winked at by
his Form-fellows.
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scholastic

for there was still

opposite the old stile,

They came out grimly, -

AN UNEXPECTED SEIZURE.

ing rtather "ex-

work?” he asked

work,” declared Gray-
body spots us?” put in ,

but I'd lJike to be

many difficulties,” in-

to spot us in the

Besides, nobody wculd

is nothing particularly startling at any
“Me's right,” said Sinclair. By Jove, I
Bellton Wood, It was shady there; and
Lane was dusfy. '

plenty of time. And
just when they drew .
four figures appeared
from Bellton Wood. .
and barred the way.
CHAPTER XVIIL
INCLAIR, of the
S Sixth, was look- -
cited.
“Do you think it’l]
tensely.
“Of ecourse it’ll
son. ‘ ,
“But what if some- ;
Carlile.
idea as far as it goes,
more certain——"’
“Don't make so
terrupted Grayson
gruffiy. <“Who's likely
lane? It’s always de-
serted in the morning.
take any notice, in any
case. Ior we four to grab three juniors
time of the day. If somebody saw it, they'd
only ¢rin.”
believe it'll work!”

The four seniors were waiting just inside
they were protected from the hot morning
sun. A fair wind.was blowing, and Bellton

As yet there was npo sign of the Fourth
Form trio. But they would be coming dcwn

«“Jt's a great ¢
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" presently, as Grayson well knew.

- figures in flannels.

e e b b Al L

_ GGrayson
bad been delighted to find that the senior

~members of the First Eleven had gone off
. earlier—and he had lost no time in seizing

the opportunity.

And, at the risk of being late for lessons,
the conspirators were waiting. It was an
old dodge they were planning, but quite

¢imple. And perhaps it was all the better
ot this account.

“ By Jove! Here they come!” ejaculated

- Mills tensely.

He had taken a peep out heyond the stile,
and he was right. Down the lane came three
They were not looking
particularly hurried, and as they came down
tney conversed cheerily.

Grayson & Co. stepped out from the stile,
and barred the way.

“Just off to Helmford?” asked Grayson
carelessly.

“You know we are,’” said Nipper.

He eyed the seniors rather uneasily. In-
stantly he suspected their purpose. Sinelair,
Carlile, and Mills were the three disgruntled
‘ex-members of the First Eleven, and they
lad every Teason to be bitter against their
stceessors., Grayson, of course, was always
ready for unpleasantness.

“Quick!” shouted Nipper.  Run for it!”’

But even as he spoke, the seniors:acted.

Grayson and Mills dashed at Nipper, and

~“flung him to the ground.* He was the most

formidable opponent, and so he had two
against him. Sinclair, a big fellow of nearly
nineteen, was easily able to deal with Dodd
—although Jerry put up a game fight.

And Carlile settled Hussi Kahn by deliver-
ing a heavy punch on the side of the head
as a preliminary.

In less than threc minutes the defeated
juniors were dragged into the wood, and
flung down among the dry, dead leaves.

They were in a little hollow, just off the
_foctpath., And even if people came along,
- they would know nothing of this little

drama.

. *Confound you!” snarled Grayson, as he
" _dabbed his nose. “What's the idea of

. pynching me like that?”

“1'd like to knock you out!” sald Nipper

furiously. “1I supposze you mean to keep us

- here, so that we can’t play in the match?”

_orders.

- That’s the idea.” .
" You're mad!” said Nipper. “ Do you
think we shan’'t teill the truth afterwards?”

What good is it going to do you——>

 Fenton isn’t likely to listen to any such
excuses after you've let him down!' inter-
rupted Grayson sneeringly. * Anyhow, we’re
going to keep you bottled up until further
How do you like the idea?”

While they were speaking, the seniors were
rendering their prisaners fully.. helpless.
Rcpes were tied round their ankles, and their

" wrists were bound behind their-backs.

When this task was completed, the three

wuie rolled in a row, and'the victors stood
s~reund. - They dusted themselves down, and

- .
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In a split fraction of a second Lee’s
1 leg shot upwards, and jerked Chandra
Jungh’s arm as it struck.

—

regained some of their breath.
all hot and perspiring.

“I’m not surprised at you,
I’'m amazed at you other fellows,”” said
Nipper quietly. “No wonder Fenton Kkicked
yoit out of the Eleven! Haven't you any

They were

Grayson, but

better feeling for the school than o
jeopardise an important match?” -
“ Jeopardise it?” sneered Sinclair. “You

conceited young puppy, do you think the
first eleven can’t get on without you Kids?
Fenton’s only keeping you in to have his
revenge on us! You can’t play!”

Nipper did not demean himself by answer-
ing. In the Redecliffe mateh he and his two
junior companions had put up the best
performances of the day, and nething could
alter that fact.

“YWhat are you going to do with us?”
asked Jerry Dodd fiercely. “I reckon you
brutes ought to be kicked out of the
school—" |

“What are we going to do with you”
repeated Grayson.  “Sinclair’'s going to
stay here all the morning—and watch you.
Bound up like that, you can’t do anything,
What’s more, we’re going to establish an
alibi—and when you tell your pretty story,
we shall deny it, and prove that you're
wrong. How’s that?”

Grayson was grinning,
sank.

He was not dismayed about the truth
coming out. Grayson’s talk about an alibi
was just bluff. But there was every pros-
pect of being kept prisoners. Bound a3

and Nipper’s heart

‘they were, they could not hope to escape—



particularly as Sinelair would be watching ,
them all the time. .

Pitt and the others liad seem them off,
and would naturally assume that they had
caught the train. As far as Nipper could
see, the position was just about hopeless.

But it wasn’t—by any means!

CHAPTER XIX,
THE THIRD TAKES A HAND.

ILLY HAXDFORTH
scratched his head
thoughtfully, and
looked at NMarma-

duke out of the corner of
his eye.
“Marmy, old son,” he said,
“there’s something up!”

Marmaduke, the little monkey, looked at
Willy with bright eyes.

“I believe there ¢s!” he said promptly.

At least, that is what he meant. He just
chattered and showed his teeth, in obvious
agreement with his young master. DMarma-
duke was one of Willy’s favourite pets.
Willy certainly had Septimus the squirrel
and Rupert the rat and Ferdinand the ferret
—but Marmaduke the monkey was un-
doubtedly first favourite. |

Willy had just Deen taking him out for
a walk aeross fhe meadows. Marmaduke
liked the exercise, and, in this hot weather,
Willy believed in giving him as much fresh
air as possible.

“Now, what were those rotten seniors
doing with Nipper and his pals?  They
pounced on ’em, knocked ’em out, and

dragged ’em into the wood. Marmy, it’s
time we had a look into things.”

Willy was quite shrewd.

By chance, he had been near the hedge at
the time of the seniors’ attack. Hearing
Nipper's original shout, Willy ‘had looked
over the hedge, and had seen everything
taking place, a couple of hundred yards
down the lane.

And now he was standing just behind the
hedge, with Marmaduke in his arms.

It only took Willy a minute to put two
and two together., The seniors, he had
seen, were Grayson, Sinclair, Carlile and
Mifls. And the very fact that these par-
ticular four had captured the first eleven
Juniors was significant in the extreme.

In fact, it was so significant that Willy
knew the truth in a flash.

“I'il tell you what it is, Marmy,” he said
grimly.  “Those bounders have captured
Nipper and Dodd and Kahn so that they
can’t play in the giddy match. I read some-
thing like that in a story once. I'll het
they pinched it.”

The intellisence in his eyes, and the wuy
he chattered, proved that he would have
sald these words if he had becn able fo.
He was rapidly becoming as excited ag
Willy. He instinctively felt that there was
something special in the wind.

But soon afterwards Marmaduke
thoroughly disgusted.

For Handforth minor rushed him back io
his cage, locked him in, and went off with-
out even pausing to give him more than
one hug. Such scurvy freatment was un-
looked for from Willy.

But Willy was in earnest.

He knew that this was no time for delay,
and Marmaduke could do nothing in the
way of helping him. Having got rid of the
monkey, he glanced at the school clock,
found that it was nearly time for lessons,
and that it was impossible for him to go
off on a preliminary investigation.

He stood in the Triangle, placed his fingers
between his lips, and blew. Xe gave three
piercingly shrill whistles.

The effect was magical.

From all quarters fags came tumhbling out
of the two Ilouses. Some dropped out of
windows, some-came through doorways, and
a}l]mut half of them poured out of the school
shop.

Willy and his army were ready.

The fags knew that whistle only foo well.
One blast meant Iustant obedience,
blasts meant that the case was urgent, but
three blasts were so absolutely vital that
fags would have answered it even if they
were in the bath.

“What's up, Willy?”

“What's the idea?”

The fags crowded round, shoutingz
questions. Willy regarded them coldly.

“Is this what you call discipline—stamped-
ing round me like a lot of infants?” he
asked. “Dry up and form into line! Not
s0 many questions! Now then,
Hobbs! Eat that doughnutf, or chuck
away! Don’t keep messing it about!”

“Look here, it’s nearly time for
over * began Juicy.

“What do I care aboubt call-over?”
terrupted Willy. “Duty calls! Nipper and
Dodd and Kahn have been grabbed by four
of those rotten Mcdern House seniors—-"

“What!” -

“They’re in the wood, and we've gob to

Was

call-

Frank’s will lose!”

- “The awful cads!”
“The rotters!”
“The beasts!"”
“My hat!

only I can’'t stop to think of the richt

words!

“I'll bet they did,” said Marmaduke.

| late for lessons, I'll take all the blame!”

two .
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I know all that!” said Willy.:
“I could call ’em something a lot heticr,

-

Now then, come on—and if we'ca--

rescue ’em!” said Willy ecrisply. “Don’t
you understand? They’re trying to keep
‘em away from the match—so that SL.-
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gase the Form captain, In the

Thirdy EHlly was more powerful than any
paton of the JMiddle Ages.

;\,h‘ LSfbkes, from the Ancient House

ggé%g.“ yas astonished to see the entire |

- Th. cf" -_rm marching out of the school
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43 CHAPTER XX.
o HW AND €O. ON THE WARPATH.

ILLY’S offer to takc
the blame was not
exactly cheerful
news to the Third.

It was ome thing for him to
make the offer, and another
<m0 for Mr. Sunclifie to believe
amehow, the Third bad an idea that
| all be punished with an impartial

nsk Mr. Sunchﬁes wrath thau

vir Y ooked to him much hke a strike,
:_m‘ hgwis puzzled.

;. Borthe Third, so far, had taken no pa:t
i , the general hostlht]es. And the very
iact tHay they were united here proved that
therc.-wa8 no internal disruption. Willy had

Mpgéﬂ-to maintain control. Higher forms
had_ fa to keep the peace, “but Willy
L &X & eexed it by lhe force of his fist

£\ _‘_“_:i_ a way, was a bit of a con-

8 always bemoaning the fact thatr

hi#"n_',_’ _'*ﬁtterly failed to keep order. No
‘ Adw much he drilled them, they
AFgHi %5 to have the faintest inkling of
what -&#%double line should consist of. “But

=

th;s yddopo time for carping eriticism.
4 Geme-on as far as the stile, and then
MMGE mind you, not a word!” ordered

a]t"

is, he rushed off in advance,
ubby Heath in command.

yed at the stile, cleared it in one

‘raced along the footpath. But
“go 1ar. After about twenty yards
e;:to a halt and stood listening.

't at all sure where the prisoners
had be “taken, but he had an inkling that
y must be somewhere near by. Those
JFormers wouldn’t carry their captives
y faf on a hot day like this.
epough, after listening intently for
. "'ents, Willy heard voices. They
P-and indistinet, but, nevertheless,
#:'from the WOOd He wormed his
wn}; gh the trees like a Red Indian,

ﬂﬁ'& suddenly became very cautious,
L‘some hushes, he found himself
100 n into a hollow.
z\nd at= the first glance,-
weré verified.

Nipper ;and Jerry Dodd and Hussi Kahn
wepd "in a tow, bound hand and foot.
Sinclair Waq lolling on the grass near by,

his suspicions

o

=
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“Everybody keep quiet, and wait {

LEE LIBHARY |i

smokmg a cigarette, and Grayson, Carlile
and Mills were standing up.

Wzl]y didn’t wait to take a second look.

He wormed his way back, reached {he
footpath, and then became aware of a
confused babel from the road. MHis eyes
gleamed. So this was the way his men
kept quiet!

He rushed the stile, and found the Third

waiting there in a confused body.

"What’ the good of me giving any
orders?”* he shouted warmly. “I’ll make yon
pay for this to-night by giving you some
extra drill!” Come on—we’ve got to do some
rescue work' Four seniors, don’t forget—-—-
and let ’em have it! TFollow your uncle!”

He ran off, and the Third streamed after
him like a pack of hounds.

In the meantime, Grayson was glaneing at
his watch.

“Time we made a move,” he remarked.
“Calling-over in a few m[nutes and we
shall only just be able to get back You'll
be all right here, Sinclair?”?

“You bet!” said Sinelair. “T've got a
magazine and plenty of cigaretfes, and I
manaﬂed to wangle the mornmg off. You’ll
relieve me at lunch- time, won’t ‘you?”

** Carlile and Mills are coming do.wn,” said

| Grayson. *“Well, we'll be off, Whatever
you do, don't let those young demons
' escape—"

 starting.

“ Noise?”

“1 thought I heard something—"

‘“Some kids or ether,” said Grayson,
frowning. “If they come anywhere near
here"—f——” _

He hroke off, looking alarmed. The voices
were growing nearer and nearer, and all the
- seniors exchanged startled glanees. The
approaching voices were accompanied by the
crashing of undergrowth. And a moment
later, before any of the four counld attemnpt
to get away, Willy Handforth burst through
the bushes like a thunderbolt.

“Good old Willy!?
“Quick, old son!’’

“Leave it to me!”’,
“Come on, you fatheads!
rotters escapei’’

Grayson & Co. realised with sudden fury
that their plot was exposed, and thatb
nothing could make it successful now. And
it was quite evident irom all the noise
that the fags were in force. Usually, the
fags wouldn't dare to lay hands on Sixth-
Former:;, but this was an exceptional case.

The fags knew that they could act mth
impugity.

For the seniors would find it impossible
to complain, for if they took that course
they would expose themselves by their own
mouths, The only ecourse was to flee,
 leaving dignity to the winds.

“What’s that noise?” interrupted Carlile,

-y r

shouted Nipper.

roared Willy.
Don’t let these

Unhapm]y for them flight was out of the
L question. .



For even as they attempted to dash off,
the whole dip became crowded with fﬂ"b,

and they pounced upon the four seniors

like a pack of wolves.

A ——

CHAPTER XXI,

CROCKED!

RAYSON & CO.
crawled away.,

The scrap wAas

over, and they were

really lucky to be able to

erawl at all, The fags had

mauled them from head to

They were wrecks. Torn, battered.

foot.
and bruised, the defeated plotters had at

last been allowed to escape. TUndoubtedly
they would have fared much worse but for
the faet that Chubby HBeath heard the
school-bell clanging in the distance.
“Good! You've just got time!”’ panted
Willy. “There’s always two minutes; you
can do it if you rush! Don’t mind me; I'll
come on later!”’

“But old Sunclifie’ll ask about you—
“Let him ask!”’ said Willy. “That’s the
worst of these masters—they always want
to know so much, But I can deal with

”?

old Sunny; I know how to twist him round:

wmy little finger. Ten to ome I don’'t get
any lines!”?

The rest of the Thll‘d rushed off without
even exchanging any  words with the
released prisoners. The awful prospect of
heing detained for the after'won loomed
betore them.

And this
They fled.

But Willy was satisfied.
had been accomplished and the plotting
seniors  were put fo flight., Peace reigned
in the little dip. It now contained onI}
Willy and the three Fourth-Formers.

“How did you know anything about it?”’
asked Nipper, as Willy deftly untied his
ropes.

“I spotted yow being collared, and knew
what the game was,”' replied Willy briskly.
“These fathecaded seniors aren’t any good
at planning things. It takes the Thxrd
to zet good ideas!”

The - other two were quickly
and they stood up, rubbing their
and restoring their circulations.
Dodd was looking very concerned,

“Hurt?’ asked Willy quickly.

“Not much,” said Dodd. “Only a bit of
a spraim; 1 expect it'll be all right soon.
This wrist, you know-—the hand I boml
with, too. Perhaps it'll be all right—

“It’s swelling,”” said Nipper anxiously.

It was—considerably. But Jerry Dodd
didn't like to admit it, even to himsell.
He had received a savage twist in the
original fight, and he had known at the

was not to be thought of.

The good work

released,
wrists
Jerry

~time that his wrist was hurk.

Buf its now
swollen condition filled him with alarm.
“You nont be able to play,’ séaidf Willy.
“By jings! I've got to play—
“If you can hold a bat properly P

f wrist like that I'll he jolly s’tgr Jd!’j’
t said Willy, shaking his head. 59§ 0o
good kidding yourself, old son ;"'-f:'.;.;x-___,!-“' the
time you get to Helmford you'll bsgih good
You're crocked!’’ 3T R
“You're a fine optimist—* ...
“What’s the good of making afi¢ bo es

about it?’ asked Willy practics STy (e
best thing you can do is to realise, ,it and
set the disappointment over. :° l}lbo
won't let you play, Sorﬁgighﬁ gs
got to be ‘done!”? ‘

\hpper was looking at his wate

“1 say!”’ he exclaimed qumkly.,.._‘lt we
rush back and get our bikes we can’
catch a fast train at Banmnnton, ang” sttll
arrive in Helmford by eleven. ,‘ﬁui he
shall have to whizz!”’

They whizzed. TUnless they caugﬁt thla
train they would not be able tg gt ‘to
Helmford ground in time. And thls v;omd
he a serious matter if Helmford ‘wo:n the
toss and batted first. e

So they hurried back to the school ‘and
got their bicycles without anybod '."being
the wiser, since the entire school was ‘at
prayers. Jerry Dodd was determined to go,
even though he was convinced tha: ’(_‘Vﬂ!} 8
prediction was right.

They thanked Willy for the ,excellemt
services he had rendered, and then yrried
off. They caught the train with, a margin
of two mmutes, and during the sa.v;enteeh
miles trip they were able to coolioff. . .

“Hard luck!’’ said Nipper, -looking st
Jerry with coneern. “Only our‘f Second
match with the First, and you'relieroeled:
already. I say, Jerry, I'm awfully’ som"

“We are both supremely sorrowful 1:1,1;11
you should- be so exquisitely crocked,’ ‘Bal[l
Hussi Kahn., “Pray let me exanﬂm he
wrist, and see if the swelling hag in m

way decreased in its 1mmens:t_v, g1y uEE

“Don’t bother!”’ grou]ed Jerrv. “'ﬁﬂhf\s
for what you say. By jings, it §8 @ 'bit
of a blow, I'll admlt’ I was hopi'ng 101' a
ripping game to-day.”’

“ Never mind—you'll be fit for next. wge]y'
match,”’ .

But this was not much eonsolat;on for
the unhappy Jerry. He examined his wriet
practically evéry mile, and he .¢@ iuded
that it was metting better and better.
The swelling was practtcallv gonp, he
could move the wrist easily. Fomldmt
have any difficulty at all in bowhngi A
for batting. he wouldn’'t know he’d-.even
had a sprain. - B !

I know,

“Yes, it's getfing 4 ot worse;” gaid
Nipper. LS.,

Jerry came to himself with a jolt. and-
atared. ST AR



it 1cléfas,

“why, I was just thinking
better!’’ he said blankly.

, “0f course you would; but it’s no gcad,
old son,” said Nipper. “You’re trying to
kid vouraeli that the swelling’s going down,
but it isn’t. It’s getting worse all the
fime. Man alive, it 3*ou handled a bat
to-day you wouldn't be able to play again
for weeks! But give it rest, and it’ll be
0.X. by Tuesday.”’

And Jerry, convinced at last, was com-
pelled to admit that he was out of the
He]mford match,

[

y
i

| cerned.

It was only a little after eleven,

and there was nothing doing yet. The

| three Fourth-Formers had just arrived.

WilHiam Napoleon Browne, of the Fifth,
lounged over,

“& somewhat blistered-looking proposi-
tion,” he observed gravely. “ Brother Dodd,
correct me if I am wrong, but it seems to
nie that you have landed yoursélf squarely
into the middle of the Mulligatawny.”’

“I'm afraid I can’t »nlay,”’ said Dodd.

“It is a sad, sad world,”’ said Browne.
L “Dodd can’t play! Already the Helmiord
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CHAPTER XXII,
THE SUBSTITUTE.

ROCKED?” said

Fenton -sharply.
“m awtully
sorry——"" . began

Jerry Dodd.

“You coufounded young
ass!®*? interrupied Fenton
angrily. “What do you want to go and
crock yourself for? Come here, Browne..
What do youn think of this duffer? Turns
up with a wrist looking like an inflated

He's no good “for to-day!’?

were on the Helmford playing-
and Edgar Fenton, the Captain of
was looking angry and con-

balloon!

They
fields, ,
St. Frank's,

men are heginning to cheer. It strikes me
forcibly, Brother Dodd, that you have con-
siderably blotted your exercise-book.??

“How on earth did you do it?’’ demanded
Fenton grufly, “It’s no good making a
fuse about it now, of course, but you ougnt
to be more careful.”’ .

Browne stiroked his chin.

“ An idea, Brother Fenton,” ‘he observed.
“I think I shall institute an ipsurance for
cricketers. The scheme sirikes me %

“Bother you and your insurance!’’ inter-
rupted Fenton. “IX want to know how Dodd
crocked his wrist.”’

«“ And right so,”’ said Browre, nodding.
“We will waive the point regarding insur-
ance. Some other day, Brother Fenfon. In
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the meantime, I will chew over ceértain
great thoughts, and have the scheme lined
up for discussion, But in the meantime,
let us hold an inquest upon Dodd's wrist.”

“It wasn’t carelessneéss at all, Fenton,”
said Nipper. *“As a matter of fact, we're
lucky to be here.” |

As bricfly as possible he explained what
had oceurred. Tenton listened in blank
amazement when he heard about the attack
in Bellton Lane.

“Sinclair and Carlile, and those others,”’
he repeated incredulously. *“They roped
you up and kept you prisoners?”’

“YE‘S.“

“1 can’t believe it,”’ said Fention.
impossible!”’

“Ah, Brother Fenton,
knowledge of human nature
sighed Browne., “Alas, such duplicity is
far more common than you imagine. Once,
at Uxton, I was forcibly held while a fight
progressed. And thus a tragedy took
place. I will go into full details—'

“No, you won't!”’ interrupted Fenton
arimly.

“ Ah, well—another time!’’ said Browne.
“ Remind me, Brother, to relate you the sad
story of the Uxton tragedy at somec future
date. I can assure you that it will be
entrancing.”’ o

Fenton was fairly aghast when he hLeard
the full truth. -

“Jolly decent of those fags to come and
rescue you liké that;”’ he said at length.
“That young Handforth minor is a little
wonder, He’s about the cheekiest kid under
the sun, but you can’t help liking him.”” -

*“It's

I fear that your
is

- “Thanks awfully!”’ said Willy, strolling |

up in Yenton’s rear. “I1 wondered why my
ears were burning as 1 came along. But
vou're wrong in one respect; nobody can
possibly call me cheeky!”

They stared at Willy blankly.

“What are jyou doing ‘herc?’ asked
Yenton.

“0Oh, I just came along!”’

“Just came along!?’ esaid fhe school
captain. *“What about lessons?”’

“0ld Suncliffe let me off,”’ said Willy |

cheerfully. “He's not a bad old stick!”’

“Te really let you off?” asked Nipper,
with a stare.

“Well, T dide’t exactly ask him,”
explained Willy. “I'm going to do that
when I get back. You can’t take any risks
with these masters, you know. For some
reason or other, they don’t look at things
in the same way. So I just came along,
and when old Suncliffe finds out what I've
done he'll pat me on the back and give me
his blessing.”’

“Well, you're about the biggest optimist
I've ever known!’’ said Fenton. “I'm nof
golng to Interfere; it’s your business!”’

“Thanks, Fenton!” gsald Willy. “As
vou're a prefeet, 1 thought you were going

faulty!’ |

|
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to jaw at me. The fact is, I've come along
to play.”’ | ‘

“1o play what—marbles ?”

“You see, Dodd's crocked,
here to take his place.”’

Willy said this so innocently, and in such
a matter-of-fact way, that the full sig-
nificance of it didn’t strike Fenton for the
moment.

“Yes, we need somebody,” he said. “I'm
afraid Dodd—— What?” he went on sharply.
“You cheeky young ass! What are you
talking about?”

¢“I play for the Third Elever, you know,”
said Willy. ¢ There are two or three F¥ifth-
Formers in the team, and I'm just as good
as they are! Anyhow, I'm here to olfer my
services, If you don’t like to accept them,
that’s your funeral,”” he added carelessly.

Fenton frowned darkly, and then his face
suddenly cleared, and he burst into a roar
of laughter. -

“Tpon my word, you're the limit!” he
ejaculated.

“That’s what lots of pcople tell me,”
said Willy. *+Well, it's all settled, then!
I thought about going in first, with. you,
Fenton——"’

“Then you'd better think about clearing,
off, and preparing for your interview with
Mr. Suncliffe!” interrupted Fenton.

¢“0One moment,  Brother Edgar—one
moment!”’ interrupted Browne. ¢ Allow me
to observe that our reserves have not vyet
arrived. Dodd is crocked, and if we go
into the field first we shall be a man short.
Just a mere reminder, of course 3

“You don’t mean—play this young beggar?”

“Why not?” asked Browne - blandly.
““Even Willy's better than nothing—and. in
my humble opinion, he deserves recognition
for restoring Nipper and Kahn to the ranks.
In the Kkindness of your heart, Brother
Fenton, let him show us of his best!”

and so I'm

CHAPTER XXIII.
THE REWARD OF CHEEK.

ENTON looked ~ery
dubious,

CIt’s all very well

. to talk like that,

Browne, but we don't wuant

to make the First Eleven a

laughing-stock,” he said

slowly. .
“Don’t mind me ' observed Willy.
“It's all right, sonny, I didn’t mean any-

thing disparaging to you,” said Fenton,
smiling slightly. ¢ But, you see, there's a
risk of people laughing if I put a fag in
my team.”

““Look here, that's not fair!”? said Willy
promptly. ¢ The fact that I'm a fag hasn't
got anything to do with it. I'm in the
Third Eleven—and so are one or two Fifth-
Formers! Supposing you chose one of those
as a substitute, would anybody laugh?*



“ Well, no—*"*
‘““Then what’s the difference?” asked
Willy triumphantly. * You're not playing a
fag as a substitute—you’re playing a mem-
ber of the Third Eleven. There’s rothing
particularly degrading in that, is there?
What’s the Third Eleven for but to provide
for the First and Second Elevens?”® -
Browne beamed. |

- “I1i I may say so, Brother Fenton, the
lad has a neat way of putting things,” he
remarked. ‘““In face of such convincing argu-
ment, you can do nothing but accept his
kindly offer—put forward in the true spirit
~ of sportsmanship—and depesit him into the
midst of the gang.”

THE befi.SbN
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corking. If it will relieve you, I will an-
ncunce to the populace that we are play-

ing a Third Eleven man.as a substitute for

Brother Dodd.” :

Fenton grinned.

“ Well, I'll tell you what,” he said, *if
those reserves don’t turn up, and we have
to take the field first, Willy’s in the team.”

“Then all is settled,” said Browne. .

Willy didn't quite know whether to le
pleased or anxious. Even now he wasn’{
sure whether he was going fo play or not.
There were two reserve men coming along,
and they should have arrived. There was
not much prospect of these fcllows being

foot.

Nipper, Jerry Dcdd, and Hussi Kahn were lying in a r]aw, botind hand and
Sinclair was Iolling on the grass near by, smoking a cigarette, and

Qrayson, Carlile, and Mills were standing up.

A

“ But he’s playing truant!” protested Fen-
ton.

* A mere detail,” said Browne., A de-
tail, by the way, of which you are suppoesed
to he in ignorance. Let me further point
cut, if he plays for the First, he auto-
matically, receives permission—and thus
escapes the somewhat severe swishing which
I have no doubt that Mr. Sunecliffe is now
corking up.”’

*“My - bat!” said Willy.
right there!”?

“1 am glad, Brother Willy, that you sec

4 Yeou've got st

my point of view!” exclaimed Drowne.
“Come, Brother Fenton, do not allow
Brother Sunecliffe the opportunity of un-

up until the luncheon interval. They were

Phillips and Bryant, of the Fifth.
To Willy's supreme joy, Helmford won tlae
tGss. :

At any ordinary time he would have
sported with disgust at such luck—for with
such weather conditions it was always to
the advantage of the winners of the toss
to go in first. Helmford would probably be
able to set up a big total and thus make
sure of the match.

Just as the Saints were getting ready to
go out ipto the field, William Napoleon
Browne started. He had happened to glance
cut of the dressing-room window in the
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Phillips and Bryant, of the Fifth,

pavilicn. ]
were hurrying up at the double.

“Jt seems,” murmured Browne. “that
something must be done.” .

He had scen Phillips and Bryant at the
nets, nad he had no great opinion of their
skill. He had seen Willy, and it rather
appealed to Browne’s unconventional outlook
to have Willy in the team.

But he knew that-if Phillips and Bryant
turned up now, IFenton would instantly
chooze one of them—if only for the sake of
appearances.

“Alas and alack, I poRTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S WHO.

\iT THE NELSON LEE
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“Great -Scott! Handforth minor, of 1o
Third!* ejaculated Bryant.

“ Playing for the First!”® breathed Phillips.
““But what the dickens did old Browne

mean——

He broke off, and gaped.

“I say,” he went on tensely, “ Browne
must have known about this! He sent us
off on a wild-goose chase so that Icnion
would pick young Willy! We've been
swindled! Just wait till Browne comes off!”

But Browne had
plenty of confidence,

fcur  that  Brother Third Series—Fifth Form. and he was itn no fear
I'enfon is sadly con- - o L . . for the extra men.
servative,” murmured >OTH.—The il of Fifth Form spnq he was partleu-
Browne, as he hurried R e b larly  pleased  when
out. “He’s too prone Willy proved  his
to think of appear- worth. After all, his

ances. These tenden-
cies must be checked!”

He met Phillips and
Bryant just round the
corner, and seized
them grimly. The
expression upon  his
face was tense. :

“You wish to do the |

side a scrvice?' hLe
asked quickly,

“Kh? What on
earth 4

"Waste no time,
hrothers — waste no
time!” " said Browne

impressively, “Rush
to the school, seek out
Mr. Spottiswoode, and

inclusion in the First
was nothing to laugh
about.

Being a representa-
tive cricketer of St.
Irank’s—even though
he was in the Thivd
Form—he had a per-
fect right to play for

the school. He had
earned his place in
the Third Eleven by
merif alone,

His fielding was
excellent.

More than  once
IFenton mentally con-

gratulated Willy as he
‘made a quick return.

=
+

urge him {o come ZBIN And Handforth
herc with fleet foot- v*" A minor's real triumph
ste&)s.l Search }}jgh came 1.;;hen he ran for
an ow, but find - : a catch, and made a
him! Go, or all is No. 8.—Stantey Hulbert, remarkably agile suc-
lost ! Another one of the learned ‘cess of it.

Phillips and Bryant, tribe.. Greu_t on classics, and “That,” said Browne,
Yather confused, hur- considers himself a wonder- “has consolidated
ried off to the school ful poet. His essays form a Brother Willy to no
buildings, wondering regular  feature — of ijle small extent. How
wiy on earth Mr. “Jenior School Magazine "— now, Brother Fenton?"
Spottiswoode w a s but  nobody  ever reads “I’'m glad I played
wanted so urgently. Staunley's poems and essays. _him,” said Fenfon,
They were wondering ' nodding. “He's good!”
still more some ten “Meagre praise, but
minutes later when we must be content,”

they found that there wasn’t a Mr. Spottis-
woode in the entire school!

CHAPTER XXIV,
ANOTHER WIN.

Y the time Phillips i.nd
Bryaot' returncd, hot
and mystifed, the
match had cgun,

and Willy was in the field.
It was too late to play now.
. And the two Fifth-Formers
singled Willy out, and gazed at him blankls.

said Browne.

Helmford were all out an hour before tea,
and they made a good total score of 266,
But St. Frank’s opened with confidence. They
weren't going to be {rightened by a score
of that kind.
~ Fenton and Morrow, In an excellent first.
innings partnership, knocked up a smart 54
between them. And then Browne, with some
of his usual fireworks, made a spectacular
innings, and looked settled for a century.

Nipper made 37 off his own bat, and
Hussi Kahn delighted Fenton’s heart by

knocking the Helmford bowling to every
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corner of the field, and adding 31 to the
score before being unluckily stumped.

Willy, mueh to his disgust, was leit prae-
iically to the Iast. Obviously, he was of no
importance, and he saw himself being put
in with the ninth man-—probably a duffer—
and having about three minutes at the
wicket before the innings ended.

But this tragedy did not oceur.

Browne kept up his end, and he was still
in  when Willy’s tumn arrived. Nothing
2ould have pleased Willy’s heart better.
There was a round of n'omcal applause when
this extremely ycuthful member of the St.
Frank’s First walked briskly and confidently
out of the pavilion. One might have thought
that Willy was accustomed to playing in
county matches.

“What's size got to do with it3> le
*uked appealing to the wicket-keeper.
Vhat ahout Hearne, of JMiddlesex? 1e's
no giant!”

The wicket- keeper orinned, and Willy
played the first ball with all his wusual
coolness, He wasw’t in the asalightest bit
nervous. He wondered, in fact, how oan
earth anybody could he nervous. There was
nothing in cricket to put the wind up a
chap!

And, to prove it, he delighted the crowd
by hitting with all the force and fire of

f—

£ 20
his elder brotlier. In less than twenty
minutes the game was won, for Willy and

Browne Lnocked off the runs with beautiful
precision and speed. Fenton was frankly
astonished, and he did not regret the ex-
perimment. Willy made-21 runs “off his own
nat.

St. Frank’s had won the match with com-
parative €ase—a striking contrast to the re-
sult in their last meeting.

And this Helmford match
matters.

The juniors in the team were now prac-
tically certain of their colours. One more
good performance, and the coveted caps
would be theirs. Fenton was making ready
to complete his list. And the three juniors
were grimly determined to keep up their
form, so that they should win through,

Jerry Dodd’s chances were not impaired.
He would he fit again for the next mateh, in
all probability, and that would be the de-
ciding factor.

The First received a great ovation when
it arrived home that nl"ht And when the
school . learned about Willy Handforth’s
escapade, -the school not only rocked with
laughter, but congratulated Willy upon bhis
skill—and upon his cheek.

If Handforth minor had been the here
of the Third hitherto—he was now nothing
more nor lesg than an idol!
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(NOTE.—Re¢aders of THE NELSON LEE
LisraRY can write to me, and I will
reply on this page. But don’t expect a
reply for three weeks or a month.
Address your letters or postcards to
E. 0. Handforth, c¢/o The FEditor, THE

NELSON LEE LiBRARY, The TFleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
—E. O: H.)
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J. PRANGLE (Arundel): Have a look at
what I told the last lot! And he
thankful you’ve got these few lines!
You wouldn’t have had them if I hadn't
snatched the time for them in class
and done them under old Crowell's giddy
nose!

JACK GHOST (Manchester), DICK (Wood-
* thorpe, Notts), JOHN G. (Hornsey Rise,
N.4), JOHN CROWNE (Ilford), JOHN
ROBBINS S§.E.1), “YE TONGS " (Dun

-

¥ promised to go cycling this
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Loazhaire), JAMES AGOMBAR (Bethnal

Green, E.2), F. W. B. R. (Finsbury,
E.C.): After I've told you all I can't
promise to even acknowledge your

letters, you ought to be jolly pleased

to get a decent answer like this It's
my conscience, I suppose!

“EAGLE FEATHER” (Hale), “A NEW
ZEALAND READER?” (Epsom, Auck-

land), WALTER NICKLESS (Marrick-
ville, N.S.W.), WILLIAM P. BARNETT
(Cadell, 8. Australin), RONXNIE B.
(Capunda, S. Australia), E. 1IL. B.
(Capunda, S.A)), T. G. 8. (Coburg,
Yictoria, Australia), “ENZEDDER"”
(Wanganui, N.Z.: Don’t write and thank
me for this reply! You've only got it
hecause old Crowell hasn’'t spotted me

vet! Hope he doesn’t sce this!
CYRIL L. R. (QMount Albert, Auckland,
N.Z.), BARRY KEEN (Hunter's Hill,

N.S.W.), “A DINKUM AUSSIE GIRE”
Murrumbeena, Australia), E. A. MIT-
TELHOLZER (Berbice, British Guiana),
“GOALIE (Beddingfield), “B”
(Leicester), A. B. C. (Wolverhampton),

“A YORKSHIRE TYKE” (Halifax):
What’s the good of attempting to
answer you in this small space? No

good at all! So I'm blessed if I'm go-
ing to bother about trying!
CROSS - WORDER ”
ARCHIE (Ialing), I. BRIDGMAN
(Birmingham), G. G. L. (Nottingham),
A. S, (Nottingham), SPRATT (Cam-
bridge), “TALKING BEAR " (Warwick),
E. MILES (Forest GQGate): As I've
afternoon
with some of the other fatheads, it's not
likely I'm going to waste the half-
holiday by staying at home to think out
elever answers to this week’s letfers!?
JIMMIE SILVER (Liverpool), “A FIVE.-
YEAR READER " (Catford), E. V. Q.
" (Forest Gate, E.7), “HANDFORTH 11.”

“A (Birmingham

(Leyton, E.10), “TWO0O PALS” (Brid-
port), MARGARET WATCHORN (Net-

tingham), MINNIE CANNON (Waltham-
stow, E.17). F. COOMBER (EKentish
Town): By George! This clubbing-up
* business iz fine for polishinz off -a big
dose of correspondence! Caw't stop to
say more—something on the wireless 1
simply can’t miss! |
TED.
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(NOTE.~-If any readers write to me, I shall
be pleased to comment upon such re-
marks as are likely to interest the
majority. If you have any suggestions-——
send them along. If you have any
grumbles—make tliem to me! All
letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, ¢/o The Editor, THE
NensoN LEBR LiBkARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.{, Re-
member, my aim is to please as many of
you as I possibly can. 8o it's up to yon
to let me know your likes and dislikes.—
E.S.B.).

———te

- Letters received: E. Wigley (Battersea),
James Innes (Port Elizabeth, 'S.A.), Peter
Chrysafis (Mountreal), Zoe -Papayanni Con-
greve (Brighton), Len G. Waterman (South
Chingford), Mabel Hooper (Worcester Park),
Bentley Robinson (Bradford), W. Sayer
(Canterbury), Frank Voce, Junior (Seaforth),
Jack Wright (Chelmsiord), G. Allen
(Birmingham), D. Higgins (Dublin), Harry
Goldstone (Manchester), Humour (Cardiff),
Alired Ernest Potter (Plymouth), N. P.
Flynn (Waterford), XKitty Lee (Waltham-
stow), Izsckabibble {(Toronto), Percy G. Jones
(Morecambe), Eric J. Flecknell (Westgate-on-
Sea), A Staunch Reader (Folkestone),
Douglas Are (Doncaster), F. Coomber
(Kentish Town), E.0.H. 2nd (Finsbury Park),
Sidney Taylor (Dursley), Harry C. Mersereau
(Montreal), An Interested Reader (Clevedon),
Morris Stodel and J. Stodel (E.2), HMHenry
Thempson (Glasgow), G. Burgess (Selsey),
The Chief of Cubbyland (Address unknown),
T. G. Qakley (Gateshead), A Keen Reader
(Rhondda), Lightning (Islington), Irederick
R. Parks (Hailsham).

i | L) ¥

So many readers have sent in their votes
regarding the summer holiday stories that I
am left in no doubt as to the course 1
must adopt. First and foremost, I am given
to understand that Lord Dorrimore and
Umlosi MUST be featured in these yarns.
Al right, they’ll both be there. -Further-
more, there'll be some awful trouble for me

untless I take the boys off on some tropical*lot of harm.

adventure. So that’s settled, too. But be-
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fore they go they’ll have some good times
under canvas in England—— But it I go
on at this rate I shall be letting out a
seeret. ;

E ® &

That was a very nice letter of yours, Zoe
Papayanni Congreve, and I bave answered
your query about Lord Dorrimore and Umlosi
above., I never thought for a moment that
your second pame was a joke. As a matter
of fact, I think your whole name ’is
wonderful.

L & 7

With .regard to the request in your last
paragraph,.Len G. Waterman--yes, certainly.
Send it along, by all means.

& * *

You've placed me in a difficulty, Mabel
Haooper. [ generally make a point of only
mentioning ‘ general interest > letters in
these columns; but yours is so interesting
that I can’t ignore it—although, at the same
time, there’s hardly anything I can reply to.
You didn’t mention if your three younger
Srothers read the Old Paper. 1 hope they
lo.

% % *

Brave, Frank Voce, Junior! Your sketches
of Handforth and Dr. Stafford are absolute
works of art. ' I'm not flattering you in the
least. DBut please let me know one thing—
are they copies, or are they originals? Your
sketeh of that school is also excellent. Another
budding artist:!

& ¥ ®

About those back numbers you want, Jack
Wright. A few weeks ago I mentioned that
I'm doing my best to get hold of as many
back numbers as possible, after which I will
supply them to those readers who urgently
need them. You're on the list. It all takes
time, remember, and I can't do everything at
once.

* ¥ v

I fear you are right, Freestater, when you
say that lots of boys smoke. But you can
take my word for it that it does them a
Any medical man will tell you
that nicotine has a detrimnental eflect upon
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agrowing boys.  After they bave finished)
arowing it is quite a different matter—and
whether they smoke or not is of no conse-
quence. But smoking DOES have a harmnful

cffect upon the young. I'm not preaching,
you know—I'm just stating a plain fact.

3 » *

Good luck to you, Ernest Alfred Totter!
You tell me that you haven't got a single
copy of the 0ld Paper because you give it
away every week to somebody who can’t
afford it. That’s a finve, generous spirit.

¥ ¥ *

I don’t quite know what _ar father
means, N. Y. Vivan, by describing the Old
Paper as ‘“fireside echat,” and it pains me
to hear that vour people dizapprove of your
reading my yarns, Please ask your falher to
read the following, which I am ¢uoting from
“ An Interested Reader’s” lefter; “I am
neither boy nor girl, but a more than middie-
aged woman; but I confess to enjoying your
stories, and looking upon Nelson Lee, Nipper,
and the rest, rather in the light of old
friends.”” Surely there is no nged -for any-
body to har the Old Paper because itis mainly
a boys’ journal? Plenty of boys and girls
read grown-up magazines. So why shouldn’t
grown-ups read boys’ and girls’ magazines?
What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the
gander!

xS % ®

I particularly like your reference to THe
NELSON LEE LiBRARY In your letter, Fric J.

I'lecknell. Twice in the course of your
letter you refer to “Our Paper,” with
emphasis on the “Qur.” That’s a great

idea! In fact, it's 50 good that I intend to
pinch it, and in future, instead of referring
to the “0ld Paper,” I shall alwavs put it
down as “QOur Paper.” It souuds more pally,
doesn’t it?  And it's so strietly true, too.
Because it IS our paper.

LS * £:

Il admit, Harry C. Mersereau, that vou
have a real grievance, and I shall have to szee
what I can do about it. DBeing a Canadian
hoy, you ave naturally upset because there
are two American juniors in the Fourth, but
not one Canadian. It certainly is a bit
thick, Wait until the autumn comes along,
when St. Frank's will be enlarged and im-
proved, and I guanantee that you won’t have
any cause for further grumbles. Now to
answer your questions, The first stories of
St. Frank’s appeared in 1017—the very first
one being in No. 112 of Our Paper, and it
was called “ Nipper at $t. Frank’s.” Hunter
the Hun was a temporary headmaster svho
cansed ructions at St. Frank’s, ard goaded
the boys on to a barring-out. '

% 4 £+

Harry C. DMersereau poszzesses the real
Finpire spirit, and I should like to guote a

-
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few words of his letter-—and I hope he won't
mind. ¢ Now, in closiug, I wish to gay that
I rezard the N.L.L. and your stories
as a link which binds the boys of the Einpire
together. When the boys of to-day grow up
they will then be men of the Empire, and
vou are deing a noble work in strengthening
the ties that bind then to their relations
across the seas.,” If Harry is right, I feel
that no amount of effort on my part is the
slighttest trouble, and I'd like everybody n
join in the toast he gives in his concluding
paragraph: “Long live St. Frank’s and the
British Ewmpire, and God Save the King."

* * 2

Here's a nice thing! A Keen Reader, hail-
ing from Rhoudda, tells me that 1 possess
a heart of stone! I shall have to get myself
X-raved, to see if he’s right or not. And
he gives me this flinty character just because
the map of St. Frank's hasn’t appeared yet!
But there’s really no need to despair. The
map iz receiving the attention of the Editor
and myself, and will appear in the autumnn
in its full aglory-—when the Magazine s re-
stored to its old form.

F 3 * E 3

There’s another point I'd like to mention
—and this coneerns the St. Frank's League.
I haven’t referred to the League for some
weeks, but please don’t imagine that the
scheme has heen dropped. Not at all!
You've only got to curb your impatience a
little longer, and then you'll find that
there'll be something doing with a capital
““S 2 and a capitat <D.”

. * *

Thiere's an extraordinary coincidence about
vour letter, Irederick R. Parke. The sug-
gestions yvou make at the end of your letter
recarding future stories—the summer term,
the holidavs, and the return of the boy:z in
the autumn—are PRECISELY what I have
aiready planned! In fact, many of the
stories are written, and you'll find the
sequence of events take place in just the
same ortder as vou have outlined. Funny,
isn't it? It seems to me there must be
sotne wave of telepathy between us!

¥ L ?::

Well, my space seems to be about full for
this week, so I must reluctantly close down.
I'd very much like to know how you care for
the ericket storics. and if they are keeping
up to the standard vou evidently expect. I
think I know the stuff you want, but a little
hint now and again is always useful,

—

A GRAND NEW SERIAL OF

STIRRING ADVENTURE IN THE

"DAYS OF THE SPANISH ARMADA
BEGINS NEXT WEEK!
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or, THE SECRET OF
THE GHAUTS.
By WILLIAM MURRAY,

| —

A Wonderful Romance of
the Adventures of Two British
Boys in Ir;(lia.

}

FOR NEW READERS,
Pink Triscott, a private of the Bedferdshire Regiment, stationed at

Mysore, learns the secret kiding place of the lost opal, the possession of which
by the rajah is the signal for a rising in the province, Myles Chesney and
Jack Wynward, two brave British lads, with Paltu, a natwe stable lad,
accompany Pink on an expedition to recover the opal They are closely
pursued by the rajah’s mounted troops., After many exciting adventures
they come to a deep and narrow gorge. In a cavern underneath a lofty
stone barrier, they discover the lost opal. But they are too late, for before
they ean get away with the precious stone, they are captured by ‘the ragah’
troops and death now awaiis them.
(Now read this grand long conciuding instalment.)

Ot an instant Pink reeled like & , than he had yet shown. He swore savagely,
drunken man, and glared at the | and his eyes blazed like living coals.
drawn weapons. He made a step “ Feringhee dogs, better had ye held your
forward, lifting up one arm. - peace!” he thundered. “It were 100 great

“ Stop :.oubadar"’ he exclaimed in a tone
of hoarse and_ agonised entreaty. Grant;-
me a word before. you begin the massacre?

The troopers flourished their tulwars in

a closer cirele, and broke into angry
murmuis of discontent. .
“ Chup, chup, (silence) impatient ones!

growled Mogul Mir, “Let the dog speak!”

Pink inclined his head gratefully.

[ ask the lives of these lads 'ere,” he
pieaded. ‘“They ’ad nothing to do with this
attair. 1 dragged them into it, and 1'm
willing to die for them. By the Colours you
cunce served under, soubadar, show mercy
now.”

“No, no!” eried Jack, springing ferward.
“Daon’t kill Pink! You dare not! 1f you
harm one of us you will surely be shot or
Lhanged! 'This mad uprising will end as did
the Great Mutiny!™

The lad’s imprudenf threat, and the aliu-
ston to the terrible year of ’87, roused
Mogul Mir to a greater degree of passion

a mercy now to give your necks to the
sword. By Bmhma I would that I had
a cannon heré! Ye should be blown from
its mouth as were our sepoys before the
walls of Delhi. Yef shall your fate be a
terrible one. By lingering tortures will ye
die.”

Turning to the troopers, he added:

«“ Put up your tnlwars, and bind the three
Feringhees to yonder trees. The Hindoo lad
is a son of Motee Mal, a true servant of the
rajah. He shall be taken back to his fatber.
These dogs have led him astray with
poisoned words.”

The ruffians sheathed their weapons with
a reluctance that showed how eager was
their thirst for blood.

Then they stood Paltu to one side, and
sullenly dragged Pink and his companions
to three ﬂrea.t ironwood trees that stood in
a row be:,ond the fire.

After pinioning each one’s arms behind
his back, they bound them to the trees with
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flexible
painfully tight

feet of and tough,

straps
wrapping the coils
abous them from ankles to shoulders.

Two burly ruffians lifted the brass box fo

many
vines,

supported the weight

their shoulders, and
Two others placeil

with apparent ease.
Paltu between {them.

The little Hindoo seemed wactually
ferent to the fate of his companions,
he did not once glance toward them.

The troopers were now awaiting the order
to start, but Mogul Mir had yet a sting to
inflict upon his wretched captives. Ile
swaggered up to them, flashing the torch in
their faces and leermg at each in.turn with
a demon-like grin of triumph.

““This is a more fitting punishment than
to die by the tulwar,” he said mockingly—
“more fitting than slow starvation. Hark,
vou dogs! Ere to-morrow’s sunrise, the
iierce beasts of the jungle will mangle vour
limbs, and leave your bhones to the vultures,
(hains could not bind ye more tightly, nor
will vour cries be heard by human ears.”

“Fiend!** muttered Pink. “’Ave you no
merey?*? !

Mogul Mir laughed.

“None,” he replied; *nor do vou
deserve any. You refused the rajah’s offer
of wealth and honour, and chose to play the
spy with your accursed knowledge of Hindu-
stanee.  But you failed to hear one thing—-
thie secret pass by whieh 1 enfered the gorge

indif-
for

to-night. Aha! We trapped you cleverly!
Now die—die, dogs and heretics that ye
are!”

With this the soubadar turned on his hee],
and gave the order to march. An Instant
Iater tho ruffianly band, with Paltu in the
midst of them, were tramping swiftly up
the gorge, '

For a period of some minutes Pink and the
boys failed to realise their terrible plight,
c0. great was their relief at being rid of
Mogul AMir’s presence.

They Thalfi expected the Dbloodthirsty
troopers to return, and put them to the
sword, They started at every sound that

the breeze wafted to their ears; they

strained their eyes into the gloom.

Jack uttered a groan, and Myles let =a
stifled sob escape him. All at once the
horrible truth flashed wupon them.  They
realised that they were face to face with
certain death—that they bad far better have
perished by the sword.

It was a hideous awakening, and, brave
lads though they were, it threatened for a
time to crush and break them—to drive them
frantic with terror and despair.

¥Yiow long a time passed thus the bors
never knew. They could dimly see each
other and Pink, who was between them. by
turning their heads. Myles was the first to
break the silence.

“Jf it was only some other way.,” he
whispered hoarzely—if it could come quick
and sudden. But to be torn to pieces by
wild beasts ” .

| replied Myles.

He ended in a shuddering moan.
_fAnd it’s all my fault,” muttered Pink.
“I wouldn’t mind ’alf so much if you lads

were safe. Can you forgive me for what
I've done?”
Pink’s mnoble disregard of self st:rred a

sense of shame in his companions, and the
shadow of death seemed to grow hgh’rer

“Don't feel bad, Pink,” said Jack. “We
don’t blame you, o]d fellow,”

“There's notiunrr to forgive,” added Myles.
“We were only too glad to come. It was -
our duty.”

Pink tried to thank the boys, but his voice
hroke down. They could not see the tears
that dimmed his eyes.

Again there was silence for a long tme
’].‘hen Jack si3id:

“I'm glad Paltu is safe. We made a mis-
take to brmg him. I don’t suppose he had
the least idea of what we were trying to

do 32

“I didn't think he was so hard-hearted,”
. “Why, he went off without
saysag good-bye—without even looking at us.
And he always thought a lot of me.”

“That’s the way of the world, lads, when
a fellow gets in trouble,” said Pink. ¢ Thaunk
God my old parents are dead. I ’aven’ any
kin living. There's one I'd like to send a
last message to, though. She’s far aw ay in
England in the Kentish village where I was
born. I ecan see ’er pretty face yet. Poor
girl'* She’s waiting on me to come ’ome
with the Victoria Cross. I'd ’ave it by this
time, ay, and an officer’s sword, too, if 1
'ad led a different life instead of tumbling
into scrapes. But it’s too late now.”.

“I have no one but Captain Dundas,” said
Jack, after a sympathetic pause. “He’ll he
sorry, though. He was almost as good as a
father to me.”

The Iad involuntarily lowered his head, and
gave a little cry.

“ What's the matter?” exelaimed Myles.
“J] see something shining on your breast.”

¢“ Nothing,” replied Jack: ¢ I-—I mean it's
only my gold locket. Those ruffians must
have torn it out of my shirt.

“It has an ivory portrait of a lady
inside,” he went on slowly. < Pink knows
all about it, but I never told you, Myles,
that there was a mystery in my {ather's
life. Wynward was only his adopted name,
and he never knew—-*’

The sentence was abruptly cut short by a
husky cry from Pink. Looking straight
ahead, the boys saw a sight that chilled
heir blood with horror. On the flat rock

projecting from the mound stood a
ino}nstrous tiger clearly outlined in the dim
ight.

No words can portray the feelings of the
hapless prisoners. Here, al last, was the
fulfilment of Mogul Mir’s prophecy.

For a moment they were dumb and weak
with terror, Then, heedless of pain, they
exerted every muscle to break or loosen



their bonds. No use; they were
tl:i;]t-ly %113 thtqugh chained with stee),

,-Yow the tiger, scenting a feast -«
liuiitly across the dry channel,e;ﬁ& ?55335
on the dead embers of the fire. There h‘%
crouched, the very picture of rage, his ;)loodt:
red jaws open to show Hhis sharp' te;eth, his

eyes like balls of flame, his tai ;
ground. s tail lashing the

““Oh,

held as

LI o . : p . -
he's goinz to spring!” eried Jack,

closing his eyes with a shudder,

your might, lads,” shouted

im off.”

a dull, thrashing noise was
The tiger twisted abont,

“Yell with all
Pink, ““We may scare
But just then
heard close by.

:

\

. NN

interruption to his anticipated banquet. JIla

valorousty proposed to give battle, and
announced his intention by a szries of
mighty roars.

With a hoarse bellow. the buffalo
charged. The tiger rose in the air like a

ﬂash,.cleared the wicked horns, and landed
on his eunemy’s hindguarters, which he at
once bezun to rip open with tecth and claws.
The maddened buffalo swerved aside into
the dry chuannel, and stupidly blundered
against the wall of earth on the opposite
side of the pool.

‘Here the tiger fell off, and for a moment

L he seemed io be under his adversaryéds feet

1

With a hoarse bellow the buffalo charged. The tiger rose in the air like a |
fiash, cleared the wicked horns, and landed on his enemy’s hind quarters. I

and  stared intently up the narrow strip
cf zrass that lay between the channpel and
ihe timber.

The next instant a buge buifulo shof out
of the forest twenty feet away, and checked
him:=eif with difficulty in half that distance.

No animal of the Indian jungle is more
drezded, and this was a particularly savage
fetlow., He had evidently heen running
fromn some danger up the gorge, and now he
was far from pleased to find his progress
barred by another peril. He pawed the
ground, and shook his lowered horns, and
b Hlowed thunderously.

The tiger was equally

enraged by this

and horns. But he quiekly rolled out of
danger, and when next scen he was clinging
(o the throat and neck of the buftalo. :

The latter was at a disadvantage, owing
to the :oft sand and gravel into whieh his
heors sank deeper and deeper at every
moment. IHe fnally dropped on his knees,
bellowing with rage and pain.

Tae struggle that followed was of thrilling
interest to Pink and the boys. I'or a time
they forgot everything else, and they were
recalied to their cruel plight only when
the tiger let go of his victimm, and erouched,
panting and growling, in the zhallow watep
of the pool
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«“«I was sure the buffalo would win,” ex-

claimed Myles, in a tone of despair. “He
must be dead.” .

 Pretty nearly,” assented Pinks; “but I
can see ’im stir a bit yet. And the tiger
ain't satisfied. I 'oped ’e would lat us alone
now.”’

««0Oh! Xec’s coming!”? eried Jack. “JT.0ok!
Look!”

Yes, the monster was already approaching
the wretched little party, bhis craving for
human flesh as strong as ever. Ilxinly he
was hurt and crippled, for every movement
drew a snarl of agony as he crept slowiy
acrosa the pool and out upon the shore,

“ Better 'ave it over than starve to death
by inches,” muttered Pink.

Then, prompted by the instinct of
preservation -that lives to the last with
doomed men, he added loudly:

“Try ’im with a yell, lads.”

Three voices blended in a hoarse shout
that rang far through the gorge. The tiger
paused, and crouched flatter in the grass.

‘« Again!” cried Pink; but before the lads
could obey, a dusky little fizure leaped out
of the forest and ran swiftly forward, yell-
ing at every step in a shrill, treble voice.

Then there was a ruddy flash and a sharp
explosion, and in less than no time the now
disgqusted tiger was climbing the opposite
bank of the channel where he vanished from
sizht in the dlI‘&CtIOH of the temple.

With a joyous shout, and a flourish of his
pistol, the dusky nfrure danced up to the

.lptn e3.

“Paltu! Paltu!” eried the boys, and a
fervent *“Thank God!* fell from Pink's lips.

It was indeed the little Hindoo, scratehed
from head to foot, and with dripping wet
garments.

ITe whipped a sharp knife from his girdle,
and vigorously attacked the straps and
vines., He first cut Mylez loose, then Jack
and Pink.

They crowded around him with husky
words of gratitude, and fairly hugged him
in their mad joy. They felt as though they
had stepped out of yawning graves.

For a time they could think of nothing
but tlieir unexpected rescue. The tiger and
the dying bullalo were forgotten.

«“This won’t do, lads,” exclaimed Pink,
coming suddenly to his senses. *“Look ‘ere,
Paltu, where are the troopers? ’'Ow did you
get nw‘n ™

«“Me tell you,” replied the little Hindoo,
with a giin of triumph. ¢ Sakibs no be “fraid
of troopers mow. They take me far up
valley, Me mo say good -bye, so they not
watch me sharp. Bv. an’. byve they go up
steep place. Me steal knife from one fellow.
and he no see. Then me slip back an’ run
fast. Troopers they turn around an' shoot.
Bullet hit near my head, an’ make me
scared, so I fell. Me tumble down big, high
rocks—fall on back in stream. DNIe pretend
shot, an' let current drift me off. Troopers
tlirow torch down so they see me. Then they
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‘troopers

 outlet from the gorge. I

e

By and bye ma
Run fast

think me dead, an' go 'way.

get up, an’ wade out of water.

to save sahibs, an' find pistol what
troopers lost in grass.”
Such was brave Paltu’s story, and i§

meant, in brief, that the band of ruffians
had gone on their way, satisfied that he

was dead

““ Lads,” cried Pink, <there’s a slim
chance left. We must try to beat the

to Mysore., The odds are that

they’ll travel slow and roundabout, so as to
spread the news of the finding of the opal.
We won't lose any time in Iookmn for the
ave a Dbetter
plan.”

“What is it?” exclaimed Myles.

“To follow the stream under the barrier,”
was the reply. “We can do it at the cost
of a wetting. I made sure of that when
we came up.”

In less than a quarter of an hour after
Paltu’s timely arrival, the little party were
tramping down the valley along the avenue
of stone tigers.

At the barrier they found a small archead
passage, through which the torrent swiftly
poured. There was no time for fear or
hesitation., One by one they trusted them-
selves to the darkness and the rushing
waters. TIeet first they plunged safely down
the cataract, dived under the grating, and
stood once more on the lower side of Tippoo

Sahib’s barrier.
" L) | » .8
There is no need to describe in defail

their further adventures ox the homeward
journey. In spite of hunger and weariness,
they found themselves, when - mormnﬂ
dawned, mnear the spot where they hm‘l
encountered the zemindar of Mercara.

Iere they ventured to sleep for several
fiours, and then pushed on in an easterly
direction. Toward noon they struck tho
upper part of the Cauvery River, which was
unusually full and swift.

Following the shore down for several miles,
they found a small settlement of jungle
men, or ‘ Pariahs,” from whom they pur-
chazed, with pocket knives and what coins
they had a rude boat, paddles, and a supoly
of food.

Thus
river,

equipped, they started down the
They paddied with the current all of
that afternoon and night, and all of the
next day, fortunately without encounterin
any danJer from mprds or human eremies.

About midnight traces of civilisation beaan
fo appear., and a couple of hours later they
saw in the distance the lights of Seringa-
patam—a town that lay only five milez to
the north of AMysore,

With thankful hearts the voyagers at ounca
landed, and crept up the bank to the plain.
As they hurried through the starry night in
the direction of Mysore, they momeutarily



dreaded to hear the cracks of rifles and see
the sky turn red with the fires of
mcendiarism apd revolt. : :
Would they be in time, or were they even
bew too late? |

CHAPTER X, .
HOW THE OPAL FULFILLED ns_ﬁnsixw.

OUR whole days had gone bv. si
F the tire ab the palace g "I?t*g?nssil%cwe
! an hour. befote dawn om the fifth
morning, and the audience room of
the yesidency was lighted by a cluster of
vax candles, S -
1'p_aud down the floor Colonel Teversham
paced with restless steps. IHe had risen
thus early in order to transact some im-
portant business in the cool of the morning,
and was momentarily expecting his private
secretary.

The colone! had returned to Mysore on the !

previous day, as had also the shooting party
irom the XNeilgherry Hills, owing {0 one of
the officers having been seriously trampled
by a mad elephant.

It was a sad home-coming for Captain
Clhesney and Captain Dundas. They found
the town exeited over the mysterious dis-
appearance of the boys, of whom no ftrace
had yet been discovered, though search
parties bhad been scouring the neighbour-
hood for three days. | "

The missing arms and horses pointed to
premeditated flight, and from the fact that
four horses were taken it was believed in
barraeks that Pink Triscott had decoyed the
fards away.

On this assumption Colonel Teversham at
onice telegraphed to all available points.
11is attachment to Myles was well known,
and now he openly expressed a Litherto un-
expected interest in Jack Wynward.

Pershad Jungh was as deeply distressed as
the Resident. He disclaimed all knowledge
of the boy’s flight, and stated that he had
¢lept soundly on the night in question.

ite did not think it worth while to explain
that his turban was worn very low in order
to hide a half-healed wound on his fore-
head.

The rajah sent a message of condolence,
and wanted *o know if he could be of any
service. Baboo Sing, who had a sftory to
tcll, lurked in the fortress, and nursed the
prints of Lassa’s teeth. Montee Mal like-
wizeg remained invisible, but Paltu's mother
wes seen to weep and tear her hair.

Litile else but the mystery was talked or
thought of, and perhaps that is why English
eivilians and soldiers alike failed to notice
hree very significant things. '

Tiiese were ‘the sudden inecrcase in the
ilindoo population of Mysore, the groups of
earnest talkers in the native bazaars, and
thhe travel-worn strangers who Wwere con-

stantly passing in and out of the fortress
cates,

Such, then, was the situation when we find
Colonel Teversham impatiently awaiting his
secretary in the cool of the morning, and
with no premonition of what the coming
day held in store.

Captain Chesney finally appeared, looking
haggard and anxious, and with blue circles

under his eyes that told of a sleepless
night.

¢“ No news yet?» were his first words.

“None, I regret to say,” replied the
colonel, ; ' _

«“I feared so. his suspense is breaking
me down. My poor boy!”.

«“ There is no reason to despair, Chesney.
They will be found sooner or later. You
are taking it too hard. I'll wagér you did
not sleep a wink.”

““Very - little, colonel, I admit,
is less excuse for my being late.”

““No matter,” interrupted the colonel. I
am tempted to send you back to bed. S#ill,
since you are here, we may as well attend to
these dispatches before the heat of the

So there

d.ay’.u % : )

e seated himself at a long, flat desk,
and Captain Chesney sark wearily into a
chair on the opposite side. Between them

was a great stack of documents, which
speedily enzrossed their attention.

Five minu%és slipped by. Then hasty steps
were héard™in the hall, and a very scared-
looking soldier burst urceremoniously into
the room. |

“ What does tilis mean?” _th-nnderédn the

.colonel, as he rose and pushed his chair

back. ““I1 gave orders not to be disturbed.
Who are you?” ; :

““ John Hoskins, your excellency, a private
of Company B,” blurted the man excitedly..
“] was off duty all night, watching for a
loopard. in the puilah west of the town. On
the way baek, hardly an hour ago, I saw four
or five hundred armed natives marching into
town by the Jodpoor road.”

“You must be mistaken, my man,” ex-
claimed Captain Chesney, rising to his feet.

“The scoundrel 1is drunk!” eried the
colonel angrily. “He shall pay dear for this
intrusion. Call  the sentries, Chesney,
and—-" ‘

The colonel stopped abruptly, for Captain
Dundas had suddenly appeared in the door-
way, and his face and uniform were streaked
with dust and perspiration.

«“ Have you heard yet?” he demanded, in a
hoarse tone., * Some devilry is brewing—
mutiny, in all likelihood. Half a dozen
sentries just hurried into barracks, and they
report armed bands of mnatives entering the
town from all sides. Several hundred, headed
by Mogul Mir, are said to have passed
into the palace enclosure at midnight.”

Thers was a brief and thrilling pause.
Captain Dundas mopped his reeking fore-
head, and the private of Company B looked
triumphant. |
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<« A mutiny!” gasped Colonel Teversham,

in a tone of dazed astonishment. A mutiny
in Mysore !’ .

«“ Everything points that way, sir,” said
Captain Dundas. I entreat you. to helieve
that the situation is grave and critical—that
tliere is not a moment to losge.”

Colonel Teversham seemed suddeniy to
nnderstand. He took a step forward, and
a grim and terrible expression came into his
face. -

But before he could utter a word a c¢on-
fused noise was heard outside, followed by
vowces and footsteps in the hall.

What happened next fairly stupefied the
occupants of the room, for throuzh the cur-
tained doorway filed a quartette of panting,
limping figures, all stained with blood and
powder-grime and dust and perspiration.

There was a muffled ¢ry or two, and
someone said, “Thank God!"" Then Captain
(‘hesney had Myles in his armsg, and Jack
was trying fo wring Captain Dundasz’ hand
off. Paltu  suddenly remembered  his
mother, and slipped through the rear door.

Colonel Teversham looked wistfully at
Jack and Mpyles, as though he would embrace
both. Seeing no immediate chance of doing
so, he turned indignantly to Triscott.

““You are a deserter, sir,” he said sharply.
“and I doubt not that you tempted these
lads away.
prompted you to bring them back.”

“Me a deserter!” exelaimed Pink, “In-
deed, and I'm not! As for taking the boys
off, why, that's another story.
spin the yarn quick. Tell ’is execellency
what’s going to ‘appen. 'E won't believe
me.”’

These words recalled all to the threatening
erisis, and warned them that the prezent
was no time for emotion or rejoicing.

Briefly and simply, Mjyles gave a hurried
outline of all that he and his eompanions
had passed through in the last four daysg,
and every ear listened with rapt attention.

The mnarrative, amazing and startling
though it was, bore conviction with it, and
when the lad concluded the situation vwas as
clear as daylight.

“Mogul Mir arrived hours ago,” ex-
claimed Captain Dundas. “ At any moment
the insurrection may break out.”

“If it does, God help the women and
children in Mysore,” said Captain Chiesney,
in a hollow voice. < God help us all!”

“But tirst we will try to lhrelp ourselves,
gentlemen,” declared Colonel Teversham’'s
stern voice. “Prompt action may averh tbe
peril, though I admit that the chance is
very slim. But my resolve is made, and I
shall carry it through at any cost. Now to
the barracks without delay.”

Two companies, with several pieces of
~rtillery, were at once sent off to guard
the Residency, and two were left under arms
on the parade ground.
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I am glad that your conscience

'Ere, Myles, |
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The rest of the regiment, four companies
strong, marched noiselessly up the avenue
leading to the palace. At the head rode
Colonel Teversham and the mounted
oflicers. - |

Pink was in the tanks with his company,
but Jack and Myles were not allowed to
share the perils of so forlorn a hope. They
occupied points of wvantage on the rooi ol
the mess-hall.

Dawn was now breaking, and as the zrim

columns:  advanced the misty grey light
revealed swarming masses of natives dowan

each side street.

When the frowning walls of the forfress
were but fifty yards distant the main gates
swung =suddenly open, and a body of lhorse-
men trotted out.

i iIn front was the rajah, and to tight and

feft of Lim rode Mogul Mir and Pershad

Jung. Behind c¢ame 2a motley throng of
horse and foot, at Ileast eight hundred

strong, and all armed with rifles.

; At the same time a shouting rabble entered

the avenue from a point bevond the palace,
and an egually large force swarmed out of
the side streets in the rear of the troops,
thus enclosing them in a ftrap.

it "was a critical and seemingly hopeless
moment, vet Colonel Teversham never
faltered in his duty or resolve. Putting
spurs to his horse, he galloped bholdiy to
within twenty feet of the rajah, in whosa
turhan the magic opal could now be scen
oleaming.

“In the King’s name, I command vou to
throw down your arms and disperse,”” he
shouted, in a stern, ringinz voice.

Mogul Mir laughed harshly, and Pershad
Jung showed his teeth in a mocking smile.

“The rule of the FEnglish in Mysore is
ended,” cried the rajah.

And, as he waved hizs turban overhead,
probably as a signal of death, a strange
and momentous thing happened. The glit-
tering opal fell from his turban to the stony
street, and burst instantly into a score of
fragments.

The catastrophe was witnessed by many of
his followers, and the news spread like wild-
fire. T»n the superstitious Hindoos it ecame
as a swift and terrible warning,

The rajah was the first to turn his horse
ahout, and in less time than.it takes to tell
aill was rout, and panie, and confusion. The
bloodthirsty horde melted away like wax,
and the fortress and palace were soan in
posseszion of the soldiers. The rajah was
captured. but his more guilty confederates,
Mogul Mir and Pershad Jung, had made
- oo0d their eseape, and could not be found.

» Y [ ™ @
That evening, after his budget of dis-

patches had been wired to Calcutta, the
Resident found time to interview the four

* heroes,



They had eaten, and bathed, and slept,
and now looked radiantly elean and happy,
though they still felt some fatigue. Even
Paltu was arrayed in spotless white linen,
as befitted so great an occasion.

Most of the colonel’s staff were present,
and, before this audience, Pink and the boys
told in detaijl the story of their marvellous
mission to the ghauts.

When they had nearly finished, an inter-
ruption came in the form of a servant, who
announced in a loud voice:

‘““ lolkar Singh, a zemindar cf Mercara,
awzaits your excellency’s pleasure. Ile bhegs
permission to make a complaint.”

The colonel’s eyes twinkled merrily.

“The gentleman shall have speedy satis-
faction,’ he said. ¢ Show him in.,” .

A moment later Holkar Singh entered the
room, salaaming profoundly, and there was
much astonishment and perplexity on his
face when he recognised Pink and the boys.

Behind him came his old Hindoo servant,
who, after a qguick glance around, tottered
ap to Colonel Teversham, and fell on his
knees, crying in a lond volice:

“Ny master! Oh, my master! ILave I
found you again?”

The florid colour faded from the colonel’s
cheeks, and his cigar fell to the floor., He
stared intently into the old man’s face.

- ““ Mohendro!> he gasped. “Can it be
possible?”

“You know me, my master!” cried the
Hindoo, with tears of joy in his eyes. “Youn
kunow me after long years, even as I knew
you !*? ;

The colonel covered his face with both
bands., and his head drooped on his breast.
Then he slowly rose, and turned to his comn-
panions.

“ You will understand my emotion, gentle-
men,” he said, “when I tell you that this
man was my mosh trusted servant when 1
was stationed in North Assam. I believed
him te have perished with my family. -

«“ohendro, how diid you escape?”’ he
added, in a tone of hoarse entreaty.  Why
did you leave my wife and child to the
flames?”? -

¢ T did not, my master,” replied the Hin-
doo. ‘The mem-sahib and child fled with
me, and for miles we drifted down a river
in a canoe. We upset on a rock, and—and
the mem-3ahib was drowned.”

“ Go on,” zaid the colonel, with a groan.
% What of my boy?”

1 swam with him to shore,” resumed
Mohendro. It was now morning, and we
“were seen -by some Naga tribesmen. They
shot me in the breast, and left me for dead.
When I came to life again the child was
sone, and I was alone. I was found by
friends—humble people of the forest of Soon-
put—who eared for me until I was well, when
I heard that you were dead. After vainly
seeking trace of the child, I took service
with a great Afghan chief, and for many
years I have lived at Cabul. Only lately did

.married -an < orphan girl in London.

I return to India, as my present master,

Holkar Singh, will tell you.”

Mohendro paused and  looked  slowly
around the room. Suddenly he started, and
pointed a trembling finger at Jaek.

“f'he young sahib again,” he muttered.
“tle has the face of your lost child, my
master.”

“Yes, it i3 a sirong likeness,” said the
I’Q(ﬂ(gﬂel dreamily., “I saw it from the
irst.”

And it may be -more than a mere
coincidence,” exclaimed Captain  Dundas
excitedly. “Jack’s father was found among
natives somewhere in Assam when he was a
ligtte bit of a chap. Tell the Resident your
story, Jack. You know it better than I do.”

“Quick, my lad,” said the <colonel im-
ploringly. **Tell me all. Who was your
father?”

<« {e never knew himself,” replied Jack.
“A imissionary named Wpynward found him
hbeside a dead native woman in the jungles
of Assam. Ile was then five or six ycars old.
All that he counld remembér was that his
parents used to eall him Jack. The mis-
sionary and his .wife adopted him, and
called him Jack Wynward. They lived up
in the Punjab for a good many years, and
then went home to Engltand. My father was
educated for:the Army at Sandhurst, andﬁe
, y
mother died when I was eight years old.
Then my father went to Burmah, and left
me with his adopted parents. When they
died, a year ago, he sent for me to come’
ont and-—"* . :

“ s there no clearer proof, my bhoy?” inier-
rupted Colonel Teversham. “Did your
father have no ehie whatever to his real
parentage?”

“0Oh, I forgot!”” exclaimed Jack. ¢ This
was about his neck when he was found.” .

From. under his collar the lad produced a
tiny gold locket attached to a chain. He
snapped it open, revealing in one side a
faded lock of hair, and in the other a tiny
face painted on ivory.

“My wife's locket!” ecried the <&olonel;
¢« and Mary's dear face, just as I remember
it! My boy, your father was my lost son!
Thank God!*

The words ended in a sob, and then the
colonel caught Jaek in his arms and strained
him to his breast. “There was a hush, and
Holkar Singh forgot the complaint he lad
come to utter,

L - - ¢ .

This ends ihe story of Pink Triscott’s
mission, and the Rajah Cham Bahadur’s
foolish conspiracy, and the result was a
orandfather for Jack Wynward, and a grand-
son to comfort Colonel Teversham’s declining
rears., ;
}Holkar Singh, when he had heard the
whole story, concluded that it was an honour
to have an elephant siclen in so laudable a
purpose, so he withdrew his complaint and



returned to Mereara.
behind, henceforth to serve uunder his
master.

After a prodigious amount of red tape, the
Government concluded, for official reasons, to
treat the conspiracy as the freak of a
spoiled child.

So the rajah, who had really been a tool
in the hands of his advizers, was restored

THE NELSON

But Mohendro stayed
old

to the throne, but under far more restricted’

conditions than formerly,

Pershad Jung managed to escape to Russia
by way of Afghanistan, and Mogul Mir
was shot down while Tesisting arrest near
Hlyderabad. Of the other ringleaders, some
were pardoned and some were imprisoned.

The wvaszt treasure that had beea in the

[EE LibRARY ||

brass box disappeared utterly, and not a
rupee's worth was recovered. There is a
strong belief that Mogul Mir buried it on
the way back from the ghauts, and that it
may be found some day. .

Pink Triscott is a corporal now, and will
probably rise still higher from the ranks.
Paltu has been promoted to a post in the
household, and Jack and Myles are the very
life of the Resideney. There is a bright
future before them, and the plucky lads well
deserve it.

Under a glass case in Colonel Teversham’s
library lie the fragments of the magic opal
of Mysore—mute, but eloquent witness of
the providential accident that averted a
frightful tragedy.

- THE “END.

——
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In Next Week’s Adventures of the Boys of

- St. Frank’s, the Fags, Led by Willy Handforth,

take a Promineni Part in the War between the
Ancient and Modern Houses.
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“Out For Their Colours:

or, The Fighting Fags of St. Frank’s ! ”’
1s the Title of this Great Forthcoming Yarn
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you miss the First Instalment,
next week, of our thnlling new serial :(—

“IN THE DAYS OF THE ARMADA!”

It 1s a story that rings with the glory of brave

British deeds, when DRAKE, HAWKINS
and RALEIGH. made England feared and

respected.
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Featuring Willy
Handforth, the lively
leader of the Third,
in a rousing story of
school life at St
Frank’s, by

EDWY §. BROCKS

the popular author

of the famous St.

Frank’s stories in

“The Nelson Lee
Library.”

A STORY YOU OUGHT TO READ!
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GET A COPY OF “THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY " 1
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RACING SPECIAL!

Since the death of Nat Gould,
that most famous of all racing
authors, there has been no
finer writer of racing yarns
than John Gabriel. This
great author's latest tale of
the Turf is called ** Whip and
Spur ! and it is starling in

this week's

BOYS' REALM!!

Now on Sale.  Price 2d. everywhere.
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¥ The Best Cycle in the British
Empire, “JUNO,” sent on 14
DAYS’ FREE APPROVAL,
CARRIAGE PAID and
GUARANTEED FOR EVER.
Money refunded i dissatis-
ficd, Art List FREE, Write
NOW ! (Dept U2),
JUNO CYCLE CO.,
168 & 248, Bishopsgate,
L.ondon, E.C.2.
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of Testimonials reccived,
Miss E, Le Cheminent writes; |
** I was astonished to see the §
result of my {irst effort. The
plcture i3 as good as that done
oy a proper photographer,” S
W. J, Thomas, Esq., writes:

s Deve]oped and printed photo and think it as good a
phutoas if it was taken with a camera which cost £3,"
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MAGIC TRICKS,
trilognist’s In%irum(nt‘, Invisible.

Price 6d. each, 4 for l/-.—T. W.
239, Pentonville Road,”

ctc —_Tarcels 216, 516, Ven
Imitate Birds.

HARRISON.-
London, 1 5

sinng 1 Cure - yourself
Stop Stammering ! -7 &3 P
ticulars FPREE.—FRANK:-B. HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London. WG Y
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All apphcatmns for Advernse-

ment Spaces in this publica-
tion should be addressed to
the Advertisement Manager,
THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY, - The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4,
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KEYLESS LEVER POCKET WATCH. Deposit.
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Official 10 Years’Warranty witheachWatch.
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selfunderallc;rcumstancm SEND NOW. '‘'YAWARA’
(Dept.A.P.11), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, M1dtile'sex
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Be sure to mentidii ‘The y
- Nelson Lee Library ” when_- &

commumcatmg with ad-
< vertisers. .
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