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They placed themseliues round Nipper in a small circle.
menced punching him—not with any intention of knocking h
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m out, but short,

sharp jabs on the muscles of his arms, his thighs and his calves.
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The Fighting Fags of St. Frank’s !

Nipper, Dodd and Kahan, the three brilliant young cricketers of the
Fourth, having lately roved themselves worthy of inclusion in the St.
Frank’s First Eleven in place of three seniors who have quarrelled with
Fenton, the school captain, are to be given the chance of winning their
colours in the match against Redcliffe, described in this week’s story. But
the disgruntled seniors plot to prevent these Fourth Formers from taking
part in the match. The dispute between the seniors and Fenton has un-
forfunately developed into a feud between the Ancient and Modern Houses,
and this feud has spread throughout the whole school, and a fierce battle
between the rival fags of both houses is one of the lively scenes in the story

you are about to read.

THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER L
TROUBLE IN THE TRIANGLE.

R. MALCOLM STAFFORD, the head-
master of St. Frank’s, stood at the
open window of his study, gazing
thoughtfully out upon the old

Triangle.

It was a dull May morning, rather chilly
and depressing. and not at all like approach-
ing summer. There was a high wind, too,

and it was sweeping the thick fohage of,

the chestnut-trees boisterously.

It was quite early—before breakfast, in
fact.

With a slight shiver, the Head closed the
window, and still continued to look out,
There was a worried frown upon his face.
It grew even more worried as he observed
three juniors pounce suddenly upon another
of their kind, and drag him forcibly behind
the gymnasium. The Head was left to
imagine what was taking place beyond his
gaze,

Less than a minute later, two tall Sixth-
FFormers left the Modern House and walked
towards the cloisters. There were three
Ancient House seniors on the same pathway,
Instead of passing, the Sixth-Formers
deliberately walked aside, and avoided the
others as though they were tainted.

“ A pity—a great pity!”’ murmured the
Head.

He turned as the door opened, and Nelson
Lee entered. .
" “Good morning, Mr. Lee,”* said Dr. Stal-
ford. *I have just been looking out of the
window, and T see plenty to worry me. The
boys appear to be more antagonistic than

ever:”

“Good morning, Dr. Stafford,” said
Nelson Lee. “Yes, I am afraid the feeling
is growing even more bitter, and 1 hardly
know what to advise to quell the threatened
eruption.”’

“You think, then, that there will be some
grave trouble?”

“I don’t like to sound pessimistic, but
there is every indication that the bad feel«
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ine will socn come to a head.” said Lee.
“\We .are Jdoing everything possible to make
the boys realise the futility of this ani-
mosity. But it seems to be of very little
1nse.?

The fact of the matter was the old school
was in a peculiar state. Not only were the
juniors against one another, hut even the
tifth and Sixth had grown to hate their
rivals like poison.

Purely on a question of principle, no
Ancient House senior would demean himself
by addressing a word
to a Modern
man., It had gone 30
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Chambers strolled down the steps, and
paused for a moment to nod good morning
to Reginald Pitt and Nipper and Jack Grey,
of the FFourth.

“* Looks like rain,” said Chambers,

*“ Shouldn’t be surprised,” replied Nippcr.
“Not that it matters much to-day. There’s
~only practice. All the same, we’d like the
 weather to keep fine for the Redcliffe mateh.
} We whacked them on their own ground, and

we want to repeat the performance at

i home.””
“You'll do it all

House PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO’'S WHO. right,” said Chambers.
Third Series—Fifth Form.

“The First Eleven’s in

far that they wonldn’t : . 5 S ~epy : sood shape now,
even  look d at one U= axegg;?*; i:“”le? o b Fopn thanks to , Browne.
:1:1i>t-hler. e e o | ?ﬁ'ou p&n’% gept away

AT 1E 14 dit I : a3
started from such a sh(:)r::rnlt’ %t? Fl%zharﬂ::
small beginning! what to do!”

A disagreement over Cuthhert Chambers
1he first eleven cricket strolled off, feeling
—]-t.]1e bﬁil'olgpi?g oi'TE;;int- - thai Ee had}d?iverbd
¢lair by Ifenton. 1at: a telling shot. >
was the original begin- B "Ovcrlnokﬁ?d stlﬁe fﬁ:{t
ning. Then Carlile and B that William Napoleon
Mills had refused t¢ Browne was a new fel-
-play unless Sinclair low that term, and
was reinstated. Ny that the Fifth had h.:ul
ui?il;i% inm-\i}ggi(:lon {:‘f /A ;g)t‘hl?? hgo ]1"11(()1 ‘:‘ﬁi;
Eza-ingd firm, and put i that Browne had

Junior players in nis
team to make up the
lost strength. Argu-
ments, quarrels, and
even fights had fol-
lowed. And gradually
the seniors had grown
bitter and more bitter,

shown them the way,
he would have bheen
correet.

Chambers got as far
as the fountain when
he paused. He had
been thinking, and had
walked on unwarily.

until there was a  aEEEEEE R~ - —Y Almost hefore he knew
feeling of  deadly No. 9.—karold Grayson. k4 it, he saw Grayson
hatred throughout the The leader of everything g and Shaw and Hitchen
¢ntire school, unpleasant in the Fifth. A % in front of him. They

The Fourth Fgrm thoroughly detestable {fellow, & were Fifth-T'ormers,
had come into line, with a habit of hullying all £ too—but they hap-
and this  animosity hoys much smaller than him- =4 pened to belong to the
was interfering with self. A rotter, and capable = Modern House.
discipline, with games, of any amount of malicious @SS Chambers turned
with “everything else. mischief. W aside and raised his
And the Head was , ntose in the air,
constantly living in ** Supercilious cad!”
dread of a sudden said Grayson  con-
violent upheaval. temptuously.

It was hardly to be wondered at. 1t was “Ignore him!"* sniffed Shaw.
practically unsafe for anybody to go about “1fe’s only a foal, anyhow!”? remarked

alone. There were always some rivals wait-
ing in readiness to commit some petty act of
violence., It was becoming the recognised
“thing > to scalp every rival on sight,

Even at this early hour of the morning
there was plenty of activity.

Following a swift, deadly scrap between
itwo opposing parties of TI'ourth-kormers,
Chaml«rs, of the Fifth, emerged from the
Ancient House. He was waiting for Phillips
&3 Bryant. They had deeided to go over
to £ playving fields before breakfast.

Hitchen.

If Chambers had been wise, instead of
several kinds of an ass, he would have
realised that a clear course of aloofness was
indicated here. It was distinctly up to him
to ignore these imsulting remarks. But he
didn’t ignore them. MHe glared at the eother
Fifth-Formers angrily. . o
© ¢ Referring to me?’ he demanded.

“ Nerve!” said Shaw. *“He’s talking to us

now—this thing! This Ancient House piece
of dirt!”? | _
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¢ You miserable rotters!”
bers, who was inclined to be hot- tempered
“You're only insulting me because you're
three to one! A fine lot of sportsmen—I
don’t think! What about the way you tried
to keep those juniors away from the Helm-
ford match, Grayson., you hooligan? The
school’s still talking about it!*’

Grayson scowled. lle didn’t like to be
reminded of that incident.

““ Are we going to stand this?”” he asked,
turning to his companions. *“ The fountain’ s
near h)‘ Ready? On him!»

CHAPTER II.
THE HEAD'S ANXIETY.

PLASH! ‘
Cuthbert Chambers
decorated the foun-
tain pool exactly five
seconds later. lle splashed
about in the water desper-
ately, and crawled out like a
; And Grayson & Co. laughed
uproariousty. An admiring crowd of fags
stood round, offering Chambers all sorts of
unnceessary advice.

Chambers was speechless with fury. He
had put on a new suit that morning, and he
had come ont especially to let everybody
see it. Being a bit of a swanker, he could
never resist these little temptations. And
now the suit was not fit to he worn again.

“That’s the way we treat Ancient llouse
rubbish ! said Grayson, deliberately dusting
his hands in the air. *“Come on! We'd
better go in and wash ourselves. We've
handled that ecad. and we're all dirty.”

They walked off rather !‘aDlle In fact,
they broke into a run and fled. ¥Yor Browne,
accompanied hy six other Ancient House
¥Fifth-Formers, were hurrying upon the scene
to exact revenge. Unfortunutely, they were
tcm late.

““ Alas, Brother Chambers, it appears thnt
}xel are behind time,” said Browne regret-
ully,
to be mo'e exact, you have just got out of
if. This is a sad, sad occurrence. Brother
Stevens, be good enough to place a black
mark against Grayson’s name.”

“That's a fat lot of consolation to me!”
said Chambers, with chattering teeth.
‘““‘Look at my suit!”?

“ Pray do not ask these painful questions,”
said Browne. *To look at your suit, Brother
Chambers, is to suffer agony. Sureh you
would not torture us?’’

Chambers rushed indoors to change, vow-
inz vengeance upon Grayson, the Modern
House in general, and everybody connected
with if.

And all this had been witnessed by both
the headmaster and by Nelson Lee. They
had seen the entire programme. And the
Head was quite haggard with anxiety.

“What can be done, Mr. Lee?” he asked
again and again. *“We cannot punish these

drowned rat.

roared ©ham-)

“You are distinctly in the soup—or,.

A

entire school

e
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Fifth-Form boys as though they were inere
infants. Last term such an occurrence
would have been unthinkable. No FIFifth-
Form boys would have demeaned themselves
by such outrageous horse-play!’’

““ They would have behaved themselves in
public, at all events,” agreed Nelson Lee.
“You see, doctor, when this sort of bitter
feeling creeps into a school, it leads to many
incidents which could not usually oceur.
The boys—seniors and juniors alike—lose aii
sense of proportion, and simply let them-
selves go, regardless of the consequences.
It is largely a matter of temper. At present
the temper of the entire school is on edge.
The slightest thing is suflicient to prec:pztatu
a scene of violence.”

“But what is the
Staflord. _

“In our case, I am afraid there is none,”
replied Lee. ‘‘If it were possible to divide
our school into four or five Housef: there
would be no such anxiety.”

“J understand. Quite s0,”” said the Head.
nodding. “I often wish, Mr. Lee., that we
had four or five Houses here. Greatly as
I Iove St. Frank’s, I feel that our schoog i
designed wrongly. Were it more like Eton
or the other great public schools, it would
be better."

“I am inclined to agree with you.”

“The ideal, of course, weuld be to have

remedy?” asked D

a House entirely for school, and several
Houses to board the boys,”” continued Dr.
Stafford, with a sigh. “Then there could

be none of these serious outbreaks of ill-
feeling. If vicious rivalry of this kind ever
broke out, it could bhe easily checked, for
there would never be more than two Houses
involved, And that, of course, wonuld mean
only a small section of the school. But we
are talking idly. We are wasting time.”
“The difficulty at St. Frank’s is that the
is engaged in the combat.”
said Nelson Lee. *“If the necessary spark
should be applied, 1 fear to think what

would happen.”

“That’s just it—that's just it!” inter-
rupted the Head. ¢ We are living on the top
of a mine, Mr. Lee; at any moment it may
blow up. Of what use is our authority when
the boys get sufliciently out of hand? We
have had the same trouble before, and I fear
we shall have it again. Really, I must write
to the Governors, and urge them to hurry
on the alterations.”

Nelson Lee smiled.

““ Alterations?” he repeated.

‘“ There is some tfalk of making certain
structural improvements during the summer
vacation,” replied the Head., “1It is pro-
posed to cut my own House away from the
other part of the school, and make several
other mather serious alterations. A precau-
tion, I fanecy, in case of fire. I don’t know
preci:elv what the plans are, but the
governors are giving them serious considera-
tion. But that is not dealing with our
problem.”’

“] am afraid we can do nothing except



leave it fo the boys’ own common sense,” )

said Nelson Lee. “1 shall be very surprised
if they overstep the mark seriously.”
But when he left Dr. Stafford, the Head

~was just as worried as ever,

e e ]

CHAPTER 1II.
MYSTERY OF THE RAJAB.

HEN Nelson Lee got
to his study, he
found Nipper await-

THE

% ing him.
,-':'iu_‘;\ - “’Morning, guv'nor!” said
"1#\&}\1‘ Nipper cheerily. “1 thought

I'd drop in before breakfast
to ask if there's any fresh news.”

“Concerning the rajah?”?

“0Of course, sir!”

““There is no news at all, Nipper,” replied
Lce., **In fact, I’ve had very little time for
making inquiries. 1 shall concentrate on
the affair now, bub il you are proposing that
ou should help me, I am afraid I must
turn you down.”

Nipper muade a grimace.

“Then you haven't probed the mystery at
all?”? he asked.
~ " Not at all,”” agreed Lee. ** You are think-
ing me a sloweocach, eh? Well, Nipper, after
what happened the other night, 1 am con-
vinced that caution is the watchword. We
must not take apy chances. 7Those Indians
are dangerous men,”

“1 should think they are!’” agreed Nipper.
“ They nearly knifed us, anyhow!"

Nipper was referring to an incident which
had oceurred the previous week. He and
his master had gone down into the old
quari'y tunnels, and had found one of the
caverns occupied by some strange Indians.
Not enly this, but there were scientific
instruments there—a kind of chemical labora-
tory, an electrical furnace, and numerous
cther remarkable things.

The most interesting fact of all, however,
was that one of the Indians had crept up
l;ehind them In a narrow tunnel, and had
attimptecl to drive a knife Into Nelson Lee’s
hick.,

They had escaped, and Lee was quite sure
that the Indians had not discovered the
identity of the two infruders. But who
were these Hindu strangers? And what
could they be doing in the old, disused
quarry?

Nipper remembered that those caverns
had been used by crooks on several occa-
sions, and he wasn’t surprised., For they
provided secrecy and accommodation for any
amount of underhand work. Safely installed
there, a whole gang could operate without
exciting the slightest suspicion.

But these mysterious Indians did not
seem to be a eriminal gang.

For, strangely enough, the Head’s. own
guest was associated with them! This guest
was the Rajah of Kurpama—a pure-caste

Indian of the finest blood. Goolah Kahn
was the elder brother of Hussi Kahn, of the
Fourth, and this alone gave him a high
standing in the school. le was, further-
more, an Oxford Blue, and one of the finess
amateur cricketers of his age.

According to his own statements, he was
staying at St. Frank’s because it was qguiet,
and because he was anxious to coach the
school cricket. Being an ©Old Boy, he
naturally took a great interest in St. Frank’s.
And he was thoroughly welcome under the
liead’s roof. : : .

The Head himself had not the slightest
inkling of his night activities in the mysteri-
ous cavern.

Indeed it is possible that Nelson Lee might
have known nothing about it but for the
sharp eyes of Handforth minor, of the Third.
This keen youngster, having climbed to the
topmost branch of a tree in Bellton Wood—
in order to capture his pet monkey—had
found himself looking down into one of the
clearings. _

And there, to his astonishment, he had
seen several Indians entering the secret
opening of a tunnel. What was more to the
point, Willy had told Nipper all about it.
Nipper, in turn, had lost no time in inform-
ing Lee, and investigations had resulted.

But for Willy's accidental glimpse of the
Indians, Goolah Kahn's strange activities
might never have been discovered.

Nelson Lee hesitated to take open action—
mainly on account of the rajalt’s high posi-
tion. A scandal of any sort would have hecu
dangerous. Lee found it necessary to ach
with extreme caution. And he was not con-
vinced that the young rajah was engaged
iz anything criminal.

After all, the cavern was anybody’s pro-
perty, and if this Indian prince cared to
bring some of his countrymen over, and keep
their presence a secret, it was his own
concern. But an attempt had been made on
Lee’s life, and he now had a personal interest
in the entire affair.

“I can’t make it out about the rajah,
sir,”” said Nipper. ¢ He’s such a thoroughly
decent ehap. It seems impossible that ho
can be in league with those murderers.”

“1f the man who attempted fo stab me
had been an Englishman, the case would be
different,” said Nelson Lee. “ But I cannot
help feeling that these Indians are fanatics.
In what direction their fanaticism leads
them I cannot say. For that man {o stab
me was not an attempted erime in the
accepted sense. These Orientals are strange
people to deal with, and killing is regarded
lightly by them.*

“T shouldn't regard it lightly, guv'nor, if
you got done in!” said Nipper grimly. “1In
fact, I don’t like you continuing this busi.
ness at all!”’ =

“1 take it, then, that my investigations
do not earry fthe seal of your approvai?”’
asked Nelson Lee, with twinkling eyes.

“(0h, look here, guvnor-——>
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“But I appreciate your point, Nipper, and |

vou needn’'t be in the least alarmed,” smiled
" the detective. “Now that 1 know the
character of these men I shall act accord-
ingly. Surely you can trust me to look after
myself?”

Nipper considered the point.

“I'm not so sure, guv’'nor,” he replied
slowly. “You're inclined to take too many
risks——and I think you ought to have me
with you.’

“Be off, young ‘un!”’ said Nelson Lee,
with a wave of his hand. ¢ There goes the
breakfast-bell-—and if you don't hurry you'll
be left out, or you'll find the dish empty.”

“Then I'd better go and save my bacon,
sir,” said Nipper briskly.

et i,

CHAPTER 1V,
THE PACKAGE.

ELSON LEE was in no
hurry to pgo to lis
own breakfast. He
lit his pipe, picked

up his correspondence,
looked it over,

and
There was a

his attention.

“Thosc razor-blades,
mured.

Having looked at ome or two letters, he
took the poarcel, snipped through the string
with his scissors, and then removed the
outer wrapping. There was nothing parti-
cularly strange about that little parcel; but
sudden]y Nelson Lee paused in his operatlons,
and a keen expression entered his eyes,

He looked sharply at the wrappings In
Iiis hand.
off, and inside there was another wrapping —
of white paper this time., He raised his
hands, and sniffed. He could detect nothing
hllwpICIOHS But it seemed to him that he
had caught a fainf, intangible whiff of some

possibly,” he mur-

-curiou_s odour as he remo\'ed the outer
wrapping.
“Fancy, I suppose,” he told himself,

¢ I'm getting suspicious of everything.”
He smiled slightly, removed the white

paper, and found that a small cardboard
box was just inside. It was quite an
ordinary-looking box, and a printed card lay
on top.

It bore the name and address of a well-
known firm of jewellers in the West End
of London. And writfen across it were the
words: “For your approval. If unsatisfae-
tory, kindly return.”

¢ Another of those trade dodges, by the
look of it,” muttered Lee. ¢ At the same
time, I'm not entirely satisfied—"

Again he broke off, and sniffed. Peculiar,
how that intangible odour came to him—a

kind of Oriental, incense-like perfume. Un-
questionably, it was coming f{from the
.package. -

small package which attracted

The outer covering was nearly |

LEE LIBRARY 5 5

Lee removed the lid of the cardboard bnx,
and now found that some silken wrappinis
was before his eyes. He removed this
wrapping, and finally a neat little siiver
automatic lighter was revealed.

“Nothing very harmless here!”’ chuckted
Lee. «“ Undoubtedly, my suspicions were
gquite unfounded.”

He turned the lighter over in his hani.
He generally used matfhm but was not
averse to a good spirit- lwhter it it worked
properly, It was a handsome little thing,
beautifully engraved, and fit for the pocket
of & nobleman.

The detective was about to examine the
lighter further, when he paused. -IFor the
third time he sniffed. This time his eyes
shone with a kecn, hard light. And he put
the lighter c¢lose to his noze, apd then
suddenlv placed it on the table.

“Oh!” he said slowly.

Léaving the table, he went to a corner of
the room, and pmduced a pair of thick
leather motnnng gloves. Donning these, he
picked up the lmhter again and walked to
the window. Tllen very cautiously, he
pressed the little silver knob—but took care

B2

‘that the lid of the automatic lighter did not

open.
He started.
Then, releasing the catch, he looked sharply

at the thumb of his left- lmud glove,
“Ah!” he e]aculated tensely. ¢ Good
heavens!”

Without haatmg a second, he left the

study, and hurried along the passages until
he came to his own laboratory. Swiftly he
applied tests to a tiny, infinitbsimal cIrop of
moisture which was rexedled on the glove
thumb. -

And within five minutes
truth.

““The reaction is unmistakable,” Le told

himself. < Upon my soul, what a devilish
contrivance! Poison—deadly poison!”’

He turned rather pale at his mnarrow
escape.

But for his acute sense of smell, and hia
natural suspicions on any object that arrived
through the post unheralded, he might now
have been lyving twisted and contorted on
the floor of his study.

With extreme care, he mnow made a
thorough examination of the lighter.

It was a genuine article—there was nothing
faked about it except in one detail. Close
against the silver catch—a knob which had
to be pressed in by the thumb—was an
almost invisible spike. It was not revealed,
indeed, until the closest scrutiny was given
to it.

The action was quite simple. Upon press
ing the catcl, the silver knob naturally went
in, but the spike, projecting, would just as
naturall} enter the thumb of anybody who
operated the catch.

And that spike had been coated with one
| of the deadliest poisons known to science.
‘One weratch, and no power on earth could

hel knew the
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have saved Lee from death within thirty-

five seconds!
The glove and the lighter he locked up
in a smail safe, and then returned to his

study. He was looking grim.
“They won't ecatch me with those
devices!?? he murmured. *“An old trick,

but one that might easily have proved
fatal. I can see that I must be on the
alert everv minute of the day—and pro-
bably of the night, too!”’

He sat there, thinking of those Indians
in the cavern. and of the man who had
attempted to stab him in the back., He
was conviiced that this *“present’’ had
been sent through the post by those
mysterious Orientals. And he now Knew,
beyond all doubt, that they were aware of
the identity of the man who had penetrated
their. recesses. K ,

These enemies were deadly. At all costs,
it seemed, they. were determined to get rid
of Nelson Lee.

But did Goolah Kahn know of this base
attempt upon his life? . Was the Rajah of
Kurpana a party to this atrocious would-be
¢rime. ,

‘For the life of him, XNelson Lee c¢ould
not bring himself to think so.

dl—l——l-l--l

CHAPTER V.
READY FOR THE REDCLIFFE MATCH,

O0KS nice, doesn’t
it?’? said Tommy
Watson enthusias-
fically.

He and Nipper and
Tregellis-West were standing
in front of the mnotice-board
in the Ancient House lobby. They were
looking at the list of names for the First

£¢

Eleven. It was just the same as in two
previous matches—a team which had won
decisively.

On the morrow the Redcliffe College First
Eleven was coming over to St. Frank’s,
and the St. Frank’s stalwarts who were to

meet them were as follows: Fenton,
Morrow, Wilson, Rees,- Conroy major,
Brfzixgne, Stevens, Hodder, Nipper, Kahn,
Doadd.

“It'= fine to see your name down on the
list, Nipper old boy,” said Sir Mpoentie,
with an approving nod. *“An*' this is the
deecidin’ match, begad! 1If you un’ Dodd
an’ Kahn do as well in this as you have
done in the others, you’ll get your colours.?’

“PThat’'ll be fine, won’t it?* smiled
Nipper. “Unless we go right off form, and
I don’t anticipate anything of that sort,
¥ really believe we shall win our First
Eleven caps.”’

“Im a bit worried about the weather,

though,’’ said Tommy, glancing out of the
open doorway. *“It’s fearfully dull this
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tabout than

afternoon, and I don’t like the feel of th:
wind. Those clouds—"’ : .

“It’s no goeod worryving about the
weather,”” interrupted Nipper. “We've got
to take it as it comes. DBesides, the glasz
i3 going up, so it’ll probably be fine by
to-morrow. What about tea?”

Afternoon lessons were over now, and A
fair amount of peace reigned in the school.
This was undoubtedly due to the fact thart
all the fellows were sticking in their owa
Houses, - :

There was no disruption among any ci
the Ancient House fellows, or any of the
Modern House boys. It was only when
these two rival factors met that friction
took place. But it was getting positively
dangercus for any senior or jumior t>
venture out unaccompaniecd.

The Modern House juniors had taken 1o
laying ambushes, and it was only natural,

perhaps, that the Ancient House should
retaliate with similar devices. It must be
admitted, with regret, that the Iourta

Form at least was rather enjoying the feud.

In Study €, Nipper & Co. sat down to 2
welcome tea. '

And it had only just commenced when
Handforth & Co. came in. They were all
looking flustered and hot. "~Apparently an
arcument had been taking place. Neot that
there was anything particularly unusual
about this. When the redoubtable Edward
Oswald Handforth was not arguing his
mouth was either full, or he was asleep.

“Come in!’? zaid Nipper crisply. “ Every-
body welcome! Plenty for all! Only leave
me one of the doughnuts!’

“We've had tea, thanks!’? said Hand-
forth.

“Who’s had tea?’’ asked McClure. "“We
hadn’t started it when .you got talking
about the match fo-morrow——"

“Well, I'd forgotten,””> said Handforth.
“In any case, what does tea matter?
There’s something more important to think
food. ILook here, Nipper, I've
got something to say.”

“That's unusual, isn't it?’’ asked Nipper,

in surprise. |

“Y suppose it is,”? said Handforth,
taking him seriously. “But I feel it’s my
duty to speak. You kanow what happened
last time? Youn remember the Helmford
match?’’ -

“Considering it was only last
ought to.”?

“Then what are you going to do about
to-morrow’s match?’’ demanded Handforta.
“You and Dodd and Kahn are in the First
Eleven, and {or the honour of the Junior
School we've goft to see -that you're well
protected. I've decided to protect you.”?

“Thanks awfully!” said Nipper,
“Tommy, get one of those medals out of
the drawer. Pin it on Handy’s chest—"’

“Don’t rot!?’’ said Handforth, turning red.
*YWhen you were going to that Helmford

T

week,



match those beasts, Carlile, Grayson, and
the others, sprang on you and kept you
prisoners. They tried to prevent you from
playing in the match. Jealousy—that'’s
what it was.”’

Nipper looked suddenly - thoughtful.

“You're about right there,”” he agreced.
“Sinclair and Carlile and, Mills are the three
seniors who were knocked out of the team
1o make places for us. They’ve palled up
with that cad, Grayson, and they certainly
tried to stop us from going to Helmford.”’

“And if it hadn’t been for my minor,
they would have succeeded!’’ said Hand-
forth grimly. “My minor was jolly
smart & ..

“Begad!’’ ejaculated Sir Montie. ‘Dear
old boys, Handy is praisin’ up his minor—
he is, really! Who said that the age of
miracles has passed?’’

“Well. you can be funny if you like!”’
snorted Handforth.. “But what are jyou
coing to do about to-morrow? I've seen
those four rotters as thick as thieves this

afternoon. Mark my words—they’re up to
something! I'm just giving you a word of

warning, Nipper, old son!”’

“Thanks?!’’ said Nipper. “But I've seen
those signs myself. Not that I think
there’s much to worry about. Sinclair &
Co. won't be able to prevent us playing in
the Redcliffe match fo-morrow!”’

i s e

CHAPTER VI
ON THEIR GUARD,.
ANDFORTH snorted.

“It’s no  good

taking things easy

like that!” he
exclaimed. “Yes, thanks,
Watson—I’ll have that cup
of tea! What was I

sayving ?>?

“0Oh, about taking things easy!*’

“Yes, I noticed it!’* said Nipper.
took that cup of tea very easily,
happened to be mine!”’

“Yours? Oh, that’'s all right; you can
have the mnext!’ said Edward Oswald.
“Mark my words, Nipper—mark my words!
Unless you're jolly careful you’ll be kid-
napped, or something, and you won’t be
able to go over to Redcliffe with the team.”’

Nipper grinned.

“I think there’'s one thing
setting, old man,” he said. “We've played
Redcliffe once—away. To-morrow
them at home—here. So we won’t have to
move away from the school, It's not much
good Smclair & Co. waiting on the road
to kidnap us, is it?"’

Handforth looked
dropped his tea.

“By George! I'd forgotten the match
waz at home!’’ he ejaculated, *Of course,

“You
It

blank, and nearly
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Then, very cautiously, Lee pressed
the little silver knob—but took care
that the lid of the automatic lighter
did not open.

it doesn't make any difference!’’ he went
on. “My point is just the same—"’

“Rats! Your point ceases to be a poiné
at all?”’ put in Church., “Didn’t McClure
and I try to tell you that Sinclair & Co.
can’'t do anything? They wouldn’t dare
attempt any funny business in the school
- grounds.”

“They’ll make this feud an excuse for
something,” said Handforth darkly.

“Not unless we. take risks,”” said Nipper.

4 “Don’t you worry, old man; we're not
going to walk abouf, inviting attack.
Thanks all the same, though. 1 didn’t

know you took so much interest in us.”’
“I take interest in the school!”’ said
Handforth loftily. *“ This affair is above
mere personalities. If you chaps do well
in to-morrow’s match yowll get ypur
colours. That’s a huge honour for the
Fourth. If things were as they should be,
I'd be playing as well 2

“You've got nothing to grumble at--
vou're in the Second,’’ said Nipper. “ And

Second Eleven colours aren't to be sueezed
af, old man.”’

“Not that it’s anyv eood talking,” went on

LR ]

 Handforth bitterly, “I never get my duc.



And

actually has the nerve to play for the
First in the Helmford match!”’
“He was omnly put in as a substitute at

yet my minor—my minor, mark you—

the last minute,”” grinned Nipper. * And,
by Jove, he did marvellously! Made

tweaty-three off his own bat in the first
innings, and took one bheautiful catch, 1
tell you, Fenton was a bit startled.’’

“And what would I have done?”’ de-
manded Handforth, *“I1f my minor could do
that, what about me? But what's the
vood? I can talk and talk till Doomsday;
I shall never get anything!>’

“You seem to be getting those tomato
sandwiches all right!*? said Watson, as
Handforth heiped himself to the {fourth.
“No, Handy, I don’t think there’s any
need to worry. In any case, Montie and I
will look after Nipper.”

Handforth & Co. departed, and Study C
became peaceful. _

There was certainly a great amount of
truth in what Handforth had been saying.
The disgruntled seniors—the three who had
bcen thrown out of the team—were ready
for any kind of treachery. They were 80
miuriated by juniors taking their places
that any mean device to baulk them was
cnly too welcome. What Sinclair & Co.
wanted more than anything else was to
prevent the three Fourth-Formers from
csetting their colours. And the morrow’s
:mateh would be the deciding factor,

Fenton, the skipper, was already planning
to fill up his team, and if everything went
well in the mateh agaiust Redeliffie, the
final decision would be made, and the
vresent team would stand.

Fortunately, the feud at the school was
not interfering with the cricket. Perhaps
this was due to the fact that the last two

hig matches had been played away. To-
morrow’s was really the first important
fixture since the beginning of the feud.

When all the {ellows were round the

ropes there was a possibility of trouble,
But everybody was hoping that the
opposing forces would choose different sides
of the ground and remain aloof.

Curiously enough, the Third Form was
still or Iriendly terms. |

While the rest of the school grew more
and more bitter, the Third remained serenely
pally. Ancient House fags and Modern
House fags fraternised freely and openly.
They rather took a pride in it. As Willy
tiandforth had told them, it was just as
well to show the school that the Third, at
least, was above all this sort of nonsense.

But it. must be confessed that the peace
had only been maintained owing to Willy
Mandforth’s masterly leadership. Relations
were strained to the point -of snapping.
Even when Modern House fags were joking
with Ancient BHouse fags there was a kind
»f tension in the air, and both parties were
~n the qui-vive for a break,

1

It was felt that the peace couldn’t last
long. Sooner or later the Third was bhound
to drop into line. And when it did drop,
there would be no question about it. For
when the fags fought, they went at it with
pure recklessmess and vim.

If the school had only krown it, the break-
ing-point was mnear at hand.

CHAPTER VII.
DISOBEYING ORDERS.
against the walls

W ILLY II AN D-
of the gymnasium,

FORTH leaned
and stuck his fingers into his

armpits.
¢ That’s the . idea, my
sons!* he declared. *“Show ’em that we
don’t care. Why should we fight like a lot

of Kilkenny cats? Mind you, I'm a great
believer in scrapping when it’s necessary,
but the thing for us to do now is to give
the whole school a good example!”

The cool check of this remark would have
startled the seniors if they could have heard
ft. But the knot of fags round Handforth
minor grinned with appreciation. They were
mixed fags.

“It’s just as well to be friendly,” said
Chubby Heath, giving Tommy Tripp a jab
in the ribs. * What do you say, Tommy?»

The Modern House fag glared.

“Do that again, and I'll swipe you!’’ he
roared.

“0Oh, will you, you Modern House rotter!®

;:E?s, I will, you Ancient House beast!”

11{ 2

In less time than it takes fo tell, Chubby
Heath and Tommy 'Tripp were at it.

Willy andforth sighed.

““Going to stop?”’ he asked, seizing
Chubby Hecath by one shoulder and Tommy
Tripp by the other. “This is about tha
twentieth time to-day I've done this! Stop
it, blow you! My hat! TI’ll soon show you
whether I’'m to be obeyed or not!*

Biff! Crash!

The fight ceased abruptly. and the two
rivals stood at arm’s-length, with Willy
between them, glaring at one another, like
a couple of caged tigers.

“Finished?” asked Willy curtly.

“He shouldn’t jab me in the ribs!*
growled Tommy Tripp.

‘The fathead!” roared Chubby.
did it in a friendly way!”?

“1le nearly caved my chest in!” snorted

“1 only

Tommy.
¢“Rats! Your chest is like iron,” said
Willy. ““That biff I gave you just now wag

enough to kill an ox. and you. hardly felt it.
No more of this scrapping, mind! Don’t I
keep telling you that we’ve got to show the
whole school a good example? Shake hands

and be palsi’? -



The two fags shook hands, with fire and ]
fury in their eves.

“I won't ask you to kiss, because T don't |
want to make you both ill,”” went on Hand-
forth minor cheerfully. “Iallo! What's
Fullerton doing over there? Look at that|
young rotter! I'm blessed if he hasn't got
hold of Dicky Jonest!® 4

“The rotten Modern Iiouse beast!” roared |
Chubby Heath.

“Yah! ARrcient House beast yourself!”
said Tommy Tripp defiantly.

It was evident that war would soon be|
declared. These preliminary skirmishes were
a sure sign. Underncath onc of the elm-
trees a certain painful incident was taking,
place. "

“He's
ground !’

pushing Dicky's face Into the]
said Juicy Lemon warmiy. “It:

won't make it much dirtier than it usually{

is, but it must be a bit painful. What are
you going to do, Willy? You'd better go
ag‘q” knock that Modern House cad’s head |
Ot ! 3

“Who's a Modern House cad?” demanded
Parry minor.

““Jf it comes to that, vou are!” retorted .
Juicy. 1

¢ Look here—*

¢ Are you going to stop this?? thundered
Willy, sweeping round like a whirlwind, ]
“Order! I won’t have this squabbling!”

The fags subsided. Willy had an extra-!
ordinary way with him. Generally he could |
control his fag-army without the introdue-
tion of any fisticuffs. But it was growing:
more and more difficult. The fags of his |
own house were loval to s man, but the
Modern House fagy were becoming obstrep-
erous. They were cafching the fever from ;
the higher Forms,

Willy crossed over the Triangle, grim and
determined. When he arrived under the elin- ]
tree, he found Fullerton in the act of hold-
ing Dicky Jones' head beftween hiz Lknees.
He was forcing open Dicky’s mouth, and
filling it full of soil.

“IWhat do you think he is—a Howerpot?”
demanded Handforth miner curily. “ Drop|
that, Fullerton, you cad!”

‘Fullerton released Dicky Jenes like a hot |
brick, and the unfortunate Dicky staggered
away to the fountain, and rinsed his mouth:
out with water. But it is to be feared that
he swallowed a goodly proportion of his
-allotted peck of dirt in one go. i

Fullerton glared at Willy, and Willy glared
at Fullerton.

The Modern Mouse fag was much the.
bigger of the two. Iu fact, he ought o have
been in the Fourth—he was a bully in his
own way, and he ouly obeyed Willy because
he knew that Willy could thrash him. Bub
for a long time past he had chafed under!
Handforth minor’s authority. And now,
with the present feeling in the schkool, he
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Willy had the utmost contempt for ITuller-
ton. He always had had. He didn't really
regard him as one of his fag-army at all.
If Fullerton was eve: missing, Willy was
rather pleased thar otherwise..

“You miserable, hulking. bullying rhino-
ceros!’ said Willy bitingly. “ What do you
mean by pushing earth into Jones' mouth??’

“The young beast cheeked me!” growled
Fullerton, glowering.

“Oh, did he?” said Willy. ¢ Weil, I'm

{ going fo show you that you can’t do that

sort of thing with impunity! Pick up a
handful of that eartli, and eat it!®

——————

CHAPTER VIII.
THE BREAKING-POINT.
EORGE FULLERTON
turned rather pale.
“ Eat—eat a hand-
ful of earth?” he re-
peated blankly.
“That’s what { said.,” re-
torted Willy. “It needn’t be-
a whole handful—just a scoop of it will do.
But see how youn like that sort of thing!
Go on! I'm waiting !

A crowd of fags gathered round, and they
watched, breathless. They were all simply
dring to sec the efect on Tullerton when
he ate the handful of earth. It was some-
thing quite new in their experience.

And there was something novel, too, in the
spectacle of Willy ordcering Fullerton about,
for Fulle;ton was half as big again, shock-
headed, untidy, and sullen-looking. Willy
was no match at all, if one was to judge
by appearances alone. |

“ Are you going to keep me here all the
evening?” asked Willy. “TI'll give you ten
seconds! There's the earth—take some!™’

He pulled out his watch and consulted if.
It wasn't going, but that didn’t matter.
Willy was rather worried about that watch,
1t had unaccountably stopped that morning,
after he had fallen downstairs. He bad only
broker the glass and bent cne of the hands,
but the inside was all right. I{e knew this,
hecause he had prodded it with a pin. But
for some extraordinary reason it wouldn't
gG.

¢ One—two—three——"

Willy counted as though the seconds were
being ticked off, and Fullerton turned paler
thaa ever, bent down. and picked up a hand-
ful of earth. Undoubtedly he was going to
obey orders.

“PDon’t do i, George!”’

“Yah! Ancient House rotter!”

““Ygnore him, Fullerton!”

Several of the Modern House fags, weli in
fhe rear, shouted encouraging remarks to
Fuilerton. They seemed to have effect, for

was getting reckless

{ suddenly he flushed and set his jaw.



“1T'm blowed if I'll take orders from this
Ancient House worm!"” he bellowved. ‘**Come
on, Modern House—up!”

With omne sweep, he flung the handful of

earth into Willy Handforth's face. And,
with Willy thus momensarily blinded, he
seized his advantage. With one terrific

swing, he knocked Handforth minor gver,
and then sat with a thud upon his head.

“Got him!*”” roared Fullerton. *“Come
on!”?

The breaking-point had been reached.
Within ten seconds, like a sudden explosion,
a great <crowd of '
Modern IHouse

were swarming round
Willy and Fullerton.
Unfortunately, there NQTE.—The
were not so  many
Ancient House Third-
Formers on the spot.
Willy, with one ter-
vific heave, managed {
to free himeself. He
was up in a flash, and
he faced Fullerton
with blazing eyes.
“Take that!” he
roared.

average
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Spanish TInquisition. The wonder of it was

that Willy Handforth came out of it
alive.
First of all, he was forced to Tun the

cauntlet, and then he was seized by the
nair, and held -in this position while a
number of fags tore his clothes off. Some-
body fetched a pail of water, swilled it on
a lot of soft dust, and made a fine mixture
of mud. Into this Willy was rolled with
extreme care. The eéperatorns didn't seem
to mind at all whether they got smothered
or not, The main thing was to smother
- Wiily.l And thisl ;}vus
TR certainly accomplished
WHO'S WHD: %% very . thorough
manner.
- His partial lack of
clothing didn't matter
much now. He was
given one or two finai
knocks, an empty pall
was ~upturned on his
head, and then he was
given a push off. .
Dazed, bewildered
and wsagging at the
knees, he wandered
away, hardly knowing

Crash! where he was going,
Fullerton went over § or what he was doing.
packwards with a fer- But his spirit was
rific  howl. It was unimpaired. And ven-
such a blow that the geance was in  his
bullying youngster heart.
was practically ._
knncked  out. But 23 CHAPTER 1X.
Willy’s Dlov.-eass‘ was A MYSTERIOUS
all to no purpose. ; OCCURRENCE
He was swept off his \ i
feet by  ithe rush of "W HUBBY HEATH
other fags before he A clapped a
could strike another . hand to his
blow. L) head, and
They pounced ou = reeled.
him like wolves on a A member of Chambers & Bl “What is it?” he
piece of meat. The Co. He and Bryant are the g asked hoarsely,
next moment he was inseparable pals of the one Foo . Willy Handforth had
lifted up, swung off, and only Cuthbert. Phillips ¥aa§ iust appeared in the
and whitled round to EE is quitc a decent fellow, and = ionior quarters of the
the baCk Of t hB E “-ith his easﬁf-froinﬂ “?a}.'s’ &nd \-.'-:'} .-'LT! C i‘ent }1 ouse,
Modern House. = A B, his prowess';ﬁ; Pr?ﬂrts he is Chubby, finding that
ccowd of Ancient S favourite. it was Impossible to

4 general

vl
AL

House fellows f{ol-

lowed, led by Chubby .(@h_’,_

Heath, but F¥reeman,
Dallas,  and a number of other Aodern
Fourth-Formers barred ithe way, and drove
them back.

In this way., the unfortunate Willy
in the hands of the enemy!

Willy, the mighty leader—the one who had
held sway over the Third—was Jord and
master no longer. 1lle had done wonderfully
well to keep order so far, but it had been
impossible Yo carry on.

And now lie went through the mill.

‘At the back of the Modern House, Fuller-
ton & Co. proceeded to exact vengeance.
It was a kind of minor example of the

Vas

e

approach the enemy,
had retired to the
the Third Form pas-
hol¢ing an impromptu

1
v O

sage, and
meeting.
Willy arrived in the middle of it.
By this time he had partially recovered.
The mud was caking on him and drying.

Wwas

And he had got nid of the pail. But he
was practically unrecognisable,

“It's all right—only me!”™ he said
huskily. :

As he spoke several flakes of..dried mud-
fell off his face, leaving a curiously patchy
effect. His eyes seemed to gaze out from
miniature flower beds, and he was
altogether fearful to see.
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“Wiily!’_.’ gasped Chubby Iieath.

“Don’t make a fuss—those Modern House
fatheads messed e about a  bit,” said
Willy. ¢ Not much, you know—I shall be
all right in five minutes. - Those idiots
haven’t got any idea of doing a thing pro-
periy.  That’s lucky for me.”

“ Luexry ! exclaimed Juicy.
half killed!”

“Am 17?7 retorted Willy
wait until I've had a bath, and got into
comne fresh things! My sons, listen to thesze
solemn words! Later on this evening the
vengeance of the Ancient House is doomed
to fall on those treacherous bounderns in
the Modern House! You see what’s hap-
pened to me?  This is absolutely nothing
to what’s going to happen to them!”

*“ Hurrah!”” howled ithe Third Formers
jnyously,

“ Good old Willy!”

““He’s the chap for us!”

- “Those Modern House rotters can go and
eal coke!l”

“ Why, you're

grimly.

“Coke?”  said wlly contemptuousty.
“They'll eat something a lot worse than

¢oke later on this evening! I've already
thought of four different kinds of torture!”

He went off, escorted by a number of
evmpathetic helpers

And after Willy had cleaned himself there
were very few marks of warfare on him.
True, he had a cut under his left eye, and
his necse was larger than usual, and one
e¢ar was thick, but, from a Third Torm
standard, he was unmarked. Such traces as
Wiily bore were commouplace,

And there were mysterious doings in the
Third Form studies durnge the next hour,
Fags went {rom one room to another, they
scooted out on errands, and there was a
kind of subdued excitement.

In the Modern House, PVullerton was a
kind of sccond Nero, fiddling while Rome

was burning. e was happy and elated—
knowing nothing of the doom which was

soon to descend upon his head.

But other strange things were happening
this particular evening, too.

And they were in nmo way connected with
the Third ¥orm. |

Nipper was in Study C at his prep., and
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West had
finished theirs a little in advance. It wWas
fairly late now, and it was quite dusk out-
side. Alded b) the heavy clouds, the exen-
ing had drawn in unusually gquickly.

Nipper finished his prep. at lemgth, and
put his books away. He went o join his
chum:, in the commonroom. But just as he
was about to switech off the electric light,
a tapping sounded on the window.

He looked round suspiciously.

Approaching the window, which was opea,
hie looked cautnously out. Im these days
practically everybody acted with caution.
'"At first Nipper cou‘d see nothing. Then,

e e e o
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without warning, an arm shot up from
beneath, and curled round his head.

“Got Lhim! ejacuiated a tense voice.

But he was a little too previous. Nipper,
who had been on the alert, wrenched him-
seif free, and backed into the study.

““ Rescue, IFFourth!”” he roared.

Unfortunately, at that very moment an
uproar was happening in the Ilobby, and
Nipper’s voice wasn't heard. Three figures
hurled themselves  through the study
window, and were upon Nipper before he

could get through the door. He was held
fast, and a hand was clapped over his
mouth.

¢ The slippery voung cel—he nearly got
away!” gasped Grayson.

btrusqumfr fiercely, Nipper was hastily car-
ried out—through the window awmain. In
the grasp of Grayson, Sinclair and Carlile,
ha was practically helple They were all
powerful, big vouths. Lven Nipper could do
nothing agamnn such odds,

In the dus K, he. was sneaked round the
House, and carried swiftly to the compara-
tive quietness of the space behind the gym-
nasium. Iere Mills was waiting.
¢ Buck up!” said Grayson.  “It’il only
take a minute!”

The four soniors acted like lightning,

They placed themselves round Nipper in

a small eirele. And then, at the same
mstant, they commenced punching him—not
with any irtention of knocking him out,

but short, sharp jabs on the muscles of Lis
arms, his thighs, and his calves.

1t was a brutal attack, and so bewilder
in-g that Nipper could only gasp and draw
in his breath with agony. Lverx one of
those punches was foreeful, and by the time

the seniors nad doune, he was weak, ex
hausted, and aciing in every muscle.
At a given word, they vanished, and
Nippar staggered drunkenly away.
CIAPTER X.
VERY SERIOUS.
IPPER reeled across
the Triangle,
lle could hardiy
remember what had
iappened, He Wi s 50
bruised anid exhausted that

every movement was painful
to him. And his one desire was to get to
aoma sofft couch and Iay down., He was

1ardly dishevelled at all, and to look at
hun cazually, one would not say that he had

cen touched. There were no marks upon
his face, and 2ven s hair was still neatly
brushed.

The four seniors had concentrated their
attack upon tie muscles of Lis arms and
legs.

In tine meantime,
Tregellis-West  had
find their lead:ar,
empty room,

Tommy Watson and
xone into Study €C to
but they onlv found an
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“He's gone,” said Tommy. ‘‘That’s,thing. llelp me off with my jacket,
funny—he “said he was conming straight to 'iommy’”

the <common-room.”’

“1 suppese he's dropped into Pitt’s study,
or somethin’, dear old boys,” said Sir
Montie. *‘‘Yon can sec he meant to come
back soon, because the light's still on. I
suppose we’d better wait, 1lle’s finished
his prep., because his books are put away.”

‘“\upposc we g0 and look along the pas-
sage?? asked Watson.

“Anythi® you like, old boy,”
Tregellis-West. “I'm perfectly
ﬁhal-l we start with next door?”

They went into Study D, but
reigned there. Handforth & Co. were
prep., and for once there was silence,

‘“ Seen Nipper?? asked Watson.,

“ Nipper?” eaid Handforth, looking up.
‘“No, he’s not here—how should I know
where he is? Look here, Watson, where’s
Manilla??*? '

“Blow Manillat®
hother about your ge--ography!

said
willin’,

peace
at

said Watson., I can't
Nipper isn't

im the study, and
“Not in the study!” gasped Ilandforth
abruptly,

He started up with such violence that he
shot the inkpot into Chureh’s lap.

“You meann to say theyv've got ii; m?” he
asked tensely. *What did I tell you? I
knew they'd something——"?

“You ass! howled Church. “1I'm
smothered!”

“1 can’'t help your troubles 2

““My best flamnels, too!” hooted Chureh.
“] snan't be able to get these clean for
weeks! And all niy eo"rdphw 8 messed up,
and I shall have to do it all again. Why
the dickens can’t you be more careful??’

- Handforth forgot his own geography,
Chureh’s gcography, and the spilled ink.
He rushed out of the room, and then sud-

do
Tty

denly came {o a halt. Nipper was just
ecoming down the passage. He was cominug
slowly, Ilaboriousty, and there was some-
thing strange in his attitude

“There he is!”  ejaculated Tommy
Watson,

They ran up, and Iandiorth clapped
Nipper on the back.
- **We've Dbecen Inoking for you——? he
began.

|
|
i

“Steady!”” gasped Nipper., “Mind your

hands, old man!” |
“ What’s up?” asked Handforth curi-
cusly. ‘“Sore, or something??

““A bit,”” said Nipper between his ieeth.
“PDon’t make a fuss out here—come into
my study—something’s happened.”

His very Lone quietened Iiandforth,
a minute later they were in Study C,
the door was closed.

‘¢ Pear old boy, what's the matter with
you??’ asked - Sir Montie anxiously. Be-
gad, you're lookin’ quite pale! Where have
you been to? We expecied you to come to
the commeon-room,”’

“11 fell you afterwards,”
“Iirst of ab

and
and

said Nipper.

I want to have a look at some- !

The other juniors looked on in astonish-
ment while Nipper remioved his jacket,
assisted by Watson.  Except for his
peculiarly strained exprecssion, there seemed
nothing wrong with him. They didn’t con-
nect hlh dra“n face with any attack. When
a fellow was attacked at St. Frapk’s, he
generally came back a wreck.

Having removed his coat, Nipper rolled up
one of his sleeves,

“1 thought so0!” be said bitterly.

His arm was fiery red, and looked pufiy.
Here and there it was beginming to dis-
¢olour in an ominous fashion.

“Why, you're all over bruises!” ex-
claimed Watson, starinz., ¢ Have you had
an accident, or something?”

“0Oh, ves—I've bhad an accident all right!?
replied Nipper. ‘“{rayson and Sinclair and
Carlile and Mills pounced on me, carried
me to the back of the gym., and punched
me in the muscles until I couldn't see
straight. TI'm like this all over.?”

“Begad!”

*Great pip!?

“All over!”
““ But—but

gasped Tommy Watson,
what for? The meuan beasts!
The cowardly curs! They know they can’t
stop you playing in the game to-morrow,
il so they adopted this petty bullying!?®

Nipper sat down wearily.

“You don't scem to appreciate the
subtlety of it. old man.” he said.  “ They
punched me like this so that I shall be black
and blue by to-morrow. 8o that 1 shan’t be
able to handle the bat, or run a yard with-
out agouny. And to-morrow we're out for
| our colours!”

CHAPTER XI,
A TRIPLE DISASTER,

OR a moment or two
there was a tense,
ominous silence.

“ Yes, to-morrow
we'll be out for our
colours !’ repeated Nipper,
with a  mirthless laugh.

“YWhat a fool I 'was‘ I never dreamed of

anything like this! As a matter of fact, I
didn’t think tho:.e seniors were bldtkﬂuclrd[
cnough! It's the meanest, most de~picabla
piece of work I've ever come across!™

“But can’t we do sowgething?”  asked
Handforth thickly.

- “It’s no good doing anything now—ex-
cept rub me with embrocation!” replied
Nipper bitterly. *‘That won't be much
good., 1It°ll be davs before my muscles are
fit. And the simplicity of it, too. 1It's a
fact, you chaps, that the '%Implcr a thing

18, the better it works!’

It was so simple, in fact, that the other
juniors could hardly believe the seriousnces
of it. But Nipper was undoubtedly correct.
In the morning he would be a mass of
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bruises all over his arms, and o a large |

extent on his lesos.
“True, with an effort, Lie would be abile
to run fairly well, and he migit get used
to it. But to imagine that he c¢ould bat
with his usual form wias sheer optimism.
When a <cricketer desires to do his best
for his side, his muscies must be supple.
his body in a perfect state of fitness. And

tirere was liitle or no charce of Nipper
being in that state by 11-30 on the following

¢ay.

YWhile the others were standing round,
hardly knowing wlhat to say, XNipper sud-
denly sat forward with a jerk,

““1 say!” he exclaimed huskily, ¢ Perhaps
they’re doing the same to Jerry Dodd! Or
Hussi Kahn! I never thought of that be-
fore! For goodness sake dash into Study ¥
and see 1f Jerry’s all right!”

““ My goodness!” “d&ped Watson,

He leapt to the door, but not before Hand-
forth reached it. Edward Oswald tore it
open, fled down the passage, and rushed into
Study F. This was usually occupied by
Tom Burton, Jerry Dodd, and iart. But
at the moment Jerry Dodd was there alone,

““Thank goodness!”’ gasped H:indforth.

Then he gulped. The Australian junior
was sitting in the easy-chair, and he had
the same drawn look about his face which
Nipper had come in with., He rose to his
feet stiffiy.

“Tt’s all right, pards—those heastly Fifth-
Formers have been having a little game,”
he said. “I was just taking a rest. By
Jings! They put me through it!”

** You, too!” sliouted Watson.

“Too?”? repeated Jerry. * You—you don't

me:—m-—_*—”
*“ Nipper's all over bruises!” said Watson.
‘““ He was caught——-"’

Jerry leapt to his feet, his exe-, blazing.

““ Then—then 1 e}.pect Kahn s being
treated in the same way!' he panted. ¢1I
thought it was only for me! They dragged
me behind the gym., punched me all over
{he museles, and——"

“Yes, we know!? exclaimed Handforth,
“Come on—let’'s go and find old Hussi!
Those rotters mean to make a clean sweep
of the three of you! They've planned it
s that you shan’t play to-morrow!™

“*The beasts!” panted Watson., “ We
may he in time to slop them getting old
Hussi—let’s try, anyhow!? .

The Indian junior shared Study N with
the Hon. Douglas Singleton. Nipper had
joined In the chase by now, in spite of
his pains, and the way the juniors dashed
into Study N was like an avalanche.

The Hon. Douglas Singleton was there

alone
(rI‘Edt c1(:01:t > he ganped ““What's this? |
¢ Where’* Husm"” roared Handforth.

““He went out about five minutes ago,”
said the Hon. Douglas. ‘*He =aid he 'was
going to take a breath of fresh aiy on the
steps——"’
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-bye to the colours!” growled Jerry.

“We're too late!” shouted
desperately.

They pelted out, tore through the lobby,
and rushed off mtu the Tna'wlp ’lhu
arrived behind the gymnasium, but every-
thing there was qguiet and still. There was
no sign of Hussi Kahn, and hardly anybody
else was about. The wind was getting
higher, and the weather prospects for the
morrow seemed worse than ever.

“* Not here!”” gasped Nipper. * But they've
gone somewhere—I'}l bet they've got him!
We've only to search about——"

“What’s that over there?” uasked Watson

Nipper

quickly.

“ Over where?”

“Look! There's somecbody near the shrub-
bery ! '

They hurried off without Watson finishiug,
and the next moment they ran into Hussi
Ranjit Lal Kahn. In the gloom it was im-
possible to see him very distinetly.

¢¢ Hussi !’ shouted Handiorth. ** Ace yo
all right??

“1 am exquisitely filled with preposterous
pain!*? replied Hussi, in agonized tones. %1
have heen beautifully ptmciu d upen my im-
possible museles, and I am wracked with
agony from feet to head!”

“ My hat!” ejaculated Nipper.

¢ ALl thiree
of us!” '

CHAPTER XII1.
KAHN searcely
They had got him intc
Seized unawares, he lLiad been sub-

ARCHIE RALLIES ROUND,
USSI RANJI LAL

I I looked pale, but he
was certuinly drawn.

Study C, and he had exactly
the same tale to tell as the
tremendous punching.

three minutes,

others.
mitted to a brutal,
It- had been all over within
from start to finish.

It didn’t take four hulking seniors long
to deal drastically with one hLlpl{’bb junior,
The extreme simplicity of the scheme, as

Nipper had said, had rendered success
almost a foregone conclusion.

And the fact remained that Nipper, Jerry
Dodd, and Hussi Kahn were bruised in their
most vital muscles. On the morrow, just
when they needed to be in tip-top form, they
would be stifi and painful. To pluy cricket
properly would be impossible,

And they would be ou’ for their colours!

“It's no good—we can’t do anything.”
said Nipper huskily. “We can’t complain
about those ‘eads—the whole :zituation's rot-
ten. We shall simply have to accept it.”

“And you won't be able to play to-
morrow?’? asked Handforth,.

“If we do play, by jingo. it'll be good-
““Why.
I ecouldn’t hit a haystack with a
As for batting, the very

pard,
cricket-ball now!

| thought of it gives me a pain.”

¢ Can't we do something?” aszked Watson
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‘desperately. *“Look here, the best thing Is
to go straight to Fenton, and tell him
everything.”

“IWe shall have to tell Fenton, of course,
and give him the chance of playing other
men,” said Nipper. “ But there’ll be no
hope of bringing this thing home to Sinclair
and his gang.”

“Why not?*’ demanded Handforth.

‘* Because we haven’t got any proof.”

‘“ It doesn’t matier about proof——"~

“Oh, yes it does,” said Nipper. It mat-
ters everything. We can’t accuse four
seniors of dirty work like that unless we
have evidence., We were all caught single-
handed, there were no witnesses, and there’s
only ocur individual word to substantiate the

varn., Naturally, Sinclair & Co. will deny
everything—aud probably have a perfect
alibt ready. There are plenty of those

Modern House chaps bitter enough {o help

a thing like that.”
“You're right, old

thoughtfuliy. **You ecan

boy,”* said Montie
tell Fenton in

private, and [ expect he’ll believe you. But
it’s no good Tfacing thosc eads with the
charge. '

¢ And do you mean to say we’'ve got to
et it drop??”? asked Handforth, aghast.
“Can’t we do anything? And won't you
chaps bhe able to play to-morrow?®

Nipper rubbed his arms tenderly.

“We'll play, T expect, but our chances are
pretty well jeopardised. That’s the whole
idea of the thing, A little embrocation
wouldn’t do-us any harm, Who’s got some?”?
- =1 saw some in Archie’s«study yesterday,”
ciid Watson, ¢ He sprained his knee, or
.;f_;methigg, and Phipps had been doctoring
1m : ’

“Buzz along and fefch it,”” said Nipper.

Watson hurried off, and a few moments
later he entered Study P, at the end of the
passage. This was the abode of Archibald
Winston Derek (Glenthorne, the languid
dandy of the Fourth. Alf Brent shared it
with him, but Alf was a mere detail.

“What ho!™ said Archie, as Watson
burst in. ‘““Make yourself at home, dear
old cucumber! Don’t trouble to knock! 1
mean to say, I was just Indulging in a
few of the best -

‘“Have you got some embrocation here,
Archie?” asked Watson.

““ Embrocation?” repeated Archie, starting
up. “0ddslife! Has somebody sprained
something, or something? 1 mean, it’s a
frightfully awkward business when something
i« sprained.”

I can’t go into full details now, but
it’s serious,’” said Tommy. - “ Nipper and
Ilodd and Kahn have been bashed about by
some - of those Modern ¥House seniors—so
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that they can t play in the game to-morrow.
And now they're gradually turning black and
blue.?

““Good gad!” ejaculated Archie, starting
up. ‘' Black and blue! I mean to say, the
good old Stephens colour! How frightfully
frightful! It scems to me that this is where
the Pride of the Glenthornes has got to
rally round! Embrocation, what? Gad-
zooks! The stuft is absolutely used:”

“Used?”

“My dashed knee, you know——"

“Have I been wasting my time here for
nothing??’ roared Watson.

“ Kindly modulate the old vocal chords,
laddie!” said Archie, ¢ And if you'll just
tickle the old bell-push, Phipps will glide
silently and produce embrocation out of
his dashed coat-sleeves! What I mean is,
that cove is a sort of magician! You just
say to him ¢ Embrocation,” and, oddslite,
the stuff is all over the bally room!”

Watson jabbed the hell-push vigorously,

«“ Thanks frightfully, old bean!” said
Archie. ¢ At the same time, dash it, there’s
no need to push it through the wall! 1f
you'll now gaze at the door, you might
catch a glimpse of Phipps coming in, but
I doubt it. The laddic usually appears like
a ghost, absolutely materialising out of the
absolute atmosphere! Dashed uncanny!”

¢T hope he won’t be long,” said Watson,
going to the bookecase, and opening one of
the middle drawers,

“You rang, sir?”?

Watson turned with a gasp. Phipps was
standing in the room, and the door was
closed. Tommy began to think that there
was something in what Archie had said,
after all. It was certainly startling, the
way Phipps noiselessly entered.

‘¢ What ho!” said Archie, beaming. ‘“ What
ho! Good old Phipps! Kindly shake the
old sleeves, and produce some embrocation.
It appears that certain brave laddies have
gone absolutely black and blue, and need
a considerable amount of . rallying-round

stuff. It is distinetly up to you, Phipps, to
get busy.”
¢ Yes, sir,” said Phipps unemotionally.

“If you'll just wait one minute, sir, T will
be back with the necessary liniment.”

‘“Liniment, what?»” said Archie. “Ob,
well, just as you like, old horse! Perhaps
you're right. As far as I know, it’s all the
same! The main faet is to push it along
at some speed.”

CHAPTER XIIL
REPAIRING THE DAMAGE.

HIPPS proved himself

to be a master,
Accompanied 'by.
Archie, and carrying
any amount of bottles, he
visited Study C, and tended
' - the patients. One look at
their bruoised muscles caused Phipps to shake

+ his hiead.
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“I'm afraid they're in rather a bad way,
Muaster Nipper,” e said. ‘Do I understand
that you wish to play cricket to-morrow ¥

““Yes, if possible.”

“I'll do my best, sir, but the time is
exceedingly limited,”” said Phipps. “ 1 may
say that if you were left alone, without
massage or embrocation, the handling of a
cricket-bat would be quite impossible,”

“My hat!” said Handforth.

“At the same time, sir,
patience, we may effect an improvement,”
proceeded Phipps. “ It is possible that you
will be able to play. But please do not mis-
understand me, sir—I cannot guarantee any

with a little

LEE LiBRARY

great faith in Phipps,
His valet was a remarkable man. He was
ready for anything. No mmatter what problen
confronted him, lec was capable of dealinz
with it at a moment’s notice.

« And after he had been treating Nipper for
five minutes, all those who watched were
quite convinced that Phipps was a past
master.

“Ilow on earth do you know how to do
this?”’ asked Handforth.

“At one ftime,’ sir, 1
gentleman who was
amateur boxing,”
worked.

with every reason.

was valet {o a
exceedingly Keen on
explained Phipps as he
““T found it. necessary to restore

They pounced on him like wolves on a piece of meat.
he was lifted up, swung off, and whirled round to the back of the Modern House.

The next moment

wonderful results. You will be stiff, you
will be sore, and I am very much afraid that
vour muscles wiil be in poor condition.”

¢ Cheerful, isn’t he?” asked Handiorth
tartly.

“It’s just as well to know the truth,”
said Nipper. '

“1 thought it would be better to let you
know the worst at once, sir,” explained
Phipps. “If I am able to effect better
results than I have outlined, nobody will be
more pleased than myself. Will you kindly
hold yourself quite still, Master Nipper?”

““Go ahead!”’ said Nipper.

Phipps went ahead, and the work of restor-
ing the injured warriors began. _ Archie
looked on with a beaming smile. He had

him in the earliest space of time.
learn things, sir, in this life.”

“The man’s a marvel!” declared Watson
admiringly.

In the meantime, a little celebration wasz
going on in a senior study in the Modern
House. Guy Sinclair was the host, and
Grayson, Carlile, and Mills were the guests.

“Well, we’ve done it,” said Carlile, as he
lit another cigarette. “I think we gave
Nipper the worst—but the others copped it,
too. By the morning they’ll be so thunder.
ing stiff that they won’t be able to wall.
I'll bet they'll be in bed -all day.”

“0Oh, rather!’ said Grayson. “I kuow
what it is to get punches like that, on the

One does
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muscles. As for holding a bat, it won’t cven
be possible., You can tuke 1t for granted
that they’ll be out of the Bedelille mateh.”

“I hope the young beggars won't smeak!”
said Mills uneasily.

Sinclair laughed. -

“Let them sneak!” he excliimed. ¢ They
can’t prove anything. They can only accuse
us, and we can deny it. Who's going to
take their word against ours? But you
needn’t worrv—they won't be idiotic enough
to say anything about it. We're safe, and
the good work’s done.”

“ And it’s quite possible,” =zaid Carlile,
“that Fenton will shove us back in the team
after these kids have failed. He hasn’t
got anybody else, anyhow, so there's no
choice.”?

“We'll wait and see,” said Sineclair. < The
main thing is to pay those confounded
juniors. They had a good dose to-night, and
if they're able to walk to-morrow, I shall
be surprised. If they turn out for the
cricket mateh, 11 fall down dead!”

And the four seniors lauzhed in unison,
and continued the celebration.

They might not have been so happy if they
had seen the wonderful results which fol-
lowed Phipps’ expert handling. By the time
he had finished with Nipper, Nipper was
feeling @ new man again. He could hardly
believe that Phipps’ treatment had wrought
the miracle,

«“Pleazse don’t imagine, sir, that youn will
be vourself by to-morrow,” warned Phipps. I
hiave done my best, but it will require at
least three days to effect a full cure. How-
cver, I think you will be able to play to-
morrow—although 1 fear you will not touch
your best form.” '

Nipper’s eyes shone.

« We're going to play—that's the main
thing !> he exclaimed. * Good old Phipps!
You’re a living marvel!”

Archie Glenthorne beamed.

“ Absclutely !”” he agreed. “Phipps, laddie,
vou have my permission to burn those mauve
socks—and what’s more, dash if, help your-
self to a fiver out of my bhureau-drawer!”

“Thank you, sir!’ sald Phipps calmly.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE AVEXNCING ARMY,
keenly, and

W ILLY
he frowned.

“Oh, blow!” he exclaimed.
I forgot the rotten thing
: wasn’'t going! What's the
time, Chubby?*

Chiubby Heath looked at his own wateh,

‘“ Half-past seven,” he said promptly.
“Half-past pifle!” snorted Willy. “The
clock struck eight, hours ago! What’s the
goed of a rotten turnip like that?* '

P

HANDIFORTH

then
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“Well, it goes!’ said Chubby.
more than yours does.”

““Buzz outside, and look at the time, and
don’t argue,” said Handforth minor. “I
believe it's nearly hali-past eight—and that’s
the time for our big move. And while you're
about it, see where Juicy is. He said he
was going off to the tuck-shop, but that was
all spoof—he hasn’t got any money.”

“Yes, he has,” said Chubby. * You gave
him a shilling this morning.”

Willy Handforth started.

“But that was fo get some grub for my
ferret!” he exclaimed. “ No wonder Juicy
didn’t want to mect me at dinner-time! [’ll
have a word with him when he comes iu.
Blessed if I thought he was a burglar!”

Chubby left the little study, and came
hurrying back in about & minute.

“Twenty-five past eight!” he announced
breathlessly.

At this second the school c¢lock solemnly
chimed the half-hour.

“What do you mean—twenty-five past??
snorted Willy. “ What do you call that?
It’s half-past! Who gave you the time?”

“I hapl’)ened to meet your major in the
lobby—-—’

“What’s the zood of asking my major any-
thing?” asked Willy contemptuously. * Yon
know he’s always wrong! I’m not sure, but
I think he knows the ABC. And it isn't
quite certain that he can even tell the
time!”

Chubby grinned.

“Well, T thought his watch was right,”

he replied,

“You shouldn’t think!” said Willy
severely. “You should know! Chaps who
go through life like that never get any-

where! Supposing I'd bhad to cateh a train?”

¢ All the chaps are gathering outside,” re-
marked Chubby, changing the subject,
“You know what you told “em—hali-past to
the tick! I say, Willy, ure you really going
to do this?”

“Do what?”

“ Raid the Modern House.”

“Am I really going to d¢ it?*? said Willy,

£ That.fs

staring. *“You young ass! See this cut
o1 my cheek?*

‘* Yes.

“See this lump on my nozet”

““Yes, |

“ See this Lhick ear——? -
“ My hat, if you're going to mention every
one of ’em, you'll take half an hour,” said

looked at his watch | Ciubby.

“And yet you ask me if I'm going to
raid the Modern House!’ exclaimed Willy.
“1With these wounds all over me, you calmly
stand there and ask if I want revenge!
Chubby, my son, by the time we’ve finished
with Fullerton and that crowd, they'll
wonder when they’ll be able to walk again!”

Willy marched out with a grim expression
on his face. ¥e had never been more deter-
mined in all his life. Tor a couple of hours
he had been planning this affair. ‘The
rupuare in the Third had pained him. lie



had thou~ht that the fags were one solid
body—an example to the school. But now
that the Modern Xouse contingent had
brokean away, in Kkeeping with the other
Forms, Willy- was going to he relentless.

When he waged warfare, he didn't do it
by halves. ''here was nothing paltry about
Willy. Fullerton & Co., aithough they
didn't know it now, would bave heen far
better advised had they remained faithful to
Willy's banner. They were soon to learn
the cost of their folly.

Outside, Willy hurried round to the side
of the building, and there, sure enough, were

‘many lurking figures. 1t was practically
dark, and tho forms eould only be seen with
difficulty. They were all fags, and they were
ot looking particulorly happy.

They knew the desperate nature of their
errand, and felt very much like fresh troops
who were to go over the top for the first
time. Bheer disaster lay ahead. The raiding
party might succeed in tneir mission, but
to escape unscathed was an impossibility.

““ All here?” asked Willy crisply.

“1 think =0,” said Juicy Lemon, hurrying
up- “Young Xerrican was missing just
now, but I think he’s appeared—-"

“I’ll call the list of names!’ said Willy.

“We can’t have any absentees. By the
way, Juicy, what about that grub for my
ferret? 1 gave you a hob—-"

“The fact is, [—]-—-7

“You spent it on ginger-pop and jam-
tarts?”’ interrupted Willy severely. * Yes,
1 know all about it! Don’t let it happen
again, my son! If you want some tuck on
the cheqp, go to Mrs. Hake and get it on
tick—in my name! She won't trust you!”

Willy went round the collection of fags,
calling each name. And he found that every
one was present—all hiad answered the call
of their leader. The entire Ancient louse
contingent of fags stood cn the spot. Hven

the prospect of aunihilation did nat keep
them

from duty,

CHAPTER XV.
THE INVADELS.

6 ARCH
M Willy @ave the
order bl‘lshl\'
| The Trinngle was
practically deserted, cxcept
for the fags, <o there was no-
hody to witness this some-

what astonishing scene.  In double file, all
the Ancient lHouse fags marched grimly and
firmly towards the \Iuclun House—into the
heart of the enemy’s country..

Every fag was armed with @ cricket stump,
and every fag had received cerfain orders.
The sueccess of the raid depended upon the
first fierce rush. And after the work in
‘hand was completed, the invaders had re-
ceived orders to make a dash—-every man
for himself. ;

Willv's band were more staunch than ever
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Meoedern section had
voing merely

His

House
They were not
had ordered them to.

now that the
broken away.
because Willy
authoritative manner rallied the faint-
hearted, of course, but they were all eager
to trounce the Modern House fags for break-
ing the solemn pact.

Reaching the Modern House, Willy led the
way straight in. He entered at the double,
and the double line of warriors went rushing
after him. Nobody seemed to be about, and
this was all to the good. If they could only
get to the Third Form quarters without
being seen, there was a possibility of
escaping without suifering the penalty for
their onslaught.

They reached the Third Form passage, andg
charged down it.

There were no fag studies in the Modern
House, Strictly speaking, there were none in
the Ancient House. The little rooms that
Willy & Co. used had originally been dis-
used box-rooms, and Willy and his chums
had turned them to their own nse.

In the Modern House¢ the Third-Formers
were  compelled to use their own class-
room, and a somewhat draughty apartment
which was honoured by the name of
Common-rcom. As Willy had frequently
complained, the fags were not provided
for in the lavish manner that they should
have been.

The invaders divided themselves into two
main parties.

One swept into the class-room, and: the
other swept into the Common-room. And
after that the excitement began,

It so happened that Fullerton
immediate circle were in the
room celebrating their vietory over Willy.
They had clubbed together and had
hought a feed. This feed was just on the
point of commencing when the invaders
swept in.

Tommy Tripp was trying to make an oil-
stove go, and althongh he was getting a
large amount of smoke out of it, it didn’t

and bis
Common-

seem fo be much good {for cooking pur-
poses. But Tommy was nothing if not
persevering.

It tickled his fancy to partake of a
roasted sardine, and he was holding the

unfortunate fish over the oil-stove impaled
on the end of a penholder. The sardine

was black all over, and now and again
oreasy blobs of fat dropped into the stove
to increase the general haze.

Jimmy Hook, on the other hand, con-
sidered that a sandwich would suit him
best. Jimmy's ideas of sandwiches were
grotesque. He had taken two slabs of
bread-and-butter—smuggled out of Hall atb
tea-time—and upon these he was placing

a layer of cucumber fo start with., On the
top of this he added some tomato sauce,
and finally spread a thick layer of marma-
lade over the entire vegetarian background.

He slapped these two slabs together with
such force that a squirt of marmalade hit’



And incidentally one
er two blobs fell down Jimmy Hook’s waist-

Fullerton in the eye.

coat. But he nonchalantly rubbed these
off with his sleeve, and took the first bite.

It was at this very moment that the
invasion happened.

There was a scuffie out in the corridor,
a kind of thunderous measure of footsteps,
and then the door was flung open. Willy
Handforth hurst in, followed by his picked
storni-troops.

“Here  they are!*”  he announced
exultantly. " Come on, my sons!”’
Fullerton started back, Tommy Tripp

dropped his sardine into the oil-stove, and
Jimmy Mook nearly choked. In one gulp
he swallowed a huge mouthful of stale
bread, cuenmber, tomato sauce, and marma-
lade. And he was so startled that he flung
the rest of his sandwich in the air,

*“Those Ancient House rotters!’”’ gasped

Fullerton.
Jimmy’s sandwich, parting in mid-air,
fell. One half of it landed on Fullerton’s

head, and two blobs of marmalade smeared
down his face. But he couldn't give any
attention to these unhappy detalls. Willy
Handforth was leaping at him.

Crash! :

Willy's richt took TFullerion fairly on the
nose, -~and Fulierton slaggered  back,
howling. Unfortunately, he stood on the
other half of Jimmy's sandwici, which did
duty as a roller skate.

His {foot slithered away from him; he
skidded across the room, and went down
on his hack with a frightiul crash. The
back of his head nearly made a hole
through the floor.

With one sweep Willy grabbed the coal-
box and emptied the contents of it in
Fullerton’s face. Fortunately—for Fuller-
ton—the coal-hox was nearly emptly, contain-
ing odd bits of rubbish which the fags
had thrown away—caramel papers, disused
chewing-gum, orange peel, and so forth.

In the meantime Willy's ariny were
making the fur fly.
Cricket-stumps were rising and faliing,

and howls were tearing {he air in anguish,
far the

Sg rald was an entire success.

CHAPTER XVIL
HONOUR SATISFIED.

N the class-room the

I fight was waxing even
more furious.

The Modern House
faes were outnumbered by
about two to one, =0 Willy's
men had everything their

own way. They had come here for the

express purpose of punishing the {raitors

as swiftly and as eflectively as possible,
Aud they were doing it.

-

Every invader, by the way, was armed
with a bottle of ink. At one period or
other of the proceedings these ink-bottles
were opened, and the contents were flung
over the vanquished. i

The cricket-stumps were used with deadly
eflect, although in many cases these were
abandoned for bare fists after the first
minute or two. And the noise was simply
terrific. ’

Willy & Co. were suffering praetically no
hurts; they had everything their own way,
and were relentlessly reducing the enemy
to impotence. By this time Kullerton was
mere hurman wreckage.

And just when the fags were thinking
about making their masterly retreat, My,
Pycraft appeared on the scene. Mr.
Pycrait was the weedy, unpopular master
of the Modern Fourth. From his study he
heard the battle, and he had sallied out to

make immediate investigations. It was
one of Mr. Pycraft’s recreations to visit
his wrath upon all and sundry at the
slightest provocation.

He was about the only master who had
taken sides in this present feudal warfare.
He was distinctly antagonistic towards the
Ancient House. To his boys he openly
referred to the Ancient House~ feilows as
young hooligans, and indeed, he did much
to foment tad feeling.

“What is this?’ shouted Mr. Pycraft,
aghast, as he rushed down the passage.
“Good gracious me! Has everybody gone
mad? Boys—boys! Cease this -appalling
disturbance at once!”

Mr. Pycraft suddenly halted, and stared.

*“Handforth minor!’’ he shouted, in =2
perfect crescendo. “Boy!. What are you
doing in this House?”?

“Only smashing up these
sir!’* said Willy breathlessly.

“You're doing what??

“Sorry, sir—can't stop!’? said Willy.
“Don’t make a fuzs over a mere rag!
\Te'\;c just been having some fun, that's
alll’

*Fun!” cchoed Mr. Pycraft, in horror.

He tock one look into the Common-room
and clung to the door for support. Willy
Handiorth’s fun was apparently of a
peculiar variety. The Common-room looked
like a front-line irench after a shelling
from the enemy. Tn every portion of the
room forms were lying, torn, bhattered, and
disordered. Moans were coming from some
of them, and the amount of ink which was
strewn about was simply remarkable.

It must not be supposcd that Willy &
Co. had committed any violent assault.
They had *paid out’’ these fags as they
deserved, but nobody was hurt beyond a
bruise, a black eye, or a thick ear. These
things were all within the rules of honour-
able warfare.

But to Mr. Pycraft it seemed as though
murder had been committed.

young rotters,
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“Good heavens!”’ he ejaculated. “This
is terrible! You will be severely punished
for this—-?

“Oh, stow it, sir!”’ interrupted Willy.
*This is nothing to what they did to me!
We're only having our revenge. In any
case, I can’t stop now; I think I can hear
some of those Fourth-Formers.”?

Willy dodged off with alacrity.
“Handforth minor!’’ roared Mr, Pycraft.

¥ Stop!”

“Yes, sir!’? called Willy, over his
_ shoulder.
" He tore on, making a last effort to
escape. He knew there would be trouble

with Mr. Stokes later on, for Mr, Pycraft
would certainly report this affair., But
Mr. -Beverley Stokes was a sportsman, and
Willy knew exactly how to wangle bim,
Once clear of Mr. Pycrait’s own clutches
there was not much to fear.

But as many of the Ancient House fags
had {feared, entry had been much easier
than exit. The tremendous commotion
from the Third Form quarters had attracted
seneral attention. A iarge number of
Fourth-Formers were in the passage, and to
successfully run the gauntlet was out of the
question.

Practically all the fags were caught-in a
trap. '

“ Ancient House rotters!'’ weni up the
Cry.

“Fags, too!”

“Young Handforth blessed
gang!”’

And Willy Handforth & Co. were seized,
treated with extreme roughness, and hurled
out of the College House like &0 many
sacks of straw., They were simply pitched
out into the Triangle on their necks. And
it was a bruised and battered, but happy
crowd of fags which returned fo the
Ancient House. They collected on their
side of the Triangle and exchanged thrill-
ing stories.

“Well, anyway, we smashed 'em!’’ =aid
Willy contentedly. *That’'ll f¢each those
rotters a lesson! And we'll do it again
to-morrow—only better!”’

¥ Better et us recover
Chubby Heath.

¢ Hear, hear!*’

“Those beggars have had enough to last
em three or four days!'’

“Oh, well, we'll talk about it later™
said Willy. “The best thing we can do

is to get indoors and make ourselves
presentable. Then, when old Prcraft comes

and his

first,” said

across with his report, we shall be looking |

normal. Leave everything to me, my lads.”’
They all trooped indoors, and hurried
upstairs.

The trouble ifn the Third marked the
completion of the rivalry at St, Frank's.
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The entire Ancient House was now bitterly
opposed to the entire Modern House—and
vice-versa.

With the inclusion of the Third, the feud
had become general. And everybody felt
that the comparative peace could not last
much longer.

e ottt

CHAPTER XVII.
NIPPER BECOMES ANXIOUS.

IR MONTIE
TREGELLIS - WEST
adjusted his pince-nez,
and regarded Nipper

critically.

“Well, dear old boy,”’ he
inquired, “how are you
nearly bedtime, an’” Phipps

It's

feelin’? (

is due here to give you a final rub down.

I hope you are goin’ strong, dear old boey?’’
Nipper moved his arms cautiously.

“They’'re still jolly sore, but all the
same, I never expected to he like this!”
he declared. *“Good old Phipps! If I
play in that match fo-morrow it’ll be his

doing!”’

“Begad! You're right, Nipper!?

Montie waz very pleased with Nipper's
progress. And Jerry Dodd and Hussi Kahn

were in just as satisfactory condition. The
expert Phipps had wrought something which
was very much like a miracle to the
astonished juniors.

They had fully believed that no play
would be possible on the morrow; that they
would have to resign their places; and for-
go their chance of winning their First
Eleven caps.

But Phipps had changed ali that.

And the perpetrators of the outrage,
over in the Modern House, continued to
congratulate themselves upon their success.
The four seniors were convinced that their
victims would be as helpless as logs when
they woke up the next morning.

Nipper was so far recovered by bedtime,
or shortly before bedftime, that he went
along to Nelson Lee’s study to have a few
words with his guv'nor. He was still
anxious about that Indian mystery, and
he wanted to satisfy himself that Nelson
Lee would mot go off on any dangerous
expedition.

But Nelson Lee was not in his study.

And when Nipper made inquiries, he could
find no sign of the detective at all. Some-
body said that Lee had gone away earlier
in the afternoon, and that he hadn’t been
seen since, :

“I can't quite make it out either,” said
Morrow, of the Sixth. “Mr. Lee told me
he'd lock in my study this evening, aund
%r,éance” al some chemical apparatus I've got

ere.”
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“ Didn’t he come?” asked Nipper.

“Not a sign of him!* replied Morrow.
*“Thal’s what struck me as being queer,
because Mr. Ilee never fails to keep a pro-
mise. I expect he went out somewhere, and
was detained.” |
I suppose =0,V caul Nipper.

- “Yes,
Tte went off, and his anxiety was
increasing.

He had now obtained proof that Nelson
Lee had gone out in the afternoon or early
evening mth the expectancy of being in the
school at:mrfht Nelson
Lee would

aot have PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO’'S W HO.
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wondering if he kad gone out, and-had becn
unexpectedly detained.”

“ As a matter of fact, that is precisely tue
case,” smiled the Head.

“Mr. Lee has been detained?”” asked
Nipper quickly.
“Yes, Haniilton—although there is no

necessity to use that startled tone,” said the
Head., “ There is a . telegrain here from Mr.
Lee, which, I will admit, rather took me by
surprise. He had given me no intimation of
his journey, and 1. certainly did not antici-

. pate that he might be absent from the

school for two or
three days.”’ .

mad{’._ such dtlm omise Third Series—Fifth Form. “Two or three days,
t{i'}rh;,lorﬁgf{ Oheler"ilfgt NOTE.—The average age of Fifth Form S\‘TF?” cjaculated
away? Whalt \ix as ltheib " boys is 17. ’ l‘%)i}{ee.];:e ' the tele-
business which  hae :
unexpectedly detained grant, it ”R(-‘ﬁd it for
s . }Io‘l;'?be r took it, and

Although Nipper was Nipper took it, and
by no means an reald. t he wordads
alarmist, he couldn’t eagerly.:

help hiz mind running
on those Iundians in
the cavern. There was’
aometumg orim about {
his thouqhh He §
pictured the tunnel
again—the Indian who
hm attempted to stab
Lee in the back. If
a thing eould happen
like that once, it conld
happen again!
Nipper's anxiety
wonld have been
treblefeld if he had
known about  that
little package which
had arrived for Nelson
Lee by the morning
pnst, Fortunately for
iiis peace of mind, he

No. 11,

N 3

uuut‘
eyl

men.

—George Hodder.
Another of the
Hodder rather fancies

“Unexpectedly de-
tained in London.
Important husiness.
Will return to-morrow
if possible, but do not
expect me until 1
arrive.—NELSON LEE.”

Nipper returned the

wire and smiled.
“That's - just like
the guv’nor, sir,”’ he
said. ““He'll never
commit himself to
anyfhing in a tele-
earam. He may be
back to-morrow, or

he may not show
for a week.”’
“And in the mean-

up
“learned ”

{‘5‘&%.’“ GRS =4: himself when it comes to time we must not
Dut, in order to [=A! classics, and he is very good worry, <€h?”’ smiled
make quite sure, he B=¢ abt Latin, In fact, lots of Dr. Stafford. “Well,
decided om a bold = fellows are friendly with him well! We Kknow AMr.
wmove. He made his F== . because they can learn so Lee's  litile ways.
“%ay to the lead- =2y much after a short chat! €8 Good-night, . Hamilton
master's study and K-ﬁ‘;“ ‘ ) —good-night!”
tapped on the door. - “dGq\od-night-, sir!??
me m!” came said Nipper.
T!:{‘%!Eld s deep voice. 1fe went out with his mind at rest.
Nipper entered, and Dr. Stafford regarded
him over the top of his glasses. | e
. ‘:Good evening, Hamillon,”” he exclaimed. CHIAPTER XVIIL.
This is an unexpected pleasure! Is there
anything I can do? It seems to me that DOUBTS.
yvou are Jooking rather anxious about some-
thing.” HIPPS permitted him-
“Can you tell me where Mr. Lee is, sir?” P solt, Yo <leyare Ris
asked Nipper, eyebrows. e v s
= < N “ Splendid, sir! In-
Well, I'm afraid not.” deed, much better than I ex-
‘““He promised Morrow that he’d see him : pected!’” he exclaimed, the
this evening, sir, and I rather expected to BLENS eéven note of his voice rising
see the guv'nor, too,” said Nipper, slightly. “I really believe, Master Nipper,

“I “ras
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Hmt the morning will find you comparatively
l}.”

“Phipps, old son,
sald Nipper frankly.

““Not at all, sir—merely versed in this par-
ticular subject,” said Phipps. ““ There is
nothing astonishing in this result. It is
largely a matter of applying the correet
treatment. Had you permitted yourself to
£0 unattended, you would have been help-
less for the morning. Any kind of move-
ment would have been agonising.”

** Absolutely,” agreed Archie Glenthorne,
who was standing by. “That’s what those
Trightful blighters intended.”

“ U'ndoubtedly, sir,”” ‘agreed Phipps.

“What-ho! But you, Phipps. have been
rallying round like the good old fairy in the
dlashed |apntomime,” said Archie, heaming.
“And how about the other lads? What of
Jerry Dodd? All is well with our Australian
companion?’? -

‘““Ile is progressing splendidly, sir,?

“And good old Hussi?”?

“The same, sir.”

“Then. Phipps. T shall
siid Archie peacefully.

“We're all terribly relieved to hear that,"
said Iandforth. “Of course, you don’t sleepx
at all usually? 1It’s only a rumour!?”

Archie adjnsted his monocle, and surveyed
Handforth from head to foot. They were
in Study C, and the bell was expected to zo
at any moment. Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey
were on the scene, too. '

“It seems to me, old stick-in-the-mud, that
yon are attempting to be dashed personal”
said Arehie. “T¥ mean to say., when it comes
to a matter of sleep—— Well, there is is!
Sieep, don’t you know! The good old joy of
life! Without sleep a chappie would posi-
Lively stagger, and wilt away like a <now-
flake before the summer’s syn.*

“If you go on like that, Archie, you'll be
writing peeiry soon!” grinned Reggie Pitt.,
“But T must say that I agree with vou.
Sleep is the thing—healthy, good old sleep!
You buzz off to bed, Nipper. and see that
you get your full allowance!”

Reggie was decply concerned about the
outrage. Although he was ecaptain of the
Seeond Eleven, and was fully occupied with
his own ericket affairs, he took a great
amonnt of interest in Nipper and Dodd and
Kahn.

Reggie was not at all jealous of these three
iuniors, who were in the First. He was a
vood cricketer himself, but a better captain,
and under his able leadership the Second
Eleven had been doing great things.

Matech after mateh had been won, and the
Second Eleven was improving with every day
that passed.

When Nipper lay in bed that night he
duin't si2op. however. TFor at least an hour
aftcr the others had gone off into slumber,
e looked inte the darkness of the dormi-
tory, and his mind was active.

He was thinking of many things—the coni-
ing match, the physical condition of Jerry

sleep to-night1»
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you're superhuman!”

ey e

I
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Dazed, bewildered, and sagging at
‘ the knees, Willy wandered away,
nardly knowing where he was going
or what he was doing.

Dodd, Hussi Kahn, and himself—their possi-
bilities of doing well and winning their caps;
but. meost important of all, he was thinking
of Nelson Lee.

¥ow that he came to think things over,

~he wasn’t as satisfied as he had been about
k that telegram,

In the first place, why had
his guv'nor gone to London? OQf course, it
was quite on the cards that the detective
had made an unexpected trip to the Metro-
polis to make inquiries at the India Office
or something of that Kind.

But it strueck Nipper as rather strange that
Lee should have gone without having a word
with hiun first. There was no conceit in that
thought. XNeJson Lee and Nipper had a
thorough understanding befween them.

And there was such a bond of affection
between the two that Lee seldom went on a
journey without at least bidding his young
assistant good-bye. To go off without &
word was unusual, and Lee only did that
zort of thing when he was called away at a
moment’s notice.

There was nothing to indicate that such
had beeh the case this time.

And why was Nelson I<e so indefinite?
That telegram would cause the Head no
anxiety. If Nelson Lee didn’t show up for
a whole week, Pr. Stafford would not werry,

Besides, wasn’t it rather queer that Lee
hadn’t sent a message to Nipper himself?
Nipper knew all about that business of the
tunnel gnd the mysterious Hindoos. Surely



he would have sent Nipper something—
especially after their conversation in the
morning? '

To tell the truth, doubts began to creep
into Nipper’s mind. .

And a startling thought occurred to him,
Was that telegram genuine? IIad Nelson
Lee sent it, or was it a mere fake? This
was the thought which caused Nipper to
worry more than ever. .

It was so easy fo send a wire in somebody
else’s name. Anybody c¢ould do it. And
when the message was so indefinite there
~was all the more reason to doubt its
authenticity.

“Well, it's no good worrying now,” Nipper
told himself finally. “If I dom’t get any

sleep, I shall be fit for nothing to-morrow.
But, by Jove, I'll make a move of some kind
to-morrow if there’s nothing further from
the guv’nor!”

And with this decision he had to be
content.

CHAPTER XIX.
BEFORE THE MATCH.
™~ UY SINCLAIR turned
out of bed with a
happy smile.
‘“About time,
too!”" said Carlile, who had
. come into Sinclair's bed-room

; to shake him up. “The Red-
cliffe match to-day. you know—and those
three rotten juniors are going to get their
colours'”’

The two seniors grinned joyously.

“They’ve got plenty of colours—black and
blue!” said Sipclair brilliantly. “Have you
heard anything yet?®

“Haven't been down,” said Carlile.

“Well, you can take it from me that the
young beggars won't be able to get out at
all!”? chuckled Sinclair as he went across
to the washstand. *“They’ll be so sore that
they won't he able to move an inch. It only
shows, Carlile, old man, that it’s just as
well to take plenty of precautions.”

Carlile nodded.

“ Ripping morning!” he observed as he
went to the window. “Everybody thought
it was going to rain, but the clouds have
cleared off, and the sun’s shining like the
deuce, Hot, too. I'll bet it’ll be sweltering
by noon. I see they're practising already!*

Carlile looked idly across fo the playing
fields. Then suddenly his ponchalant air
vanished. He gave a violent start. An
expression of startled amazement entered his
eves,

“Why, what on earth—- I gay, Sin-
clair!*”” he ejaculated hoarsely. *Come here
—quick! Quick!” he added, with a gasp.

Sinclair turned with a wet face, amagzed
by the other’s tone.

“What’s the mafter?” he asked, running
across.
¢ Look out therc!” shouted Carlile.

4

1 like a ton weight in Nipper’s grip.

i wanted looking at—for it was

' fo worry you.

““ Where? Those

I can’'t see anything.
chaps on big side?’’ asked Sinclair, * What
on earth are you——7"

“Can’'t vou see who they are?”

roarcd
““ Nipper! Dodd! Kahn! They're
Don’t you recognise them?”

from his eves,

Carlile,
at practice!
~ Sinclair shook the water
and stared. _
““Qreat Scott!” he panted.
vou're right.” _
“Y don’t believe anything about it-—I
know I'm right!” exclaimed the other.
“ What does it mean? I thought they were

¢“I believe

going to be helpless? And there's Nipper
batting just the same as wusual! And
Dodd’s bowling! And that beastly Ilittle

Indian kid is jumping about like a juck-in-
the-box 1”

At that moment Grayson
smiling.

¢ Hallo, you chaps!” he announced.
“ Morning! Coming down to see the fun?
Coming down to see the heroes crawl into
sight—

“You infernal fool!” snapped Sinclair.
*“This is the way they're crawling! You
and yvour ideas!” he added contemptlously.

sauntered in,

| Grayson went over to the window, anid
fhen turned pale.
“ But—but it's impossible!” he said

hoarsely, all his good humour vanishing., 1
tell you, it’s impossible! Aiter the way we
smashed them about they must he smothered
with bruoises! It’s just bravado—nothing
else! The young fools are in agony!”

The seniors, alarmed and disappointed be-
yond measure, continued to watch the
juniors practising. And they weré compelled
to admit that there was nothing particular.
ly awkward in their movements.

On Big Side, the Fourth trio were try-
ing to get their musecles into trim. 1t was
agony for Dodd to bowl, and the bat ge:t

ut
gradually the pain wore off,

I think we shall be ail right,” said
Nipper, at length. ¢¢I say, Phipps is marvel-
lous! He ought to be a specialist!”

“ By jings, he is!?” sald Jerry enthusiastic.

-ally.

“Bubt for him we should have been &s
helpless as logs,” went on Nipper. < Of
course, we can’t do our best—and it’s up
to us to tell Fenton. We'll leave it to him
whether we figure in the Eleven.”

As it happened, Edgar Fenton, the popular
captain of St. Frank’s appeared in sight at
that moment with Morrow. They had been
attracted to the cricket-field just to have
a look at the wicket. Not that it really
in perfect
condition,

Nipper and Dodd and Kahn went over from
the practice-gcround and faced the tweo
seniors.,

“I'm not sure whether we ought to play
to-day, Fenton,” said Nipper. *We didn't
tell you anything last night—didn't want
But at one time it seemed



tﬁa}t; we slmuldnt be able to turm out at,
a

‘““What's this—a joke?” asked Fenton,
- staring.

Nipper briefly explained the circumstances
and both Fenton and Morrow looked grave
and concerned. This was serious news, in-
deed. Fenton had been growing to rely
more and more upon the three junior mem-
bers of his team. They had proved them-
selves to be a tower of strength to the side.

“It sounds like a wild invention—but I
know you better than that, Hamtlton,”’ said
Fenton. “I'd hetter have a look at your
bruises, and decide. It’ll be no good me
having you in the team if you're crocked.
Redcliffe is a2 hot team. We beat them on
their own ground, but we had a certain
amount of lueck.”

They went into the pavilion, and here, in
privacy, the three jumiors displayed their
bruises. On their upper arms there were
many discolourations—but, owing to Phipps’
expert treatment, these discolourations were
gothmg ccmpa:ed to what they would have

een.

‘¢ Well, upon my word!” said Fenton
grimly. ¢““What do you think of that,
Morrow? Can you imagine anything more
despicably blackguardly?”

e o

COAPTER XX.
FENTON DECIDES.

ORROW looked angry.
““ Blackguardly??”’
he repeated. ** Those

infernal cads ought
to be kicked out of the
school! Fauncy attempting to
crock three of cur men like

this! ’I‘he,:,r can't plag, in that condition!
Their muscles musiy be as stif as the
deuece !?? _
“How do you feel?” asked Tenton
anxiously. '
“Pretty rotien, but we’ll stick it,”” said
Nipper,

“I don't think I can bowl, Fenton, but I’ll
try,” put in Jerry Dodd.  But it’s possible
that I can bat. And we may be betier by
eleven o'clock. Phipps is going to give us
a tinal massage dirvectly affer breakfast.

““ How do you feel about it yaulaelvea?”
asked Fenton. “I’'m -putting it to you
frankly, because I want a straight answer.
If T keep you in the team do you think
yow’ll make a mess of things?»

¢« Well, no,” said Nipper. 1 feel fairly
confident.”

‘“You realise, of course, that your colours
depend upon this match?** asked Fenton. “If
you fail I shall have to make up the team
without you. Still, we needn’t go into that
new. 1 may poqsm]y give you another
chance in view of these bruises. But we’ve
got to beat Redecliffie—that’s the chief point

—

t

or will

Can you help,
hindrance?”

‘““ By jingo, we’ll do the utmost we can,’
said Jerry promptly.

“You may expectantly believe -that

to-day. you be a

we
shall put up =« disgracefully excellent per-
formance,” put i Hussi Kahn. *Qur
muscles are flexibly stiff, but we can bear
the pain with disgusting fortitude, We will
be cheerful and unhappy to play.”

““Well, if I keep you in the team, I shall
expect you to put up a good ﬁght ¥ sajd
Fenton.  “I don’t know who to play as
substitute if you fail, so my hand is more
or less forced. I'Il decide later on—ater

. I've had a talk with Phipps.”

And soon after breakfast Fenton's deci-
sion was made.

The Fourth-Form {rio was {o play. And
the Fourth Form, when it heard the .iews,
cheered vigorously. At lea.;, the Ancient
House fellows did. Over in the Modern
House the fellows were probably pleased, hut
they didn’t make a song about it. In tha
school’s present frame of mind, no Modern
House juniors would think of cheering a
rival.

The three mast unhappy fellows in St.
Frank’s were undoubtedly Sinclair, Carlile.
and Mills. They had been hoping that their
own chances of returning to the team would
be increased. They had not realised that
the slim .chances they had had were now
practically dead. Fenton wanted sportsmen
in his Eleven—not hooligans.

And it galled themx to see Nipper
the other two juniors walking &boub
as usual.

As for Grayson, he simply gritted h}:-_» feeth
when Nipper gazed at him across the
Triangle, and gave him a happy smile. Gray-
son turned on his heel, and strode away.
As the originator of the plot, his own feel-
ings were bitter. And he was not made any
the happier by the fact that Sinclair, Car-
lile, and Mills addressed many insulting and
pointed remaris at him,

It was shortly after eleven before the
Redcliffe team arrived. Sanders, the skip-
per, was looking merry and bright. He had
got his team into mueh befter shape, so he
said, and he had come cver with the firm
}flettrmmatmn of avenging the previous de-
ea

‘““Yeu plaving the same team?” he asked
Fenton.

111 Y’es_”

“ Those juniors as well??’

“Exactbly the same team,? said Fenton., -

¢“Well, I've got three new men with me,"
said Sanders contentedly. ““Fm not going
to make any prophesies—hut I ean tell you
they’re mustard. Oh, by the way, I thought
I'd better mention it. I've made up my
mind to bat first.”

“ Splendid!” said Fenton.
mind, though, I think we’ll toss for it.
quite the usual thing over here,”

Sanders grinned,

. dd
]UHD

“If yvou don't
It’s



“That’s
replied.

But wlien they tossed,
a rueful face.

“That’s what comes of
chuckied Fenton. ** Sorry, Saaders, but we're
soing in with the express purpose of ‘set-
ting you an impossible task.¥
. ’lhev langhed at this banter—for, after
all, neither skipper was given to boasting or

all right—I'm going to win,” he

he lost, and made

heing too sure!”

makmg prophesies. It 1s always 11‘-1;} to
be a prophet in cricket!

The weather, however, certamly made
Fenton feel happy. It was simply glorious,
and so unnexpected, too. Everybody had
predicted a wet. day—-and, as usual, every-

body was wrong.

- At 11.30 the Redcliffe mecz took the field,
and Fenton
pavilion to open the St. Frank’s batting.

CHAPTER XXI.
EARLY DISASTERS.
HY mateh started very

quictly.
The empty playing-
fields, the deserted
appearance of the whole
scene, and the slnmmerlng
heat of the early summer’s
day made - the players reserve their
energies. Somehow, it was difficult to do

anything sensat-iona.l without any specta-
tors looking on.

The Redclitffe bowling was better than it
had been, and Fenton and Morrow opeéned
their scores very cautiously. For the first
ten minutes, indeed, the cricket was inex-
pressibly dull.

In three overs only two runs were scored,
and the bowlers had never given the bats-
men an opening for a drive. But at the
beginning of the fourth over Fenton began
to ﬁnd his form.

He was getting better aund better as a
batsman. Although essentially a bowler, he
was so steady with the willow that the
school was beginning to look to him for a
good, solid innings.

But this morning the school looked in vain.

Misfortune overtook Fenton. In attempt-
ing an on-drive he misjudged the leather.
and it slipped under his bat, and removed
one of the stumps. Fenton was out for 3!

Following this, Wilson took Fenton’s place,
and did omctlv the same thinz as his cap-
tfain, and was dismissed for 3 also. Then
William Napoleon” Browne came along and
helped Morrow to put up a stand.

With the score at 25, however., AMorrow
gave an casy catch to mid-on., and mid-on
made no mistake ahout it. 25 for three was
not particularly startling.

And worse was to follow,

Rees made a dreadful hash of things hy
putting his leg before the wicket after he
had been batting for only three minutes, and

and Morrow sallied out of the

i

-~

4

with his score still standing ab the lJéautiful
fiecure of 0.

Nipper came out after that, and btntnn
watched him anxiously. lenton was mord
than cver keen wupon his junior men doing
well now. On a perfect wicket, the best
men of his side were being cheapl} dis-
niissed! It was one of those things which
nobody can properly understand.

In the Helmford match Nipper had made
his century, and he already had a reputation
of being a superb bat. So great things were
expected now. Ienton remembered Nipper's
bruises, but he dismissed the thought. Nipper
would rise to the occcasion.

And I'enton was not entirely disappointed.

Nipper and Browne got the hang of the
tedeliffe bowling in a masterly manner, and
proceaded to knock up some runs quickly.
There was a perfect understanding betyween
them, and they were particularly good when
it came to snatching singles. Slowly bu
surely the score rose, until the figures read
50—4.

The figures were getting better, But just
when 1Mlpper was getting beautifully set, and
he had made 22, he gave the ghost of a
chance to third th And third slip, more
by luck than anything else, accepted it. Tho
ball came past like a bullet. But third
slip’s hand shot out, and he miraculousty
held the leather.

“ How’s that?”

“Out !

“ Oh, eood catch!”

Even Fenton clapped vigorously. It was |

‘one of the smartest catches he had seen in

the season., Third slip was shaking his hang,
and blowing his fingers painfully. And he
was compel!ed to retire for some minutes
to have a split finger attended to.

“Hard lines—you were doing fine,”
Fenton, as Nipper came in.

“ And I thought that was going to be a
boundary, too,” said Nipper ruefully.

“It would have been,” exclaimed Fenton.
“YWhat on earth did that slip man want {o
aet in the way like that for?”

“Those fellows are always in the way!”
said Nipper gloomily. :

Stevens did not distinguish himself in the
least. Ue made 4 runs in twenty minutes,
but was then bowled., And the score stood
at 73—6. There was not much prospect of
St. FFrank’s putting up a hig total.

thapplh a collapse followed.

Jerry Dodd and Hussi Kahn both failed
~owing solely, there can be no doubt, to
their stift muscles. It was impossible for
them to handle the bat flexibly, and Dodd
was out for 12, and Kahn only made 7.
Browne himself succumbed with adding
hardly any to his score.

At five minutes before the Iuncheon In-
terval the last wicket fell. It was a dramatic
failure on the part of St. Frank's.  With
everything in their favour, and with the
knowledge that they had beaten Redclifte

said

| before, they could make no more than 99,

Fenton was thoroughly upset.
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The. poor performance of his three junior

Players preyed upon him, He had cxpected
them to do big things. He almost forgot
the handicap they were snffering from.
- *Of course, you needun’$ expect to get
your caps now,” he said gruffly. “This was
the real test to-day-—and you faijled. [I'm
afraid I shall have to make up my team
without you juniors in ijt.”

“The game isn't over yect, Fenton,” said

Nipper quietly. ““Still, your word goes,
and it’s up to us to accept it.”
And it seemed that the three Fourth-

Formers were doomed to fail at the Jast

hurdle—just when their colours were within
sight.,

CHAPTER XXII,
A STIFF TASK.
DWARD OSWALD
E HANDFORTH

started.

“Whnat's that-—
ninety-nine all out?” he ejacu-
lated,  “What rot! Why,

" : Nipper was goingz to make a
century on his own!”

“It’'s no good going on like that, Handy
—thiere are the figures,” said Clinrch.
s« Ninety-nine all out! My hat! That’s a
rotten score, if you like! Ninelty-nine all
ount!”

He repeated it in a mechanical kind of way.
And plenty of other {ellows werc doing the
same thing. Coming out after lessons, the

school had confidently expected to find that

the First had put up a big tofal. Many
fellows had declared that no more than two
wickets would Le down,

And here they discovered the whole side
dismissed for less than a century!

Jt was a shock for the school, and seemed
to spell complete disaster. :

Everyhody was talking gloomily about
defeat, and, for the first time since early
morning, Carlile & Co. were happy. Their
scheme had worked, after all! For the
juniors had done badly, and everybody was
already saying that they would never get
their colours,

There was just a possibility that Nipper
wculd be given his cap, but Jerry Dodd
and Hussi Kahn were hopelessly out of it.
And the Fourth Form was particularly
depressed.

The feud showed no signs of breaking out
into a storm, Fortunately, the spectators
sorted themselves out into Ancient House
gronps and Modern House groups. And as
long as the rival parties did not clash, there
was very little chance of disturbances.

And the interest in the match was so
great that nobody wanted to precipitate any
unpleasantness. When play started after
lunch, there was a tension in the air—for
everything now depended upon the way in
which the St. Frank’s bowlers dealt with
Redcliffe.

With only a century to get {0 win, the

visitors apparently had an excecdingly ecasy ‘'

THE NELSON

3

task. AMany fcllows declared that the game
wouldi’t be worth watching. But the
majority were struck by the grim, determined
expreszions on the faces of the First Eleven
as thev took the field.

But Fenteun and hkis men hadn't given up

LEE LIBRARY 2=

hope!
~Fhe St. Frank’s bowlers, however, soon
fcund that the visitors were taking full

advanbtage of the excellent batsmen’s wickef.
Sanders and another Redcliffe man opened
the innings, and made no mistake about it.

Although Browne was giving of his best,
and was well supported by Ienton, they
secmed to make no impression on the enemy.
The first wicket partnership was a bz
suceess, and Handers and his companion pro-
cegded to pul up a stubborn stand.

“Well, of course, there’s nothing more to
be said!’’ snorted Handforth, as he stood
looking on. “ Fancy letting those two chaps
inock up the runs at such a nrate! Dis-
gusting!”

“Our bowlers are doing their best!”
growled Church.. “1t’s no good grumbling
at ’em. We don’t like to admit it, but
these Redcliffe chaps are fine batsmen.
They’re up to every trick.” :

“And we're going to lose by about zeven
wickets!” growled Handfiorth. '

Undoubtedly, the Redelific pair were
making sure of things to hegin with, and
after the first half-hour they opened their
shoulders, and hit powerfully. The runs
came with disturbing rapidity.

In well under the hour the 40 had heen
passed, and it was not until the score stood
at 46 that the partnership was broken.

“Thank goodness!”’ said Nipper fervently.
*“I thought they were going on for cver.
Forty-six for ome! XNot much hope now!”

But two more wickets fell a few minutes
later, with another thrce runs added. The
Saints began to hope again.

But they were previous, for there followed
anocther stand. tedcliffe  were doing
splendidly.

“QOh, we shall never win now!” growled
Nipper. “Fifty-nine for three! And the
score’s mounting all the time! At this rate
we shall be wiped up!”

‘“There may be a collapse,” said
Dodd hopefully. |

“Nobt much chance of it now,” repiied
Nipper, shaking his head.

Jel’l‘}'

Round the field, the spectators werc
equally glum. |
“They're going to whack us by eight

wickets, at least?" declared Handforth,

“ Fathead! How can they?” asked Chureh.
“Threce wickets are down already! Your
arithmetic is a bit rocky, old man!”’

“PDon’t quibble ahout a wicket or zo!
roared Handforth, exasperated. “The
game’s lost, so what’s the ¢ood of standing
here, looking on? I'm fed up! I've never
seen such a fiasco! 1It’s all the fault of our
chaps for making such a rottgn score.
Ninety-nine, all out! Horrible!”

And Edward Oswald folded his arms, and
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alared at the field as though it had doune
him some personal Injury.

CHAPTER XXIIL
THE FIGHTING BSPIRIT.

HURCH couldn’t
grinning,

“I'm bleszed

can understand you,

Handy,” he chuckled. At

one fime you're a marvellous

help
if I
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1

&
'
B =
[ P S0, '.

would turn out well, yet something told him
that it was too late to expect victory,

But a change came over the game a 'zinpnue
or two later—a change which causcd the
crowds to watch swith breathless excitement.

In one way, it was the fault of Sanders.
He suffered from the fatal malady of over-
confidence. But he certainlyhad a good excuse,
for, according to all the rules of the game,
the match was won. It is never safe, how-
ever, to tuke anvthing for granted in cricket.

optimist, and at apother | When the next man was dismissed the
vou're about the seor? stood hat tluz
bhiguest pessimist ' comfortable figure of
under the sun. I've PORTRAIT _GALLFRY ;}ND WHO'S WHO. 79—4. With only 25
never kpnown such a Third Series—Fifth Form. runs to get for vie-

fellow for extremes.”

: . NOTE.—The average age of Tifth TForm tory, and six  wickets
“He can’t help it, boys is 1I7. in  hand, the gumne
said McClure. * Leave - was merely a joke.
him alone.” And Suanders {ully
Handforth smiffed. mgz}ll“tded ’lt as sueh.
Y :an say what 1ere’s  no  reasan
voul illl}ttfq\ilezéy :;oli:;i ri; why we  shouldn't
to lose this mateh !” show these St. Frank’'s
he exclaimed firmly. chaps" some five-
“In fact. it's lost works,” he said to
alread xi' I'm no his metn in tie
: ‘ g avili T T .
pessimist, but I know pavilion. You can

#  side when it's
whacked! And the
First Eleven’s
whacked !”

 YWell, that’s
practically a forcgone
conelusion,” admitted
McClure. “It's rotten

Jduek, especially as we
heat Redeliffie on their

vet these 250 ruus on
YOur heads. The
game's ours."”

““ Kasy enough ™’
said the others.

X ‘*So hit as briskly
) as you like,” advised
!’t—-‘» Sanderzs. < I'd like to

see those runs knocked

%
L Z

\ ol
L

off at lightning spee:d.

Yy : e ; e
own ground last time, ".g‘.}\\ We suu_l.[ win by
Still, we can’t always ---\h if!l\r?ralp_h_t(;lkl(;ts. C_rtlm_l
win, A pgame’s a a1en Oss1Dly  carrvy
game, and if -tlle'Fi;‘st e ‘,"'h-.' _ — % on ftor tanotiler hr:;r
Eleven loses this _—— - = =4 —lus 0 show  St.
mateh it will have No. 12.—Stephen Parry. = Fraak's how cricket
to—— " , A sgmewhat indolent senior, o~ really ought toV be

“What rtot!” in- and the bane O:f L{[r. Pagerttvrs § plfl‘}'ed.” |
terrupted Handforth, EMbt’?nﬁC‘B- Parry always - > The others grinned,
alaring. chooses the line of Ileast RSt and  the next man
THERYT resistance, and js consc- &= went in with the firm
. “Who's talking gquently at the bottom of his g4 intention of letting off
about St. Frank’s ¥orm. In all other respects, ; the fireworks that
losing ?” demanded he is quite a good sort. e Sanders had  sug-
f dw T d Oswald p s cested. He gave the

You’re a fine tip to his partaer,
supporter, :-‘kl'llold Me- _ too.

Clure! Things may look bad, but we're The small task before them made them
aoing to wipe Redcliffe up! You mark my | reckless, and Sanders wasn't feeling quite
words!” so0 happy when the new man was magui-

MeClure stared blankly. ficently caunght in the deep from his very

“Why, yvou ass, you just said the game
was lost already!” he exclaimed indignantly.
“I'm blessed if I know what you're talking
-about—you don’t even know yourself! You
say one thing one minute, and then contra-
dict it the next!”

i Handforth turned his shoulder {o his
chums, and stared moodily at the cricket.
‘Az @ matter of fact, he didn’t know what to
think, @ He was hoping that the game

first hit. He had meant
be a six, too. .

““That was a good cateh,” said Fenton,
turning to Morrow. “Dodd. too! I wonder
if he'd be any .good at bowling?”

é1'd try him, if I were you,” said’ Mor-
row. ¢ That stiffness is wearirz offknow.”

“All right, Arthur—a bit later on,” said
the skipper.

Quite a number of fellows weic

that stroke to

feaving
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the pavilion and the field generally. The
game didn’t seem worthh watching, for the
€nd was. bound {o come very soon now.
“Seventy-five for five,”” grunted Mand-

forth disgustedly. “It makes me sick to
160k at it, Our chaps ought to be Dboiled

m oil for only making 991!»

“Pon’t keep harping on it, old man,”
sighed Church, ‘“It's getting a bit stale,
you know—— My only hat! Hold it
Nipper—hold it! Oh, good man! Well
cangnt!??

éi Out‘zﬁ,
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victory, but the rapid faliing of the last
on¢e or two wickets gave the spectators a
faint feeling of hope. '
“Is it possible?’ muttered Fenton, to
himself. “Is it possible?”
A buzz went round the Fourth when Jerry
bodd took the ball, and removed his
sweafer. .And a roar went up from every
corner of the field when Jerry sent down
s first delivery. It was a terror, and the
hateman only just escaped disaster, '
Jerry Dodd was evidently out for mis-
chief! _
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‘ Armed with cricket stumps, the Ancient House fags marched grin:ly and

| t firmly towards the Modern House.

Nipper had accepted a difficult cateh, and
he did not fail to hold 'it. Interest in the
game Wwas revived—particularly as the 8t.
Frank's players were fighting desperately
—using every ounce of their skill and cun-
ning. They bore none of the signs of a
beaten team.

Seventy-seven—six!

It was looking a littie bit better, although
«till comparatively hopeless, Those fellows
wjio were walking away came back again,
and looked on. Somehow, there was an air
of tension in the atmosphere.
moderate stand would give Redceliffe a

Only a

CHAPIER XXIV.

AN EXCITING FINISH.
T8 ¢ E’RE going to
win!?» roared
Handforth ex-
; citedly. ““ What
.did I fell you all along?
Just  you  wait! Jerry’'s

going to do the hat trick
now! Iie’ll take three wickets in sucecession,
and then we shall be as safe as houses!”
“Oh, dry up!* said Charch. ¢ We're
looking at cricket--not watehing miracles!®



“ All right—wait!”

There was nothing else to do.
:The batsman calmly sent Jerry to the
houndary for 4. And it was evi dent that he
meant to bat recklessly, With oniy 19 runs
to win the game, Sanders had instructed nis
batsmen to go all ouf.

With four wickets in feit
that he ecould easily afford to take
apparently flimsy risk. But his policy
43 bad as his judgment.

Ninetegn runs to get!

And at this breathless stafte of the rame,
William Napoleon Browne cam+« out with
true dramatic effect, It was a new over,

hand, Sanders

Was

said Handforth tenscly. |
But the |
much-hoped-for “ miracle *’ did not come off.

the

The vell which went up sgemed to crack
thie atmosphere. Only two more wickets
to fall! And there were nineteen runs Lo
cet! Unexpectedly, St. Frank’s had a fins
shanee of winning the game.

And Fenton did not lose sight of the {act
that his junior men were DJI'[L" responsibio
for the position. When Browne prepared
to take his next ruun, the crowd stood zilent
and tense.

The ieather left his fingers, the batsman
hesitated, jumped out. and anr:d wildly.
Slap! With the batsman out of his-creasc,
the wicket-keeper deftly caught the bal],
and slammed it into the wicket. The bails
| went Hdying.
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‘and Bronne had the bowling. He put every
trick he knew into that deliver}-‘, for he
‘was on his mettle. The batsman raised his

willow, misjudeed the leather by a fraction,
and his middle stump flew out- of the
ground,

. “Out!” shricked the crowd.

The excitement grew into a veritable
storm, But the noise might have been
heard in Bannington itseif a few minutes
later when DBrowne seni down the second

ball of the over.

The batsman guarded his wicket, bhut he

returned the bal neatly inte Willlam
Napoleon's w:iiting palm,
“Out!”

“'S that?' gasped the wicket-keeper,

“0Out!” replied the umpire promptly.

A perfect roar of cheering went up, and
Handlorth secized Churel’s cap and flung
i1t into the air. And Chureb was so0 excited
that he didn't notice it.

“The hat trick!”” bellowed
“What did I tell you?”

“Looks more like the cap
said MceClure breathlessly.
zatd that Jerry Dodd was
liat trick.”’

Ilandiortu.

trick to me,"
“ Desides, you
going to do the

“Whaat does it matter who does it?" de-
manded Handforta. ‘““There’s only one
wicket to fail-—and we've won the giddy

game!l’’



But even now it seemed that victory was
about fo be torn from the Fimst Eleven’s
grasp. Extraordinarily enough, a last
}viciiet stand followed Browne’s magnificent
eat.

The new man was the last hope of his
side. And he came out with the laudable
determination to save the game,
his partner were ulira-cautious, and they
stole runs slowly.

A silence settled over the spectators, and
the noisy excitement died down. This was
hardly what they had bargained for. A
1ast wicket stand! And the score rose
slowly but surely.

At 88 a boundary was hit, bringing up the
total to 90. Only 10 runs to get, and Red-
cliffe would win! Jerry Dodd and Browise
were otill bowling, and they were grim.

But the batsman who had scored the
boundary was encouraged. Two balls later

he did the same thing, and took the score

- to 94, The tension was acute. ‘
Aud yet again! Clack! From one of
Jerry’s deliveries, the leather hissed over

5"  Jndubduiiihd
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the turf out of reachh of the fleldsmen, and

up went another 4. Groans arose from
every side of the field. .
One to draw—2 for game! In spite of

everything, Redcliffe was snatching victory.
A pin might have been heard to drop as
Jerry bowled again. Round swung the bat,

and the ball was secent spinning away. It
was winging off for another boundary,
The game was over— But Nipper per-

formed the apparently impossible. He was
running-—skimnming like mad across the wurf.
With outstretched finzers, he reached for
the leather, his fingers touched it, and
gripped. ' :

Over he rolled, but he held the ball, and
flung it high.

3 Outiﬂ.‘l

“Oh, good catch!’?

“ Hurrah!?”? .

It was the finest catch of the match, and
St. Frank’s had won the game by 1 run!
And even the most exacting spectator could
Efr:g}y wish for a mwure exeiting finish than

1at! .

THE EXND.
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Also, more about the mysterious Goolah Kahn,
- the Rajah of Kurpana, and the strange disappear-
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'NOTE.—If any readers write to me, I shall
he pleased to comment upon such Te-
marks as are likely to idnterest the
majority. If you have any suggestions
—send them along. If you have any
grumbles—make them to me! All
letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, e¢/o The Editor,
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Tleetway
House, [Farringdon  Street, London,
E.C.4. Remember, my aim is to pleane
as many of you as 1 possibly can. 3o
it's up to you to let me know your likes
and dislikes.—E.S5.B.).

Leiters received: R. Gridsell (Cariesbury,

N.Z.)), A. H. Goodwin (Newcastle, N.S.W.),
“ Bill” &inwald), John Warner (Gisborne,
N.Z.) W. Anema (Beaconsfield, S.A.), E.

Hash (address unknown), (Cissie Bnell

(South Woodford), W. Gibbs {(XNantyglo,
Mon.), “A Westclif Reader ” (Southend-
Oll- wm) ¢ Regular Reader ? (Yorks), J.

Cook (E.14), William Slade (E.16), Dudley
Lister (Yorks), E. Minific (Westonsuper-
Mare), “An N.L.L. Enthusiast ?? (Nr,
Leicester), *‘Reader’” (Peckham), Michael
Burke (Ireland), A. Anderson (Scotland),
D. S. Clark (Surrey), Grahame Watting
(S.W.17), W. F. Dickinson (Lwerpool),
Ronald Appleby (Newport, Mon.), 8.

Lampon (Herts.), H. ILennarel (Suﬁ'olk),
“CARDNJNXYZ ?”  (Wolverhampton), Sbtan-
ley Opie-Bice (Surrey), Higgie (Lanes.),
Maurice Garvarten (Glawow), Cyril W,
Afitchell (Halifax), William J. Scholes
(Canada), G. 8. (Southampton), L. W.
Penny ~(Southampton), W. Sayer (Kent),
1. Bateman (Bradiord), ‘‘Old Friend”
(N.B.), Sinclair R. Dobie (Eastbourne), G

Burgeas (Selsey), A. M. Schoﬁelci
((,heﬂnre), W. H. Edmunds {Essex), S. E.
Bate, Jnr. (Lancs.), *‘“An Enthusiastic
Reader” (Hither Green). :
* ES *
First of all, a whisper about the St.
Frank's League. The Editor and I have

been putting our heads together a good
deal lately {no, there weren't any splinters),
and as far as I can officially say at present,
it won't be so very long before the League
becomes a reality. Don't be impatient—
just wait for the Editor to give the word.

v
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IY may be some weeks yet—just possibly,
even longer—but you can. take my word for
it that the League is NOT a myth.

* ¥ *
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Thanks for your nice letter, Ciszie Snell.
No, I haven't forgotten Tessa Love,
although 1 must confess I've meglected her
somewhat. One can’t bring every character
into the limelight at once, you know You
ask me if you can write again. Why?
Don’t you know that I always welcome any
letters, long or short, and the more
criticisms you <c¢an include, the better.
That's what this feature is for—for all of
you to lef me know your likes and dis-
likes at first hand. By all means writo
again,

) ’ ¥ *

I say, °“Westeclif Reader,” what's the
idea? You write me about five lines—quite
nice lines, by the way—and in a paosteript
you ask me to say what I think of you!
have to write me a longer letter
before 1 can form any opinion.

= * ¥

Here, what next? 1t's you I'm address-
ing, J. Cook, You begin your letter * Dear
Edwy,” and then express the hope that I
shan’t mind you addressing me by my
nickname! Nickname!! Let me tell you,
my son, that *“Edwy ’’ was allotted to me
at the time of my christening. There’s no
spocof about my name at all—it’s not
merely a nom-de-plume. And if you look
up history, you’ll find that there was once
a king of England called ‘“ Edwy the Fair.”
But as he died fairly young on the battle-
field, I hope there arec no other points of
resemblance Dbetween us. Lots of people
tell me that I shall sooa have grey hair.
and that I've ‘already got one foot in the
grave. but I ignore these optimists. They
say I'm workmcr too hard, and that T
should ease down. But what the dickens
can I do, when you all keep worrying me

for more St, Frank's stories?
“I'm only joking, of course. The fact
is, *the harder I work, the better I feel

find
and

It’s a funny thing, but you'll generall
in this life that if you slack abou
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do nothing, yon'll’ feel listless and fed up.
it’s when you’re working hard on your
job, and putting your full attention to it,
that you get the best out of life. Don’d
think I’'m indulging in a little leecture—not
a bit of it. I'm just stating a fact.

* % 4=

Talking about work, in a few weeks “The
Beys' Realm ¥ will commence a special
series of holiday camp stories, all about the
St. Frank’s juniors. S0 you can’t aecuse
me of being lazy, can you—especially as
the stories in Our Paper are now longer

than ever?
* * ¥

Thanks for your very entertaining letter,
Dudley Lister. I’Jl excuse the pencil
hecausc it was so weil written. Yes, the
list of stories you mentioned were all per-
petrated by yours fruly., Why do you ask?
l1s there something wrong with them? I
understand that  before  becoming ae-

quainted with Our Paper- you always looked

upon it as a *ghastly blood ”—and then
changed your mind afcer reading one issue.
1 wonder how many other fellows are walk-
~ing about with the same lamentable im-
pression?

* = £

Yeou pick me up on a question concern-
ing Buster Boots, E. Minific. According %o
the Portrait Gallery, Boots is skipper of
the Modern House football. But when he
first came to Si. Frank’s, you inform me,
he disliked football. My dear chap, that’s
nothing. Lots of fellows develop in a v
surprising way after being at school r
some time., They change their habits, and
alter thelr ways. Several of my charactlers
are entirely different now from when they
were first introduced. Look at Reggie Pity,
for example. Who wouid ever have thought
' i-hgit he would one day become Form Cap-
tain? . " .

It’s rather coincidence that

a you

siould write to me concerning the seniors, }

** Peckham Readcer.” You inform me that in
your opinion there was one thing wrong
with Qur Paper—not <nough about +the
seniors, . Well, what about it now? Just
lately we’ve had the Fifth and Sixth fairly
in the limelight, and even your desire con-
cerning Jerry Dodd has been fulfilled. And,
mind you, these stories were written long
before your letter reached me!

* * -

So you want the summer sfories {o be
about an uninhabited island in the Pacifie,
Michael Burke? Well, I think I might as
well let everybody into the secret now—
not that it’s much of a secret. At one
time - I thought about British Guiana or
tue Amazon as the scene for our summer
holiday stories. But after a lot of thought,
and after a good deal of planming, I have
decided that a coral island in the Pacific
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will be more 10 the

readers.

liking of general
But these summer stories won’t
be of the usual type—wrecked on a desert

island, and so forth. No, I’ve got some-
thing quite different in store. But we
shall have the atmosphere of the South
Seas, the coral lagoon, savagés, and all the
rest of it. I'm not going to give you cven
a hint of the central idea of the series, for
that might spoil your interest. But I'm
going to do my very utmost to make these
noliday stories the hest I've ever written.

* 4 +

Glad you've got that copy of Gur Paper,
W. TI. Dickinson. You wish mo to thank
Miss Eveline Stephenson as soon as possi-
ble, so I take the first opportunity of doing
so. I hope she sees these few lines. No,
[ don’t think I had the impression that
you were a wman, but I certainly thought
you were rtather older than 14, Let me
congratulate you upon your handwriting.
I expect you to get full marks for it, don’s
you?

% .* E

Very nice of you to send me that dcsign,
S. L. Lampon. I'm not at all sure whether
I can make use of it, but I'll try. Aund
when you ask me for a ‘“nice long reply »
(in printed letters, and underlined) I
hardly know what to say. There's not
much in your leiter to reply to. But if you
write again and give me some questions to
answer, I'll do my best.

= * ¥

There's really no need for me to send you
those back numbers you require, Stanley
Opic-Bice. They are quite recent issues,
and if you order them from the nearest
newsagent, you’ll certainly get them. I'm
not the publishing department, remember.
f course, if you can't get the issues—and
[ don’t think there’s any fear in that direc-
tion—let me know,

» * *

Sorry that you are disappointed about the
heights and weights, Higgie. You &ee, iu
the present form of the Portrait Gallery,
there isn’t room for all that sort of thing.
I don’t think it matters much, an_yhow.
The Third and the Fifth are not quite 8o
important as the Fourth. Besides, there’s
always plenty of time in the future. -1
lope your nose has quite recovered by this
time, and that it has now resumed its
normal manly shape.

= = »

You must nave taken a lot of trouble
cver those skeiches of Pine Grove (Camp,
Wiiliam J. Scholes. Thanks for the parti-
culars, Although you are noft an artish,
you have at least managed to give me some
graphic impressions of your life in
camp, and I trust your hope--thalt youn will



ro inte camp again—will one day come

Lrue.

x -

You ask me a few questions about the
Paramount Studios, in Hollywood, G. 8. I
saw  all sorts of famous people acting
before the camera during that interesting
visit, but I knew better than to engage any
of them in conversation. When these stars
are acting they are oblivious of all sur-
roundings, but woe betide the onlooker
whto butts in! When I was watching Miss
Gloria Swanson, she was absolutely de-
tached, and went calmly ahead with her
work as though she were in her drawing-
room—taking absolutely no notice of
camera men, 4qsgistants and spectators.
-And this, mind you, desplte the fact that
a big spectacular scene, with hundreds of
“extras ¥ was being “shot ” near by.
I'he noise from this was considerable, buf
Miss Swanson appeared to notice nothing.
[n this spectacular scene, let me add, I saw
George K. Arthur, being ducked in a pool
until he was nearly exhausted—and Bull
Montana took an active hand in this affair.
{ can assure you, these film actors earn
avery penny of their money!

% = x
What'’s the meaning of this? Here’s the
hreginning of a lctter from H. Bateman:
‘*28, High Street, Thornton, Brudford.
Dear Sir,—Should above address be pub.
lished together with answer in full in your
repiies, it would <convince over a dozen
friends who Nave been regular readers for
scveral years that at last their grumblings
and disappointments are being noted.”
Well, there's the address in full—now
about the answer in full. What are these
grumblings and disappointments? In the
main, you apparently want the school
stories to occupy the whole book. Well,
aren't you satisfied with the present state
of affairs? In response to thousands of
requests, the St. Frank's story is now
much longer, and I don’t sec how the
Editor ean do much else. As for introduc-
ing boxing t{ournaments between other
schools and St. Frank’s, I think you ought
to leave this to me, H. Bateman. And if
sou write again, will you please explain
what you mean by your phrase, *a continu-
nce of present methods?”

3 i T

I’ve read your short story, ¢“0ld Friend,”
and 1f you want it back, I'll return it. As
vou are only thirteen, I have made allow-
tnees,  The story shows a slight amount
of promise, but the central idea i crudely
leveloped. If you ever become an author,
vouw’ll need to pub in a few years of prac-
tice. As I mentioned in one of my other
chats, an apprenticeship is always hard to
serve—and I think the apprenticeship for
story writing is the hardest of all. It is
1 padle that is strewn with disappointments
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and sorrows. If you win through, all well
and good—but if you fail, the most precious
years have gone, and you find yourself
without a vocation, and it's too late to
start all over again. You ought to think
twice before launching out.

F 3, f =

Yours i3 one of those chatty, cheerful
letters that I hardly know how to answer,
Sinclair R. Dobie. It’s such a nice letter
in fact, that I can’t just acknowiedge it
among the others., When you write to me
again, mever mind about making your letter
as long as the first one—although I
shouldn't mind a bit if it ran longer! You
are gquite wrong in assuming that I might
not read all the way through it. The
longer they are, the better I like them.
With regard to your special request, I'll
see what can Dbe done.

% o ¥

One reader made some remark about the
slight fog we had in April, in London.
Now, cverybody will be ready to admit that
fog is most unusual in the month of Aprit
—but it appears to bhe an impression in
America that we have fogs all the jyear
round. TYor example, I was reading one
of the New York newspapers a week or
two ago—an issue dated Feb 15th, 1925. I
fecl like quoting a few words from an
article, just to show how thé& American
newspapers spread false impressions about
London—although I don't suppose for a
minute they do it maliciousiy. It seems to
be the general idea over there: ¢ London
tias always been cursed by fogs and murky
air, which not only shut off the precious
actinic rays, but mast of the others.
Naturally, the children playing in the half-
twilight of its gloomy streets are particu-
larly subject to rickets. This secason the
fogs have been worse than ever before.”
Now, isn't that too bad? As all Londoners
will know, we have only had a week or
two of fog during the whole winter season—
and then only in patches, And it is a weoll
known fact that we never get the old-
fashioned ¢‘London particular” as we used
to in the c¢ld days. But, somehow, the
Americans always insist that London is
choked with fog, winter, spring, summer,
and autumn alike! To them a fogless
London is unthinkable. I KNOW, becauce
[ have talked with so many of them. In-
deed, in Amecrica, ““fog >’ is merely another
word for “London ”! And it is particu-
larly exasperating because as I am writing
this, the April day is filled with sunshine.
and the air is &0 clear that I can sce
for miles out of my window,

il tacior,

Mr. Brooks will deal with another
batch of readers’ letters next week
|__yours may be among them '—

—



A STIRRING TALE OF A BRITISH BOY'S EXPLOITS WHEN SIR FRANCIS DRAKE
SAILED THE HIGH SEAS.

- __-~_

"By the Author of

¢ With Cavalier and
- Roundhead,?’ etc,

CHAPTER 1.

IN WHICH A FOREIGN STRANGER
TO TEMPLETON.

I T was a dreary March afternoon in the

COMES

year 1587; to be precise, it -was the

16th day of the month, for the date

was one that the young master of
Templeton had good cause to keep in
memory. There was a strange hush in the
air, and a damp, heavy mist was sinking
from the leaden skies. Already the wide
stretch of the Devonshire moor had been
blotted out, and the huge granite tors that
peeped here and there from the fog had a
weird and ghostly appearance.

A stranger must have heen hopelessly
lost, but to Giles Montford the irackless
moorland was alike in sunshine or dark-
ness. He was striding homeward as the
bird flies, taking rock and stiream, sedge
and bracken, as they came in his path. His
face was as moody as the lowering clouds,
possibly because he had Dbeen vainly hunt-
ing the crafty obtter since Dbreakfasttime.
A gun rested across one shoulder, and his
boots were wet and muddy; at his heels
lagged a couple of shagey hounds.

He was a sturdy type of an English lad,
and looked to be older than his sixteen
years and six months. His strong and stout
puild made him seem shorter than he
really was. Large grey eyes and light
hair, with a tendency to curl, well became
his clean-cut and handsome f-;.atures.

It needed no very keen student of
character to tell that Giles Montford was
stolid and thoughtful by mnature, slow to

speak or act, and yet one who would prove
stubborn and formidable when roused to a
defence of his convietions. Certainly he
had inherited neither traits nor looks from
his Spanish mother—a fact which was freely
commented upon by the few who were his
intimates,

To-day the 1lad had some perplexing
matter on his mind, and by pondering over
it he so lost account of time that he was
surprised when the neighing of horses and
the quacking of ducks sounded close by
through the fog,

Itnrrying forward, he erossed the orchard,
turned an angle of the stables, and found
himself close to the house.

Tempieton was not a stately pile, nor yet
an insignificant one. The housc was long,
low, and two-storied, and was surrounded
by a nmaF sized p'irk Its weather-stainedl
stones and projecting eaves and gables told
of a lengthy antiquity, bui here and there
were improving touches of @a modern -
builder. The stables and other out-build-
ings were to a large extent new.

“YWhat luck, Master Giles?”’

The 3peaker had suddenly appeared from
behind the granaries. He was a man of
about forty, clean-shaven, shrewd, and
honest-looking, and attired in buff clothes
and wide-topped boots. He had the air
and carriaze of a soldier, and such Stephen
Trent had been in past time, when he
fought the Spaniards in the Low Countries.
Now he was the right-hand man and
devoted servitor of the young master of
Templeton.

“A long tramp and nothing to show for
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it,>’ Giles replied. “1I am afraid it was
my own fault. I was thinking of other

matters and paid little heed to the hounds.
Ah, whose horse is that vonder, my good
Stephen?’’ '

“You are wanted in the house,”” answered
Stephea Trent. “A visifor hath been there
since noonday, waiting your return, and
he will have naught to say to anyone.
Ah, but he can eat and drink! You should
have secen Master Tomewell’s eyes open.”

“Who 1s it?’ exclaimed Giles, in a tone
of surprise. “What does he want?”’

“He wants you, Master Giles. Who else?
As for the rest—well, wait till you see him,.
Though he wears the hood of his cloak
like 2 monk’s cowl, I would wager a score
of crowns I have crossed swords with more
than one of his countrymen!”’

“What do you mean, man?”’

Stepken Trent spat on the ground,
winked ene eye, and put his finger to his
nose,

“I se¢ no cause for jesfing,’’ muttered
‘Giles. *“Whoever the visitor may be, it is
poor hospitality not to, put his horse away.’’

“He tied the bé€ast yonder with his own
hands,” said Stephen, *“and bade the
servants not to meddle.’’

With increasing amazement Giles walked
swiftly towards the house. Stephen turned
the other way, calling the dogs after him,
and a: soon as he was beyond observation
his face clouded.

“If I were master here,”’ he muttered,
I would pitch that rascal out, neck and
crop. He comes on no good errand, I'll
warrant. Ay, I smell trouble in the airl”’

The horse, which was tied to a post at
one side of the drive, told Giles nothing.
It was a handsome and blooded "animal,
hut showed traces of having been urged
hard and long; it was copiously bespattered
with mud.

The lad hurried -on, and entered the
house. In the hall, before a blazing fire of
logs, he found two men sitting half a dozen
feet apart. The one was muffled in a cloak
of dark green cloth, and but little of him
could be seen. The other was Hereward
Tomewell, tutor and steward to Giles; he
was fifty years of age, and wore the black
gown of an Oxford scholar and a man of
learning. His kindly face indicated a
flexible disposition, and a mind that was
apt to stray from worldly affairs to the
pursuit of science and letters.

Both men rose when Giles enfered.

“Here is a visitor to see you, Master
Montford,”’ -said the tutor, rubbing his
hands nervously, and looking from one to
the other. “I1 fear he is weary of long
waiting; yet all that lay in my power to
do 3

“No apologies, 1 pray you, my good
sir,”> interrupted the stranger. “Your
treatment hath been more than warraonted
by my intrusion.”
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He spoke in fair English, but with a
foreign accent, and as he made a courtly
bow to Giles he threw his cloak back from
iis head and shoulders. Now, scen by the
«low of the fire, he proved clearly to be a
spaniard,

His handsome, olive-tinted iace was that
of a man in the prime of lite, and under
its hauteur it was stamped with iil-concealed
dissipation and viciousnezs. ‘fhe cnds of
his moustache were twisted jauntily up-
ward, and from his lace collar to hia
polished ronts he was clad in black velvet,

LEE

More than one weapon peeped from his
belt,

Master Tomewell could not repress an
audible gasp aft the discovery, and his

hands clasped and unclasped more nervously

than ever. Giles flushed a deeper red, and

something like anger shone in his eyes.
Meanwhile the stranger had been scrutinis-

ing the Jad with growing wonder and
| suapicion.
“My errand i3 with the master of

Templeton,”” he said. |
“He stards before,you, sir,”’ Giles curtly

replied.
“Youl® .
There was disbelief and amazement In

the question,

“This is Masfer Montford,”’ broke in the
tutor. “I can vouch for that, I assure
you.”’

“The son of Trancis Montford and Ina

Gonzales?”’ demanded the Spaniard, still
incredulous.

“You have rightly named my parents,
sir,” Giles exclaimed imperiously. “If
your errand concerns me, 1 am ready to
listen. Proceed.”

The stranger shrugged his shoulders and
made an inaudible remark that sounded like
an oath.

“So be it,>? he muttered; *“but what
brings me here must needs be private.”’

“That is impossible, sir,’* Giles replied
firmly. “I have no secrets” from my trusty
friend and adviser, Master Tomewell.””

The Spaniard’s eyes flashed, and as
quickly he became all smiles and courtesy.

“] was bidden to make the request,” he
said, “and your refusal is surely the right’
of one in his own house. This letter "—
drawing a packet from his bosom—
“will explain my visit. 1 pray you read
it, and return me an answer. There are
urgent reasons why 1 must haste on my
,ﬁ.n};.i!

Giles took the packet curiously. It was
a foided sheet of parchment, sealed, and
tied with green silk. He first glanced at
the address:

“To Master Giles Montiord, of Templeton,
Devonshire., By the service of Francisce
de Rica.”’ |

Then he broke the wax and the thread,
held the open letter to the firelight, and
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salmly read the con-
tents, which were as
Tfollows, and written in
perfect English:

“My dear Nephew,—

But lately did I learn
of the death of your
irestimable father,
whom 1 met but once,
and that many years
ago, The blood of
one of the oldest and
proudest families of
Spain flows in your
veins and mine.

“I loag not only to
see you, but fto have
yYou with me always.
Doubtless England —
and especially at this
time — ig unfriendly
and distasteful to you,
for I learm that yon
are living in solitude.
i feel sure that your
heart is loyal to the
interests and faith of
that land which was
the birthplace of your

mother, my belovgd
sister, - N
“In sunny Spain

your happiness shall
be my constani care,
and there many a
chance of glory and
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fame await you.

“* A trusty messenger

brings you this, and cried Qiles.

“ You wil! have the pleasure of seeing the inside of an
English prison unless you quickly leave this house!?”

be will safely conduct ~
you 10 me. You are
old enough to choose your future without
hindrance or influence from others. 1 dare
not, in these troubled times, commit more
to paper, nor could I safely put foot on
English soil. May the memory of your
mother plead with you, and send you to
cheer the loneliness of your affectionate
uncle,

“DON FERDINAND GoONZALES.”

Qiles fiercely crushed the parchment in
one nand; then, as thongh ashamed of the
impulse, he straightened it out, and handed
it silently to Aaster Tomewell. The latter
held it close to his eyes with trembling
hands, which shook still more as he read
0.

The Spaniard—or Franciscg de Rica, to
call him rightly—folded his arms and looked
intently into the fire. GQGiles stared thought-
fully in the same direction; only a tighten-
ing of his lips and the hot flush on his
cheeks told how deeply he was stirred.

Hereward Tomewell dropped the letter,
and stooped awkwardly to pick it np.
“A most amazing thing—truly amazing!”’

he gasped. “I1 really had forgotien that
you had an uncle, my boy. He writes like
a scholar, too. Well, well, the ties of
kinship are strong. It would ill become me
to stir up dissension, and yet—— Ah, 1
have it! Invite Don Ferdinand to England.
There is rcom. in plenty for him here at
Templeton, and perchance we may induce
him to turn Protestant.”’

Here the Spaniard gave such a fierce snord
that Master Tomewell tumbled back info a
chair, terrified by his now obvious blunder..

“Ilave you no better advice?’’ exclaimed
Giles. *“Can you suggest no more suitable
reply to my uncle's letter?”

“Not—not at present,”” stammered the
tutor, “This is a matter which requires
long cons.deration and study. If you will
permit me to 1elire to the privacy of my
room-——"? . |

“No; the answer must be immediate!”
interrupted Giles, in a tone that was hoarse
with indignation and rage. “How dare my
uncle thus insult me? Ay, I mean it! The
letter, softly worded though it may be, is
yet a bitter insult. I am a loyal Englishman
to the hackbone, and at such a time, when



I have just determined to draw sword
against Spain, this Don Ferdinand invites
me to turn traitor and come over to the
enemy.

«“] deny the relationship,” the lad went
on, with increasing passion. ¢‘Does Don Ier-
dinand think that I am ignorant of the
truth? My uncle Ralph told me all, many
a time. Why, my own mother and her
father had such a hatred of Spain that they
came to England and turned Protestants.
And then Don Ferdinand followed them, and
tried to steal his sister. Yes; 1 know it all.
And so do you, Master Tomewell. Am I not
right?”

“Tt iz true,’ admitted the tutor;.“but
surely there is no need for angry words,
Doubtless your uncle means well, and it will
be but a simple courtesy to write him a
polite letter. Clearly he is a scholar, and a
gentleman.” .

Meanwhile De Riea had been fuming and
twitching, and biting hard at his under lip.
Now he glanced out of the window, and
noted that the.night was falling.

“ Already T have overstayed my ftime.” he
muttered, “and must be off at once. What
answer shall T bear to your uncle, young hot-
head?
pany?”’

¢ You will have the pleasure of seeing the
inside of an English prison unless you quickly
leave this house!” cried Giles. * Where 13
Don Ferdinand now? In England? I would
wager as much.” '

At this De Rica’s swarthy face paled.

¢ Don Ferdinand is in Spain!” he asserted
sharply. |

“Then join him at once!” eried Giles,
¢ Tell him that I am an Englishman, and
not a traitor! Tell him I hate all Spaniards,
and would shed my last drop of blood to
keep them off English soil. That is my
reply. Now, off with you!"”’

“You will repent this!” said De Rica,
" showing his white teeth in a scowl of hatred.
“Remember that I am a Spaniard, young
braggart! We shall meet again!”

“I shall give you one minute to leave this |

house,” replied Giles, ““and then, if you are
not gone, my servants shall pitech you out.
Be thankful that I do not detain you as a
prisoner. It is clearly my duty to hand you
over to Sir Richard Edgcumbe. What think
yvou, Master Tomewell?”

“No, no; that would be a sad breaeh of
honour,”’ protested the tutor. ¢ Let him go
in peace.” e

By this time De Rica had muffled himself
in his cloak, and was at the door. Ile
opened it and passed out. Giles followed to
the threshold, and stood watching.

The spaniard mounted and rode away at
a trot. As he passed the stables, a eclod
of earth struck the horse on the flank. The
animal fore off at a furious gallop, and the
jolting figure of Francisco De Rica vanished
in the dark and fogegv night.
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Do I have the pleasure of your com--

s

CIIAPTER 11,
IN WHICH MASTER GILES IS PROPERLY
INTRODUCED.

DIGRESSION—and it shall be as

brief as possible—must needs be

made here, so that the reader may

know something of the times in
which this story is laid, and of the persons
who are to play a part in its thrilling adven-
tures, surprises and incidents.

The family of Montford was an old and
loyal one, dating back to the Norman con-
quest, and early in the sixteenth century its
only surviving branch was represented by
Thomas Mouptford. He resided at Temple-
ton, then in possession of the family for
two hundred vears, and being a reckless and
dissolute man he pretty well exhausted his
resources, and mortgaged the property
heavily.

Thomas Montford died in 1560—three years
after his wife—and left two sons, aged seven-
teen and nineteen. The property was en-
tailed, and passed accordingly to Francis,
the elder son. Ralph, the younger, had
alwayvs been of a roving disposition, and now
he disappeared from England, not to be
heard of again for some years.

With ultimate ruin staring him in the face,
IFrancis managed to subsist on the heavily
encumbered property until a chance came to
refrieve the fortunes of the family. 1In
London, where he spent much of his time, he
met and married Tna Gonzales, the daughter
of Don Sehastian Gonzales.

The marriage of Francis and Ina took
place in 1569, and a part of the don's for-
tune lifted the ineumbrances from Temple-
ton. Ina preferred to live in London, how-
ever, flmd there Giles was born to the couple
in 1571.

But the climate of England was foo rigor-
ous for the transplanted Spaniards. Don
Sebastian daied in 1573, and was followed 2
few months later by his daughter. Ina
willed her fortune to her husband in trust
for Giles, who was then two years old.

I'rancis was almost heart-broken by his
loss, and, leav'ng the child in the care of
its old nurse in London. he rushed off to the
Continent to seek relief in travel. At the
end of a vear he came home, repaired and
partly rebuilt Templeton, and settled down
to the quiet life and pursuits of an
English country gentleman. Occasionally he
went up to London to see little Giles, who
was still wita the nurse.

Just six months after Francis returned to
England, a severe cold, contracted by expo-
sure on a hunting {rip, carried him off in
three days’ time. Ilis last hours were
cheered by the unexpected arrival of his
brother Ralph, bronzed and toughened by his
vears of wanderings in foreign lands. -

Ralph solemnly promised to be a second
father to little Giles, and a faithful guardian
of the child’s fortune, and Trancis died with
the conviction that his seon’s welfare could
be in no hetter hands. Ralvh was now in
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affluent circumstances, for he had control of
Don Sebastian’s money, and of Templeton
and ils revenues.

Giles was but three years and a hali old
when his father died, and this readily
accounted for the faet that his childish
memories began with his life at Templeton
and the companionship of his Unecle Ralph.
The big., strong, bearded man was always
Kind and affectionate to the little fellow,
and, indeed, he could not have treated him
better had lie been his own father,

One terrible day in March, 1585, word came
to Templeton that Ralph Montford bad been
killed by highwaymen on a lonely heath in
the suburbs of London. He was brought
home and buried; his accounts were found
to be in perfect shape, and Sir Richard

Edgeumbe, a near neighbour, was appointed

gunardian in his stead.

During those next two years—which end
the March afternoon that began our story—
the young master of Templeton had one per-
plexing question constantly on his mind,
Fach day brought nearer the time when he
would bhe ready to go up to the University of
Oxford to complete his studies. This was
IHereward Tomewell’s 9pet plan, and Giles had
tacitly assente:d to it, Yet his secret ambi-
tionn was to be a soldier, and not a week
passed but some stirring news or event added
fuel to the flame that was burning in the
Jad’s heart.

And now for a few words about England
at that time. Nearly thirty years previous
to the reign of Elizabeth there had been a
strange turning about of religion. Under
Mary—the previous queen—the Protestants
had heen bitterly persecuted; under Eliza-
beth the Catholics were the ones to sufier
and to lose their power.

For a long time Mary, Queen of Scots,
had been held a prisoner in England for
attempting to seize the throne. But. at last
‘Elizabeth ordered her execution, and the
unfortunate queen was beheaded on the
8th of February, 1587.

As the Queen of Scots was a Catholie, this
gave the King of Spain, Philip the Second, a
sufficient pretext for what he had long con-
templated. He at once prepared for a
great invasion of England, ostensibly to
restore the Catholic religion, and to avenge
the death of a Catholic queen. His real
reasons were as follows: Because the Ing-
lish had stirred up a rebellion among the
Duteh subjects of Spain, beeause they had
aided them in their struggle for liberty,
and bhecause English ships had been recently

entering Spanish ports and seizing gal-
leons laden with rich treasure.
So this brings ocur story to that dreary

March afternoon when the Spanish envoy of
Don Ferdinand Gonzales presented his letter
to the young master of Templeton. It was
a daring deed, for Francisco De Rica must
have known that he carried his life in his
hands—that he was a hated fceman on an
enemy's =nil, Perhaps the lefter was not
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the only warrant for his presence in Eng.
land. We shall ses later. |

Even as the Spaniard rode away in the
foggy night, men were drilling and arming
all over England, Catholics were fleeing from
arrest, ships were being provisioned and
manned, messengers were speeding London-
ward with tidings from Spain, and in the
very harbour of Plymouth itself Sir Francis
Drake's vast fleet lay anchored off the Hoe.

Those were stirring times to live in. North
and south, east and west, spread the mar-
tial flame that fired men’'s souls, and in
Spain the bigoted and crafty Philip dreamed
dreams of the Great Armada, and of the
jewels of conquest and glory it should add
to his crown, |

- v

CHAPTER III.
IN WHICH GILES RUNS BLINDLY INTO PERIL.

OR 2 minute or two after the Spaniard
had disappeared, Giles stood in the
doorway. He Knew that the clod
“which scared the visitor’s horse was

thrown by Stephen Trent, and he had halt
a mind to rebuke the {trusty fellow for
an act that smacked ~of insubordination.
He called Stephen by name, but got no
reply. Then he fancied that he heard the
mufiled clatter of lhoofs somewhere beyomld
the stables, and, putting his hand to his
ear, listened keenly, |

But the  indistinet noise quickly died
away, and, after lingering a little longer,
Giles went into the house and closed the
door. Hereward Tomewell was sitting hy
the fire, shaking his head dismally and mnt-
tering to himself. N

‘““ Has the Spaniard gone, Master Giles:”
he said. < He was a surly fellow, and yet
you provoked him by fiery specch. Ah, what
a world this would be if every one followed
the pursuit of learning. I fear me troubled
times are coming upon our country. What
did I say to anger this foreigner? You heard
how insolently he broke me off, and yet |
had only fair words for Don Ferdinand.”

By this time Giles had recovered his com-
posure, and was cool and unruffled. He wuax
even a little ashamed of his outburst ol
passion—something that was of rare coc
currence with him.

¢« Vo more of Don Ferdinand, if you please,
Master Tomewell,” he said quielly. * My
Spanish uncle does not desire me so_mich as
my fortune, and I assure you he shall have
neither. And now I want a word with you
on other maflters.”

¢ Doubtless concerning your going up to
Oxford,” suggested the tutor, in a tone of
pleasant anticipation. **The time is drawing
near.”

“] am not Oxford.”
answered firmly.

Hereward Tomewell sat bolt upright, with
a look of pained and incredulous smrprise

aoing  to Giles

L in his eyes,
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“ Not
“ Surely you do not mean 1,
¢“] certainly do, Master Tomeweil » replied

going to Oxford?”

“At this time England has need of
soldiers rather than scholm‘s, and though
I fear my choice will grieve you. 1 intend
to fight .Hr my country. Spain will hurl
ali her force against us, and e¢very man
who can fight will be wanted to repel the
invaders.”

“ PBut your guardian—what will he say to
s 2"

Giles,

“I met Sir Richard riding toward Ply-
imouth this morning,” replied Giles. < He
had news of the vast preparations being

made in Spain, and of another matter, con-
cerning Sir Francis Drake, which 1 dare not
evenr tell you. Sir Richard approves my
wish, and has promised to put me under
Iirake as a gentleman-volunteer. 1 am to
carry him am answer this evening.”

Hereward Tomewell’s face ciouded as he
saw his cherished hope slipping away from
fiim,

“ It -were unseemly to say aught
Sir Riehard Edgeumbe,” he replied,
think him a rash adviser.
fore vou take this step, Master Giles. o
the scholar bent on acquiring knowledge life
has far sweeter pleasures than vou will find
among brawling soldiers, and in scenes of
ulnoduhed and Htrlfe ¥

“T differ from you,” Giles answered
curtiy. **Your wise teaching has already
equipped me with more knowledge than

arrun.«:t
xet I

English youths of my age and position
usually carry in their heads, and for that
I am duly thankful. So 1 pray you say

ne more, .good Master Tomewell. I am

firmly resolved.™

On the few occazions when Giles had
stubbornly insisted on a disputed point the
tutor had invariably been worsted, and he
knew now _that he could more easily move
a mountain than the lad's determination.

So, with a dsimal shake of his head, and
the aspect of a broken-hearted man, Master
Tomewell sadly departed to the privacy of
his own room. That grief had no power to
impair his appetite waz evident a few
moments later, when a servant passed
through the hail with a platter of savoury
dishes and two bottles of Templeton's
famous heverage.

Giles dined in solitary state, and wasted
but little time at the meal. lHe donned his
cloak and boots, buckled on his sword, and
hurried off to the stables. Stephen Trent
vas not there, and he learned from one
of the servants that the old soldier had
been seen to saddle a horse and ride away
in the direction taken by the Spaniard.

(iiles was at no loss to know what {his
meant, and while he was saddling his
favonrite steed a little reflection satisfied
him that Stephen Trent was
commended than blamed.

“It is just as well that De Rica should
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be followed,” he thought, ¢ for it is hardly
possible that the rascal came to ILngland
for «ne sole purpose of delivering the letter.
In these times Catholic spies are abroad,
and the Spaniard's real mission may have
been for that purpose. He will fare ill if
lie runs foul of Trent.”

The blinding fog offered no hindrance to
horse or rider. After spurring along the
Plymouth vroad for mnearly a mile, Giles
turned into a more rugged track on the
right, and in a short time he pulled up
his steed at Admiral Hard's—a waterside
landing between Stonehouse and Devonport,

whence a ferry-boat, muantained by the
Edgecumbes, plied to and fro across the
Sound.

The evening was vet early, and ferryman
and boat were there. GQGiles walked his horse
on board, and inquired if any passengers
had lately crossed.

“Sir Richard was the last, young master,
replied the man, “and that was at noon-
day. There is little travel on the waler
in such weather.”

““My business is with Sir Richard,”” said
Giles, **and I wished to be sure that he was
at home. A silver crown for a speedy pas-
sage, Wexford.” , |

AV, ay, sir!”? exclaimed the ferrymanm,
rousing to sudden activity.

He summoned his sturdy son from a near-
by cottage, and each bhent to one of the
heavy oars. The long, broad crait moved
slowly across the misty Sound, through an
opague gloom that was occasionally relieved
by the hull of some great vessel towering
out of the fog.

In less than half an hour the boat had
arounded on the farther shore, and as soon

as lad and horse were out, Wexford and
his son pulled off again into the mist, each

gladdened by a silver crown.

Giles stood on the beach until the splash
and creaking of the oars had died away.
He was oppressed by a feeling of uncasiness
for which he could not account, and which
vexed him with himself,

¢“1t must be with the weather,”” he mut-
tered. “Such damp and fog would give
anyone the blues. And yet I never minded
a storm on the moors. Well, here goes for
Edgcumbe Hall.”

He had one foot in the stirrup when a
dull sound reached his ears, and made him
drop back to the ground. The noise came
from some distance to the left, and was
evidently caused by the grating of a boat
on the beach.

Giles listened, but heard no more. He
was puzzled and alarmed, for all the land
in the neighbourhood belonged to the pri-
vate park of Mount Edgcumbe, and it was
a very suspicious circumstance, to say the
least, that a boat should touch here at this
hour of the night. Indeed, boats were for-
bidden to land at any time,
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In a brief space of fime the lad thought
of poachers, robbers, and various other un-
pleasant, solutions to the mystery. Then he
quiekly made up hiz mind what to do. He
walked his horse partly up the road that
led through heavy timber to the house, and
tied the bridle to a sapling. Slipping back
to the bheach, he advanced noiselessly along
the water’s edge in ithe direction of the
- sound he had heard.

The fog was exceedingly dense, and the
danger of running suddenly into an enemy,
or ¢f hetraying his presence by a false step,
For a time he

made Giles extra eautious.
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realise until he erept round a Jarge rock,

and stumbled head-first over the bow of a
small row-boat that lay two-thirds out of
water. ‘fhe sand broke his fall, and he
instantly scrambled to his feet, alarmed for
the possible conscquences of his reckless-
ness.,

Before he could retreaf, or even draw his
sword, two dark figures rose from the foo
less than twenty feet away, and made
savagely at him. There was a snarl of
passion, the flash and thrust of a blade at
close quarters, and Giles went- backward
over the end of the boat.

Giles saw the opportunity, and by a dexterous stroke he disarmed his anta-
gonist, and sent his sword spinning over the sand.

)

eot along well enough as he picked his way
over sand and pebbles, around jutting ledges
of rock, and through littie thickets of scrub
angd grass,

Then a blind stride landed him in a drift
of shells, and his feet made three loud,
crugehing sounds before he could find soft
<and again. With a fast-beating heart he
stood still and listened. Ilearing nothing,
e ventured to push forward., le was now
fifty or =ixty yards from the ferry-landing,
nd he knew that where the mysterious
boat had landed could not be much farther

shead.
How mear it actually was ‘he did not

n

CHAPTER 1V.

IN WHICH SJMON BAILLIE GOES POACHER
' HUNTING, |

HAT Giles was nof

body was due to an odd circum-

stance. Under his ¢loak he wore a

iacket of rich material, linked over

his breast by a. double row of broad silver

butions. One of these buttons received the

full brunt of the would-be assassin’s sword-
point, and withstood it beautifully.

The reault was that the blade benf nearly
double, and snapped in two. The force of
the blow :zent the lad reeling backward,

run through the
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while his assailant staggered a few paces in
the opposite direction, shaking the stinging
‘hand that held half of the broken weapon.

As quickly as he fell Giles realised how he
had been saved, and he felt none the worse
for the blow save a momentary loss of
breath, and a sharp pain across his ribs.
IIe was fully awake to his danger, and lost
no time in getting to his feet. Then he
discovered that his back was slightly
wrenched, and as this disability made
escape by flight abmost Thopeless, he
hurriedly took his stand in front of the
rock, which towered several feet above his
head and whipped out his sword. It was
a fairly good pcsition, since he had the
boat in front of him, and the rock at his
back. By this time the lad's foe-man had
dropped the broken blade, and taken his
fellow-ruffian’s sword. Now he came hotly
on to renew the attack, muttering fiercely
under his breath. He and his companion
were muffled in hooded c¢loaks, and Giles felt
sure of the idzntity of at least one of them,

At this c¢ritical junclure our young hero
had no time to wonder what had brought
the men fo the grounds of Mount Edge-
combe. 1le knew tha‘f his life depended on
the knowledge taught him by Stephen Trenf,
and he kept a cool head and a steady hand.

Not a word was spoken on either side.
The determined ruffian advanced to the gun-
wale of the beat and made a furious lun"e
at Giles, The lad warded off the blow, and
steel clashed on sfee¢i. For several minutes
there was a rapid interchange and parrying
of thrusts, and c¢ach showed himself an
expert swordsman,

Thien the sfranger, who was evidently in
heste to finish the business, lest temper at
the baflling delay. Ile made several wild

lunges, regardless of the fact that he was
exposing his guard. Giles saw the oppor-

tunity, and by a dexterous stroke he dis-
armed his antagonist, and sent his sword
spinning over the sand.
;  With a furions curse the muan fell back,
and recovered his weapon. e was coming
on again when his companion drew a pistol,
and exclaimed in Spanish:
. “*Let me attend to thizs epy. You are
wasting precious time with yvour trifling,”
¢ No, no,” eried the other, in a frightened
tone, “‘the report will spoil all. You don’t
know who may be lurking near. This must
be settled with the sword, and I promise
you it shall be done zpeedily.”

Giles gave a start of surprise at the voice
of the latter speaker, and suspicion became
certainty in his mind.

b ¢ 1 know you, Senor de Rica.”” he shouted,
on the passionate impulse of the moment.
4¢Is this the way you return to Spain?”’

F The recognition was mutual, and a iright-
ful oath testified to De Rlca: aIarm at
the discovery. He and his companion whis-
pered troﬂethe" for a few seconds, and then
the latter picked up a heavy billet of wood
that had been washed on the beach.

They advanced quickly and savagely, and
a3 Gites saw himself thus outmatched he
uttered an involuntary ery for help. To his
amazement he heard an instant answer
from some djstance away. The Spaniards
heard it also, but it seemed fto encourage
instead of frighten them. Standing side by
side against the boat they struck and thrust
at the Iad.

:iles had all he could do to parry De
Rica’s blade, and he was thus at the mercy
of his other foe. It so0 chanced, however,
that the ruffian’s  first  blow  missed
entirely, while at the second attempt he
struck the top of the rock, and shivered his
club to fragments.

One of the pieces grazed the lad’s head.
and he believed that he was hit.

“Help! IHelp!?’ he chouted loudily.

‘“ Hold out, lad; I'm coming,”” rang out
a husky voice close by.

At this De Rica gave a snar! of consterna-
tion and rage, and tried desperately to run
Giles through the chest.

““We're betraved,” he muttered.

“Then we must fly at once,”” cried his
companion. “ Kill your man, if you can.”

Springing quickly around De Rica, he took
Irold of the boat and gave it a mlohtv shove
that slid the crait into the water. This
left Giles and his antagonist at close
quarterz, and their blades ﬂa.shed fire as
they parried and lunged furiously.

A shout close at hand, and a warning cry
from the second Spaniard, brought the cor-
test 1o a sudden end. Out of the foz
loomed the tall figure of Stephen Treu*
gaaping for breath, aml dripping wet,

The man at the boat drew his pistol, and
snapped it twice in vain; evidently the
powder was damp. Then he jerked De Rica
toward the water, and snatched his swori
out of his hand.

¢“To the oars, quick!'"
look out for the lad.”

As he spoke he wheeled round with out-
stretehed blade, and rushed at Trent, who
was now within six feet, and unarmed.

Giles paid no further attention to De
Rica. As he saw Stephen Trent meet the
attack and topple backward, evidently run
through and through, he sprang forward
and drove his sword fairliy between the
assassin’s shoulder.

The Spaniard gave a sharp cry and reeled
under the severe injury. DBut he gquickly
recovered himself and made a dive for the
beach. He splashed through the shallow
water to the boat, which De Rica bad by
this time pulled out from shore, and
tumbled hastily over the gunwale. De Rica
bent to the oars, and the ecraft and its
occupants gwiftly vanished in the fog.

Giles expected to find Stephen Trent dead,
and he was delighted when the trusty fellow
rose slowly to his feet. Blood was dripping
down his left sleeve. |

“Don’t worry, Master Giles,”

he cried, *‘and

he said.

! ¢ The Spaniard only pricked me-through the
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ficshy part of the wm. Got away, did
they "

““One of the raseals is a zood as dead,”
exclaimed Giles.  “I’'ll wager the tip of
my sword came ounf between his ribs. The
fellow elung to jife like a cat. But how did
you get here, my good Stephen, and in such

i u}nditlon 79

“It’s a queer tale,” Trent replied.
“Twice this night I've been a: nigh to
death as—— Hold on, lad; some one
coming,” he added sharply.

“and from two directions,’” muttered
Giles, drawing his sword.

Both.up aund down the beach foo steps

were audible, and an an instant later a- man
stalked out of the fog, and up to the spot
where Giles and his companion stood. He
earried a lantern, and as he held it above
kis lLead the murky glare shone an in-
dividual of peculiarly repulsive and grotes-
gue appearance.

ife was a little wiry man of between ﬂfty..,

amd sixty, with a countenance expressive of
greed and crueity. One leg was olff below
the knee, anid its place was supplied by a

wooden member. He lacked an eye, and the
inhe of one ear, and a iivid scar stretehed
ke a half-moon across Rjs chipn. *Such was
Simon Baillie, the steward of Mount Edge-
cumbe,
debted to the father ‘of the present Sir
Richard Edgecumbe, whose life he had
cived during Wyatt’s rebellion.

“ Theze are pretty goings on,” exclaimed
Simon Baillie, in tones that betrayed as
much fear as anger. “What brought you
here at this tlme of night, btephen Trent?
And you, Master Montford?®

“ A eivil question brings a civil answer,
my friend,” replicd Stephen Trent. * Wait
a bit till we zee who comes yonder.”

“Where? What do you mean?’” mut-
tered the steward, whoze hearing was not
of the bezt. IHis wrinkled face turned sud-
deniy pale.

The new arrivals were now visiple through
the fog a few feet away—a pair of tall,
heavily set men. They halted a few aecondn
m  evident perplexity. The one, who was
wuffled in a cloak, moved a few paces back,
and his ecompanion eame quickly up teo the
Eroup. -

“Sir Richard!” exclaimed Giles in amaze-
ment, as the lantern shone on the handsome
and commanding features of the soldierly
niaster of Mount Edgecumbe.

Sir Richard was no amazed as
recoenized the group.

““There has been tighting ]1ere & he said
sternly. ““And h]rmdahed he added,
ehierving a trail of red \tlJ'ﬂ-n on the sand.
“What doe- this mean?®

less

Né'::t“ tﬁeék’s instalment of this
thrilling tale wil! describe how Giles
is‘enli:sted on a secret mission ! '

and for that snng post he. was in-
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balance is then payable by
8 monthly instalments
of 2/« ecach. QGuarantaed §
years! Chain offered Free with

- Sent Packed FREL & Carriage PAID.
£4 19s. 6d. Cashor 2/6 Weekly,
Immediate delivery, Biz B rgains in

| Second-han.i Cvcles. Accessories at

I popular prices. Write for Free

) LlSt & Special Offer of Sample Cycle,

M—j CYCLE CO. Inc.
Dent. B60i : -

SPARKBROOK - - BIRMINGHAM.

every Wateh., Wrist Watehes, : 1
atc., on same {ferms. Cash Hmigh;g%c;egsed 5/- 08213.3&:6 —
. X 2 icturm-.d nsdissnt::;ﬁcd.LStoéld n ys. —_— ’
: N = now (o Simpson’s No Appliances. No Drugs. XNo Dieting.
Chain (Dept. 1194), 94, Queen’s |y, I\]h,hln Strong System NEVER
FREE : Road, Brighton, Sussex. | paiLS. Send stamp for particulars

and testimomals.—Meivin Strong, Lud.
(Dept.SY, 10, LudgatcHili. JTonden, kig. -

2 THAT'S ME! A Photo Recailz
@R HappyTimes Cameratakes Photc
en Standard Plates 33 x 2i'",
W Complete with Platc Printing
B 1 per.Chennecals & Instructions,
Y Post 2/=onlv.Novelty Lists Free
SYMAX {opp.Asten Station), 261,
Lichreid Rd,, ASTON, B’HAM

Also the "' Great " (62! packet Tweeners,
Titles, etc., Reguesi approvals,.—LISBURN
& TOWNSEND, Tondon Road Liverpool

I- COLLECTOK. ACULESSURIES rPREL . I

"m:rm:rm LT M T “II.‘L '1.3-

“rtte tor my I'ree Bar
Zain Lists of the bes S e =

A Coventry male cycles. "
1 Sentonlidays’'approval BE SURE TO MENTION THE HELSON LEE

"““i??feﬂi‘fig{o’ﬁ?ﬁfS“"‘"" s L IBRARY ” WHEN COMMUNICATING -
. ' WITH ADVERTISERS.

— —= - TOTAETENT O -—— - = I S

1 THE WORS ARSE TIRE D Hm
- Dt 1?50\'5“1“"

By o T N e o s S S~ et TR =g R e e S b

I g es
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