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Suddenly, a long gasp sounded—rippling ovér the Square like the sound of a
breaking wave. Johnny had suddenly slipped. He clutched despsrately, and |

hung there.




A Sicfe~splitz‘ing Yarn of Handy on the Stage.
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
THE SCHOOLBOY PLAYWRIGHT.

-~ ATTY LITTLE put his head hungrily
round the door of Study D.
““Great pancakesi” he eiaculated
blankly.

The fat junior of the Remove was hot on
the trail. He %was on . the warpath. To be
absolutely - exact, he was
hamper hunt—one of his favourite pastimes.

It generally happeuned that one fellow or
another received a tuck hamper, and these
food arrivals were of daily occurrence—ceither
m the Remove, the I‘ourth, or the Third.
FFatty Little hadsan unerring scent for these
occasions.

[t was mnearly tea-time, and Tatty
heard, on good authority, that Church was
the lucky recipient of a big hamper. Ifatty
was filled with a determination to hunt it
to earth.

But Study D was empty, save for LEdward

Osxwald ifandforth. There was npo sign of
Waulter Church, and there was certainly no
hamper. Tea, apparently, was not even on
the schedule. For Handforth was working
~at-high pressure. He seemed to be fighting
the ecloek. Seated at the table, he was
Writing furiously, and sheets of paper sur-
rounded him.
- They smothered the table, they overflowed
on to the floor, and the fireplace was littered
with serewed-up fragments svhich had obvi-
ously bpeen discarded from +time to time.
There was rather a wild look in Handforth’s
€¥e, and his hair was ruffled. He had no
idea of I'atty’s presence.

engaged in a

had |

“My only hat!” said Fatty, staring.
“Poor old scout! Old Crowell must have
given him about a thousand lines! I say,
Haudy!” he added, raising his voice.

IFatty Little was full of sympathy. Prac-

tically the whole of St. I'rank’s was taking
advantage of the fine afternoon, for- the
Mareh day was sunny, springlike and placid.
FFootball was the general pastime, but
thoughts of cricket were taking a more con-
crete form. Some of the fags had fished out
ancient bats and unspherical balls, and were
indulging in preliminary canters.

“1 say, Handy!”’ repeated Iatty, raising
his volce. |

Gdward Oswald Ilandforth locked up,
started. ;

“Go away!”? he barked. “Who told you
to come in? And what do yocu mean by
smashing that lock?” .

“You ass, I haven’t smashed anything!”

“Don’t argue!” roared Handforth. <1
locked the door. Do you think I don’t know?
Don’t interrupt me now—1'm busy !>

“I was wondering if you'd seen Church

22

and
I

“Then you'd better go and wonder some-
where else!”’” interrupted Handforth. I
pitched him out about half an hour ago—
McClure, too. The fatheads came In here
with a rotten hamper, and wanted to un-
pack it.”’

Fatty stared.

““ And—and you
asked, amazedly.

“Yes, hamper and
forth.

kicked them out?” he

_ : all!”? retorted Hand-
““ Like their nerve, bothering about



their beastly tuck while I'm busy on my new
Plily,”

IFatty’s brain reeled.

“ Great frying sausages!”
“Vou don't seem to realise that that tuck
hamper is about fen fimes more important
than your silly old play! I've heard about
it, Handy—and all ithe chaps are saying that
you've gone olf your rocker.” .

Handforth slowiy rose.

“ Are you going cut of this study quietly,
or do you want fto get kicked out?’? he de-
manded darkly. ‘“This play of mine is the
greatest drama that’s ever been written!
1t’s the most wonderful thrilier that’s ever
come from the pen of a playwright.”’

““ There's nothing like modesty!” grinned
Fatty. “By the way, I suppose you ean’t
tell me where Church went to with that
hamper?” he added anxiousiy.

«0Of course I can’t tell you!” growled
Handforth., “ How should I know? 1've got
something more important to think ahout.
As a matter of faet, I've just finished this
nlay,” he added, with satisfaction.” *You
came in at the Iast minunte. 1 only need to
collect it together now, and then it can bhe
put straight into production.”

Fatty Little nodded.

“What's it about?’? he asked, playing for
time. “1 heard you were bringing Chinese
into it, and Yung Ching was pretty indig-
nant. TUnless you're careful, Handy, you'll
be treading ¢n somebody’s corns.”

IFatty was edging his way towards the cup-
board. He hadn’t given up the hamper hunt,
but he was a firm believer in seizing every
opportunity that offered. And if the cup-
board of Study D contained some tuck, it
would be quite an easy matter—with Ilamd-
forth in his present abstracted mood--to
annex a certain proportion of it,

““Chinese?” repeated Handforth contemptu-
ously. “I've given that up long ago. This
is a detective play! It’s a thriller. It’s
full of hair-raising surprises. And the mys-

tery is maintained until the very Ilast
minufe! Just wait until you hear some of
it

“Hear some of 1t7» repeated Fatty,
startled. “Oh, rather!*

The prospect was black, but it had cerfain
advantages. If landforth started on his
play, he wouldn’t know anything that went
on around him, and Iatty would have the
fnll range of the cupboard at his merey.
The idea of hearing Handforth’s play wasn’t
so bad, after all. "

“¥ou needn’t think I'm going to read any
of it, though,”” said Handforth curtly. “ Not
likely! Get out of this study, you food
burglar! You've only come here to sce what
you can scrounge.’’

Fatty was shocked at this bald statement
of faect.

“1 say, chueck it!’ he protested. “Yonu
know jolly well I was looking for Church!
But this play of yours sounds marvellous,

he ejaculated.
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Handy! Dor't be a rotter! Let’s hear some
of it!”

Handicrth jocked at the fat junior suspi-
ciousiy. ,

“I'm not sure that 'l lower myself,”
he said tartly. < A playwright mustn’t make
himself too cheap, you know. Still, T might
let you hear the first scene. This play’s
all about Trackett Grim, the world-famous
investigator. Of course, I shall play Traeckett
Grim.”

**That play ought to he stunning!” said
Fatty, with hearty approval, as he edged
open the cupboard door. “What about
Splinter, Trackett Grim’s assistant? I sup-
pose he comes in, too?*»

“Rather!” agreed the Ieader of Study D.

“0f course, I've used Splinter as a foil,
He's an awful dud in the play—just to make
Trackett Grim all the cleverer. Detective
writers always do that, you know,””> he
added carelessly. **Look at poor old
Watson.”?

“What’s the matier with him?”?

“Why, he’s made out to be a ghastly sord

of dufler,” said Handforth, with the air of
one who knows. “lHe can’t sce his noze
on his face! He can’t see a clue when it's
pushed in front of him.”?
- 1le’s not z0 had as all that,” said Falty.
“I've always thought Watson was pretty
deep. " And he's coming on well ot the
footer.” '

“Tooter?’? gasped Handforth.

‘““He played for the House this week —-*?

“You blithering ass!” hooted Handforth.
“I'm talking about Dr. Watson and Sherlock
Holmes!?

“Great chestnuts! 1 thoughi you meant
Tommy Waitson,” said TPatty. “Why the
dickens couldn’t you explain yourself? Well,
zn' abead with that play—I'm dying to hear
it!?

One glance into the cupboard had assured
him that his time was well spent. A lbig
cake was in full sight, and there was a
tin which promised a supply of biscuits.
There were some odd bunsg, too, and several
pots of jam. Tatty’s enthusiasm for the
play became fervent.

“Well, the {first scene is laid in Trackett
Grim’s consulling-room, in Baker’s Inn
Road,” said Handforth. “Trackett Grim
and Splinter are discovered—that’s the right
term, you know, and all we playwrights use
it—are discovered poring over a crvptic
message whichh has just been pushed under
the door-—"?7

“The cryptic message is all right, buf
why not have them at hreakfast?’ asked
Fatiy. * Why not provide a big feed on the
stage? Then the. message can be pushed
under the door after you’ve had a huge {feed.
Think how ripping it would be ta sit there,
having a gocd old tuck in while the audi-
ence M

“You silly glatton!” interrupted TIand-
forth. “I'm not so jolly keen on grub as
all that! This play iz one long punch, from
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start to finish-—there’s no time for feeding!
Before Trackett Grim can decipher the eryp-

tic message, a client shoots in. But he
]
doesn’t come through the doorway!” he

added triumphantly.
ch mney !
‘Fine!”’ said Fatty, carving the ecake.
“He drops down the chimney!’® repeated
Iiandforth IIl"ip!”E.::r ively- ¢ There you get
tie first punch in the opening minute. The
poor beggar is being hunted down by crooks,
and he :larent come to the front door, m
the usual way. So he thought it a ripping
idea to drop down Trackett Grim’s chimuney.”
“It’s a bit risky,” said Fatty. < He mmht
have dropped du“n the wrong hrepiaLL.
And it's lucky for him there wusn't a fire
on the go. Well, what happens next?”
“*Trackett Grim gives one look at the
client, and recognises him as a duke,” con-
tumen Handforth. ¢ Trackeit Grim can see
this by his aristocratic features. When the
duke enters, his face is absolutely amntuerf—:d

“He drops down the

in soot. He looks like a nigger—
“Then how can Tmc;\ett l;rnn see his
fuuflll‘“a"“
“H'm! That’s a bit of a point,” admitted

Handforth thoughtfully.
wipe out the bi}lﬂt Don’t quibble over de-
tails, you chump! XNow, the funny thing is,
this mpher message is a warning to erck{,tt
Grim not to accept the duke’s investigation.
Ii he does accept it, it’il mean instant death.
So. of wcourse, Trackett Grim accepts.”

“ And dies?’ _

“Yes, rather—- No, vou ass!"” snorted
Handforth. < How the dickens can he die in
the first scene? Trackett Grim is so tre-
cnendously | elever that he can defy death.
He listens to the duke’s story, and under-
takes the case on the spot.”

“ Perhaps I'd better

'llzmdfurtll was so enthusziastie over his
piay that he hardly noticed anything else,
He certainly had no idea that I atty -.ltii‘

was per furmmf_: a sheer record in cake demo-
lition. Fatty was so impressed by the won-
derful drama that be got « sudden idea.

“ By the way, he said, ruthlessly inler-
rupting. “I suppose you couldn’t lend me
tI”E"E, b{.»h‘}

“Three bob?” said Handforth absently.

“0f course I can lend you three boh-—don't
hf_sllu:r!” He took out the money, and toszed
It on the tabie. **Now, this caze Is an in-
fricate problem. The Duke of Pottiebury has
lost his only son dl”:ti heir, and he’s nearly
dotty with worry.’

“I suppose the kil was pinched out of the
cradle?”

“ (Cradle? The duke’s sen is a man!”
“Ripping!” said Fatty heartily., “I sup-
Pese vou couldn’t make that ten bob?”

“Eh? What the—— Can’t you listen to
my piay, instead of }mthenng about meney?

tlt.nl!ided Handforth gruffly. * Ten bob? Oh
tuke it, and stop '\‘.L!‘I}:Ilf.’ As soon as
}.lrmke{.t Grim hears about this son and
et

Huandforth went on with great enthusiazm,

note and

hilling
This mf:nﬂ}h‘miuw bhusi-
ness was purely niechanical—for Handforth’s

after pulling out a ten-s

giving it to Fatty.
mind whole of the
time.

** And the scene ends with Trackett Grim
looking out of the window, and seeing two
masked men on the other side of the street,”
said Handforth impressively. “IHe shouts
out a warning, there is a dull thud, a splinter

was on the play the

of “l;l‘ﬂ- and the duke drops like a stone.
How's that?”
4 B_x cravy, marvellous!” gasped Tatty,

“ 8o that’s the
old man, it's a

caught with his mouth full.
end of the play? Handy,
triumph !’

CHAPTER II.
NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH!

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH glared.
“1 knew.you'd like

: the stuff, but what's
this dotty idea?” Le de-
manded. “ You hepeless ass—
that’s only the end of the first

scene!”

“Oh, sorry! I thought

“What's that stulf you've got in your
hand?”’ went on Handforth, coming out of
s abstraction. * By George, cake ! Why,
you greedy burglar; have you been rifling
our eupboard?”

Fatty's mind worked like lichtnine.

“1 like that!” The said indignantly,

“Didn’t you invite me to?"”

“0Oh. did 1?” said Handforth.
—but don’t drop the ecrumbs
table. Now listen to the second scene——

But T'atty was unot particularly keen on
this. Curiously enough, with the finishivg of
the cake, ana the discovery that tlm
bl\L‘Ulf tin was empty, he lost all his enthusi-
asm for Handforthi’'s play. It was such 4
coincidence that a more alert fellow than
Edward Oswald might have been suspicious.

Besides, FFatty had borrowed three shillings
more than he had expected—in fact, thirteen
shillings more than he had E\l)eﬂti’d—qi) he
thought it high time to make a bee-line for
the school Qllu[} Trackett Grim had no
appeal whatever, Even Church's hamper
wasn't so alluring as it had been.

“ Sorry, old man,” said Fatty hastily, “I've
just remembered something. I've got to
meet somebhody immediately.”

“ But look here, you tubby idiot—-"

“(an’'t stop!” said Fatty. *It's urgent.'

He omitted to mention that the “appoint-
ment " was with Mrs. Hake, and he suc-
ceeded in escaping before Handforth could
infli~t any more of “th®t thriller upon him.

“All right
all over the

LR

The great playwright felt agcrieved.
Where were Church and }-IcUiurfe‘:' i Why
weren't they Lere to support him in his

great triumph? It was just like the selfish
hounders to go off on their own, and leave
him in the lurch!



had escaped Hand-
he had {forcibly

For
forth’s recollection

the moment it
that
pitched his chums out of the study, and had

mmformed them, in unmistakable terms, that
any rcturn before the hour of seven would be
received by a mere repetition of the entire
precess.

Writing his play had been an all-absorbing
labour to Edward Oswald; he had desired
nothing but solitude. But he was by nature
a fellow who wilted and drooped unless he
was in the society of others. And now that
the play was finished, he wanted to show it
to everybody.

He emcrged from Stiudy
victims,

Just at the end of the passage, chatting,
were Ralph Leslie Fullweod aud Clive Russel!,
Ulysses Spencer Adams was passing, too.

“Just a minute, you chaps,” said Mand-
forth briskly. ¢‘Listen to this!”’

2 Somet.hing important?”” asked Ifullwood,
a3 be observed the sheaf of papers.

My new play.”

““Geewinnikers ! ejaculated Adams. ““ Beat
it, you {cllows! This guy’s dangerous! I
guess that play of his is more deadly than
dynamite! Say, Handy, we can sure stand
a lot, bub that dope of yours—""

D, in search of

“ Rats !” interrupted Hauyh‘i).z'th. “This is
a new play entirely. It's all about Trackett
Grim and Splinter Stand there, and I’ll

read some of it out. The first scene is
Trackett Grim’s consulting-room, and the
great detective and Splinter are poring over
a cipher message when the curtain goes
up.”

“Fine!” grinned Russell.
you’d hetter wait

“I'll read you the first
Handforth erisply. ‘ This
oft 72

“Say, we’re busy!” interrupted Adams.
*“That play of yours is sure snappy, but I've
cot to quit. I’'ve gotta go scme pace to find
De Valerie. That bird owes me a five-spot.
An’ I'm on my way to collect it.”

“A five-spot?”’ repeated Handforth.

“Sure! I'ive bucks.”

“Bucks?”

““Five bhones!’ explained Ulysses.

“ Bones?” :

“Gee, ain’t you dumb?’’ said the American
boy. “Five dollars—or a pound, in your
qucer old language.”

“Why the dickens can't you speak Eng
lish?”’ demanded Handforth. ¢ We're nnt
talking about money, either. Listen to this
play. TY’ve already to!d you that Trackett
Grim and Splinter are examining a cipher.
It goes on like this:

TRACKETT GRIM: By George, Splinter,
we've got it! The sign of the Pointing
Finger! This message i3 from our arch-
enemy, Heeza Tyke. They're on our
track! '

SPLINTER: The whoie gang,

GRIM: Yes, my lad, the whole gang! But
that makes it all the more interesting.

“But I think

azt.”
1s how

continued
it Kicks

sir?
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This crganisation is the greatest criminal
confederation in the world. But, in spite
of their power, they can’t touch me! I
defy them all!

SPLINTER: But this *;::pher messidge was
only shoved under ithe door a minute
ago, sir, and the agents of the gang may
be lurkiug on the *andmg. We'd better
have a look Sir. ’

GRIM: Never! 1 can sece through doors,
Splinter! My eyes are like X-rays.
At this very moment there are two das-

tardly miscreants hovering on  the

mat——- _
(Enter THE DUKE OF POITLE-
BURY. With dramalic surprise, he

shoots down the chimney, and lanas
in the fireplace with a <clatter of

irons. The whole scene is smothered
in soot, but it rapidly eclears. The
DUKE is discovered sitting in the

fender, as black as the dickens).
SPLINTER: A client, sir! _
GRIM: Clever bey! You are right, Splinter.
The Duke of Pottlebury has chosen a
strange method of entry, hut he is wel-
come. Be quite sure, dake, that you are
safe in my keeping.
THE DUKE: How {id you know my namec?
Mr. Grim, I am in desperate need of your
help—

“T think we’re in desperszte neced of some-

thing, too,” said Fullweood, clutching atv
Russell for support. *‘By gad! Water:”

“Let's—-let's cscape!” moaned Clive. _

Adams wuas 1.ppnwntf3 too weak to utter
anything, and tiie tnmn of {hem reeled off
down the passage, dazed and stunned. Hand-
forth watched them in smazement. He
frowned darkly as he heard three vollevs of
laughter from the distunce. But his eyves
gleamed at aliost the same moement, for
another junior came within sight. Dand-
forth seized upon him as a Lungry dog
seizes a bone.

“Just a minute, S:2tL Y’
“Listen to my new play! I want your
candid opinion—- By George, I shali get
it, though, shan’t 17 Youw’re the ass who
can’t speak anything bhut the trath.’>

“Unfmtumteh, ves" said Larry Scott,
orinning. “It’s considered to he the correct
thing to he truthful, but I tind it very em-
l’)dI’I“I"‘“' o at times. Muoust chaps can make
an e:s.cuse, or an evasion, bunt 1I'm hopeless.
I've got to ecome with thae truth, or
nothing.”

he rapped ont.

ouv

Larry Scoit was qaite an ordinary fellow
to look at, and hg fhareai titudy R, in the
West Hoize, with l)ﬂ-‘ iz and }.UU" Ching.

He was quite normal in ¢very way exeept tor

his unhappy propensity or telthing the bsid
truth. He often iried to e_vadq a dircetl
answer., but it never <ume off.  Something

within him impelled hiva io Ea ahsolutely
candid.

all the hed

“Well, -1t ther,” said Haundiorth.
“Some of t{hese fetlowsz pull my ieg, 1ou
know. They think my p:ay's ripping, but
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{Ley pretend teo faint,” he added. frovning

down the passazue. “That’s alt piffle. Mere
icalousy, of course. They doun't like to

2dmit how they admire my gift. But you'll
tell me the truth, my lad! You can’t evade
P

“PBut T don't want to hLeur your play,”
snid Scott.

““What?”

“I1 haven't any desire to hear a word!”
went on the truthful fiend. “So if you'll
excuse me, Handforth, I'fll gct back to my
own House.”

“You won’t go back until you've heuard
seme of this!”” said Handforth grimly. ¢ Tais
is the greatest ¢ kick’ play that’s ever been
written. It's so full of kicks that any
ordinary audience will be weak with excite-

ment before the end of the first act. It's
serious, too—a grim, powerful drama.”
“0Oh, well, perhaps you'd better let me

Lhear some of it,”? satd Larry Scott resignedly.
«I don’t want to hear it, but I shan't get
any peace until you've had your way. You're
a good chap, Handy, but you're so
obstinate.”

Handforth frowned, but he didn’t waste
any further time. He planted himself in
front of Scott, and relentlessly read the first
act aloud.

CITAPTER 1I1.
HORACE STEVENS' AMBITION.

T least, he read a por-

tion of the first act.

He didn’t think it

necessary to repeat

the beginning—he seemed to

take it for granted that Scott

knew ail about it, so ‘he

carrieqd on from the spot where the Duke of

Pottlebury sought Trackect Grim’s assist-
ance,

Larry Scott listened with careful attention,
hitt it was noticeable that he winced once or
twice.  Cecil De Valerie came along with
Alf Brent and Somerton. They paused,
listening.,  They made rude comments, too.
But Handforth was so engrossed in his own

play that he was unaware of these com-
ments. Tom Burton and Jerry Dodd joined
the group.

At last Handforth rcached the end of the
first act.
“Wonderful "’ gurgled Brent admiringly.

“ What is it—an entry for a competition?""

one who
the first

“ The
Qens

asked
sends  in
prize??”
- Nounds like it,” grinned Jerry Dodd.
“You cackling fatheads! It's my
plav ! roared Handforth.

- “Oh, sorry!” said the Australian boy.
“It'w marvellons! It's a dinkum play, old
man. It ought to creafe a senszation.”
“It probably will,’? agreed De Valerie,
hodding, with a wink at the others.
"Imagine Handforth's name in  electric

Somerton politely.
the worst drivel

own

joke. I

letters, in

All
flocking to see the latest detective thriller.”
“It’lt be the rage of the year,”” declared
Brent.
*The play

Piccadilly Circus. London

of the season,” said Burton
stoutly, “Great  marlinspikes!  You've
sailed & good course this time, shipmate!”
Handforth visibly swelled.
“I knew you’d like it, of course,” he said

modestly. “You've got to realisc that this
play has required a lot of brain-power.

It needs experience to be a playwright. By
the way, Scott, I was reading it out for
yvour benefit. What do you think of it%”

Larry Scott hesitated. :

“‘it}'s rotten!”’ he.replied mildly.

‘Eh?”

“It’s too awful for words!”’

“You—you—-"

*Hay; ha, hat®

The expression on Handforth’s face was
comic, and the other juniors howled. Larry
Scott looked quite pained, but it was the
truth with him, and nothing but the truth.
He felt impelled to enlarge.

“I've got to say it, Handy; but—but
honestly, it's the most unadulterated drivel
I've ever heurd,” he continued. “It izn't
a play at all—it’s tripe!”

“Tripe?’’ gasped Handforth,
the inside of something!”

“I don’t mean that sort of tripe,'*
explained Scott. *“When a piece of writing
is particularly puerile, it’s called tripe, vou
know. And this play of yours is about the
worst rot I’ve heard for months.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you think it’s
asked Handforth blankly.

“It’s too horrible for words,” said Larry.
“All that nonsense about the duke falline
down the chimney. And the dialogue. My
only hat! If you put that thing on the
stage you'’d get the bird in no time. Take
my advice and burn it!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth began to look so dangerous
that the other juniors dragged Larry Scot:

“But tripe's

no good, then?”

away, and they all disappeared down the
passage. Edward Oswald gave a mighty

snort, and went oftf in search of Church and
Mc¢Clure. He had an idea that they would
cive a different opinion of the play.

“Poor old Handy!” meoaned De Valerie,
as he paused In the lobby. “IIz thinks it's
good stuff. What a scream?!”’

William Napoleon Browne of the Fifth
pauszed as he caine downstairs. He regarded.
the juniors inquiringly.

“I judge there is some reason for this
unsecmly mirth, brothers?” he inquired. “I
trust there is an idea behind this merri-
ment? If so, Kindly admit me into the
am a gay fellow, and there is
nothing tickles my fancy so much as g
good joke.”
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“It's abont old Handy!” panted Fullwood,
holding his sides. . 2;
“Ah, our own comedian!” heamed Browne.

“Comedian’s  right!”?  chuekied Russell
“He’s written a new play, and it's the
hiceest scream you ever heard.”

“I ftrust I shall escape this particular

infliction,’” said Browne finthly. “Only a
few days ago 1 had oceasion to burn one of
Brother Iandforth’s efforts, and since that
fateful hour I have been in fear and tremb-
ling lest he should burst upon us with
another one. Alas, the Llow has fallen!”

Browne went off, sadiy shaking his head.
Arriving in his own study, he found Horace
Stevens sitting in the easy chair, staring
straight in front of hLiin.  Stevens, in fact,
was in a reverie, and he dldn’t even observe
Browne’s arrival,

“Thns is distressing!” said the Captain
of the Fifth. “Indecd, T am not exagger-
afing when 1 declare that I am shocked. 1
come here, Brother Horace, expecting to
find the merry kettle on the hob, and the
tea steaming in the pot, and what do I
find?" :

Hae . waved an expressive hand.

“I find a cheerless apartment with the
iire nearly out,” he went on. “I find my
hoon companion in a bhrown study. Splendid!
You will observe the unconscious humour,
Brother Horace. I am improving. You are
in a Dbrown siudy in a Browne study.
Distinctly witty.”?

Stevens: displayed a blank appreciation.

“1 also discover that I am talking to my-

self,” went on Browne sorrowfully. “Nob
that I could talk to anybody better. I am
at least assured of an appreciative
audience,??

Stevens came to himself with a start.

“0Oh, hallo!” he said, sitting up. “You
here, Browne? Sorry! 1 was thinking, you
know.” :

“Indeed?” said Browne politely. “For
the momeni{ I suspected that you had taken
morphia, or some such decadening drug., Let
ns see what tea can do in the task of
revivifying your mental apparatus.’’

“I was thinking about that play—"

“Speak not of plays!’’ interrupted Browne,
pained. “We have just heard the sad news
concerning Brother Handforth. It may be
difficult to believe, but this misguided youth
has produced yet another magnum opus.”

“He has produced a what?”

Browne started.

“This is serious!” he said, with conecern.
“The world’s most promising actor, and
he is ignoraut of such trivialities. A spark-
ling member of the Fifth Form, and he dis-
plays such lack of knowledge. A magnum
opus, Brother Horace, is a great work—a
masterpiece.”

“I know that, you silly ass!’’ said Stevens,
turning red. “I was merely wondering how
on earth Handforth eonld produce one.”

4
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{he  {oimy was  somewhat
comitted Browne, as he made
preparations for tea. “But let us dwell
upon inore enteriaining matters. Let us
discuss hot mmufling and cherry cake.”

Stevens helped, but of late he had lest
a great deal of intcerest ia the home life of
his stidy. At one time he had heen merely
an amiable fellow with ordinary habits.
But now he was dificrent, ie had suddenly
pecome., Someiody of Dmporbance. All the
Houses of S{, PFrank’s were still talking
about Horace Stevens’ amazing performance
in the chicf role of his father’s play, THE
THIRD CIIANCE.

1t was quite a romauce in itself.

Nobotly had even guessed that Stevens
possessed any apiitude for the stage until
the coming of Mr. Andrew Sylvanus Nogus
and his travelling theatre, Mr., Noggs was
an actor of the old scheol, a true ifinerant
showman of a type which is rapidly dying
out. His long hair, his heavy, elean-shaven
face, his fur collar, in fact, everythiig about
him, proclaimed the typical. Bohemian.

And Mr. Noggs was in sore gtraits. Ilis
Imperial theatre was by uo means & rau-
shackle affair. On the contrary, it was a
costly erection, cleciricaly lit, and provided
with all the modern equipments of tae
theatre. And yet this tour of his had been
a . finaneial- failure, No matter what fown
or village he pitched in, the public reiuszed
to support him. For months dir. Noggs had
been playing {o empty houses, aud his
financial status had falien lower and lower.
And now the abyss of disaster yawned
before him.

In a measure the St. Frank’s fcllows had
discovered Mr. Noggs® plight. They had
been sorry for him. They had done their
best to boost business up. And in return
Mr. Noggs had allowed them 1to usc his
theatre, when he was not using it himseli,
for their own ends.

William Napoleon Browne had hecen sur-
prised by the enthusiasm of his usually
stolid study mate. Sievens had been fired
by Mr. Noggs’ aeting, and the old show-
man was certainly a firzt-elass actor. And
then Stevens had brought to lght a .ragged

“Perhaps
exaggerated,”’

seript, including the parls, which proved
to be the last play his dead father had
written.

This play had never becn produced, and

| Stevens ‘had only brought it to St. Frank’s

had remaincd at

iv

as a curiosity, and
the bottom of one of his trunks, only
to be brought out in strict privacy. TYor

Browne discovered that Stevens had always
had a secret longing {o go on the stage,
and Stevens had been in the habit of
shutting himself up in solitude, and goiag
over the parts. Indeed, he knew every word
of the piay by heart.

Reading the play, Browne liad formed the
opinion that it was a mdasterpicce. And
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with his usual smartness he had instantdy
decided to put the play into production. It
had occupied many of the St. Frank’s
fellows and Moor View girls for a week
past, and they had all performed well in
the private presentation in Noggs’ Imperial
Theatre. As for Stevens, he had revealed
himself as a super actor, as a genius for
the stage. His performance indeed had
been startling in its unexpected brilliance.

R

had he taken sufficient money fo covar
exXpenses.

Once or twice the schoolbovs had filled his
theatre, and this very fact had aroused a
lukewarm interest in the general public.
So Mr. Noggs had remained at Caistowe
for a longer period than he had originally
intended, putting on a different show every
night. :

His plan was to shift to Bannington on

et .
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There was rather a wild look in Handforth’s eye, and his hair was ruffled. l

He had no idea of Fatty’s presence.

Mr. Noggs himself had had no words to say
at the finish,

All St. Frank’s had buzzed with excite-
ment over the affair at the time, but a
week had passed, and the excitement had
conzpletely died down. Stevens was peing
recarded as a normai Fifth-IFormer again.

The usual routine of the szchool went on !

piacidly. And Mr. Noggs' theiatre was stitl
pitched at Caistowe. l'or the first week
in the tour business was Jooking up. But
it was still comsiderably weak. XNot once

[ the followine Monday, but the general out-

look was black. ¥For he could see no way
of taking suflicient money fo extricate him-
sclt  from his difiiculties. His business
manager, Roger Barton, had advanced him
several bizy sums, and the date of repay-
ment was drawing near. Failure to produce
the necessary money would mean the loss
of his entire property. And then, indeed,
he would bhe a broken man.

There a3z szomething almost ¢hild-like in
Mr. Noggs' lack of business knowledge. Ile



and last—and he leit
his business affairs in the hands of Barton.

was an actor, first
The latter was deliberately swindling him.
For Barton had an accomplice who always
went in advance of the show, giving it the
worst possible name. Boarton, while pre-
tending to advertise Noggs® theatre, was
really siriving hard to ruin it by proxy.
In this way he would ultimately gain full
possession of it. It was a cunning plot, and

it was showing every sign of coming to
fruition.
CIIAPTER 1IV.
BROWNE ADVISES CAUTION.

when he sat down to

tea. Browne  said
nothing for several minutes,
but now his inquiring mind
could rest no longer.

TEVENS was looking
S as thoughtful as ever

~ “TForgive me fer intruding upon your
inncrmost thoughts, Brother Horace, but
what is this problem?” he asked gently.

“What i3 this great weight which rests
like a dumb-bell upon your mind?”
“Eh?” said Stevens, staring. “O0Oh, sorry!
The fact is, I am a bit unsetiled, old man.
About that play of my pater’s. Everything
secms to nave fizzled outb, ~doesn’t it?’?

“I confess that I fail to grasp 4

“Well, you know what I mean,”’ inter-
rupted Stevens, “We held that one perfor-
mance a few days ago, and everybody said
the play was topping. There was a lot of
awful rot about my acting, too &

“Allow me to interrupt,” put in Browne
firmly. “And allow me to disagree. There
was no awful rot in regard to your acting,
Brother Morace. On the contrary, the
measure of praise was singularly inadequate.
Without hesitation I can describe your
performance as unparalleled. An exhibition

of  genius. A display of dazzling
brilliance—-" ,

“What a chap you are for superiatives!”
growled Stevens. *“Chuck it, Browne, It
seems a bit of a . pity, that’s all. We
haven’t had any proper criticism of the
play. ¥ mean, it was a private show, and
the ordinary public hasn’t seen it. Why
shouldn’t we give the play a real trial?
You suggested it yourself at first.”’

“A public performance,” said Browne
thoughtfully. *“Yes, the idea is by no
means murky. At the same time, brother,
I urge patience. At first I was eager to
present the play publiely. But having seen
it acted I hesitate. I am afraid. I am

nervous. You may not believe it, but I
tremble.?? .
“You think it would be a ghastly

failuret”

“What conclusions you jump to,” said
Browne severely. *Not a failure, Brother
Horace, but an unprecedented success.

That is what your play will he.”

“Then why delay?”

“FKor several reasons,’” replied the astute
Browne. ‘I do not expect you to see them.
Your brain, Brother Horace, is attuned in
a different key to mine. I possess the
faculty of looking ahead. My watchword
is caution. Never do I depart from that
axiom. And so I tell you to wait. It
would be a fatal mistake to rush into this
production, much as we both desire to sce
it a concrete reality.”?

“1 thought it’d he rather a good- udea
to present the play to the publie on Monday
evening, when Noggs opens at Bannington,”
said Stevens. “ Why not? Noggs could get
his own company to perform the thing—-—"’

“No!” interrupted Browné. “I am sorry,
but I must be firm, The play is too good

—much too good!”

“I’'m hanged if I can sce——"

fIn fact, it is so good that the whole
effort would be wasted,” continued Browne,
“ Noggs’ Theatre has got a bad reputation,
brother. Ior some reason—which we cannot
fathom at the moment—it is shunned by the
public. I have certain suspicions—ecertain
lurking thoughts; but it wouid scarcely be
fair to put them into words until I have
investigated. But the fact remams that
Noggs’ Imperial Theatre is regarded, by the
ordinary publie, as the last word In wash-

outs. And our dear {riend, Mr. Andy
Noggs, is consequently knee-deep in  the
broth. It must be our task to rescue him

from this savoury, but undesirable, bath.”
“What on earth can we do?¥”

“There are sundry valiants in 1he Remove
who will rolly vobly to the cause,” said
Browne. “DBut more of this later. It would
be a shame, Brother liorace, to wasie your
father’s masterly play on the hobbledehoys
of Bannington. Ior you may be quite sure
that Monday evening will seec nothing but
the rifi-raff in the auditorium.”

“Poor old Noggs!” said Stevens., “1It's
a shame, you know. It’s a dirty shame!
What's the matter with the publie, any.
how?®

Browne sighed. .

¢ The publie, I fear,
flock of sheep,”” he said, " Nothing sue-
ceeds like suecess, and nothing fails like
failure. And Mr. Noges® theatre is sufler-
ing from a bad =pell. Your great play would
receive no suppoert rrom the elass of citi-
zens who now patropice the theatre. 1t
is better to wait. All good things wear well,
Brother Iorace. Leb youvy play rest in abey-
ance until the Remove i ivs work.

is very akin to »n

i 1S QOne
And then, when the righit people are finck-
ing into the. theatre—then will he the time
for your production.” 2

“Jove,. it's a2 gond argnment,” admitted
Stevens. ¢ There’s no sonse in putting good
stuff before the rift-raif, is there?”
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¢“1 would further point out I desire NO
public performance of your father’s play
until the question of copyright is ready to
be seftled,” continued Browne. “ You must
remember that it is a masterpicece. To your
innocent mind, it will probably come as a
shock that there are thieves in this world.
There are theatrical thieves, in addition to
the more commonglace type.”

“Thentrical thieves?”

“TUnless we are careful, the plot of your

play may be stolen,” continued Browne
solemnly. ¢ Strictly speaking, Brother

Horace, our safest course would be to push
on this public performance at the earliest
possible moment. But I am reluctant to do
fhiat.”

¢ 1f it’s the safest course, what are you
reluctant about?”’

¢ Jrailure!” replied Browne impressively.
“3Mr. Noggs has a poor company. I am
forced to say, in fact, a putrid company.
A ghastly collection of has-beens. lmagine
what they would do to your father's play,
brother! Conjure up the horrifying thought!
Your own acting might save it, but the risk
is terrible. And if this first performance was
a dismal figure, the play would be off the
map for ever. Therefore we must wait.”?

“Well, we've decided that already——"

“Yes, and that i1s why I am urging com-
plete secrecy,” went on Browne. “Let us
forget this play for a week or two. Let
us concentrate upon improvine the status
of Mr. Noggs’ theatre. Once that has becn
accomplished, the greater triumph will in-
evitably follow.,”

“1t sounds good, but I'm hanged if 1
can see how we can do anything to improve
the status of the place,” said Stevens.
“The theatre’'s all right—for a fit-up show,

1t’s pretty marvellous, But Noggs doesn’t
-get the right crowds. That’s the trouble.

The decent people won’t go. Look at Cais-
towe. He only gets a few of the sixpenny
seats occupied. And he’s got to shove on
pifiling melodrama at that!”

““And he started on this tour with the
Iaudable object of giving the public first-
class plays!” sighed Browne., “Let us
gather the lads together at once, Brother
Horace. We will hold a conference immedi-
ately. And unless a workmanlike plan of
action is evolved, I shall be a very surprised
man.*"

e

CIIAPTER V,
THE CONFERENCE,
FORREST

ERNARD
grinned.
“By gad, it looks

like the real thing!”
e said gleefully. ¢ Nobody

would dream it was only
printed on a home set,
Buck up, Gully! We shall want fifty of

these, at least!”’
Study A, in the Ancient House, was not
looking exactly normal. It was tea-time

R

here, too, but Iorrest & Co. had given no
thought to tea. Instcad, they were con-

Lverting the room into a temporary printing

oflice.

On the table rested a “home printer *—
quite a good set of its kind, and capable of
producing bold work. At the moment, Ber-
nard Iorrest was holding up a slip of paper
about a foot wide by five inches deep. And
it bore these words, in large, distinet type:

TO-NIGHT! TO-NIGUT! TO-NIGIT!

Positive Personal Appearance of
SIR HARRY LAUDER.
THE SENSATION OF TIHE YEAR!

Gulliver and Bell grinned with deli_ht as
they saw that printed notice. Already the
study was littered with themn, and Gulliver
was producing more as fast he could work
the printing sef.

“We shall just bave time to get round
Caistowe on our bhikes before six,” chuckled
Forrest. “The show doesn't start till half-
past seven, so the whole bally town will
be talking about it, and Noggs will get a
full house.*

“He ought to be grateful to us for beost-
ing up his businesz,” said Bell. “Look at
the trouble we're going to!”

The others yelled.

““Gad, it's the jape of the season!” zaid

Forrest maliciously. “It'Il be the talk of
the- whole giddy countryside. I always
believe in doing a geed turn, so——"’

~ “We shall have to be pretty careful,”
inferrupted Gaulliver, “It wowldn't do for
anybody to sce us pastin® these slips over

Noges’ playbills,. How muny more to do,
Guily?»

“Only about another dozen,” replicd
Gulliver, as he worked.

“Good!” went on Forrest., ¢ Bell, you
buzz out, and get the bikes ready. We'll
follow along in three minubtes. And don's
let anybody suspeet anything., We waut
this jape to be kept secret.”

“Trust me!” said Bell.

Iie opened the door, and one of the

printed slips was caught by the draught
and blown through the open window into the
West Square. It wasz just one of those
little accidents which mnone could foresee.
Bernard l'orrest made a grab at the elusive
piece of paper, but he failed to detain it.

“(Confound!”” he snapped. “Shut that
door, Bell, you idiot!"

Bell shut the door, rather startled.

“No need to bark!”’ he cjaculated. “ You

gave me a fright, you ass??

Forrest made no reply, He slipped out of
the window and looked round for the fugi-
tive sheet. The wind had caught it, and it
was - just wafting over towards the West
Arch.

Forrest was alarmed, for he instinctively
felt that the majority of the juniors would
not approve of this jape. Of course, it was



a corker—the fidest joke of the term. But

the other Tfellows were so infernally
squeamish! He didu't want the whole tihing
riuined.

tte had planned it out with cunning. At
first, he had thought it a good idea to pasic
the slips over Mr. Noggs' playbills alter
Jights out, thus giving them a full day's
publicity. But mature consideration had
told him that such a course would he wrong.
For Mr. Noggs was bound to hear of the
sensational “engagement,” and would have
the announcement obliterated. By pasting
them up ninety minutes hefore the show,

3 - g -
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And the publie would have plenty of time
to rally round.

As it happened,
plotters. :

Dick Hamilton & Co. were just comng
through the West Arch when the paper slip
blew in. As though by intent, the wind-
blown paper wrapped itself round Sir Afontie
Tregellis-West’s foot, and he halted.

“Hi! That’s mine!®” yelled I'errest, rush-
ing up.

“Begad! There’s no need to shout like
that, you frightful ass!” protested Montie,
“1 don't want your beastly papers!”

ke pulled it free, and Forrest made a grab
at it. But during that momentous second
Dick ITamilton had caught a glimpse of the
words.

“ Hallo! What’s this?> he said sharply.

¢ Give that to me, Nipper, confound yon!l”

fate was against the

panted ['orrest.

“Wait a minute!” said Nipper. *° Posi-
tive personal appearance of Sir Harry
Lauder!” What’s the meaning oif this?
What's the idea, Forrest?”

“Mind your own busineszs!” retorted
Forrest.

My hat! Those cads are going to paste
these slips over old Noggs® playbills I suaid
Tommy Watson excitedly. =1 heard Gilli-
ver and Bel] yelling with Iaughter in the
senool shop during interval! And they said
that old Noggs would get a shock to-night.”

“Don’'t he a fooll!” roared Forrest. “1It's
only a jape.”

“You admit, then, that you were going
32

“Y don't admit® anything,” interrupted

Forrest. “It's about time you fellows

learnt to look after yvour own affairs! {on-

feund your rotten inqguisitiveness!?®

“We'll look into this,”” gzaid XNipper
grimly.

He took the slip, and marched bhack
through the archway into the Triangle. lHis
chums {followed him and Bernard Forrest
was completely ignored. A minute later,
the investigators forced their way into Study
A. One glance at the table was enough for
Nipper. '

“You miserable cads!”’ he zaid hotly.

“Look here o

“I1’s a good thing that slip
went en Nipper. ]

to

hlew away!”

B
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By Jove, of
Noggs has

this contemptible 1trick now.
all the ill-natured, mean tricks!
never done you any harm.”

“Who said he had?”? demanded Forresf
angrily, “It’s only a joke!”

“A joke!” snapped Nipper. “ Do you call
it a joke to get people into Noggs’® theatre
on false pretences?”

“Isnm’t the man going broke hecause he
can't get the crowds in?” demanded Gul-
liver. “We thought we’d give him a help-
ing hand.” '

“You mean,
dirty, low-down

&

you thought you’d play
Nipper.

trick!?? shouted
people in, but what’s going to happen when
Sir Harry Lauder doesn’t appear? Whiy,
tiiey’ll ecall Noggs a swindier. They’ll prob-
ably wreck his theatre! They'll get wild
with rage, and pull the whole show down!
You contemptible worms!”’

“ Any {rouble in here?? asked Handforth,
looking in the deorway.

Tommy Watson hurried off to fetceh
further reinforecements, and Handforth was

acquainted with the details. His indigna-
tion was supreme, and lots of other juniors
were equally enraged. ‘

““ Where's a mateh?” roared Handforth.
But Nipper was already throwing the
printed slips into the fireplace, and a mateh
was set to them. Forrest & Co. watehed

helplessly. They could do nothing agains#
this indignant ecrowd. They were apprehen-
sive, too. They somehow felt that the
incident was unfinished,

It was.

The cads of Study A were set upon,

dragged out into the corridor, and placards
were  aflixed to their backs—stout paper
placards smothered with glue. And then
they were released. Each one of them bore
this legend in the rear:

1M A CAD! KICEK ME!»?
““ Certainly !** roared Handforth.
**Ha, ha, ha'»

Handforth  obliged ~with vigour, and
Bernard Forrest nearly left the ground from
the forece of that biff. Gulliver and Bell
were assisted down the corridor, too. To
be quite exact, Forrest & Co. were literally
kicked out of the Ancient House.”

“That’s better!” said Nipper, at length.
“It’s a jolly good thing we scoiched that
rotten business before it had got started.
They would have done poor old Noggs an
awful lot of harm.”

““ Talking about Drother Noggs, there is
a subject which needs swift discussion,? ob-
served William Napoleon Tirowne, striding
up. ‘1 appear to have come on the scene
at a lucky moment. Brother Hamilton,
kindly attend in my study, Brother Pitt,
be good enough to do likewise. Brother
Boots, you would be a welcome addition.
Brother Handforth——— But no! We desire
peace at this confevence. Brother Full-

“Ie can put a stop 1o wood, I sabpoena you also.”



Thus, within f{ive minutes, Browne's study
vas fairiy well packed. Nowadays, Browne
was such a power in the land that his calls
tc arms were generally answered without

q!_l(":'a‘tiﬂll.

CHAPTER VL
A CHANCE FOR BUSTER BOOTS.
TRANGELY enough,
S Handfortn didn’t
force his way into
the  meeting. He
had hardly heard Browne's
reference to himself, and he
3 had gone off, after the
-Study A affair, still searching for Church
and MceClure. |
He badly wanted to read his new play
to them. But they badly wanted to avoid
reading it.  So they remained mysteriously
absent. Or, at least, if not absent, they
were well beyond Handforth's reach,
+In the meantime, the conference was be-
ginning.
v ““We have met, brothers, on a matter of
considerable import,”” declared Browne, open-
ing the proceedings. *“ The first item on the
agenda—indeed, I might say, the only item
o the agenda—concerns our learned
brother on the left, and his career.»
« ““Chuck 1t!” said Stevens gruffly.
£ ¢ We must, of course, make allowances
for geniuses,” said Browne kindly. “Or is
he plural genii? One 4s apt to make slight
errors., 1 faney, however, that the latter
word 1s more or less Arabian Nightish. Bu$
{o proceed. We have here a Light. So far
this Light has been hidden beneath a
bushel, and h-s only once peeped out. It
must be our life's work to lift him out of his
present obseurity, and——7
MLook here, Browne, if you're going to
rot, I'll elear out!” growled Stevens, turning
red. ‘“He's in one of his dotty moods, you
chaps,” he apologised. ¢ 1It's about that
play of my pater's. We think it better not
to go ahead with a publie production until
old Noggs is in better odour with the
publie.?”
. “‘Exactly,” -agreed Browne. ¢ Very con-
cisely put.”
‘,“You'd have taken about half an hour
to say it!"” chuckled Reggie Pitt. * Well,
it’s a pretty good idea.” he added, becoming
thoughtful. *It’'s not much good produc-
ing the play with old Noggs' erowd as they
are at present. He'’s about the only decent
actor in the bunch. Besides, he doesn’t get
miy representa‘ive audiences.”
. *"That 1is the difficulty,” said Browne.
*Imagine the <¢ragedy of presenting this
play, for the first time, to a mere collec-
tion of gaping rusties! Imagine the serried
rows of half-baked bumpkins!
picture the reception they would give * The
Third Chance!’ The vision iz not only hor-
rifying, but nauseous!” o
It wouldn't be any good, Stevens, old
man,” said Nipper, nodding. It would

And try to.

shame to have that show
It wouldn’t be doing

~a sin and a
produced In a {it-up!
it justice.”

he

““] make no objection to the fit-up,
Brother Hamilton, but I do object fo the

present status of this fit-up,” declared
Browne, ‘Mr. Noggs started this tour
with laudable intentions, but I can only

conciude that his plans have sprung a lecak.
Instead of giving the public the higher
drama, he iz giving them the lower drivel.
Consequently, nobody with a more massive

intellizence than a tadpole patronises his
Thespian backwater.”

**Thanks !’ said Nipper grimly.

(13 Ell?lk

“We've all visited Mr. Noggs' theatre
don’t forget,” said Dick. “But don’c

bother. We don't mind being called tad-
poles, do we, Reggie??”

“We love it!” said Pitt promptly.

““ Alas, one is apt to be misunderstood,”
sighed” Browne. * Surely it was not neces-
sary for me to mention the old formula—
present company excepted? It must be our
aim to raise the status of the Imperiai
Theatre. We must fill it with people
nightly—we must improve the tone of the
drama—we must make it a fit place for
Brother Stevens to act in. Above all, we
must provide Brother Stevens with a repu-
tation. And we must never forget the
honour of St. Frank’s.”

“It's all very well to talk
Browne, but what on earth ean we do?”
asked Fullwood. “1It’s not our theatre. We
can’'t interfere with Andy Noggs’ business.”

““There is a difference between interfer-
ing and helping,” said Browne. “ Our plan
must be to boom the theatre first, get
the ecrowds in next, and then feature
Brother IHorace in a world-famous play. We
must enable him {o get a following, and
to make a name {for himself before the
great play is sprung. That is the pro-
gramme, and it now remains for us to put
it into execution.”

¢ My dear man, it's imposzible,” growled
Stevens,

Browne frowned.

“ Impossible?”” he repeated. * Where have
I heard that word before? A strange word,
brotherz—an o' ‘ectionable word. Never have
I inecluded it in my own vocabulary. Glance
in my dictionary and you will find it de-
leted, in ecompany with another objection-
able word—* Cannot.” DBoth are merely the
terms of the inefficient., Away with them!™

¢ My hat!” grinned Fullwood.

“You appear surprised?” went on Brewne.
¢ But let me enlarge.”

“Help!"™ murmured
of .the conference.

“As I have already zaid, we must feature
Brother Horace in a world-famous play. And
what play could be more suitable than
* Hamlet *?2”

e Hamlet 122
“ Ay dear chap, it's impoz——

like this.

the other members

repeated Nipper dubiously.
I mean, it's



100 risky,” he added, with a grin. ‘ Imagine
“* Hamlet’ in Noggs’ Imperial Theatre!”’

Reggie Pitt sheok bis head. _

““ Just like imagining a poached egg in a
coal shovel,” he said.

¢ Alack, that Brother Hamiet should be
compared to a poached egg!” said Browne,
aghast. “But why do you hesitate? Why
do you falter? Can you mention a more
snitable part for Brother Horace?” Hamlet!
The part of parts! To be or not to be—
Anem! I take it that we are all agreed
vpon this decision??

“J have often thought you were mad.
Erowne, but now jyou’ve cast away the
last lingering doubt,” said Stevens. ‘Do
you think I should have the nerve to play
Hamlet?”?

Browne waved his hand.

“That is not the point,”” he replied.
‘““ You may not have the nerve to play the
illustrious Prince of Denmark, but I cer-
tainly possess the nerve to make you play
it. For always remember, Brother Horace,
that you are but the prodded. I am the
prodder. I venture to suggest that with-
out me behind you, with a bundle of fire-
works, you would not progress a yard. Ah,
these talented freaks! They need constant
care and attention. Hothouse flowers are
not in the same class!”

*““You. drivelling idiot ! roared Stevens in-
dignantly.

‘“ Peace, brother—peace!” gaid Browne,
holding up an admonishing finger. ‘It has
heen decided that you shall play Hamlet.
Mr. Noggs will learn this piece of news in
due course—and will receive instructions
from me to ¢t his company into good
order, He, no doubt, will play the Ghost.”

“ A pretty ¢« lid ghost,”” grinned Nipper.

““A mere detail,” said Browne, waving
it aside. ““We must now prepare the lead-
ing up activity. Mr. Noggs® theatre must
be relieved of the hoodoo which consistently
brings it bad business. I apologise for the
use of an American expression, but I fear
the films have a bad influence over our
daily speech ! :

“ But, look licre, Browne, I don't see——>

“You are not required to see, Brother
Reginald,” interrupted Browne. “I am the
one who sees, and it i1s merely for you to
carry out my various instructions. An ad-
vertising eampaign must be put in Thand
at once.” -

John Busterfield Boots looked alert.

“ Advertising?” he said promptly. ¢ That’s
me!”? _

Browne beamed.

“You’ll observe how Brother Boots znaps
at the bait like a hungry mackerel after
a sardine!” he said calmly. ‘ Knowing the
special talent of Brother Boots, I naturally
desired his presence here. 1 will leave this
advertising propaganda entirely in his able
grip. I venture to prediet that Brother
Nogaes will do good business to-night.”

“To-night ! echoed Boets. “You hope-
less ass! There’s no time to do any ad-

vertising this evening.
five already.
than two hours.”

Browne gave him a cold glance.

“I suspected that you were about to use

Why, it’s half-past
lloggs opens his doors in lcss

that hated word * Impossible,> DBrothey
Boots,” he said sternly. “Go! Collect your
myrmidons, spread them over Caistowe, and
urge the inhabitants to patronise Mr. Noggs.
If urging is useless, drag them to the pay-
box by their back hair. Do anything, in
fact, to ensure good business. But, above
all, do not come back and report failure.”
“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Boots.

_“By Jove, Browne, I believe you're
right .”” said Nipper eagerly. ‘‘Why give it
up because there’'s not much time? There’s

lots of things we can do, you fellows! Has
the Remove ever been dismayed?”

‘“ Never !’ said the other Removites.

‘“ Splendid!” beamed Browne. ¢ There is
still hope for you, hrothers. I am instil-
ling you with my own indomitable spirit.
A step forward! A distinet advance! In-
deed, an achievement !>’

“The show has got two more days in
Caistowe, anyhow,” went on Nipper. ¢ Two
more days after to-night’s performance.
Why not boom it up at full pressure, and
give it a good name before it gets to Ban-
nington??*’

‘“ Rather !> agreed Pitt. “ We’'re all sorry
for poor old Noggs. He’s ane of the best,
and he’s been nhaving terrible luck. Let’s all
go into this thing with tlie determination
to succeed!”’ '

Browne fairly whooped. -

‘“Better and better!” he exclaimed.
“Never did- I expect to live through this

moment! To arms, brothers! Let us away
—and let us ensure Brother Noggs

a full
house for to-night!”’ 5

S —

CHAPTER VII.
WILLY’S CANDID OPINION.

6 ¥ George !** said
Edward - Oswald
Handforth.

He stood stock
still, staring. He had just
opened the door of Study S

" in the West House, but he
had only expected to see the youthful Lord
Pippinton sprawling on the lounge cor on
one of the easy chairs.

Handforth was fed-up. He had spent
twenty solid minutes going from House to
House, from Common-room to Common-room,
from study to study, looking for Church and
McClure. - :

He had only entered Study S in the hope
of hearing from a chance visitor that his
chums had been seen. And there they were!
Calmly seated at old Pippy’s table, in-
dulging in about the most disgusting feed
that Handforth had ever set eyes on.

“ By George!” he said thickly.

“ Handy !”” gurgled Church, '
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¢“ My hat!”” beeathed McClure.

“You—you fraitors!” roared Handiorth,
Jeaping forward, and seizing a cherry cake.
““Take that, Walter Church. TI'll teach you
to____;u

“Whoa!” howled Church, rescuing the
cake in the nick of time. “ You dangerous
Junatic! Do you want to ruin old Pippy’s

furniture??”’

“Blow  old Pippy’s furniture!” snorted
Handforth. <« And blow old Pippy!”

“Oh, rather!” suid Lord Pippington
mildly. * What-ho! I mean, eh? Fur-
niture, and so forth, and such like? Pretty
ghastly sort of stuft, really. A chap’s
always knocking his elbows or his ankles,

or his knuckles on the horrid stuff!”

Lord Pippinton seemed only half awake.
There was a dazed, vacant expression in his
cves. As a matter of fact, he was particu-
larly alert just now. Usually, he went about
in a sort of trance., With Churcli and
AcClure in the room, he had heen kept con-
stantly awake. -

But it was altogether too much bore to
protest. They had just piled in, concluding
tliat old Pippy’'s study was about the safest
place they could get to. And here was
Handforth, after all!

“You bounders, you deliberately sneaked
off and gave me the slip!”’ said Handforth
darkly. “But I’ve rooted you out! 1 don’t
write Trackett Grim plays for nothing! You
can’'t eseape me—or Trackett Grim!”

“We've had tea, anyhow,” said Church re-
signedly. _

*“I'm going to read you my play!”’ threat-
ened Mandforth. < It's all finished, and
vou've got to listen—— Tlallo! Why, what
ithe Great pip!”’ he roared. ¢ Some-
body's pinched my play!”

e searched himself frantically, turning
his pockets inside out with such haste that
the rich carpet became littered with odds
and ends and bits of fluff. Pippy stood look-
ing on with a kind of dull horror.

“I say!” he protested. “What? All this
untidy business! What about it? llave a
heart, old chap. I mean, old c¢hap, have a
heart !

“Bother your beastly heart!” howled
Handforth. < Who's pinched my play? 1
had it on me two minutes ago——'" e

paused, and glared at MceClure. ¢ Did you
grab it just now—-"’

“I wouldn’t touch your play with a barge-
pole!” interrupted MeceClure indignantiy., 1
expect you've left it somewhere. It's a
wonder to me you don't hang yourself in
the lobby sometimes, and expect your cap
to walk out! I never kmew such a care-
iesg——"

“I’'ve got it!” yelled Handforth suddenly.
“1 left it in the study. I remember now.
I went back there to look for ycu idiota,
and left my play on the table. Come on—
nuick '

Ite rushed out.
Chureh and MeClure.

much to the relief of
Lerd Pippinton sank

v into a trance.

back into his chair, and promptly went off
The peacefulness after Hand-
forth's departure was too much for him.
Racing across to the Ancient House, Hand-
forth fairly hurled himself down the pas-
sage, and tore into Study D like a cyclone.
He had a gnawing fear—a horrible suspicion

—that somebody had pinched his play. He
didn’t forget how his last one had been
calmly thrown into the fire by William
Napoleon Browne.

“Great guns!” panted Handforth.

There, seated in the best chair, was his

minor—and Willy was deeply engrossed in
the depths of the famous play. e glanced
up at his red-faced major, frowned, and
waved his hand.

“Scoot!”” he said curtly.

“What?’ breathed Handforth huskily.

“How do you expect me to read this
thing with you here?” asked Willy. <My
hat, Ted, you're all in a fluster! Go away
and cool yourself! I'm busy! This piay
needs full concentration. 1It's the thickest
thing I've read for years!”

“Thickest !” said Handforth, striding into
the study. ¢ Look here, you young rotter

22

“Didn't vou hear me tell you to scoot?”
Interrupted Willy.

“By George! You—you—"?

“Don’t interrupt !’

“Look here =4

“Can’t you let me finish?” asked Willy
tensely., “Just when I've got to ‘the most
interesting point, you butt in, and start be-
kaving like a loud speaker with a lot of
atmospherics ! FFor goodness’ sake, go
awayv!”

“If you think vou can fool me—"

“I'm just at the place where Trackett
Grim is fichting Heeza Tyke. They’'ve

chucked the swords down, and they’re using
broomsticks——"’

“ Broomsticks!”’

“Well, rapiers, or something,” =aid Willy
impatiently.  “Don’t mess about, Ted!
I've got to finish this play. I've got to!
Of all the marvellous stufl, this is the most
weird! Now, dry up!”

Willy continued reading the manuscript
greedily. And his major stood there, momen-
tarily cooled. It was one blessing to know
that his play was still cafe and sound. But
to see the precious script in the hands of
his minor was a different matter.

Handforth was not wusually a suspicious
fellow. One could generally palm off the
most beautifu! varns on him, and be
wouldn’'t suspect a thing. But where his
minor was concerned, he was always wary.
He had an iustinctive feeling that Willy was
ready to spring a bombshell of some Kind.

Ilandforth stood there, watching closely,
But there was no question of Willy’s genuine
interest, e was really reading the ptay,
and he was really soaking it in., Ilis eyes
shone, his whoele being quivered., Il¢c secmed
ire a ifellow entranced.



But still Handforth wasn’t satisfied.

“It’s no good, you young sweep!” he
agarowled, at last. You’re only putting it
on! I know my play’s a winner, but I don’t
expect any appreciation from you! If you
clear out of here I'il give you five bob!”

He uttered these last words with a trium-
- phant note in them. But his eyes widened
when he ebserved that Willy togk no notice.
Ile hadn’t even neard!

“Five bob!” repecated Handforth impres-
sively.

“I haven’t got five bob!” snapped Willy.
“I ean’t lend you any money—— Eh?”’
Ile started and looked up. © Haven't you
gone yet?”” he added angrily. “Mow many
more times have I got to tell you? DI'm
getting sick of this! Any more of your rot,
my lad, and you’ll go out on your neck!”’

“My only hat!” said Handforth, scraten-
ing his head. :

e gave it up, and watched his minor
with a growing hope that there might be
something -in this, after all. Was Willy
really interested? Ile was not left in doubt
for long. - Willy reached the last page,
scanned it t9 the bottom, and then heaved
a sigh. . -

“ Marvellaus!” he breathed softly.

““Look here, Willy, are you spoofing me?”.
asked his major, his voice quivering. ‘ Are
vou pulling my leg, you young beggar?”

Willy looked at him dazedly. |

“¥’s a winner!’? he exclaimed, his voice.

unsteady with emotion. “1It’s an absolute
cert! - It's got to be produced, Ted! Why,
it’ll be the greatest scream—I mean, the
greatest success gn record!’’ :

Handforth thawed considerably.

“I say, is this honour bright?”’ he asked
cagerly., “Do you really think my play’s
0.K.1” : ~

“ Absolutely!” said Willy, turning the
pages over in a fascinated way. “0.K.?
My dear chap, it’s all the other letfers in
the alphabet as well! It's the ripest thing
I've come across in twenty years!”

““You young ass, you haven't lived twenty

years.”’

“I ecrowd so much into a year that 1}
live folur years in every one,” explained
Willy. “And this play——  This—this

masterpiece! Ted, old man, I didn’t think
it was in you! Thank gooduness you've got
it out!’”’

ITe didn’t give his major any chance for
further conversation, but suddenly made a
dash for the door. The fact that Handforth
was in the way made no difference to Willy.
Edward Oswald was merely aware of a swish
near him, a rustle of paper, and then the
door banged. Willy had gone.
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“Hi!”? yelled Handforth, in alarm.

He tore the door open, dashed out, and
collided with Mr. Crowell so violently that
the unfortunate Form-master =at down with

a horrible thud in the passage.
‘“Sorry, sir!” gasped llandforth.
Lmy minaor?’? '
He glanced up and down the passage,
fatled to see Willy, and tore off towards
the lobby—forgetting all about Mr. Crowel
As Handforth was to discover later on, M
Crowell hadn’t forgotten all about him!

‘¢« Seen

CHAPTER VIII.

THE JAPE OF THE TERM.
' " ILLY ‘reached
d ; William  Napoleon
Rl | Browne’s study

~just at the moment
when the big conference was
on the point of breaking up
—for most of these events
had been taking place simultaneously.
““Just a minute, Browné,” he said, as he

entered. << Hallo!  Nipper and Pitt and al)
the rest of you, eh? Good! The very chaps
I wanted! If you listen to this, you’'ll

simply lie down on the carpet and die!”

Browne frowned. . B

“In that case, Brother William, be good
enough to take it away!”” he said severely.
“ Why do you come here to blight our young
lives in this sensational fashion? llence!’?

“Chuck it, Browne,”’ said Willy.

The Captain of the Fifth winced.

“I am prepared to aceept sueh expressions
from men of my own age—~but not from
the mouths of babes and sucklings,” he said
firmly. “Brother William, let me assure
you that I shall not * chuck it,” but I shall

chuek you. I shall chuck you into the
passage.”
Willy was in no way impressed.

‘““Cheese it!” he said tartly. “Is that
better? I’ve got my major’'s play here, and
| I'm going to read it cut——? :

“Do not desert me, brothers!”? pleaded
Browne, as the Removites made one dash-
for the door. *‘“Would you leave me to the
merey of this unscrupulous miscreant?”’

Willy looked round at the  juniors and
frowned.

“You needn’t faint yet!’’ he said, “ You'd
better reserve all your fainting until after-
wards. But you’'ll be too weak to do any-
thing. This play’s goiug to make your sides
ache for days. It's the funniest thing that
ever happened.”

““We are quite prepared to acecept your
word, Brother William,”>? said RErowne.
“ Who are we to doubt you? Leb us, there-
fore, dismiss this unsavoury subject——"’

“Who's running this showy, anyhow?™’
asked Willy, looking round. “Fve got =2

play here—a corking, hilarious wonder! And
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vou don’t want to hear it!
what you're missing!”

“We'll chance a minute of it,”’ suggested
Nipper.

“I'm game!”’ zaid Boots resignedly.

“In that case, my own small voice must
be stilled,” murmured Browne regretfully.
<« Proceed, Brother Williain, but I beseech
you to make it snappy. 1 wonder if there is
another fug in the whole range of public
schools who can ecommand attention such as
vou? Verily, I stand amazed.”

“ Then sit down, and try to look intelli-
gent,”” said Willy. ¢ This play is all abeut

N

You don't know . listeners

holding them-

desperately
selves, und suppressing their hilarity.
Willy gave them no opportunity to laugh

were

outright. e rattled on at high speed—but
put such intonazation into his reading that

IHandforth's dialogue became utterly ludi-
crous. All the exaggerated points were

trebly exaggerated by Willy’s rendering.

“Stop!” yelied Fullwoed, at last. I
can't stick any more of it! Oh, my hat!
Ha, ha, ha!'!”

“ Ha, ba;, ha'™

The others fairly roared. Even Browrnsa

eondeszcended to unbend. Iec lay back in his

L 7 JZ"'
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SPLINTER : A client, sir.
QRIM : Clever boy !

that you are safe in my keeping.

You are right, Splinter.
chosen a strange method of entry, but he is welcome.

(Scene from Handforth’s great play.)

The Duke of Pottlebury has
Be quite sure, Duke,

Trackett Grim and Splinter, and Well,
listen to it! It wondt take me long to get
through the first act.

And Willy proceeded with the dirty work.
ITis listeners arranged themselves in atti-
tudes of supreme horedom at first, inwardly
wondering why they put up with this sort of
thing. There was something uncanny about
‘the way Willy Handforth got his own way in
everything.

But after a few minutes the boredom
vanished, and a few grins appeared. They
were followed by chuckles. And long before
Willy had reached the end of the act, the

chair, and shook with laughter as heartily
as the juniors.

“Well?”? asked Willy.
come——"?

“You young ass, the thing’s impossible!”
gasped Reggie Pitt. ¢ 1t’s the most awful
junk I've ever heard! 1t's nothing more nor
less than idiotic piffle.”

“Worse than that,”* grinned Fullwood.

Willy regarded them coldty.

“I don't think much of your judgment!”
he said. ¢ This play is a masterpiece,”’

“It’s a certain success.” :

“You hopeless young ass!”

“The best is to
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it would be
Willy.

“Producced as a burlésque,
funny enough to Kkill,»” went on
“Not merely funny, but a seréam.”

William Napoleon Browne held out
hand.

“Let me ¢xamine this ninth wonder of t}‘

world,*? he sald

He took it, and turned the pages over.
Boots and Fullwood and Pitt were impatient
10 be off, but Nipper detained then.
¢ There's something weird about Willy,”
he said, shakjng his Read. ' The kid's right.
That play of Handy’s IS a seream. »

. “What?”? gasped Fullwood. * You think
it would be a hit?”

“Nat merely a hit, but a knock- out"’

‘““ Brother Hamilton. is undoubtedly right,?*?
.put in Browne, looking up. « Wlth Brother
Handforth in the part of Trackeif, Grim,
acting with grave sincerity, this play would
send an audience intg eonvulsions. 16 would
be ne-‘*e:muy to have straight-jackels by the
hundred, i order to reutrue order. YWithout
exaggeration, this is the richest picce of
unconscious bumour I have yet encountered.
Qur brother, Handforth, is a dark horse.”

Most of the juniors looked astonished.

“The joké of it is, he's written 1% as a
. serious play—as a thriller 1?2 grinned Nipper.
“He thinks it’s perfectly serious! By Jove!
Fve got an idea!”?

his

Hls, eyes gleamed, and Browne shook his
head. : ‘
“Do nqﬁ keep us in suspense, Brother

Hamilton,” he said. “ What is this eyclonig
disturbance of the brain??

“Why not give old Handy a lesson?” sug-
gested \Izpper ““He’s always writing this
sort of stufl, and kidding himself that it’s
- gérious. Why not convince him, once and
for all,. that he’s only a comedian?”?

“J fear it would break the poor fecllow’s
heart 8’

“Rats?’? chuckled Nipper. “It would
knock some of the rot out of him, and he

mightt improve afterwards. There aren’t
many characters, are there 3

“Only about five or six,” said Willy.
‘““ They’re mostly simple ones, foa. Two of
the girls might be brought in.”

-« An excellent suggestion,” agreed Browne.

~ “We could. rehearse the thing in a day
or two,” went on Nipper. ‘‘lHandforth
probably thinks it’s a full-tength play, but
it wouldn’t run for more than half an hour,
pushed through at burlesque speed—especi-
ally after we'd made one or two cuts. My

surrgeﬁ;f:ion is to produce it privately at
Nojgs' theatre on Monday afteruoon, say.”’
“But how will that teach Handy a
lesson{’? asked Fullwood. Producing that
stuff would only encourage him to write
more of it!”-
“Wait untit I’ve finished,” went on

Nipper. -“ My dear chap, this is the richest
1ape I’'ve ever thought of! There’ll be an

audience, of courae composed entirely of
Remove . fellgws
“ And Fourthlormer:, * put in Buster

Boots grimly,

T ——e T

“All right. You !*omth- “opmers will be
welecome, of course,”” said Ripper. “Thae
airls, ton. But here’s the point. Everybody

will be secretfy inztructed to keep serious,
That's the most important thing of ail,
The idea wi 11 be to spoof Handfort,h to the
limit, We'll make him think that his play
is a serious contributten to the Drama,?

“It will he a diffieuls task f€o remain
serious,”” said Browne. ‘It will strain the
control of the audience to the utmost.”

“By a manly effort, I think we could do
it 7 gaid Nipper.

“PBut where does the lesson come in???

-demanded Fullwood.

“Why, we’ll persuade old Noggs tgo . put
the play into his ordinary programme during
the evening,” chuckled Nipper. *‘lle cun
use it as a front picce—before the show
proper.”’ :

“ My hat!”

“The ordinary publie will e in the theatre
then. don’t forget,” continued Nipper,
“And the ordinary publie won't he in-
structed not to laugh. Ard, of course,
they’ll howl. They'll go into hysteries,
Imagire the eye-opencr for Itandy.”

Reggie Pitt gave a low gurgle.

“ Nipper, my somn, this pure genius!??
he said hreathless!g, ‘eSpoofing old Handy
is overdue, ico, ke hasn’t heen properly
japed for terms! I gdidn’t know you had
this brain power!?’

“We are all ready {o admit that it is
supreiue,” agreed Browne. “Let wus, there-
fore, decide to carry this thing through to
a successful issue. I capn imagine no more
congenial pastimae than pulling Brother
Handforth’s leg. Furthermore, we shall be

advancing our original plan oi’ bringing
business to Brother Noogs® porvable Drus v
Lane.?

“Good!”? said Willy. “ Then that’s settled.
(lonsidering this was my original stunt,
though, I think I ought to play Splinter.
You can trust me to %poof old Ted up to
the neck.”

“T can imagine no more brilitant Splinter
than yoursclf, Brother William,” said
Browne, nodding. ‘Indeed, 1 predict that
you will be a Veritable tHorn in the side
of your major. But wait! What is this?
Wait! Surely our lick is in this evening?”’

Browne was loaking out of the window,
and without another word he dashied out of
the study.

CITAPTER 1IX,
GETTING THINGY ON THE MOVE.

IPPER glanced out of
the window.
“What on earthi’s

the matter with the
man now®?’’ he asked. “ Hal-
lo, by Jovo! Iitne and some
of the other .girls.”” He
“ Browne deoesn’t mean to waste

“You’ll

grinned.
any time in securing his cast!”

“That's about it,” said Bdots.
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want two of the girls for that burlesque,
won't you? Well, I can’t bother with that.
I've got to collect the chaps together, ond
get a move on. And if Noggs' theatre isn't
hetter patronised to-night, I'll eat my
hat 1?2

suster went off, filled with enthusiasm and

determination. e was an energetic feilow
under any circumstances, but Browne had

instilled him with even greater vim., e had
made up his mind to do big things.
Nipper, Pitt, and Iullwood hurried out
into the West Square, and joined Browne.
He was talking earnestly with Irene Man-
ners, Doriz Berkeley, and dMary Summers, of

the Moor View Schoasl. Curiously enough,
the three girls were looking far from

earuest, however. Their pretty faces were
alight with smiles.

“ And so, sisters, two of you will be re-
quired,” Browne was saying. “I should sug-
gest Sister Irenc and Sister Mary—and [
can only silently pray that Sister Doris will
not change colour with jealousy £

“There’s not muceh fear of that, old son.™
interrupted Doris. ¢ If the parts suit Renie
and Mary better, I'm satistied. Irene’s cer-
tainly the very girl for the heroine, Ted'll
act a lob better if she's in the cast!™

Irene chuckled.

“I'm not so sure about that,” she said.
“] might put Ted off his stroke. le's
awfully  self-conscious, you know. Still,
that’'ll make it all the funnier, won't it?"

“JTush!” warned Browne. ‘‘Remember,
sisters, that this play’s scrious. Let there
he no more of this hilarity. One word In
Brother Ted's ear, and the fat will indeed
he in the fire. Caution is the watchword.”

Irene and Mary were keen upon helping
in the great jape. Mary had recently heen
staying at St. Frank’s, for she was the
niecce of Mr. Beverley Stokes, of the West
Ilouse. But she had now definitely joined
the ranks of the Moor View contingent.

Browne's warning  was  timely, for a
moment later Handforth himself hove into
view. He had, as a matter of fact, spotted
his minor, and he wvas. hot on the track
of his precious play. He came up, breath-
less, .

“You young burglar!”  he  panted.
“Where's that play of mine? TI'll joliy well
tan yvou——"" Ile paused and looked at the
agirls. < Oh, sorry!” he added. ¢ Didn't see
you fer the minufte!”

cgave a hollow

Doris OTOAIN.

“And we came out in our spring finery!”
she said sadiy. **What's the use?”?

ITandforth had been =9 cobsessed by the
play that he hadn’t even seen the girls
until he was actually on the spot. And
now he glanced at lrene very cautiously,
and bhecame diffident. Nobody had forgotten
how he had kissed her, a week or two earlier
—and Handforth himself remembered it
more vividly than anyvhady clse.

“It's  all  right, Ted.,” said Wiliy.
“Browne's got your play. I took it to him,
vou lknow." '

ing.

Handforth started violently.

“Browne's got it!"" he
Browne burns my plays!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Be at peace, Brother IHandforth.” said

“But

velled.

Brovne gently. “Your latest efiort is in
no danger. Indeed, we have decided -to

put it straight into reliearsal, and to present
it on Monday evening. Sister Irene and
Sister Mary have kindly consented to take
the two feminine roles. Brother Willy will
make an excelient Splinter. I, alas' ean
find no better part than the Duke of Pottle-
bury. I have a mind to transfer it to other
hands.” ’

Handforth failed to take in the sense of
this for a mowment or two. DBut when he
did, he stared in a kind of bewildersd un-
belief.

“You’re—you're going to
play?’ he asked breathlessly.

“Certainly; it is all arranged.”

“You're going to produce my play!” re-
peated Handforth mechanically. * You—you
spoofing rotter! You're just trying to pulil
my leg! It’s a dirty trick to fool me -

“Evidently, then, you take it for granted
that your play iz unworthy of production?”
asked Drowne. “I am grieved to hear that,
Brother Handforth. Sueh modesty is alarm-
We, on the other hand, are convinced
that your play will ereate a furore.”

“My play will create few roars?”

“Quite possibly; but that was scarcely
the idea,” said Browne. “You, of course,

produce my

will act the part of Trackett Grim. We
could search the entire world, and find
nobody more suitable. You ARE Trackett

Grim.”’
“PBut do you mean this—honest injun?”
asked Handforth, taking a deep breath.

“It is the positive truth, official, and
copyright strictiy reserved,”” replied Browne,
nodding. * Rehearsals must begin this very
evening. So it behoves us to make definite
plans, and to get the company togetlier at
the earliest moment.”

Edward Oswald was nearly stunned. He
simply couldn't believe it. Altliough he had
written the play with the object of having
it produced, he had never really thought
that it would see the light. In his heart,
he had known that he was fooling himseli.

And now, like a bombshell, came the
information that the play wus a certainty.
He suddenly came to himself. With one of
his characteristic rapid changes of mind,
he took a grip on himself, and saw the whole
thing as clear as daylight. What an ass
Lhe had been! Why should he have felt any
surprise at all? Naturally, the play was
coing to be prodiiced. Why shouid he have
ever thought otherwise?

“3Well, T'm glad you've shown some =sense
at last,”’ he =aid calmly. “TI'll even forgive
vou for burnine that other play of minc,
Browne. Yes, T'll he Trackett Grim, natur-
ally. LU shal' produee this play with  ali
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the surprise effects. It’ll be one long thrill
from start to finish! It’ll be a gripper!”

“Onh, Ted! How wonderful!” said Irene,
elasping her hands.

Handforth shrugged his shoulders.

“1t’s nothing, really,” he said modestly.
‘“ Thege deteetive thinzs seem pretly marvel-
lous to the uninitiated, but it all comes
from experience. Look how many Trackett

Grim  stories I’ve written! It’s second
nature to me to produce these dee¢p
mysteries.”?

The others kept their faces straight with .

supreme difficulty.

“But think of it!”’ said Irene, her eyes
sparkling. < Your own play, Ted! And P'm
to have a part in it! Could anything be
more giorious?¥

“You've got a big part, too,” said Hand-
forth, nodding. *‘You’'ll be on the stage
nearly all the evening, Irene. The show
will Tun at least three hours, apd pernaps
’d better make a few cuts—although it's
a pity to waste good stull.”

““Three hours!’” echoed i Bt
thought——?*

“YTorgive me, Brother Handforth, but
there are two slight correctiens I should likes
to make,”? put in Browne, “In the first
place, I shall produce the play. That is a
point upon whieh I insist. You, as the lead-
ing actor, will take your instructions from

Mary. 1

me. In the second place, you are lahouring
under a misapprehension regarding the
length of your masterpiece. It will, I am

pleased to say, run for mno longer ihan
thirty minutes. BRut let us adjourn indoors
to discuss the inll details.”

Handforth was so filled with inward ex-
citement that he took little notice of
Browne’s words. And he saw none of the
zmiles which were exchanged. . Indeed, this
jape could not have been played on any
other fellow. Hanpdforth was nocloriously
blind to everything that went on’ around
him. And when he was ohsessed by any-
thing, his blindness beeams phenomenal.

The japers were counting upon this charae- |

teristic to the full.

Before going indoors, Browne cast an
approving glanee into the Triangle. © A

large number of juniors were just wheel-
ing ent of the gateway on their bieyeles.
John Rusterfield Boots was in command—
and John Busterfield Boois was filled with
a firm determination to do big things.

He had rallied a number
and Jourth-Formers together, and they
were ail as keen as mustard to go forth

upon this mission in aid of 3ir, Andy
Noggs., Advertising operations were to com-

mence at once,

Not ordinary advertising operations, of

eourse. The time was short, and if would
he mnecessary to give Caistowe something

sensational in order to attraet the neces-
sary attention.

But Buster BRoots
fellow for the task.

undoubtedly the
was proiific in

was
He

of Removites |

ideas, and in this particular line he was in
his element. He had thought out several
schemes, and the good peopte of Caistowe
were booked for some unusual excitement,

e

CHAPTER X,
' THE HUMAN FLY,

 AISTOWE  was
than usually
and quiet
pargicular
evening, ‘The sun
i shining, and the
o quite mild, when {wo 8t.
Frank’s juniors strolled leisurely into the
little Market Square of the town. It was
a little distance from the sea-front, but the
real ecentre of Caistowe. The Town _Hall
was situated here, and the two juniors
- paused and looked up at it,
“ Easy!” said one of them,

niere -
sleepy .
on this

March
was  still
air  was

“You must be careful, Johnny,” warned
the other gloomily.
““¥You ass, there’s mno danger,” said

Johnny Onions. ‘“This stunt is a ripping
idea of Buster’s. I've got to give him the
credit. It ought to work wonders, too.”

L They stood there, still looking at the face
of the building. There was scarcely any-
hody else in the Squave. KEven the ‘shops
were deserted. 1t was just the hour wiien
Caistowe dozed.

- Well, I'd Yetter start, I suppose,” said
Johnny. “The seheme i3 for those other
¢haps to come running along in twos and
threes, isn’t it? Well, 'l give them some-
thing to shout about.”

His Dbrother nodded, and gazed u
- Town Hall eclosely.

“Don't take any risks, Johuny,” he
warned. ““You'd better find the west sec-
tion of the ball hefore you start.”

“For goodness’ sake don’t mix yourself up
here, Bertie!”> grinned Johnny. *“I subpose
you mean the best section of the wall?»

“Oh, sorry!” said Bertie, * That’s what
I meant, of course. Why not have a look
at the rear? Let’s roll round the string.”

“Let’s do what?”

¢« Stroll round the ring,* said Bertie. “The
faet is, I’'m nervous. I don’t like you doing
this stunt——>"

“Rats!” intsrrupted
goes !
goes !

Quite calmly he walked to the face of
the building, and <¢ommenced climbing.
There was something almost monkey-like
in his movements as he rose higher and
higher. Ior vycars Johnuy Onions had per-
formed in bis father's cireus—as a boy acro-
bat and tight-rope walker. The task he
was now attempting wag child’s play to him.

He was wearing crepé-soled shoes, and
he knew perfectly well that he was in no
| danger. Gther fellows would have risked
their lives had they attempfed thiz climb.

at the

Johnny. “Here

But Johnny was just as safe on the face of
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that building &s any other fellow on the
solid ground.

The climb was deceptive.

1t looked perilous, but wasn't. The Town

Hall was an uwnusually high building for
such a smali locality. It was high, too,
particularly in the centre, uhele it arose to
4 square, imposing towe The architect
Lad provided a liberal amount of niches
and crevices, And Johnny was able to ob-
tain hand-grip and foothold without a frace
- of danger,

From below 1t locked sheer madness.
Those crevices seemed hardly big enough
to provzde grip for a monkey.
they were deep and solid. Johnny mounted
higher and higher, enjoying himself as he
| prorrrebsecl

When he was about a third of the way
up, Bertie let out a shout, and this was

instantly taken up and echoed by Bray and |
Fourth-Formers.

Denny and several of the
They came running info the Square from
one of the side-streets.
a4 group, apparently wild with
and pointing upwards.

“TLook!” yelled Bray. ¢ Oh,

“Look at the fathead!”

“He’ll fall!»

A chorus of yells went up, and one or
two of the local shopkeepers, scandalised by
this disturbance, came out to see what it
was all about. The few people in the
Square were already staring upwards,
frightened and apprehensive.

““ Bless my soul!”’ gasped one of the in-
habitants. ““Them schoolboys again!
Young varmints! There’s never any teiling
what they’ll Le up to next!”

“That lad will kill himself !
another.

Several women screamed,
by magic, the Square began to fill.

Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey and De Valerie
and a number of other Removites came tear-
ing. into the Square from
- tion. They, too, set up a tremendous din,

and appeared to be frantic with alarm.

excitement,

the idiof !V

and, as though

““Hi!” roared Pitt. ¢ Come down, you
asg!”?
“Johnny, don't be such a reckless

chump !'*
Johnny Onions was now about half-way up,
and he merely paused and waved his hand.
Buster Boots, watching from near the Town
Hall, grinned with apprecmt on,
“By Jove, if’s working like a

charm,*
he chuckled

““1 never knew there were so many people-

in Caistowe!®? said Singleton. “ Look at

‘em! They're pouring in like a flood !
The Market Square was, indeed, fiiling
frcm every side. The air was filled with .

shouts, and there was every element of a

first-class sensation.

Traffic—what little there was of it—was
completely brought to a standstill. And |
when the police arrived, wondering what ali
the noise was about, the tensien re'lched
fever pitch.

Actually, |

And they paused in-

shouted

the other diree- -

|

Johnny Onions
«“human fly ” act, so common in the United

was merely performing the

States. But over there men have willingly
taken appallin~ risks for the cake of a large
reward, or the love of sensation. Immense -
skyscrapers have been climbed, and more
then one of these “lLiuman flies ” have paid
the penalty for their foolhardiness by
crashing to destruction, :

Joimny Onions’ stunt was a mere joke
by comparison—but it was sensational
encugh for sleepy Caistowe, The very fact
that he was climbing the face of the build-
ing was enough. The watchers did not ap-
preciate the fact that thiz boy had been
trained as an acrobat, and that the build-
ing was g0 curiously constructed that it pro-
vided certain safety.

The scheme was a triumphant suceess from
the point of view of the advertising expert
—Buster Boots., He stood there, gleeful and
delighted at the size of the crowd. Before
very long the entire Square was filled—and
people were still coming from every guarter.
There was something rather amusing about
if.-

The policemen sheuted to Johnny in vain.
He took not the slighiest notice of them.
On the contrary, he thought it abont time
to oblige the crowd with a few thrills,

He was now on the tower itself—high
above the pavement, and clinging there like
some monster insect, As he grew higher
the shouts were hushed, and the people
watched in breathless suspense,

Suddeniy, a long gasp sounded-—rippling
over the Sﬂu'le like the sound of a break-
ing wave, Johnny had suddenly slipped.
He clutehed desperately, and hung there.
Even kis own chums mnearly had heart
failure. But Johnny himself, with his face
to the wall, was chuckling comented He
had taken no chance—but he had hood-
winked .everybody.

“*The hopeless ass!” groaned Bob Chris
tinc. ““Why the dickens can’t he act sen-
sibly 272

“There’s nothing to be
marked Bertie, who hadn’t
““ He's quite safe.”

¢ My hat, vou’'ve got miore nerve than [
have!” muttered Bob. I shall be jolly
glad when the prize duffer has got to tne

afraid of,” re-
turned a hair.

top There’s such a thing as bemﬂ too
clever Oh!  Obh, the—the
Christine paused, gulping. Once again

Johnny had feigned a slip, and once again
the crowd had felt its heart missing a beat.
But the schoolboy climber was still safe.
He still went upwards.

The police could do nothing. They were
helpless. There was ne way of getting this
voung lunatic down. The only possibility
was to let him finiskk his eclimb, and then
take drastic action. But many wondered
if there would be any necessity for action.
The boy was doomed.

The police kept the pavement clear imme-
diately beneath the climber. They evi-
dently evpected him to come hurtling down-



He climbed on, and
stood watching,

wards. But he didn’t.
three parts of Caistowe
breathless and apprehensive.

The perpetrators of this crowd-coliecting
stunt had never hoped for such astound-
ing success. Buster’s. only fear was that
the people would disperse before he could
properly complete his scheme. Everything
would depend upon the attitude of the
peaple after they had learned the truth.

As for Johnny, he was thoroughly enjoy-
ing himself,

He made no particular basle, for he
wanted to give the people plenty of time
to congregate. It would be a mistake, how-
ever, to over-prolong the sensation. And
‘the moment had just arrived when the
actual object of this stunt should be dis-
closed, . .

Johnny 'was near to the summit—and
Buster Boots had already made his way
into the Town Hall, and was racing up to-
wards the tower. ‘Johnny, glancing down,
took full note of the police. He grinned.
"There would probably be a fuss later on,
but it was all in the game. And even if
he was reprimanded by the Head, there
was nothing mich to worry about.

But something else caused Johnny to
hasten. The Fire Brigade was getting into
action, and the big escape was heing rushed
up. The idea, apparent]y, was to rear it

against the Town Hall, and rescue this
crazy schoolboy. Hundreds of people
thought that the unfortunate youngster

had taken leave of his senses.

“Buck up, Johnny!”? came a Dbreathless
voice. “TUnless we’re quick, we shall over-
reach ourselves. Now’s the minute !>

Johnny glanced up. Leaning over the para-
pet was Buster Boots, hot, flushed, and per-
spiring. He had raced up the tower steps
three at a time, and had found a way
through a trap-door on to the leads. Johnny
nodded.

“Right you are!” hie said briskly.
ahead !

“I'll go ahead when you’re up here,” re-
plied Boots. For goocdness’ sake be
quick! It gives me an awful turn to see
you clinging there like that! I didn’t realise
1t was so horrlbly dangerous !>’

‘GGO

“You ass, I'm as zafe as you are!” re-
torted Onions major. ¢ There’s no rizk in
this. I’'m as fresh as paint!” -

He reached the parapet, and, to
Buster's relief, pulled himself into certain
safety. A long roar went up from the
assembled crowds below. Cheers sounded,

and there was a perfect babble of excite-
ment.

And then John Busterfield Boots acted.

Producing a huge megaphone, he placed
it to his lips, and directed it downwards.
Johnny Onions stood by, watching with
amusement. He couldn’t quite understand
why there had been =o much excitement.
EHe had performed feats in the circus ring

which had entailed real risks—and people
had thought nothing of them.

“Silence !> roared Buster. © People, lend
me your ears!”

————

CHAPTER XL
GIVING MR. NOGGS A BOOST,

EGINALD PITE
R looked round rather
‘ anxiously,

L | hope this
thing’s going to fizz!’’> he
said. *‘‘The people are driit-
ing already. They think

everything’'s over. It’s up to Boots to claim
the c¢rowd’s attention before the oppor-
tunity’s gone. Even then it’s a question
of treatment. TUnless he says the right

thing, the whole business will do more harm
than good.”

“We can trust old Buster,” said Nipper
confidently., . . 3§

On every hand the Caistowe people were

aimatedly discussing the affair. The
general feeling seemed to be one of in-
dignation. The townfclk regarded it as

a piece of nerve that this schoolboy should
have upset the even tenor of Caistowé’s
evening hour. It was felt that escapades
of this sort should be put down with a
strong hand. ' |

“It’s a good thing the police are here!”’
said one shopkeeper warmly. * They’ll warn
these boys not to be sueh young idiots
again! Why, that young fool might have
killed hlﬂ]b@f' Never knew such tricks!”

“Boys weren’t like it in my time!” re-
marked an elderly inhabitant gruffly. ¢ Huh!
There’s no limit to what the young folks’ll
gett up to nowadays! Seems as though
they can do just as they like!”

At this point, Buster Boots took charge
of the situation. His voice came down into
the Market Square with extraordinary effect.
That megaphone was an efficient one, and
the acoustic properties of the surrounding
buildings were helpful, too. There wasn’t a*
person in the square who could not under-
stand every word that came floating down-
wards. ;

“ Awfully sorry to have given you a turn,
put there wasn’t any need to worry,” sang
out Buster. ¢ Aillow me to introduce Johnny
Onions—the World’s Premier Schoolboy
Acrobat and Tightrope Walker. Johnny,
bow to Caistowe!”’

“You ass!’? grinned Johnny.

But he bowed, and the crowds ceased
their comments, and listened for more. This
was certainly a surprise. There was some-
thing novel in being addressed from the top
of the Town Hall, through a megaphone.
Everybody felt that there was something be-
hind all thl:,_aometh]nfr‘ which was yet to be
disclosed. '

Indeed, the ]xnowledge that the eclimber
was Johuny Onions made all the difference.
Johnoy was well known in Cmato\ﬂ.e for it
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was here that his father's circus had been
pitched at the time of his public triumphs.

1he Caistowe folk realised at once that the,

boy had been in no real peril,

Miany of the younger pecple cheered, and
Johnny bowed again,

““ Now we're going to ask you to forgive
us,’”” went on Buster Boots candidly. “ And
when I say ‘ We,” I mean the St. Frank's
Remave and Fourth, We've all had a hand
in this game, and we did it on purpose (o
get a thousand or so of you together, in one
place. Thanks for rallying round so loyally.”

“Parn my skin!” observed an old fisher-
man graflly. -

“ Another o’
somebody else.
thing rummy about this affair!
do next?”

“J want you to do us a favour,” continued
" Boots. -“Johnny has obliged by giving a
iree show, and St. Frank’s would like you
to open your eyes to something swhich you're
evidently blind about. I'm here to give you
the tip! You’ve got something good in
vour midst, and you don’t even know 1t!”’

“That’s the right note!” murmured
Nipper, nodding. |

“But before I go inte any details, I want

them boys’ f{ricks!”? said
“I thought there was some-
What'll they

to add that we’re disinterested,”” proceeded .

Boots.. “We're doing this merely as a
favour to Caistowe, You're missing a great
opportunity, and we want to put you on the
right track. It may seem like an advertising
dodge to you—and it is. Buf we’re not get-
ting paid for it, and we don’t want {o get
paid for it. It’s a stunt of our own for
the benefit of everybody concerned. Take
- my tip, and go to Noggs’ Imperial Theatre.”

Buster paused after that, in order to allow
his words to sink in. They sank in within
.a -second. Everybody in the square gave

one ejaculation—and at the top of the tower

it sounded suspiciously like an indignant
snort. Echoes of it came upwards in waves.

“Wait!”? roared Buster, his voice boom-
ing through the square like thunder, owing
to the amplification of the megaphone. < Mr,
Noggs doesn’t know anything about this.
He hasn’t asked us to give his show a
boost. 1It’s our own idea entirely—so don’t
get any wrong ideas.” '

- The crowd still listened, and now thor-
oughly appreciated the fact that they had
been expressly brought into the square to
hear this surprising advertisement. Not
many people were angry. The majority
accepted the situation at its true worth, and
felt amused.

“Boys will be boys!” said one onlooker,
shaking his head. ¢ Reg’lar young monkeys,
they are—no good saying they ain’t!”

LBy all the sharks, Jiggs, ye’re right!®?
growled a bluff, stocky man near by. - “I’ve
h’ad some o’ thesc boys! Roarin’ cyclones!
I'd rather be afloat on a raft—without
fations or water—a thousand miles from
and—than have any more dealin’s with
Schoolboys 1

3
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Handforth obiiged with vigour, and
Bernard Forrest nearly left the ground
fram the force of that lift.

His voice carried across to Reggie Pitt and
Jack Grey, who were near by. , : :

““Hallo,”” grinned ' Reggie, stalking up.
“ @Good-evening, Cap’n Boom! Got over the
shock of St. Frank’s yet?” .

It was Mr. Jiggs who answered—Mr. Jiggs
being the captfain’s boon companion.

““He ain’t bin himself these last five or six

weeks, young gent,” he said gloomily. ‘A
rare dance you led us that time, an’ no

mistake!”

“T’ll bet you won’t forget the West House
revolt for as many years!”’ chuckled Jack
Grey. “But there’s no ill-feeling, is there?
Always glad to see you, captain. And you
too, Mr. Jiggs!’?

Captain Boom and Mr. Jiggs were the
butler and manservant’ of a certain Com-
mander Rudd, wlio lived a‘ few miles along
the coast. They had no opportunity of
making any further comment, for Buster
Boots was talking again.

“Why ignore Mr. Noggs’ theatre?’” he
asked earnestly. This is a disinterested
recommendation. Is it fair to an enterpris-
ing showman to shun him like this? He's a
marvellous actor! One cf the most wonder-
ful character actors of to-day! Why not
give him a chance?”

“Hear, hear!’” roared all the St. Frank’s
fellows.

“You’ve only got until Saturday!” thund-
ered Buster. ‘““Now then, Caistowe! Show
what you can do! Buck up and swarm
round Noggs® Imperial Theatre, and give
the old chap some heart! You've only got



and Saturday.
the de-
terminatien to come again! 1is show's
worth twice the admission money—tie seats
are good, and the theatre's thoroughly up to
date. Ii’s a dirty trick to ban him! We
St. I'rank’s fellows have decided to do all
we can to help. But unless you people rally
round, we've worksd for nothing.”

Boots said a great deal more in this strain,
working himself up into a fine pitch of
enthusiasm. e waxed eloguent cver Mr,
Noggs' capabilities—and could do so with
true heartiness, since Mr. Andrew Sylvanus
Noges was indeed a clever actor.

Boots became hoarse, but he continued—
and there was no dmmt that he had made a
L~1g impression. A number of the more in-
telligent people argued the tlnng cut. If
these boys were willing to ge t up an affair
iike this solely in Mr, I«ogﬁ‘ interests—vell,
there must be somethine in the man. He
couldn’t be such a dud as reports

indicated.”

“That’'s all I'm going to say!”’ concluded
Buster Boots. “I'll leave it to you now.
IForget the cinema for onte—give oid Noggs
a chance! If you don’t like the show, then
wu’le nct capabie of liking anyiliing., BHir.
Noggs has had the enterprise to tour this
tueairo and the poor old boy’s in despair
because you ignere hiim. Live and let live!*?

Buster put his megaphone down, and van-
ished behind the parapet. All the juniors
gave him a roaring cheer—and quite a num-
ber of the ordinary populace echoed it.
They had been warmed up by the appezal.
And they fully accepted Buster's statement
that he and his companions were disin-
terested

‘“« Sink my anchor, Jiges, we'll go to this
show !I'” declared Captain Boomn, with a nod.
“Before we set sail for home, we'll sieer
for the theatre and find a couple of berths.”

Mr. Jiggs nodded.

“Might just as well,” he agreed. I ain't
seen a good theatre show for months., An'
I've allus had a liking for a good drama.
No good sayin’ I ain't 1

“Bub let's hope these boys wen't be
there,” said the skipper darkly, “May I
never cross the Line again if I want these
voung demons fleating in my waters.
like ’em, Jiggs. Neither do you!”

“Young cuttleﬁsh-—tlnt s what they are!”’
agreed Mr. Jiggs, nodding. *Can’t get on
with boys—no good sayin’ I can! Steer a
wide course, cap’'n—that’s my advice. Boys
are worse than derelicts. Always likely fo
cet 1n your course, an' sink you! I don't
like ’em, an’ it’s no good sayin’' I do!”

In the meantime, Buster Boots and Johnny
Onions had arrived in the wide foyer of the
Town Hall—only to f{ind fhemselves con-
fronted by a solid phalanx of pelice. The
two juniors were grinnine widely.

“Sorry, sergeant,” said Boobs. “It was
only a rag—>"

night,
Let Mr. Noggs leave Caistowe with

to-night, to-morrow

had-

I don't
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“Sergeant! snorted  the Caistowe in.
speetor. © The pair of you deserve to he
taken to the station! I never saw such g

trick in the whole of my days! You’'ll hear
moré of this, young men!”

“0Oh, chuck i, m‘:peetor”
“You're not goiug to report
Head, are you?”’

“That's just what I
said the inspector curtly,

¢ But it was only a siunb to get the crowd
up,’’ urged Johnny. “JL wasn’t ie any danger,
and we haven't done any harm. Be a sport,
inspector! I'm sure you don’t want to get
us into trouble with the beaks!®

The inspector grunted.

«Well, yon'd better not get up to any
mere of these silly tricks,” he said, frown-
ing. “I've got to keep law and order. - I'll
think about it. If you boys behave your-
selves T might make no complaint. But I
don’t want any more of these senzations.”

said Johnny,
usz to the
am

gcing {o do,”

Jouinny and Buster congratulated them-
seives as they emerged into the open air,

They bad a pretty shrewd idea that the in-
specter would let the matter drop. They
were immediately surronnded by a crowd of
Removites ané Fourth-Formers on the Tow
Hall steps.

“ Good for you, Johnny,” said Nipper with
approval. “1I belicve the thing's going to

work. E'L’Te beard lots cf -people saying,
they'I! go.”?

“Where c¢o I come in?”? asked Boeols in-
dignantly,

¢“0Oh, vou share the honours, of course,”
replied ?\11}116?. “We don't want any pro-
fessional jealousy——"

“1 say, there’s some trouble over on the
other side of the sguare,” interrupted
Tominy Watson, running up. “There’s a
man kicking up a terrific fuss, Ha's demand-
ing all sorts of things, ife wants you,
Boots !

“Who tlie dickens is he?” asked Duster.

“The manager of the cinema, I believe,”
grinned Watson. “He dida't seem to like
that speech of Yyours Hallo! He's
coming over.”’

Tommy Walton was right. The man was
indeed the manager of the loecal picture
theatre. He proved to be a beery, un-
couth individual, with about as much talent
for m=--mrfemert as a plough-horse. Cari-
ously enmlgh many rural cinemas are con-
trolled by penple of this type—ana the
owners of such places wonder -why the
popuiace goes to the big towns.

“I'li have the law on you!™ roared this

unpleasant gentleman. <“7his’ll mean a
prosecution, you young busybodies!”
“What on earth bave I done?” asked

Boots, glaring.

“Didn’'t you tell the people fo go te thia
infernal fit-up?” demanded the cinema man-
ager. “Didn’t you tell them to give my
place a miss?¥

Boots decided that the man had a little
grievance,
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e’ Awfnlly sorry,”” he said, calming down,
« That was just a slip, and I apologise. But
it didn’t make any difference. And you
neadn’t worry about My, Noggs—he's only
nere for another three dayzs——"’

«Jf T had my way he wouldn’t be lere
for another three minutes!? shouted the
man. ““As for your apologies, you can fake
them someéwhere else! I'll have you prose-
cuted for this business! Interfering young
hounds! That's all you are! Why the
thunder can’t you mind your own business?”

CHAPTER KII:
AT THE THEATRE,
o R. PONSONBY proved
% to be the
aristoeratic name of
ihe cinema manager.

But he belied any hint of
breeding by his  brusque
manner. And the attitude of

the St. Frank’s fellows changed. ~

Buster Boots had done everyfhing that
the occasion demanded, but the man pre-
ferred to make himseli unpleasant. In fact,
he was exceedingly nasty. Thé very thought
of losing some of his patrons infuriated him,
ift. was another case of professignal jealousy.

An immediate conference was the result.
And less than an hour later, when the
town had ealmed right down, and the Market
Square was plaecid again, a e¢ertain move-
ment commenced in the neighbourbood of
the Caistowe Cinema.

This was a comparatively smalil place. In
the summer time, c¢f course, there svere
various forms of high-class amusement, but
during the oli-season Caistowe had to be
econtent with this one-horse picture theatre.

It was Thursday evening, and therefore a
new programme was heing shown. It was
one of the best evenings for the cinema, and
tho doors were just being opened. The place
- was situated in a narrow side-street. About
a hondred yards from thie building a crowd
of St. Prank’s juniors formed themselves
into a solid barrier. And a similar crowd
tonk up their posts at zbout the same dis-
tance on the other side.

My, Ponsonby knew nothing of this at
tlie moment, for he was one of those
managers who stayed at home and left the
direct confrol to- his  underlings. He
Zenerally turned up -some time after the
show had commenced—just to take charge
of the meney, and have a general look
gdouand.

Another of Buster Boots' ideas was being
pvuab into operation.

Under ordinary circumstances he wouldn't
have adopted such taeticz, but Mr. Pon-
sonby had inade himself so unwarrantably
nasty that the juniors were ready enough
to steal his patrons. There was no sug-
gestion of foree, however. The matter was
leit entirely to the wonld-be picture-goers.

Boots was in control on one side, and

rather |
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Nipper on the other.

: _ And everybody bound
for the cinema was compelled to encounter

either one group or the other. And none
were allowed through until they had been
interviewed,

“Just a minute, ladies!” said
briskly, as three girls came along.
to the Cinema?”

This was the general system adopted.
Sometimes the people were merely passing
through the sitreet, and they were thien
allowed to proceed without further delay.
but when they anncunced their intention of
entering the Cinema, they were held up.

“Why not give Mr. Noggs a chance?”
asked the juniors. *Yecu haven't been to
his theatre, eh? Good! Then give him a
trial! He's only here until Saturday, and
Youw’'ll always regret it unless you go. Take
 chance this evening, and run along to
Noggs' Imperiali Theatre.”

IFully fifty per eent of the people thus

Boots
“ Going

addressed good-naturedly changed their
plans. There was something very per-

sistent about these scheolboys. There was
no suggestion eof force, but many of the
people were half afraid to refuse.

As a direet result of this, the usual
cirema patrons only dribbled in, and the
road leading to the {ravelling theatre
became thronged with playgoers. Curviosity
played a large part in the proceedings,
Quite a large number of people had made
up their minds to visit Noggs® Theatre In
any case. The evening's evénts had
aroused their interest—and this, of course,
was exactly what Buster Boots had been
playing for all the time.

It was the persistency
that brought tihe results. And whiie these
events were in progress, Mr. Andrew Syl-
vanus Noggs knew nothing whatever about
thein. XNobody had given him’ the tip that
a speeinl effort was being made this evening
—proof positive, indeed, that the S&. -
Frank’s juniors were entirely disinterested.

Mr, Noggs, in all truth, was in a very
downeast frame of mind. It was nearly
opening time, and his busziness manager,
Rozer Barton, was not in a cheery mood,
either. They were both in the old show-
man’s caravan, and overything outside was
quiet and dead.

of the “drive®

“It's no good ftalking, Ncggs, business
has gone fto pot,” Barton was saying,

¢* What's the good of fichting against FFate?
You'll only be in a worse mess by Wednes-
day. Tar better come to an agreeable
arrangement now.’*

Mr. Noggs sheook his head.

¢ No. laddie—no,” he replied. “I'm going
The outlook is black, but I'll remain

on.

my own boss until the last minute.”?
““Have you thought of Satuvday?’” asked

Barton. *““What abeout paying the com-

pany’'s wages?®

“The ghost hasn't walked for many a
Saturday;’® replied Mr. XNoggs gloomily,
“True, I have managed to pay them some-



thing—enough to keep the wolf from the
door. And this Saturday will be no excep-
tion.”’

“ But xou 're broke, man!”’

¢« 'Tis infamous, I grdnt it, to be poor ’—
Smollett,” quotcd Mr. Noggs, shaking his
1e’td. “But after all we are still alive.
"*Man w ants but little, nor that little long’

—Young. ‘ Poverty is no disgrace to a
1040, but it is confounderl'w mcomement —
S}‘dzie}' Smith. * There is no virtue like
necessity '—Shakespeare.”
Roger Barton grunted.
¢ Confound your quotations, Noggs,” be
irritably. “IHaven’t you got any

said
words of your own? Half your conversation
13 stolpn from the dead!”

¢“The illustrious are
Noggs!?” replied the old showman promptly.
“Tar better to use wisdom from bygone
lips than triteness from my own—Noggs.
I am not so poor in the invention of
phrases, laddie. But why should I use
water when wine is available??”

“You'rec a hopeless idealist, Noggs;
that's vour trouble,” retorted Bdlton
“Think of the rotten business we’ve bheen
doing—week after week. month after
month! What’s it leading to? Ruin! Do
you think you’ll get thirty shillings in the

never dead—

house to-night? More likely a few miser-
able pence!”

Mr. Noggs nodded.

“I {ear you are right, ladkins,” he
agreed. ““And why is this tragedy? 1 will
admit several members of my company are
. poor—they are, indeed, utterly lacking in
the slightest trace of ability. But am I
SO umttmctne myself? Are my own

powers gone? At one time I could com-
mand audiences

“That’s the past,” interrupted Barton.
‘“We've got to look at the present, Noggs

—we've gob to stare facts in the face. And

ithe unpl_dsant fact at the moment is that .

yvour theatre is practically banned. None of
the decent people will patronise you, and
only a few of the rifi-raff. Why not end it
all now? I'm willing to settle at onee.”’
Mr. Noggs gave a hollow laugh.
“Your humour is of a tragic kind,

_ : joger,”
he replied grimly.

““You have money, and
thus you look at this thing from a different
viewpoint.  You are ‘erlﬂn with me—jest-
mg with my poverty. But is it not always
so? ‘The jests of the rich are ever
successfui '—Goldsmith. We have already
reached one agreement, and your money is
due next Wednesday. Why hasten the
doom of a penniless showman by coming
to another arrangement?”’

“ Nonsense!” spapped Barton. <1
“making this suggestion entirely in Yyour
own interests. For Heaven’'s sake, man,
why carry on when there's not the faintest

am

hope? On Wednesday next, unless you can
pay up, I obtain legal control of your
theatre—of the entire property. That's
understood, isn't i6?*»

‘spiving

‘“ Alas, onh too plainly.”

“Well, you've no chance of pulling round
between that time and this—so why not
effect the transfer to-dav?’”’ demanded Bar-

ton. It will be all to your advantage,
Noggs., You're tired, man. You’re worn
out. Get rid of these responsibilities, and
you'll be a changed being. I'll get you a
good company, and ['ll pay you a good
wage. We'll open in Bannington with a

boom.” s

“And I as merely a paid servant?’ asked
Mr. Noggs. ¢ Away with this talk! Do
you think I could act in this theatre under
such conditions? No, Roger! When my
interests are wiped out, I am wiped out,
too. -What matters if I starve? ° There
are worse pangs than those of want ’'—
Lytton.”

“You’re obstinate, Noggs,” c:mpped Bar-
ton. ¢ Your pride is too great. Mzany a
famous man has sold his own interests, has
admitted defeat, and has appeared as a
paid artist.” .

“They, then, have more courage than I.”
replied Mr. Noggs gravely. ¢ No, Roger.
Away with your inducements. I am Iy
own master until Wednesday. I expect ne
miraecles, and my theatre is virtually yours.
But let me be the master of it until the
last minute.”’

Barton knew that further words were use-
less. Andy Noggs was not only an obstin-
ate man, but he was a firm one. He wasn’t
to be drcm n into any precipitate agreement.
Ile had no business ability, but he was &

man of caution.

And he was beginning to suspect his
manager. Barton had advanced him many
sums of money, but their full total

one third of the
Barton was
and effects -

amounted to less than
value of the property. JT.egally,
entitled to seize the theatre
unless the repayment was made. Jut
morally, such a seizure would be more or
less of a deliberate theft. It came as &
shock to Mr. Noggs to realise that this man
—whom heé had trusted—could coutemplate
such a move,

He had no idea that Darton had been con-
with a man named Lister ever
since the tour had commenced. He never
dreamed that the bad business had bheen
the result of a deliberate system.

And Mr. Noszes was determined to hold
out until theé end.

CHAPTER XIII.
A STAGGEPFR FOR MR. NOGGS
OGER BARTON

rose

to his fecet, frown-
ing.
“Q0h, well, it's nn
aood, I suppose.’ he
grinted. “You're a good

Noggs, but you're an
dog!

You'll let yous

actor,
ohsti mlte sort of
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company starve rather than give in. Well,
youli have to give in on Wednesday, or
you'll have the sbheriff at your doors——"

5 come to threats. €h?”’ inter-
rupted Mr. Neges grimly. “T'm beginning
t0 bll"')\,Cf' that youn are a false friend, Bar-
ten. It is as well that I should kinow the
character of those who surround me. At
present I am still the mastér of my own.
~On Wednesday, perhaps, it will be different.
Phien I shall go forth, and none wiil bemean
me. ‘The wrelched have no friends’—
Dryden.” _

The door opensd, and Ashwood looked in.
TTe was thé actor who generally played the
iuvenile leads, and he was looking excited,

il ':.“0 Et ]I

[ occurred to him
" deceived

mean?” demanded Barton. *If the
people are cowming in, there’s nothing I like
better. But you’re talking nonsense!”
“All right—come and see for yourself!”
retorted Ashwood, with an unpleasuant
glance at the manager ¢ Guv'nor, it'll do
your old eyes good to come and see!? he
went nn enthusiastically. ¢ Youre wanted,

you

too! The box-office is over-worked!”

Mr. Nogss Joked rather dazed.

“This is surely an impossible thing??” he
muttered. “A mere flash in the pan!
Come, let us see this marvel.?”’ -

Clearly, Mr. Noggs was unconvineed. It

that Ashwood had been
i1l
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lie Was in the midst of I'llb making-up, for
his face was only . half “ﬁmabed 2
-Furthermore, he wore no collar or tie.

““llaven’t you seen, guv'nor?” he asked
breathlessiy.

_‘“Been what, laddie? Scen what?? asked
Mr. Noggs.
YWhy, they're pouring in!"?  exclaimed
Ashwood. “Crowds! Not country bump-
kins, L;f.]lez—-—b!.t the real townspeople! The
stalls ar sc¢iling like hot cakes!i™ .

“ Rubb L»l:.” snapped  Barton, with sud-
“den alarm. “ .

“It doesn't. seem to- please. you, Mr,

Barton,” said Ashwood sharply. -
“ ‘eln, [—I—— (oniound you, what do

gquick suecession. Often enough had Mr,
Noggs himiself been raised to high hopes by
suchh a temporary flood. He had no
thoucht of the treth, for ontimism had
died in him long since.

But once out of the caravan, his eyes

took on an amazed sparkle. 1le only
walked a few vards, and then came to a

halt—standing there in the gloom, alinost
hidden, but able to see the front of the
theatre, with its glaring electric ares.
Roger Barten stood beside him, equally
dumbiounded.
“Great Camsar!”

a deep breath, .
There were only a few people at the side

said Mr. Noggs, taking
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gave admittance to the
sixpenny pit. These, as a rule, Iormed the
only throng, the front of the house being
deserted.

But this evening the front of the house

entrance—which

was crowded. People were lining up in
long queues—and more were flooding
through the gateway of the meadow in a

continuous stream. It was a sight which
thrilled the old showman to his very core.

“*0, wonderful, wonderful, and most
wonderful  wonderful, and yet again
wonderiul *—Shakespeare,” murmured Mr.

Noggs, his breath short and sharp. ¢ What
is this that I see? * Life is a series of
surprises '—Emerson. Roger, look at this!
I'east your eyes upon it, laddie!”

Roger Barton was looking, but it was
scarcely a feast. I‘rom his point of view,
this spectacle was decidedly unpleasing.
Success of any kind for Noggs’ Imperial
« Theatre by no means suited his book.

“There’s something infernally queer about
this!”” he muttercd harshly.

“Queer, you say?” retorted Mr. Noggs.
“Man alive, ‘have you no other word?
Have you nothing more adequate? ILast

evening we were playving to empty benches
-——and now we are likely to be packed! ‘0.

day and night, but this is a wondrous
change '—Shakespeare.”

“It’s absolntely wuncanny!’ ejaculated
Barton. ““Why should these people come
fiooding in lixe this? What's the reason?

Things don't happen without a cause.”

“It is not for us to inquire into causes,
said Mr. Noggs. ““The people are coming—
and for once I shall step upon the stage
with a good heart. To-night, old spifkins,
I shall act! And perchance the future is
not so black as it has hitherto seemed.”

Barton was thoroughly alarmed.

“You -can’t- count on this sort of thing
continuing.”” he said savagely. “It’s only

s temporary——’
“Who knows?” interrupted Mr. Noges, his
whole attitude alight with renewed hope.

Success! At last, Roger—at last! ¢ We
must ficht our way onward—we must be
hrave—there are obstacles to be met, and
we must meet and ernsh them. —Dickens.
Inspiring words, laddie!” '

Mr. Noggs was so altered
looked at him with real alarm. But he was
more concerned ahout the crowds. There
was no dceception about this sudden influx
of playgoers. They came continuously.

Indeed, every record for the tour was
broken—for after the house had entirely
filled therec were more people at the paf—
box. Money was turned awav—hut not
hefore a great many people had booked
their scats for the following evening. The
latecomers were impressed by the full
house, and, after the fashion of crowds,
they were precipitate in their desire to
share this newly-found amusement.

The old showman was a totally different
being.

that Barton

wanted.

e

When his house had been filled by the
St. I'rank’s fellows, he had rcceived a tem-
porary spur—but he had known, all the
while, that these boys were no criterion to
judge by, It was the general public he
It was the general public upon
whom iie had to rely.

And this evening the gencral public had
rolled up—had filled his theatre to the brim.,

And the marvel of it had a great effect
upon Mr. Andrew Sylvanus Noggs. He

became so enthusiastic that he imbued the
other members of his company with his
own spirit. The show fthat evening was
destined to be a sparkling one.

loger Barton was inwardly furious, and
alarmned at this unexpected turn of events.
And he was at a total loss to understand
the reason. But neither he nor Mr. Noggs
were left guessing for long.

A few minutes before the curtain rose,
while Mr. Noggs was busy at his make-up

in the caravan, a brisk knock sounded on
the door. The old showman turned, and
opened it. He beheld a throng of St.

Frank's juniors outside—and Barton stood
in the background, attracted by this sud-
den invasion. .

“Ilallo, Mr. Noggs!” sang
cheerily. “How's business?”
“Booming, laddie—booming!” replied Mr.
Noggs, in a great voice. “We are full!
Not a seat left! And half tiie stalls booked
for to-morrow!”

“Hurran!”’ yelled the juniors.

cul Nipper

“Good ege!” shouted Buster Boots. “You
can always trust me to boost things up,

I'm the advertising expert!”

Mr. Noggs! ]
“We were all

“Rats!” yelled the crowd.
in this!” .
“By the ghost of Garrick!” ejaculated Mr.

"

Noggs., “You--you mcean _
“We've just been doing a little high-
pressure work,” explained. Buster calmly.
“But this is only the beginning, Just
wait until you open up in Bannington! The

best thing you can do is to order a new
theatre—about three times this size!”

“Good luck to Noggs' Imperial Theatre!”
chanted the crowd.

And Mr. Noggs thoroughly understood.
The mystery was explained—hoth to him
and to Mr. Roger Barton. Their sensations
were diametrically opposed to one another.
For Mr. Noggs was transported into a fever
of jov. and his manager was grim with eon- .
cenfrated rage.

CHAPTER X
““ THE TRIUMPH OF TRACKETT GRIM."

ONDAY arrived after

a hectic week-end.
For Handforth.
the past two oOr
three davs had been strenu-
ous in the extreme. And all
: the other members of the
“Triumph of Trackett Grim ™ cast were

equally exhausted.

A2
L
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William Napoleon Browne, who had done
at least seventy-five per cent of the work,
was as fresh as ever, as energetic as ever,
an:d his untiring vim was inexhaustible. In
fact, the volatile skipper of the Fifth
positively thrived on hard work. -

ile had kept everyhody hot on the go.

The girls had not been spared. Irene
Manners and Mary Summers had been eom-
peiled to attend several rehearsals. That
very morning, in fact, a final rehearsal had
taken place in  the gymnasium—before
preakfast!  And Irene and Mary had heen
forced to attend.

And now, with afternoon lessouns over, a
fiood of juniors were setting off for Ban-
nington. It would be cut very fine, for
there would only be just sufficient time to

ect the performance through before Mr.
Noggs would require the theatre for his
o puUrposes.

Chiefly owing to Browne’s constant
encrgy, the spirit of solemnity had been

Not once had Handforth been
allowed to suspecet the real spirit behind
fhis production. Ile continued to imagine
that his play was a deadly serious thriller.

maintained,

The rehearsals had been carried out with
a gravity which had more than once
«trained  the endurance of the youthful
aclors  and  actresses to the very limit.

They hardly knew how they had carried on
witijout hursting into laughter.

The audience, too, had heen carefully
trained.,  Browne mever did anything unless
he did it thoroughly. And he had seclected
every moember of the audience to the full
capacity of the theatre—and had spoken to
them  collectively, warning them to main-
tnin the joke throughout. Under no circum-
stanees was Handforth to have an inkling
of .thie truth.

“Afr. Noggs was only too pleased to loan
his theatre for the necessary period. Jle
wias now pilched in an excellent position in
Pannington. He had secured an ideal site
on 2 picce of waste ground in the very
centre uf the High Street, and not a stone’s
thvaw from the main centre of the town.

The old showman was bubbling with high
snirits and good humour. When Browne

aimd Ninpper encountered him that afternoon
they found a very changed man.

“Hlajl! Velecome, friends!” hoomed Mr.
Noges, as the pair appeared at his caravan.
“Weleome to this humble soil!”? :

"Let's hepe you do good business here,
Al Noggs,” said Nipper. “You didn’t finish
1 ~o badly at Caistowe, did you?”

“Threc packed houses, ladkins!” replied
¥ - .
My, Noggs  enthusiastically. “The bhest

business of the tour! I was sorry to leave
)-l:n‘i.- it’s better that 1 should bhe here.
T_\fi}lljilij_‘f.t'ﬂl is"my big hope. And we arrive
Wil 4 growing reputation. Our  newly-
~ohieved fame has raced us.
: Ay, Noges was more grateful to the hoys
Jian he could express—for. he fully realised
that Ve had to thank the juniors for his

1)

‘“ Hi ”” yelled Handforth in alarm.

He tore the door open, dashed out.
and collided with Mr. Crowell so vio-
lently that the unfortunate Form-
master sat down with a horrible thud
in the passage.

recent hoost.  And he was willing to do
anything in his power for the boys by way
of return.

He not only agreed to place his theatre
al their disposal for Handforth’s play, but
he was delighted at the idea of including it
in his cvening programme—zas a front piece.
It would probably create a lot of talk in
the town, and any kind of talk meant an
advertisement. ' ,

“Who am I o deny you anything when in
reason?” asked Mr. Noggs genially. “Go
ahead with your plans—use my theatre as

you will. I, myself, will announce this
play of yours at the ecvening’s perform-
ance.”

“Enough!” said Browne. “We have the

adl-clear signal, and that is all we need.
Our debt, Brother Noggs, is muiual. We

are helping you, and you are helping us!
Splendid !

The audience was piling into the little
theatre. It  consisted  exclusively of
removites, Fourth-Formers, a few memibers
of the Fifth, and quite a number of Irene’s
friends irom the Moor View School.

And owing to DBrowne's careful tuition,
an air of ‘egravity pervaded the occasion.
There was just the ordinary low murmur of
talk. No secret chuckles—no exchange of
grins.  Handforth’s play was being taken
in deadly earnest. |



But the ordeal was only just commencing.
3ehind the scenes, Handforth was proving
a sore trial to the other members of the
company. For he took the play more seri-
ously than anybody else-—and his earnest
attitude, his whole-hearted gravity, only
served to make the situation funnier than
ever,

“It’s too bad, Dick—it is, honestly!” mur-
maured Mary Summers, as she stood with
Nipper in the wings. “We’'re nearly ready
t> start, and Ted’s simply eating the whole
affair. 1le thinks it’s going to be a trinmph
ol dramatic art! It’ll be an awful shock
to him this evening.”

“When the general public howls, you
mean?” grinned Nipper. “I'm not so sure
that this afternoon’s audience won’t howl,
too! When this burlesque fairly starts,
they’ll never be ahle to contain themselves.”

Mary shook her head.

“But isn’t it rather cruel?”
aubiously.

“They say it’s kind to he cruel sometimes.
And you needn’t worry about Handy. He's
as tough as leather. This sort of thing’ll
do him a world of good. It’ll knock some
of the rot out of him. Me thinks he's a
wonderful - playwright and a great actor.
But he’s only a comedian.”

“But an unconscious comedian.”

“That doesn’t make any difference,” said
Nipper. - “He’ll have nothing to growl
about, Mary. He’ll be a huge success, if
vou want to know my opinton. MHe ought
to be proud of the fact that he can wrife
burlesque, and act it. It’s a great achieve-
ment for a schoolboy.”

Mary lost her doubts. After all, Hand-
rorth would have nothing to growl about
if the show was really funny. Indeed, he
would have something to congratulate him-
self upon—for it is always more difficult to
produce humorous stuff than {o produce
drama.,

The play itself started amid a ripple of
suppressed amusement. But it was only
the faintest ripple, and Handforth didn’t
notice it. He was so enthralled in his own
part that he scarcely took any notice of the
audience.

As ** Trackett Grim,” he was a solid mass
of concentrated alertness,

It was only by a miracle that the whole
house didn’'t go into one yell at his first
appearance. IHis make-up consisted of a
kind of exaggerated Sherlock Holmes effect,
complete with dressing-zown and pipe—the
Jatter being unlighted.

In his own opinion, Handforth spoke his
lines impressively and without any trace
of staginess. But, as a matter of fact, he
unconsciously burlesqued the part to such
an extent that the other members of the
czst scemed almost ordinary—although they
were burlesqueing for all they were worth.

The audience, having got over the first
five minutes, bravely managed to hold thems-
selves  im, Although on the point of

she asked
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in their places, grave
They seemed to be

exploding, they sat
and apparently intent.
thrilled to the core.

Browne, of course, had made one or two
drastic alterations. There were no suddeén
entrances . down the chimney, and the
entire production had been brought within
the range of Mr. Noggs' *f props.” Never-
theless, the thrills and the surprises came
piling one on top of the other. And Hand-
forth seemed to believe that they were
cenuine shocks for the audience.

The whole thing was. rattled through at
breakneck spced, and there were one or
two occasions when the audience nearly col-
lapsed. But there was no question what-
ever of its success.

As a drama it was ghastly—but as a bur-
lesque it was supreme.

———

CHAPTER XV.
THE COMEDIAN OF THE REMOVE,

¢t H, my goodness!”
““1la, ha, ha!l”
“Shssssh!”
One or two mem-
bers of the audience found
it impossible to contain

their  laughter. Half-way
through the first act they managed to

scramble out,
in the open.
to return.

As a playwright, Handforth had a triek
of naming his characters according to their
dispositions.. Thus, ‘‘ MHeeza Tyke " was the

and give vent to their mirth
They were positively afraid

villain. And when his lady accomplice was
announced as ‘“Miss Ima Lyre,” the
audience practically died on the spot. Mary

Summers, who took this impersonation,
only just managed to carry it through with
the necessary gravity.

And as the play proceeded, the wilder
grew the burlesque. The appearance of the
heroine, with a similar made-up name, only
taxed the audience the more. And the
dialogue was every bit as excruciating.

Without question, Williamm  Napoleon
Browne's  peculiar  genius  was  visible
throughout the entire piece. It was he who
had converted the play from a hopeless
jumble of nonsense into a real winner.
Handforth's dialogiie remained practically
intact, but the situations had heen so
welded that everything went with a swing.

At the end of the first act the curtain
came down amid a roar of applause. The
fellows had to let themselves 2o somehow.
And if they couldn’t laugh, they eould at
least vell.  And they yelled to some pur-
pose. The play was arranged in two short
acts, but a teremendous amount of actioi
happened in each of them.

“Hurrah!"
“Goud old Handy!”
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On the stage, the applause came through
the curtain like something solid. HMHand-
jorth stood there, dazed. Hec was taken
hy suvprise, for he was so wrapped up in
tt:e play that he had forgotten all abhcut the
ead of the act.

“ AMarvellous, old man!” said Church, rush-
ine on and grabbing his hand.

“EBh?* gasped Handforth. ¢ My hat!
it's not the end, is it?”
“Only the end of the first act, you

enthusiastically.
You've

~ehump,””  said  MeClure
“You’ve made a record, old man!
Oh, corks!”’

Church  and MceClure fled, in complete
ai-order. The curtain bad been raised, so
that HHandforth could make a bow, And the

.

unexpeeted appearance of Church and
AleClure gave the audience a fine oppor-
innity to let out a yell of laughter. It was

an immense relief. )

And they entered into the spirit of the
ailair thoroughly. The applause was thun-
dered out like the roaring of guns. Not
merely handelaps, but ¢heer upon cheer.

There was scarcely a breathing space dur-
iing the interval, however.

Browne’s idea was to rush the play
through at breakneck speed from start to
iinizh, and the interval lasted no longer than
‘o minute. And then the curtain rose on the
second act—with Trackett Grim and Splin-
ter investigating at the scene of the crime.

[t was in this scene that Trackett Grim
encountered the villain, and therée was a
tremendous fight. The whole thing went off
with complete success. And Handforth was
thoroughly convinced that his play was a
dramatic masterpiece, and his acting a per-
feet cameo of art.

Even when the play came to an end, and
the audience let itself go, he still had no

suspicion. IHe heard nothing of the laugh-
ter. He was only aware that he had
achieved a triumph. 1Ile was cheered and

vJapped, and called again and again,

““Speech! Speech!’”’

“Hurrah *

‘““Come on, Handy!”

** Speech!??

The demand for a speech was universal.
Even Mr. Noggs, standing at the back,
jeined in. For the old showman was
detighted. At first he had bheen rather
duhious about including this piece in his
own programme. But the humour of it was
so palpable that he was only too pleased
1o have the opportunity. Naturally, AMr.
Nogegs had heen thoroughly primed in
advance by Browne.

“Speech! Speech!? »

The ecurtain went up for the tenth time,
and HMandforth stood there, flushed, excited,
and bewildered. But as the audience magic-
ally became silent, his calmness returned.
This was the moment of his life he had
ilways dreamed of. The idol of the public!
Edward Oswald was a fellow who blossomed
like a flower in the glare of the limelight.
Uhgcurity stifled him,

e
stage.

“I'm jolly ¢lad you like it, anyhbow,” he
suld conversationally. “1t only proves that,
I was.right all along. Lots of you fellows
lzughed at me when I wrote this piay, b0t
you know differently now!?”

‘““Hear, hear!?®

“Gouwd aold Trackett Grim!*

“Of course, this is only a try-out!” went,
on landforth. “But when it's prt on in
andol} we shall have all the big dramatic
critics there. 1 don’t want to boast, huy
this play’s going to make history. Ii’s only
a short one, hut it’s packed with stagge:-
ing surprises from beginning to end.”

“You’ll break all records, old man!*

“ Hear, hear!?

“Wait unti] to-night. Handy!?

“Yes, we shall be able to judge how {hc
public likes it,” agreed Handforth, nod-
ding. “Jt’s jolly decent of you fellows 1o
give me such a reception. I've always
thoughit T was cut out to be an actor, and
now I've proved it. Of courze, I shan't
always stick to detective drama. My idea
is to act in something big—something like
Shakespeare. My plan is to write a play
of that sort.”

“Good old
spcare yet!” _

“Good gad!” murmured Archie Gler-
thorne. “This is absolutely foul! T mean
to say, the poor old lad is being spoofeid
to the top of his dashed collar! Ile believes
every dashed word!”

atvanced towards the edyue of b

[

Handy! You'll whaoek Shake-

“It’s noet merely a case of leg-pnlling.**
grinned DBrent. ¢ He's having both of ‘em
vanked at once!?®

William Napoleon Browne was sayving very
much the same thine in the wines., Irene
and Mary were looking werried. They conld
hear everythineg that was being said by
Handforth, and his complete misunderstand-
ing of the situation rather upset them.

“Hadn’t we hetter tell him?” asked Irene.
“I mean, won’t it bhe too mneh of a shoek
for him to find out the truth at the public
performance?”

““ Nothing,” replied Browne, “will he too
much of a shock for Brother Handforth.
Let me urge you to calm your fears. T have
made a life study of this bumoan joke., and
I have come to the conclusion that he is
impervious to dynamite. The only wenk
spot in his armour is his susceptibility {o
ridicule. This evening he will learn
dread truth.”

Irene’s pretty eyves were troubled.

“It’ll break his heart,” she declared.

“Quite possibly,” agrced Browne calmli:.
“But let me point out that Brother Hand-
forth’s heart is one that can be easily
mended. I am weil aware of the ecrueliy
of this treatment, but we must harden our-
selves. Only in this way will Brother Ted
appreciate that he is a great comedian,
Only in this way will he realize that his
hopes of the higher drama are doowmed,

L BN
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Were we to delay action, he would nursze
this delusion for good.”

The girls understood that Browne was
rizht. " The only way of showingz him the
truth was to let the general public laugh
at him. ’

At last the auditorium was cleared and
‘the theatre closed. And then the fellows
and girls dispersed. Many of them returned
to their schools, but quite a ‘number re-
mained behind, invading the Japanese café
for tea.

Handforth, having ehanged, received fur-

ther congratulations from Church and
MceCiure and others. The other members

of the cast kept their make-up on, for the
evening performance would begin in less
than an hour. But Handforth was Kkeen
upon strolling out, and watching the people
as they crowded into the theatre. He
wanted to have a look at his new audience.

Unfortunately, it didn’t promise to be a
very big one.

It was the opening night in Bannington,

and Mr. Noggs was hoping that the news
of his late success in Caistowe would have
reaclied the town. And he generally did
good business on the first night, anyhow.
At least, he had always done so until the
beginning of this present tour.
- Buster Boots had delayed action. There
had been no advertizing stunts worked on
Bannington yet. Browne and the other
fellows, in fact, thought it only fair to give
AMr. Noggs a fair chance to start with; and
to let the Bannington people roll up of
their own accord. It would be time to
adopt some high pressure advertising if
they failed.

And they did fail. .

When it was almost time for the curtain

to @o up, the theatre was less than half full.
Indeed, there were scarcely any of the stalls
taken, and Mr. Noggs' high spirits were
dampened. fle had had such-hopes of Ban-
nington, too! .
. Roger Barton was grimly pleased. Lister
had done his work well!
flooded with rumours to the effect that
Noggs' Imperial Theatre was a wash-out,
decided to take mo chances. ;

Boots was looking determined.

¢« Well, of course, this settles it,” he said
to a number of other juniors. “Bannington
needs waking up as much as Caistowe! Are
we going to wake it up, my sons?”

V¢ We are!” said the others promptly.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE DREADFUL TRUTIL.

ITE curtain rose to a
well-filled house.

But it was a false

index. The majority

of the vacant seats had been

taken, at the last minute, by

the St. Frank’s fellows and

the Moor View girls. They had lovally
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waited until starting-time before crowding
in. For Browne advised them to give the
general publie the first option of the seats..
Naturally. ordinary prices were paid.

From Mr. Noggs' point of view, the
takings were suatisfactory. But it would

be impossible for the boys and girls to keep
up this patronage. Ior it was really a false
indication of the theatre’s business.
Handforth was more coufident than ever.
That first performance had removed the last
trace of uncertainty. He knew that he was

a success, Ile knew that his play was a
triumph.

So he walked upon the stage now with
supreme confidence. But before he could

open his mouth to utter his first words, a
yvell of laughter fairly smote him like an’
explosion,

The general public started it, but the
St. Frank's crowd, now relieved of the neces-
sity to remain grave, joined in with gusto.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” >

““Great Scott!”” muttered Handforth,
startled and alarmed. < What's all that?
Some  fathead must have wupscet the.

audience!”" - - :
Splinter—in other words, Willy—gave a
gasp. i ' J
“(Chuek it, you ass!®

TR, %a

1e hissed. *“Get on

with the play!” i
“Eh?” Handforth stared. “But I tell
you Hi! Silence! How the dickens can

we get qn with the play
this?”’

“ Ha, ha, ha!" =

Willy was desperate. The audience was
simply howling, and the burlesque hadn’t
even started. Willy, by the way, had
played his own part with his usual con-
summate skill, investing Splinter with an
exquisite amount of subtle humour. While
apparently the soul of gravity, Splinter had
spoken his words with such meaning that
they became doubly funny. i

“For goodness’ sake get on with the play!™-
panted Willy. “Don’t take any notice,
Ted. You musin't speak to the audience
like that!”

At last Handforth realised that something
had to be done. So he treated the hilarity
with lofty disdain, and carried on with the
play. He entered into it with the same
whole-hearted enthusiasm as before.

To the juniors, the whole thing scemed
funnier than ever. '

Handforth's unconscious
them the laugh of their lives. He attempted
to overcome the laughter by shouting at
the top of his voice, and emphasising his
words. And this, of course, only added
to the piquancy of the play,

At the interval he was hoarse with shout-
ing, and his eyes were Dblazing with
indignation.

“They're mad!”' he gasped. “What the
dickens have they been laughing about?
drowne, what's happened out there?”

if you yell like

burlesgue gave



“This 1s no time, Brother Handforth, for
such questions,”” replied Browne briskly.
“Let us carry on with the performance.
Prepare  yourself for your next entrance.
The curtain goes up at once.”

*Yes, but look here——»

“These matters can be discussed after
{he play 1s over,” continued Browne, with
rare diplomacy. “Take my advice, brother,
and loftily ignore this hilarity.. Remember,
it is the first public presentation. We must
allow nothing to mar our individual efforts.”

There was no time for Handforth to
protest. The curtain went up on the second
act, and the play was soon into the break-
neck fling of its final phase. And the
andience had the surprise of its life.
They had come here expecting to see a
dud show, and they were being provided
with a tear-provoking laughter-malker.

And at last the curtain fell, amid a yell
of merriment. The public cheered
vizorously, and when Handforth took his
bow he was clapped with enthusiasm. But
there was no mistake about the continuous
peals of laughter.

Ile went back to his dressing-room,
thie theatre was well equipped in this respect,
in a dazed condition. He found Church and
McClure grinning widely. He found Willy
sobbing with recently escaped merriment.
He found William Napoleon Browne smiling
with indulgent pleasure.

‘“Splendid, Brother Handforth! Splendid!’’
?&anled the Fifth-Former. “Iet me be the
irst to congratulate you upon this wondrous
snccess, The public has hailed you with
delicght. You have arrived. The world wel-
comes its new comedian.”

“Comedian!’’ gasped Handforth blankly.

“0Oh, Handy, you were marvellous!”
sobbed Church. “1 thought you were pretty
good this afternoon, bhut you beat your
own record at this performance. Your
Trackett Grim is the funniest thing I've
seen for years!”

“Ielp!” moaned McClure. all
over!”

Handforth stood there, dulled and flabber-
gasted.

“Tunniest thing for years!>> he muttered.

“T’m sore

“Did—did you laugh, too? Did you all
laugh ¢
“Alas, Brother, there was nothing else

for it,”’ said Browne gently. “This after-
loon we were heroes. We contained our
fiirth, But it is humanly impossible to
keep that sort of thing up for long.”

“But—but my play is a serious one!”
Said Handforth, gulping. “It’s a thrilling
drama,> = 7" -

“Ha, ha, -ha!”

. JOh, Wandy, chuck it!’ gurgled Church.
,. 20 you mean to say you don’t know the
Tuth? This thing isn’t a play at all—it’s q

81ddy burlesque. Everybody’s been overact-

for [

ing
anyhow!”
““And—and Irene——??

on purpose. Iverybody except you,

‘.‘ She‘r_; been in the secret, of course,”
sald Willy. “Take it gently, Ted. We’'ve
heen spoofing you, old man. Your play

isw’t what you thought it was, but you can
cheer up. You've made a tremendous hit.
You're the greatest comedian the Remove
Dramatic Society has ever discovered.”

Handforth sat down abruptly, his eyes
glasry.

“A comedian!” he muttered, in a broken
voice. “Then—then you’ve been pulling my
leg all the time?”

“All the time,
Browne soitly.

“And—and I'm not recognised as a great
actor at all?”

“A great actor is, after all, no greater
than a great comedian,”’ replied Browne.
“Alas, brother, I fear you are not cut out
to be a second Irving. Your own peeuliar
genius lies in the direction of humour.
As a comedian, you show great promisg.”

Handforth took a deep hreath.

“But I don’t want to be a comedian!”
he blurted out. “I won’t be a comedian.
I can’t ‘believe it, yeu know. I—1I
thought By George! Spoofed! Spoofed
all along the line!- Oh, my goodness!”

He was positively stunned. But he was no
longer under any misapprehension. Like a
flood of sunlicht, the truth bu¥st upon him.
His play hadn’t been produced seriously at.
all, but as a mere jape. His great hopes
were dashed to the ground. Instead of
being famous as a wonderful new actor, he
was regarded by all and sundry as a mere
comic.

It was a far greater blow for him than
any of the fellows realised. Indeed, he
received the truth like a bombshell, and
his chums failed to console him. FYor the
rest of that evening he was broken-hearted,
a wreck of his former self.

Brother Ted,”’ nodded

And nothing that the fellows could do
would change him. His depression was
complete and absolute. Ilis success as a

comedian meant nothing. Indeed, it was
a blow in itself.

Poor old Handy had learned the truth,
and he was in the depths.

But, as William Napoleon Browne pointed
out, it was all for the best. Sooner or
later this new comedian would get over
the shock, and would then rise to greater
heights. And those who knew Handforth
best were inclined to agree.

He wasn't the kind of fellow to

in one mood for long.
THE END.

More about the Schoolboy Actors and
Handforth’s great play will be described next
week in: “ THE TRIUMPH GF TRACKETT
GRIM! Y

remain
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FOR NEW READERS.

Tinker, the brilliant young assistant of
- the world-famous detective, Sexton Blake,
pays a surprise visit to Caleroft, his old
Scheol. While motor-cyciing, Tinker wit-
nesses a motor-car tragedy, in which the
driver is Kkilled by revolver-shots. The
murderers disappear, and their victim,
identified as a bookmaker, named Aggsby,
13 Dbelieved by Tinker to have been shot in
mistake for another man. Sexton Blake
~comes to Caleroft as a sports master for
the purpose of investigating this mys-
terious crime, and with the beginning of this
mstalment he and Tinker lhave just set out
to traece the whereabouts of a man who
has disappeared from the Wisthorpe Cottage
Hospital, and who hears a marked resem-

blance to the miurdered man.
(Now read on.)
T
to which he had tied a dozen fish-
hooks. He had passed the line

through the pipe in such a way that the
Pipe would sink horizontally in the water.
It was an effective little grappler that
could miss nothing it was drawn over that
Was not too hard for the hooks to penetrate.

“Right, young ’un,” said Sexton Blake.

“The - pursuit of the elusive pyjamas,”
grinned Tinker, as he dropped his grappler
Overboard. ““If we find ’emn [ hope nothing
Will be wearing ‘em execept that rock, guv'-
nor, for 1 don’t want any horrors. A bit
Iar out, aren’t we?*?

M You eouldn’t tell me the size of the
Hint, so T don’t know,” said Sexton Blake.
“We'll wotk in closer after every haul.”

Tinker was not successful.
- 1'm only stirring up the mud, guv’nor,”
‘he said.  “Let’s wait for that to settle,

INKER had his fishing apparatus
ready, 1 <elve inches of lead gaspipe,

HE{ALCROF
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Another Clever Story of Sexton
Blake, Tinker and the Boys of
Calcroit Sehool.

By
SIDNEY DREW

and then try {he lamp. There’s one thing
about the old Calder, the water is jolly
clear even when there’s a muddy bottom.
Hold easy while I get the lamp and the
telescope gadget.”

A few minutes later Tinker was leaning
~over the side of the boafy peering down
through a brass tube, while a littie eleciric
lamp hanging from a wire a couple of feet
from the bottom cast a circle of light
there, and astonisiied the roach and bream.
Suddenly, as ihe hoat came closer to the
bank, he saw a greyish patech against the
darker mud, <nd reached for the grappler.

““Back her a foot or two, guv’nor,” he
said. ¢ There’s something down here that

looks like rag. A hit more, and still a tlzllt
e

more. That cught to do the ftriek.”.
tightened the line of the grappler, and
chuckled. “I've got a bite, anyhow, s0

we’ll haul in the illuminations:”

Tinker switched off the light of the lamp,
but in pulling it up it must have switched
on again by accident, for its ray, much
brighter in the air than in the water, shot
out, through uihe darkness just as he took
he wet lamp in his band. It showed them
a man standing on the bank, and {len
went out., It was only an instantaneous
snapsihot, and not too vivid. The man had
flung his arm acreoss his face as if dazzled
by the light. Above the gentle lapping of
the water they could hear him running
across, and when Pinker managed to switeh
on again he was too far olff for the rays
to reach himn.

“Who the thump was that—the gar-
dener?” asked Tinker.
“I don't krow, but he was evidently

I could only see that he was
a fairly tall 1:an. What have you got?”’
“Something heavy, guv'ner,” answered

watching us.

Tinker., “1 wonder if that guy has gcne
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She’s
What is

guv'nor. Let me lift it in by the line, for
it’s strong enough to hold a whale. Got
it!”

coming now, slowly

tor the police.
it? "Ware the hooks,

but surely.

As Tinker lifted nig dripping catch into
the boat, Sexton Blake rowed swiftiy for
the shelter of the bridge.

‘“ Any luck, young 'un?”»

Tinker gave & chuckle.

“Wait till T get 'em off and rinse ’em,”

he answered, &nd there was a splashing
sound. ‘‘Yes, bere’s the jacket coniplete,

with linen buttons, also the trousers. Tlte
missing rock had got ‘em on, guv'nor, by
which I mean that the pyjamas were tied
round the big flint. That little grappler
of ours bheat the drag the police used to a

frazzle. He’s the boy to hook ’em.”
The wet, mudstained rags were not
pleasant things to handle. After Sexton

Blake had inspected them by the light of
the flash-lamp, Tinker took off his coat,
turned back his sleeves, and gave them a
further rinse, and - then wrung the water
out of them.

“So that’s inat,” he said. < But
shall we do with the rock, cuv'ncr?
a heavyish lump to eart about.”

Some heavy vehicle went rumbling over
the bridge, and as it passed on its way
all was silent again.

“We'd better keep it)”
detective, ““or if you like we’ll
overboard nea® the bank, where w
1t up again if it’s wanted.”

“T1’'ll heave it ashore,” said Tinker, ¢ and
at will save fishing. Nobody will touch
it in a month of Sundays.”

Tinker stood up as the boat -drifted clear
of the bridge on the lazy current. As he
reached forward to pick up the heavy flint
something came hurtling from above. There
was a sudden .crash of splintering wood.
Sexton Blake, who was leaning forward
holding the sculls, dropped them and made
a .clutch at Tinker, but was foo late.
Tinker and the stone went overboard with
a sudden splash, and after cluteching at
something as the boat tilted and filled.
Sexton Biake went overbeard, too.

The moment Tinker rose to the surface he
swam swiftly back into the shadow of the
bridge. He headed for the shelter of the
arch instinctively. The boat had foundered,
and the sculls had floated away. ‘There
was another swimmer beside him.

“If I hadn't been standing up I should

what
 §

said the private
drop
can fish

have got that packet, guv'nor.”” said
Tinker. ¢ Did a coping-stone fall off?”

~““Not unless it was pushed oif,” said
Blake quickly. »Something heavy was

dropped on us, and not by accident, either.

Head right across now, young ’‘un, and
we’il o ashore on the other bank.”

Five minutes later RBlake and Tinker,
dripping wet, were standing at the

southern end of the deserted bridge. They
burried along.

1t -

e,

.

The coping-stones were as solid as rock
and none was missing. On the nerthepy
side, just opposite the tea-shop, the pave.
ment was being repaired, and several flag.
stenes ‘had. been left leaning against the
wall of the hospital grounds by the work.
men,

“It was one of those he lugged out and
dropped on us, guv'nor,” said Tinker. ¢ The
guy we saw vatching us, of course.”

““I should imagine so, and as he’s hagd

time to get away, there’s nothing to be
gained by waiting here,”” said Sexton
Blake. “You're a wretehed carsman

to
spill us like this, Tinker. Or are” we both -
novices in a boat, and were idiots enougl
to stand up together to change seats?”
Tinker was very wet and uncomfortable,

~but he laughed.

““Spin what yvarn you like, guv’nor,” he
said, ““You’ll have to pay for the boat,
anyhow. 1f they fish her up they'll know
you've taken liberties with the truth, for
that paving-stone must have made a nasty

mess of her stern. Gee! We've lost the
pyjamas!”
“I've got the jacket, voung ’un,” said

Blake. “I clutched that just as we turned
turtle, and as its marked *‘ Wisthorpe Cot-
tage Hospital,” and _has a number, the
jacket is quite enough. Get a move on,
for I’'m beginning to feel chilly.”

The little town was not very well lighted,
and there were few people ahout, but those
who noticed the two hurrying, bedraggled
figures stared after them curiously. 1In the
vestibule of the hotel sat Mr. Roath, smok-
ing another c¢f his expensive cigals and
talking to the proprietor. Blake exwlained
that they had had a spill, and when he
discovered that Blake was quite prepared
to pay for the boat, the preoprietor of the
hotel was quite sympathetic.

“I’ll order a couple of lot baths,” he:
said, ““and you’d better drink something
hot, too. I dare say I can mapage to rig
you out, unless you prefer to go to bed
while we dry your clothes. Risky thing
botating in the dark, sir. Not in my line a
bit.* ]

“We'll have the hot baths and hot
drinks,” said Sexton Blake; “but we don't
want to borrow any clothes. thank you,
for we have them with us. They’'re in the
portmanteau in my car, if you'll be good
enough to ask the waiter to fetch it.”

Tinker was down first after his bath and
change. Mr. Roath had gone, and so had
the Rolls-Royee when Tinker went to bring
out their car. Sexton Rlake settled up with
the proprietor. s

““The mean skunk!”” said Tinker, as they
drove towards Caleroft. * You paid three
or four pounds more than that rotten skiff
was worth.”

““I had to, young ’'un. He wasz willing
to take the boat back if I'd pay for salving
it, and give hiin something towards the
damage: but I don't want it fished up just
vet, so I bought it out and out.”’
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-« Anyhow, he bled you for it,”? said
tisker.  ‘““How about ocur wet togs? You

cati't dry.them up in your rcoms, guv'nor.”
«You can take them to the cleaner's at
Caicroft in the morning,” said Blake. “Ease
up as you run round the pond, young ’un,
and notice what -the avenue gale looks like.
Trhough It isn’t wet, it must be nearly as
deork as it was on the night of the
prrdern.?. ' _
“As they ecame round the curve, Tinker
Lheoted and slackencd speed before he turned
into the Barren Tor Road, and the Avenue

ontes flashed out vividly white in the glare

" of the head-lamps.
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still and zilent cutside until the si_le-nce was
broken by the squeaky voice of Beilhy.

“1t is real silver,” said Beilby, who, in
his dreams, was trying to palm off a metal
vateh-chain on Pye. “Can’t see the hall-
mark on i5? 'Why, you fathead, you must
be blind! Only eighteen-pence. Give me a
hob, and I’'ll let you owe me the tanner till
Saturday——— Hasland? Wow! The kid’s
harmy! Lent me half a guid. Barmy as an
ow!l, Hasland is!”’

“Oh, is he, my lad?”’ thought Tinker, as
Beilby’s  voice trailed off into -a snore.
““ Perhaps, and perhaps not. We shall see.”
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“ That will do,”” said Blake.

“f Just half a second more and 1’1
Fzne.

‘“ This is a sparring match; not a prize fight.”
‘ Just an-another s-second, sir, and I’ll knock him out,’”’ panted Bindley.
put him in hos-hospital, sir,’’ gasped

Sexton Blake leapt from the slowly-moving
car and sprang into the shrubbery, a flash-
lamp “in his left hand and an automatic
pistol in the other. In surprise, Tinker
siopped the ear.

““All serene, young ’un,” said the private
detective’s voice.  “I'Il wait for you while
you put the ’bus away. Bring the parcel.”

In Blake’s rooms, the private detective
and his assistant had a long talk, and then
rEmker crossed the guadrangle and unlocked
tl?_}“-* door of Mr. Pycroft’s House. He took
off his boots and tiptoed up to the dormi-
‘Lory.  All was still there as he proceeded
2 undress in the darkness, and all was

-

1

hitters,

i

CHAPTER XL
BEILBY SCORES AGAIN,

EXTON BLAKE sat on the vaulting.
horse in Caleroit’s f{ine gymnasium,

and watched TFFane and Bindley spar-

ring with the gloves. It was no
gentle affair, for both youngsters were hard
They were the staunchest and most
loyal of chums, but when they had the
gloves con they did not spare each other. It
was getting rather too exciting and strenu-

ous, when the private detective interfered.

“That will do,” he said. “This is a
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il

not a prize-fight,

sparring match,
or one of you will get a bluck cye.’

sc: drop
“Just an-another s-second, sir, and Il
knock him out,” panted Bindley.

“Just half a second more and I'll put—
put himn in Los-bospital,” gasped TIFane.

¢«Stop it!”

The boxers dropped their hands obedientiy
and went over to the new gvmnastic in-
structor for him to unfasten their gloves,
both very flushed and short of hreatds. 1he
private detective fanned them with a towel.

“Get Tinker to give you a few lessons,”
he said. “He’ll teach you some tricks that
may be very useful.”

At that instant Tinker came in,
swing round and bolt out agaiu. He had
seen Beilby go into the tuck-shop, and he
wanted Beilby. Seeing thaf there was some-
thing in the wind, Fane and Bindley left
their coats, waistcoats, collars and ties be-
Lind them, and sprinted after Masfer Jack
Hasland, otherwise Tinker.

Tinker guessed that Beilby had nol gone
intfo the tuck-shop to buy anything for him-
self, for that thrifty youth rarely bought
anything that he could not sell again at a
handsome protit. As a matter of fact,
Bargrave, the prefect, had sent him for a

only to

syphon of lemonade, and Beilby had de-
manded and received threepence for his
services. A startled look came into his
cunning little face as Tinker entered, bhut

it faded out at once and was replaccd by
a ‘heaming smile.

““ Hallo, Hasland, old
“T'1l see you in a minute.
this lemonade over to Bargrave, for the
beast is in an awful hurry for it. T'il be
hack in half a mo’. Sorry to leave you, and
all that, but Bargrave is a nasty-tempered
pig, and he wouldn’t think twice about giving
me a clip under the car if I kept him wait-
ing.’

“You'll 1o]lv well have to keep him wait-
ing till you’ve paid me my half-sovereizn.”
said Tinker. * I'ork it over and don't talk
so mueh.”? .

“[.-I—I vreally can't, Hasland,” said
Beilby. “1-1 had to spend it, you know,
and I haven't got it till to-morrow.”

“ Why, vou miserable fibber, vou told me
you had a pound note at home, before 1 lent
vou the cash,” said Tinker.

“I—I thought 1 nad, but I couldn’t find
it,”” said Beilby. “1 say, don't make a
fuss about a silly little thing like that.
You’il get paid right enough., Look here,
I've g¢ot a ripping silver cigarette-case. If
vou don’'t smoke, it would be a ripping
present to give to your pater or a rich
unele, vou know. You'’d be certain to get a
hig tip. Dirt-cheap at thirty bob. Give me
three bob, and you can have the case, oid
man, and we'll call it square. 1 shall lose
seventeen shillings, but I don’t mind losing
a bit on you as you did me a good turn.”

““ Haind over that ten <hillings or you're
aoing through it!” said Tinker. “Payv up
ov take a hiding!”

chap!” he said.
I've got to hike

Tinker had no intention of thrashing an
insignificant little rat like Beiiby. but le
made a show of taking off his couat, and the
one thing that terrified Beilby more thuan
aitvthing in the world except Io:,mrr money
Was the thought of getting hurt.

“You touc“ mgo if you dare vou pig!
saquealed. “ Keep away, or 'y shy this
}'OU.”

As Tinker

lie
ul‘,‘

made a dive at him, Beilby
sought refuge behind one of the marble.
topped tables. Then, with a happy thought,
he remembered that the lemonade was Bar.
grave’s, so he pressed down the top of the
syphon.

Ior Beilby it was a magnificent shot, and
for once the tuck-shop lemonade had plenty
of gas in it. The sticky, frothing streamn
took Tinker neatly on the bridge of the
nose, which, deﬂpctmrr the torrent filled his
eyes, foamed round his ears, and ran down
the back of his ears into his collar. Beilby,
so often chased and so seldom captured,
doubled like a hunted hare, and made for
the open door. -

To his horror, Bindley and Tane steood
there, but he was less afraid of them than
he was of Tinker, to whom he owed money,
o he fired more lemonade and charged down
on them.

Fane and Bindley zot out of the way, and
Beilby, with tftwo-thirds of the limonade
missing, scurried away as if for his vevy

life.

“Ha. ha, ha! Oh, ha, ha,
ha 1™ : Tinker’s faithless
“0Oh, dear us! 1la, ha, ha, ha, ha!”

Mrs. Kinter, who was looking after the
tuck-shop, was quite used to little affairs
of this kind, and she eame to Tinker’s aid
with a towel. She wiped the lemonade oué
of Tinker's eyes and ears, and rubbed it out
Of his hair.

“Well, you grinning hyenas, you laugling
jackiasses, you are a couplf, of pretty pals
to have!” said Tinker, when he could sce.
“Why didn’t you nail the little beaszt, and
hold him for me?”

‘Neot on this earth, old bean,” grinned
[Fane.  ““Beilby’s your funeral. You lent
him the cash, so you get it back on your
own if you can. It’s your funeral. You're
a smart 'un, Jack, but you’ll have to be
smarter than that. That was one to him,
wasn't iv?

“TFwo,”” said Tinker.
lemonade was for Bargrave,

L.a, ha,
chums.

ha. ha,
lauched

L ]

“He to!ld me the-
so I hope Bar-

grave will jolly well make him pay for
what's missing. And I don't think much ol

vou. If you'll come back to the gym, and
put the gloves on, I'll get about you bhoth.
one up and one down.”

“I'm game, old top,”

said Bindley clieer-

fully. «« Ilnt will also be your funeral, for
vou'll be on ecrutches for a month.”

“ And when you look in the glass yot
won't know whether your face is a face or
a " hegan Fane.

voice o1
Q==

eracious!”’ execlaimed the
“What, in the name

“ (Good
Mr. Pycroft.
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what does this mean? In the quadrangle,
with your suspenders tied round your waists
like \ulff.n' navvies, and—— low dare you,
Fang and Bindley! Not even your shorts—
only your under vests. Go and dress at once,
Jm.—fl—*l such a Llnnfr i3 remntel‘. possible

__make yourselves tolerably reapetuhle'
*.mi take two huudrc,d lines each.’

« There you are, chaps,” said Tinker, when

Mr. Pyeroft had goue. “1f you'd only
collared Beilby am] barged in here with
him, Pyecroft wouldn’t hzn'e sgen you, and

you'd have dodged that packet. Serves you
“uht too! Wal!\nw about this select and
iashionable quad. like a couple of bargees.
I'd have given vou umpteen thousand lines
for it. How about a bit of nourishing grub
to get your peckers up to face the horrid
task?”

“\ell, if the veal and ham pie is any
good, [ don't mind Jetting you pay for a
slab of it,” said Fane. “(Colfee for me.
Order it while I toddle along and feteh
our wardrobe. I think we've got enough
*lines ’ in stock, but if we haven't old
Wilberferce Stott will rattle “em-off for us.
As long as Pycroft seces our writing on the
front sheet, and we tell him he’s got the full
lot, he doesn’t trouble to look at the rest.”

“It would be a bit awkward if he did
happen to leok, wouldn't it?” asked Tinker.

“Yes, I expect the balloon would go up
and the merry old band would play, but we
have to take a few risks,” s=aid Bindley.
“Jle’s sure to find out the wangle cne day,
and then some unhappy guy \»'ll oo through
it, and I jolly well hope it won't be one of
our ¢rowd.”

IFane came back with Bindley's earments
and his own, and a meszage to Tinker from
Sexton Blake.

“You'd better
~ wants you,” he
withont paying,
again.”

Tinker made for the gymnasium,
ton Blake handed his assistant a
and pointed te a paragraph.

“* Curious Sequel to the Caleroft Mys-
tery! 7> Tinker read. ¢ Qur representative
has received some curious and exclusive
mformation with reference to the above un-

for
¢ and
we're

scoot,
said
for

your guv'nor
don't skite ol
neariy  bust

and Sex-
newspaper

solved crime. Yesterday Mrs. Ageshy, the
Widow of the bookmaker, James Burton

Aggsby, who was shot dead when driving a
motor-car near Calerolt town, received a
bulky registered packet addressed to her at
her London home. When opened, the
pucket was found to contain five hundred
Pounds in one-pound Treu.lry notes.  Mrs.
Agushy's name and address were written
boldlx on the brown paper cover of the
Pareel in block letters, mnd ile packet bore
the West Central London postmark. There
Was no communication of any kind enclosed.
drs. Agesby is of opinion that the money
Is o gift from some kind-hearted person who
S¥mpathises with her in her tragic loss and
gleat dt tress., On the advice of our repre-

If we could ld} hands

‘nothing.

sentative, she is with the
police.” ”

Sexton Biake, whose duties were over for
the day, was changing his canwvas shoes for
W dlkmfr boots.

“That'll make Dedgard and the inspector
look funny if they still have a notion
Aggsby was shot over some quarrel he had
with a raeing gang,” said Tinker. *““Jolly
likely, isn’t it? Fancy any of these toughs
getting tender-hearted and sending live
hundred pounds to the widow of the man
they murdered in cold blood. Of course it’s
not impossible that some wealthy, good-

cominunicating

hearted person did send the cash along, but
it’s jolly unlikely.”
“Pon’t you think the murderer might

have sent it? We've wiped the theory of
the race gang off the siate long agn, young
un.>

Tinker nodded.

1t fits in with what I've been sticking
to, that they killed the wrong man,” he said.
“Iive hundred pounds is a biggish sum.
The chap must have monecy whoever he is,
and he’s trying to ease his conscience.”

¢«“1 haven’t got it yvet,” said Sexton
Blake., “I'm going over to Aperling again.
on the {fellow who
was watehing us from the hospital grounds,
and who sank our boat, we might clear up
things, for I'm convinced it was the same
person.”

“Somebody in the know,” said Tinker.
“[t’s as plain as a pikest lﬁ' t;hlclt the guy
who had lost, or pretended to lose, his
memory, and cleared out of the no:,pltal had
a confederate waiting who supplicd him with
clothes and cash. And we're supposing they
were waiting to shoot opposite the Avenue
cates when, they killed \;Iﬂ'ebb I wonder if
fhe g gardener helped him.”

£f You forget, young "un,” said the prwate
detective, as he put on hl:. coat. “If the
gardener had helped him, he might have
been rather startled when he discovered two

‘people fishing at night close to where the

hospital pyjamas Ind heen dumped. But ib
wasn't the same gardener. You seem to
forget that the “matron told you the

mcu'dc.ner had been discharged. And even so,
it’s not such a terrible ecrime to help a
patient to escape irom a hospital, not crime
enough for any sane man to attempt a.
double murder to try and hide 1t.”

“Pact,” admitted Tinker briefly; ‘“but it..s
also a fact that our bit of fishing gave the
brute a nasty jar.”

“Well, we’ll stick to it now, young ‘un,”
said Sexton Blake. “If I have to teach
cymnastics for the rest of the term wel]
see it through.”

<« And no fat cheque at the end of it, not a
hean,” said Tinker. ¢ Anyhow, it’s such a
puzzler, it’s worth worrying through for
Perhaps the lost-memory e¢hap has
shot it for keeps. If I knew what poor

(Continued on page 39.)



CAREERS FOR BOYS

— By A. C. HORTH —

THE JOINER.

A CRAFTSMAN AND A MACHINIST.

As a rule, a joiner spends most of his
time in a workshop, which is generally
equipped with various machines as well as

benches, and his work consists in preparing
the wood and cutting and fitting all kinds
of joints for use in making doors, windows,
staircases, etc.,, and in doing such curved
work as hand-nailing, and finishing, such as
Jamb linings, counters, desks, aud cupboards.
A considerable amount of labour is saved
by the wuse of machinery. Among the
machines in common use are circular,
frame and band saws, planing und thick-
nessing machines, jointers, moulders, and
spindle moulders, borers, routers, mortising
aud tenoning machines, dovetailing and sand-
papering machines,

DANGER OF BECOMING A MACHINIST
ONLY,

The tendency of late years has been to
separate the joinery from the builder's work-
shop, and run it as a separate industiry. In
many ways this Is an advantage, as the
joiner employed in a joinery business has a
fixed place of work and regular employment;
but, owing to the Iincreased number of
machines that-are in use at the present day,
the joinery apprentice or learner must guard
against becoming a machinist instead of a
craftsman. The fully qualified joiner should
understand thoroughly the method of setting
out and setting up the work, and the con-
struction and mechanical principles of power-
driven machines; but he must alzo be expert
in the use of his hand tools.

WHAT A JOINER MUST KNOW,

The joiner must know the characteristics of
a large number of different kinds of wood;
he must be able to set out and cut all the
ordinary joints as well as the many special
Varieties of these joints which are used in
joinery work; he should be able o match
and joint up long lengths of board, using
tongue and groove, dowels or glue alone.
The higher branches include the planning of
stairs and the construction of handnails, and
all Kinds of circular work, such as strings
for geometrical stairs and mouldings, and
at times be able to do simple wood-carving.
The making of shop-fronts, airtight show-
cases, is also a branch of joiners’ work, but
of late years the work of shop-tittine has
aeveloped inte a separate trade.

o

HOW TO0 ENTER THE JOINERY TRADE.

Apprenticeship as a method of entry into
thie joinery trade is being revived, aud the
general conditions under which a boy can
learn his craft have undergone considerable
improvement in recent years. In shops
where apprenticeship does not obtain, it is
usual to take on learners, who have to pick
up the work in the best way they can, and
it often happens that they do not get much
further than machine operators by the time
they reach manhood. It is of the greatest
importance that a proper form of indenture
should .be signed by the parent and the
employer in order to ensure that a boy has
every chance to learn the trade in a
thorough manner. '

APPRENTICES' ADMITTANCE TO THE
TRADES UNION,

A scheme for apprentices in the building
industry has been prepared by the Education
Committee of the Industrial Council for the
Building Industry, but it is not compulsory,
although it is supported by the trades unions
and many ecmployvers. Apprentices are
admitted to the trade union as soon as they
enter the trade, and they pay a small con-
tribution, which entitles them to receive
sickness benefit and compensation for loss of
tools. Boys may enter the trade at 14, but
the usual age of entry is 16, and not later
than 17. They will have to provide thiem-
selves with a kit of tools, and as many more
hand tools are required by the joiner than
the carpenter, the cost of training is some-
what higher. '

A DEMAND FOR COMPETENT JOINERS.

Owing to the large amount of manu-
factured joinery, especially doors and other
fittings for houses, which is imported from
abroad, a certain amount of work is lost to
the joinery trade in this country, but foreign
competition is not so serious @s in many
other industries. There is at the present
time @ considerable demand for competent
joiners, and this demand is likely to con-
tinue in common with all other branches of
the building industry.

THEORETICAL TRAINING.

To obtain proficiency as a joiner, and be
able to undertake work requiring great skill,:

| tirte appreatice must attend a trade class, and
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a cercilicate from

obtaining
Company or the City
A knowledge of
geometry as well as the principles of con-
struction and design is essential. A know-

stiounbd aim at
either the Carpenters’
(iuilids of London Institute.

ledge of mensuration and mechanies is useful,
and also a general knowledge of the
properties of materials used in building ¢on-
‘flill‘blOI" Where it is po-«1b1¢, for the

apprentice to obtain practical instruetion v
the trade classes, he should take full advan-
tage of the facilities provided, but in many
small towns it is possible only to take &
course of study in the theoretical side of his
work. In this case, ip order to obtain o com-
plete mastery over hiz tools, the }earn.

should fit up_ bench wut home and act al

~the practice he can,

ot

“THE CALCROFT CASE”

(Continued froim page 37.)

Aagshy got was intended for me, I'd shoot
it. And I say, guv'ner, if I'm not in request,
| have. a little private detective work of my
own to do. I have to track down a dec-pemte
young criminal named Beilby, and recover
some loot. As a matter of jolly old fact.
my reputation is at stake. While Fane and
my other special echums quite bhelieve I could

track murderers, forgers, and jewel-robbers,
they're sure that kid will beat me all the
time.?”

The class-bell was ringing, but, as Tinker
wias supposed to be taking puvate lessons
from AMr. Pycroft, and not the regular course
of studies, he was spared the angnish c¢f
sitting in the class-room most of the day
nnder Mr. Pyeroft’s spectacled but eagle
eves. Ile looked in at the window as he
pazsed it, and Beilby, who happened to be
looking out, protrudod Lis tongue and put
his thumb to his little apology for a nose.
Tinker made a quick signal to Mwonners., who

wuas also looking outf, and Mauners sprang
it Beilby and gripped that youth’s arms.
“Open the  window, Pye,”” shouted
Manners, ‘““and help me to heave this littie
rat out.”
“*Beast! Cad! Leggo, lemme go-0-01*

shrieked Beilby, struggling and back- heehnt,.

Pyve opened the window, and then helped
Manners to bundle Beilby over the low sill,
amid ringing cheers from the other juniors,
and Tinker claimed him.

“Gof you, my little lemonade-squirter!”
said Tinker gleefully. < Now. what about
my ten-shilling note? Trot it out sharp.
my lagd>

“ E-¢-g-e-e-e!” shrieked Beilby.

‘Tinker had never heard such a sqgueal. It
pierced his ear-drums like a knife, and the
Pigeons that strutted and cooed in the
fm adrangle flew off in terror. That squeal
almost outdid the famous top-note of Cor-
neiius the cat. Three of the five tall lattice
windows that lighted the class-room fronted
the class-room. The other two opened, and
infuriated .juniors hurled things, a waste-
Paper bhasket.. books, an ancient apple or
two, pen-holders, balls of paper, ehunks of
Tilh“!)er and ink-erasers, tennis-halls, and other
articles that hurt where they hit without
doing any serious damage.

“E-e-e-e-e-eee!” squealed Beilby, even
More shrilly. ¢ Ilog, beast, thief! Lemme
lone! Lemme g0-0-0-0! E-e-e-e-e-eee !’

Bindley daashed mto the noizy classz-room.

.

with a

“Cave, you idiot! Cave!” he cricd
“ Pycroft ’?

«“Pyeroft, Jack!” xcllcd Pye.

In spite of Beilby’s squeal, and the f{act

that a fennis ball had just bounced off his
car, Tinker heard and Jeft. The windows
were hastily closed, and the juniors scuttled
back to their desks, All was quiet when
Mr. Pycroft entered his c¢lass-room, for
Beilby had stopped squealing and was collect-
ing the loot. There was nothmo' of great
value, but Beilby did not dezpize penn’orths.

“Silence!” cried Mr. Pycroft, as he
always did, although the elass-room was as
quiet as a a{ltwevard ¢ Alhem !

With the loot t:ed up in a handkerchiei.
Beilby got out of range of the window.
quite aware of the fa\,t that Tinker was
hiding in the poreh waiting for him. And
Bellbys lucky star was ‘Ilznzng. for across

the quadranﬂle came fat Mr. Chules, the
drawing-master, to speak to his friend, Mr.
P}croft M. AL

‘“Please, sir,” szaid Beilby, “can you 1L}

me the time, sir? My wateh has stopped.”
Forgetful of the fact that Beilby had only
to look up to see the big clock, Mr. Chules
pulled out his egold watch.
“Jt  is exactly twenty-two
three,” he said. '

Keeping as close to
possibly could, PBeilby went up the steps
and passed safely through the hall. As he
passed Tinker he ciosed one eye and put out
his tongue. Screened by the ample figure of
the drawing-master, he entered the  class-
room, and got safely to his desk before
Mr. Pyeroft had discovered his absence.

“Cunning little beast!” thought Tinker.
grin; “and lucky, too! 1 never
expected that ten shillings UICI\, and I don't’
expect to, but I'll ¢et good value for it.”

He went up to the study, which looked
very untidy and dilapidated, and would have
looked more so except for Wilberforce Stott.
who came in occasionaliyv and good-naturediy
straightened things up. With the boys at

heir studies, Pyeroft’s House, the noisiest
ITouse at Calcroft, secmied :atI‘-EiTl“"GIV quiet.

Tinker put an atlas on the seat of the
one so-called easy-chair before he sat down,
for all the springs were broken, and began
to think over the C(Caleroft murder and the
mystery that lay behind it. Then someone
came down the tiled cerridor at a quick pace.
The fooitfalls fell erispiy, accompanied by =
rustling.

minutes {o

. AMr. Chules as he

(To be continned.)
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AS SIMPLE AS ABC

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for
Membership, Cut out TWO complete
Application Forms from Twop copies of this
week's issue of TnHg NELsON LEE LIBRARY.
On one of the forms fill in Section A, cross-
ing out Sections B and C by running the
pen diagonally across both Sections. Then
write clearly your full name and address at
hottom of form. The second form is for
your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses oubt Sections A and B, and writes
his name and address at bottom of form.
Loth forms are then pinned together and
sent to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s
League, c¢/o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
GGough House, Gough Square, London, E.C.4.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for +this award. TFor each new
reader TWO complete forms are needed,

and these must be taken from copies of

the latest issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
at the time when the forms are sent in.
On one of the forms fill in Section B,
crossing out, Sections A and C, and write
vour name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who
fil's in Section C, erosses out Sections A

and B, and writes his name and address
at the bottom of the form. Now pin both
forms together and send them to the Chief
Ofiicer, as above. One new reader will then
be registered against your name, and when
sIXx new readers have been registered, you
will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you
from sending in forms for two or more
new readers at once, provided the forms are
taken from the latest issue of the THe
NELSON LEE LiBRARY at the time when the
forms are sent im.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for
the silver or gold medals ean apply in the
same Wway as for the bronze medal, filling
in Section B, which has heen revised for
this purpose. ivery introduction they
make will be <credited to them, so0 that
when the League reaches the required
number of members, they ec¢an exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to fthe number of introductions
with which they are credited,

b

These Application Forms can be posied
for 1d., providing the envelope is not sealed
and no letter is enclosed.

SECTION

on second form

assigned to me.

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No.33. Mar. 20, 1926

READER’'S APPLICATICN FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a regular reader of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” I
desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST.
LEAGUE, and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as |
are offered to Members of the League.
be a staunch supporter of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY?” and
THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE, and that I have introduced Our
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
attached
forward me Certificate of Enrolment with Membership Number

FRANK’S
I hereby declare myself to
Will you,

hereto. therefore, kindly

SECTION

B

I, Member No..........

makes mMe...cvveen..

MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.
(give Membership No.) hereby
that I have introduced one more new reader, whose signature
to certify this appears on second form attached hereto.
(state number of introductions up fto date)
introductions to my credit.,

declare

This

SECTION

NEW READER’S DECLARATION,.
I hercby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of

..................................... to this issue of
“THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” which I will rcad with a view
to becoming a regular reader of this paper.

IBETOAUCED) vivivvscssivivesnss

(FLTLL N—&:‘-\IE} gy iannEndiFagBnER i d s anin i NAN

arifissaendsdipaddnnabeslgoaenrds g ntgennnban

(ADDRESS) wovvureveaniirusnerssensnnnnes ——

Aol EEgEse s B ENAAFER ARG E VRN N AR R F R

IMPORTANT.—Complete and

i ; post
NELSON LEE LIBRARY is on sale.

off this
Otherwise the form becomes out of date and useless.

form bhefore the mnext issue of 7THE

4
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| THE
ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

My gear Chuans,

14 seems quite a long lime sinee I had a
ittle pow-wow with you about the League,
and tihere are really quite a number of
things I want to talk to you about.

You wili remember that I aszked you at
{he beginning of the year to look carefully
‘through the lists of Organising Offlicers 1
was publishing until you spotted one living
pearest fo you, and to make a note of his
addreszs, At the same time, I asked you
pot to worry the poor chap until the lists
were  complete. With the exception of
pewly created 0.0.°s, the final list appeared
.1he week before last. This means that you

can register your name and address with
yoiur 0.0. as soon as you like—the zooner
the better., Just send him a posteard,

siving your name, address, and membership
pumber.  In the meantime, 1 will be com-
munieating  with each 0.0, giving him
instrictions how to set about Jforming a
eludh, with o suggested list eof rules, and
hinis on how meetings should he conducted.

Atter you have registered your name and
address  with your nearest 0.0., you will
hear from him in due course, when he will
notify the {ime and place for the first meet-

t
i

ing. Should you not receive an answer
within a day or two, don't get impatient.
Give him at least a fortnight, and then if
you do not hear from him, write to me,
and I will make inquiries, or put you on to
another 0.0.

With the coming formation of S.F.L.
clubs in all parts of the British Isles and
the Colonies, and the corresponding increasc
of members, it has occurred to mec that a
little pocket S.F.L. notebook, containing a
Who's Who of members, a list of 0.0.'s
and e¢lubs, and general rules, might be
supplied to 0.0.s for distribution among
members at a nominal charge of a penny
cach. 1 cannot definitely promise to issuc
such a pocket-book, but it is worth con-
sideration. We must first see what progress
is made in forming the S.F.L. clubs,

1f vou have any suggestions to make or
any questions to ask about the League or
the N.L.L., T &hall be delighted to hear
from vyou, and to answer your letters
personally.

With very hest wishes,
Your sincere friend,
THE CHIEF OTFTFICER.

S = -
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“THE

Actors of St. Frank’s,

are foreshadowed.

NEXT WEEK!

TRIUMPH
OF TRACKETT GRIM!”

' Another Long and Amusing Yarn of the Schoolboy
with E. O. HANDFORTH

again very much to the fore. _

“THE CALCROFT CASE!”

An Exciting Instalment of this clever School and
Detective Mystery, in which interesting developments

FORMING A CLUB.

Specially written by the Chiel Officer oi the St. Frank’s L.eague.
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SIX STORIES FOR TWOPENCE!

‘That’s wonderful value for your money, if
you like! And just look at the contents.

“FROM CABIN BOY TO CHAMPION !”
A stirring yarn of sea and boxing} by Eric W, Townstad.

“KING O’ THE CIRCUS!” - - ¥
An ‘exciting boxing story, b}r Walter Edwards.

“ FOOTBALLER AND JOCKEY !
A fine tale of Rugby League {00..1)111 and racing, by A. S. IIald}r

Also two other fine stories Z)J P. Murray and Donald Dean.
Yowll find them all in fhzs week’s —_—

s BOYS’ RE ALM” OUT TO-DAY. PRICE Zd

ANADA

 ZEEFBOYS

. 350 Wanted Immediately.—
- Make good in British- Damlmonsi
Farm fraining, Financial assistance,’ repas’able
when in work. (Ages ‘14-to 194 2SALVATION
ARMY +MIGRATION DEPT., -3, Upper Thames
Street, London, E.C.4, or " 203, H.ope Street,
(Jlasgaﬁj. (Quote this paper.)

= ==

hhave ridden the machine one month,

-
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;
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“specialoffer of sample cycle.

100 Different Stamps CYCLE
2 R Sitnee  FREE || | Mead S5 Stimeomn

24-page Duplicate Album

insures delwer:-, of a400A Mead "Marvel'
d Bicycle. -Nothing more to pay till yom

b MARVEL " No. 400 £4 195 64 CASH,

i We pack FREE,  pay carriage and
i cuarantee sat:sfactmn or refund youp
ﬁoney. F acu::ry-%c.l]ed cycles CHEAP,

cessories at popular prices, Write
TO-DAY f{or illustrated Catalogte and

An ﬁtatrae?dmarv offor ablsalutc}v free. I.Tustﬂrp- e

guest our famous approvals on a p.c., when this mplete

fine parcel will be sent per return, -I.1$hurn & HEIGHT INGREASED 5/ Got:!:‘;a
Townsend, London Road, Liverpool. 3-5 inches in ONE MONTH.

~ Withoutapplidnces—drugs—ordieting.

MAGIC TRICKS, ctc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6. l‘an- Eﬂfﬁangggﬁﬁfg‘éﬁuﬁfgf% gEEE‘F .

triloquist’s Iml:ument Invisible, Imitate Birds. or further partics.stamp. P.A.CLIVE,

Price 6d ecach, 4 for 1/-—T. W_HARRISON,
239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1. Harrock House, TheClose COLWYNBAY

July Rna.d leerpoo -

£2 00 worth cheap Pncto Material. Sam-
ples catalogue free. 12 by 10 En-
lar gr,rnent any photc gd. —Hackett [ Works

‘Wnte for my Fru& Bar. o3 FREE Y —Packet of 30 German Siamps FREE

gain Lists.of the best

to those sending postage (abroad

Coventry made creles. 6d.} and asking to sec Approval Sheets.—N. Florvick,

Sent onlddays’approval, 179, Asylum Road, Peckham, LONDON, S.E.13.

E carriage paid. Thousands Ky -

f Is. l -
of testimonia BE SURE TO MENTION *““ THE NELSON LEE

LIBRARY” WHEN COMMUNICATING
‘WITH ADYERTISERS.

Y 1rE WORLEY LARELIT CYCLE DEAL
L. per 1B CO‘JEHTR\E’
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