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Slash ! HRoger Barten gave a wild yell of anguish as the kersewhip licked
round his legs.
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A Lively Story of the Schoolboy Actors of St. Frank's.
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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CHAPTER 1.
IDANDFORTH’S REGISTERED LETTER.

: ALTER CHURCH gave a startled
jump.
“What the—— You—you dotty

- ass, Handy!” he gasped. “What
tle -dickens i3 the idea of roaring like
that?” :
~ Study D, in
¥rank’s, never cxactly a silent apartment,
was now filled with wild and animal cries.
It wasn't breakfast-time yet, and Hand-
forth & Co. had only just got down. They
were feverishly busy, and Study D hadn’t
seen such
day of the previous term.

- 1t was, in fact, the last morning bhefore
#he Easter holidays, and there were no les-

s0ns. Soon after breakiast the school would
“begin its homeward trek, leaving in various
= batches, by train or road.

Edward Oswald Handforth had paused in
hiz  packing,” and was staring fiercely at
%Ie{!lure's dictionary. Loud shouts proceeded
1'0m him, but his chums were at a loss to

Understand his sudden and unexpeeted
Violence, k
v r -~
What’s the matter, Handy?” asked

McClure, in surprise. * What’s the idea cf
Slaring at my dic. like that¢”
Handforth looked round wildly.

¢ - .
Where's Browne?? he hooted.

the Ancient House at St.

activity since the corresponding

“Browne of the Fifth?” said Church,
““You'll probably find him in his study. I'm
blessed if I can understand—-"

“I'll smash him!’”” thundered Handforth
furiously. ““The . rotter! The insulting
bounder! The—the—7"’ :

He broke off, at a loss for words.

“But why start on old Browne now-—
without any reason?’’ asked McClure.  One
minute you're calmly packing, and the next
minute you rave about the study like a
wounded rhinoceros !>

“I’ve just been looking at your diction-
ary ! raved Handforth. _

-‘;That‘s no reason to go off the deep
e11( A
“Yesterday.” interruptéed Handforth, ¢ old

Browne was praising my play—my ° Trackett

Grim ’ burlesque! He said it was marvel-
lous stuff—just what he’d expect to pro-
ceed from my molecule brain.”

““Well?” asked Church.

“I’'ve just found out what a molecule is!»
bellowed Handforth.

He stared  at the dictionary again, as
though he couldn't believe it. Church and
McClure glanced at one another in be-
wilderment. They were a bit hazy about
““ molecule > themselves, but it didn’t sound
particularly insulting. It reminded Church
of a shell-fish, but he vras probably think-
ing of ¢ molluse.”

Handforth’s chums remembered the inci-



dent well. William Napoleon Browne, the
aenial, smooth-voiced skipper of the Fifth,
had been pamcularly charming, and had
eulogised Handforth’s famous
oerwedly Both Chureh and McClure thought
that his reference to Handy’s “molecule
brain *? was uttered by way of a compliment.
Edward Oswald had thought so, too.

¢« What does it mean?’”” asked Church ten-
tatively.

< Molecule !’ breathed Handforth, h!: vmce

quivering. ¢ Here it is—as clear as day-
light! Molecule—‘ A very minute particte.
of matter.” ”
*“ Eh?> gasped Church. _
““Ha, ha, ha!” roared McClure. ¢ Ahem!
5011’}7'” -

«“<A very minute particle of matter’!”
hooted Handforth., ¢ ‘The smallest quan-
tity of any substance which is capable cf
existing.” That’s what it says here. By
George! And that’s my brain!>.

e \Iy hat!” gurgled Church weakly.

“0ld Browne knew what he was talking
about—— I—I mean,. he must be p1ettx
~well read!” exclaimed McCiure.

¢“ What??? .
““That is, he couldn’t have kunown what

molecule meant!”’ went on McClure hastily.
<1 shouldn’t take any notice if I were you,
Handy. It’s a delicate position. You’ 11 only
prove -that you’re ignorant.”
“Ignorant !’ gasped Handforth,
you—you -4
“ Well,

“ W hy,

you didn't know what it meant
yesterday, when he said it!” argued
McClure. “And if you go shouting it out
in the Fifth-Form passage,. the chaps will
begin to get the wheeze. Everybody will
be ca]hnn' your brain a molecule next.”

Handforth breathed very--hard.

“ ‘A very minute partlcle of matter ’!” he
repeated dazedly. ¢ That’s the worst of old
Browne! You never know when he’s pulling
your leg! The next time he uses a long word,
I’ll look it up in the dic. before he can fret
away !’

“Weil,
Church paciﬁcally.

don’t bother about it now,”” said
“It’s the last -day . of
term, aund you -dom’t ~want any bother.
Browne’s a good wort, really=—only he tries
to be funny. We've got to admit that Le
knew what he was talking about—— I mean,
he knew there was such _a word, anyway.
I thought it was an o¥ster, or something.”
- “ My brain’s not like an oyster, fathead!”
*eto:ted Handforth: tartly. 1 won't see
old Browne about it now—but 1’1l jolly well
tax him ‘before ‘we “Teive! He'll either
apolocibe or take that -word back!”

“They’re both the same,” said MecClure.
“Well, ift you've. donie’ with my dictionary,
Pl pack it up. Ih ‘what the—— You de-
structive rotter!® he homled “You've torn
that page. out'” .

Handforth folded tue paﬂe up, and put
it in his pocket.

“I want it for Browne—in case he denies
the thing,”” he retorted coolly. ¢“No need
to get into a stew, Mac. Don’t be so jolly

play unre-{

-ask me.

greedy! There are four hundred pages in
that dictionary, and I've only pinched one!
You’ll never miss it!”

““You—you hopeless chump!?” wailed
McClure. ““'the very first time 1 waut to
Icok & word up it'll be on that page. Neariy,
a new dic., too! You hand it back, blow
you! T’ll paste it in again :

“Not until I’ve finished with it!” gaid-
Handforth firmly, “Not until— Go
away!”. he added, with a sudden bellow,
“My hat! Look at this! Look what’s
pushed in!» :

His minor was standing in the dooma,,,
cheery and bright.

“It’s all rig ht Ted—you
me this time,” he grinned.
you somethipg—-"

“Half a£ick,” interrupted Church. <1
say. Willy, what’s a molecule??”’

¢ Handy’s brain!” replied Willy promptly,

““What ! thundered Handforth.

“That’s what Browne told me, anyway,”
said Willy, in surprise. ‘“He’s right, too—
I looked it up in the dictionary.” |

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

Church and MeClure nearly collapsed.

“ ¥Funny thing about Browne,” went cn
Willy, shaking his head. * He always knows
these things. A jolly clever sort, if you
Before e told me, I'd no idea
that a molecule was something so small
that you couldn’t see it without a micro-
scope.” "

“X¥ol—yei—you—->"

Roaring ferociously,
But Willy was quite prepared. He whisked
out an important-looking registered letter,-
and held it out. Judging. by the way Hand-
forth pulled up, one might have thn,u“ht
it to be an automatlc ])1“'[;0]

“Yours!” said Wﬂly brleﬂy
in the rack !> ;
Nothing could have provided a better de-
fence. Registered letters were not common-
place, and when they did arrive they
generally meant one thing—cash. Handforth
was not exactly short, but Willy was. And.
Willy had thought it quite a good idea to

bring that registered letter along in person..

Handforth forgot all about the maultmg
references to his brain, and he took the
registered letter eagerly. It was a very Im-,!
portant-looking one—rather different {rom
others that he had received. The envelope.

was blue and official-looking, and made of
heavy parchment. There were two import-
ant-looking seals on the back, too.

“By George.”* =aid Handforth.

needn’t mcalp -
“I’ve brought

Handforth charged.

~ “Found it

¢ Xﬁ’llat’;

this?”’ . -

““ Looks like a registered letter,”” said
Willy. _ .

“I—I mean, who’s it from?” asked,h}s
major. ‘‘The pater never sends tips IB
these envelopes! He always uses the Post -
Office ones. It isn't the pater’s writing,
either. It’s typewritten! And it was posted

in the City!” he added. examining the post-
mark., “Who's it from?2¥
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&My

v goodness!” sighed Willy. ¢ The
blessed thing is addressed to him as clear
as daylight, and hce stands there gassing!
Cld Browne knew what he was talking
about? Why don’t you open it, Ted?”

**Open it?” repeated Handforth. ¢ 0h,
ves! Rather!»

fie hesitated. It seemed a pity to spoil
those seals. But a moment latéer he rutl.
lessiy  shattered the flap. The letter was
certainjy addressed {o him, for the type-
written superscription was perfectly clear:
“ Master Edward Oswald Handforth, Remove
orm, Ancient House, St. ¥rank’s College,
Beliton, Sussex.” There was no "possibility
of a mistake.

Handforth extracted a
paper—of the same blue parchment as the
envelope. He shook it open, and looked on
tlie fioor. But nothiag had fallen out. Then
Lie iooked into the envelope.

¢ Nothing!” Le said blankly.

fclded sheet cf

_“There’s the letter, isn’t there?” asked
Willy. |
“No money, I mean,” =aid Handforth.

“Who the dickens weould send a registered
letter without any money? I mean, it's a
dotty thing to do! Why waste threepence
on registration?*’

He shook his head at the foolishness of
people, and unfolded the letter.
bis chums watched with interest—although
it must be confessed that Willy’s own par-
ficular coneern had apparently died down.

“I'll bet it’s from one of those weekly
papers,” said Handforth tensely. ‘“I've won
the first prize in that Cross Word Compe-
tition—— Hallo! No, it doesn't seem to be
—— Great pip! A solicitor’s leiter! My
gaodness! What the 22

Handforth’s eyes suddenly grew larger, and
hie sat down abruptly—so abruptly, indeed,
that he neglected to ascertain if a chair
Was Immediately' behind him. It had been,
hut Church had thoughtlessly removed it.
i;Ii;u*;gforth crashed to the floor with a fearful

1I4Q.

But the extraordinary thing was that Le
didr’t seem to even notice it. He sat there,
with a dazed, far-away look in his eyes.

A fortune!” he breathed. ¢ Somebody’s
left me a fortune!”

A —t sy

CHAPTER II.
THE LAWYER'S SUMZONS.

ILLY shook his head.
‘“ Somebody’s been

-pulling your leg,
‘ old man,” he said
firmly. < That letter can’t

be genuine—I1°ll bet it’s only

) spoof. Nobody’s left you a
fortnne. Why should they?” he added.
"Why  shouldn’t they?’ countered his

“Major tartly.

e Because I'm Lhere!” said Willy. ¢ 1If
eres any question of cash, I wouldn’t be
¢t out in the cold, Let's have a look at

Willy and

from one

[il et it's

the letter, anviow,.
of the chaps.” -

Handforth picked himself up, and Church
hastily bhacked away. But his leader had
completely forgotten the chair incident. In
fact, he hadn’t even noticed it. A crash
more ¢i less was nothing to Handforth.

““ There's no jape about this!” he said
grimly. “It's frowa a solicitor in Lincoln’s
Inn Fields. He's made an appointment for
1.30 to-day. DI've got to go and see him.

My Uncle Nathaniel has left me all his
money."’ -

“Uncle who?” asked Willy.

““Tnele Nathaniel.” >

¢ Never-heard of him,” said Willy, staring.

“Neither have I, but that doesn’t matter,”
went on Handiorth excitedly. “I expech
he's a great uncle, or something. We've
got scores of 'em, you know—they’re dotted
about all over the world. We've got heaps
of Handforth’s in Australia.”

“Good old Australia!” said Willy heartily.
“PBut I'm blessed it I can remember all
these uncles and great uncles, old man. Of
course, I haven't kept count of 'em. Too
mucli. bother. That’s the worst of a big
family—if you keep in touch with the lot
vouw've got to be writing letters every day
of the week.”

Nandforth hardly heard him. He was
reading that astonishing communication
again. And this time his chums and Willy
looked over his shouider. They were cer-
tainly impressed by what they read. . For
the letter ran thus:

“5, Merlehurst Chambers,
“Lincoln’s Inn Fields.

“My dear boy,—We have been given to
understand that vou will be coming home
on your holidays to-morrow, Thursday, and
we, therefore, reguest your presence in
these chambers at the hour of 1.30 p.m.

“It is difficult to explain the exact posi-
tion by letter—and, indeed, unnecessary.
The recent death of Mr. Nathaniel Hand-
forth, the Australian millionaire, has led
to a considerable amount of litigation, as
you may, or may not. know.

“It has been definitely established, how-
ever, that a Iegacy of £500,000 (five
hundred thousand pounds) devolves upon
a junior schoolboy in an English public
school. We do not think it necessary to
be more explicit. :

“1f vou will c¢all upon us at the hout
suggested., our Mr, Partridge will have
pleasure in examining you for the purpose
of identification. |

“We beg to remain,
“Yours very truly,
“PARTRIDGY, HACKETT & PARTRIDGE.”

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Church breath:
lessly.

“Five hundred thousand!” gasped MeceClure,
“It's—it's impossible!”

“It's nof impossible, ‘but it's jolly ww«.
likely!” saia  Willy practicaliy, “Why
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didn’t these solicitors write to the pater?
Perhaps they have, though,” he added. “1t’s
a bit of a nerve for Uncle Nathaniel to
leave all the. money to Ted, isn’t it?”

“We don’t know Uncle Nathaniel—and 1
don’t suppose we’ve ever seen him,” said
Handforth, “7{ didn’t even know we had 2
millionaire in the giddy rfamily! But this
is as plain -as your nose on Yyour face.
There’s no getting awayv from an official
letter like this. Nathaniel Handforth must
have begen an eccentric old boy who shoved
a lot of his relatives in his will at random.”

Willy nodded.

“Perhaps .he made out a list of us, and
then stuck pins in at random,” he sug-
gested.  “Some of these millionaires do
rummy things, vou know! I’'ve often read
ahout people coming into fortunes, or titles,
without knowing anything about it. I sup-
pose you’ll go and sece these solicitors,
won’t you?”

“Go and see them?” retorted Handforth.
“1 should think I will! Why, with all that
money I can buy a wireless Great
Scott!” he breathed. “ My play!” '

“You don’t want to buy your own play,”
said Willy. “You couldn’t even sell it!”

“My play!” repeated Handforth, his eyes
gleaming. “If I’ve got pots of money nke
that I can have it produced in London. 1
can rent a giddy theatre, and get my own
company, and put. the thing on as a real
drama! None of your silly b-urlesque!”

“Oh, my goodness!” groaned Church and
McClure. . | ‘

“Take my advice, Ted, and go easy,” said
Willy. “In fact, I'll come along to those
solicitors with you, I believe the whole
{hmnc jis a spoof. Somebody’s pulling your
eg o '

% No fear,” said Church.
any spoof about it, they wouldn’t ask him
to go up to Lincoln’s Inn Fields. That
Jetter is from a proper firm of lawyers, and
those sort of people don’t play practical
iokes. Five hundred thousand! That’s half
& million! It's—it’s marvellous!”

“ Well, there goes the breakfast bell,” said
Willy. *“JIf I were you, Ted, I wouldn’t say
anything about this letter. You’ll be pes-
tete(l' with heaps of chaps if it gets out that
you're a bloated capitalist. Anyhow on the

Ish};:gz th of all ths monev, what about five
bob?” |

“Five bob‘"” repeated Handforth con-
1e=mptt101-]y e

"Well, fen bob,” said Willy. “Or a quid,

say.” .

Handforth took out a handful of money—
coppers, silver, and crumpled currency
notes: ‘He* reu‘alded it ‘as though it were so |

mm.h dust. -
A quid?” e said. “Here you are—what
Jdo I care? T’ll pay your fare, too, my son.

I was going to keep this cash for the holi- |
but I shall have heaps more when I

days,
vet to London.”

“A Dbird in the hand is worth t\m in the
hush,” murmuared Willy, as he pocketed the

“Tf there was:

j

 crowd in the Triangle.

him as a friend for life.

latest motor-bike g1

“Ted, old man, youre a brick.
£ suppose we’ll go up by the early
train?

“ Rather!” said his major. “That’ll get
s in London hy' a guarter to one-_-—heupb of
time to keep this appointment. "But I shan’t
want ‘you,” he added, with a frown. “You’'d
better keep away!” -

Willy vanished, without committing him-
self one way or the other. - And before
breakfast was over, the entire Ancient
House W’db talking about Handforth’s amaz-
ing Iuck. Fellows came crowding round hun
heqpmw him with convratuhtlens P

Juniors he had never chummed with be-
came singularly affectionate, and elaimed
In fact, Handforth
became somewhat suspicious. Thlb sort (:1
thing savoured of cupboard love.

“You can all clear off!” he- said Joftily,
when he found himself surrounded by a
“Wait until I've got
the tngorey hefore you try to borrow any
of i

“Money’s nothing to you now, Handy,”
said  Armstrong., “You're practically a
millionaire! 1 suppose you’ll come back to
St. Frank’s in your own car!”

“That’s quite likely,” admitted. Hand-
forth, |

“You couldn’t bunn me a motor-bike, I
snppose?”’ asked Owen major. ‘I say, w hqt
about a ¥orm treat? Come on! There's
plenty of tuck in the school shop! Good
old Handy! He’s going to stand treat!”

“ Hurrah!” ' -

“Three cheers for Hcmdy”’

The crowd pressed round more aflection-
ately than ever.

“1 say, is this true?” asked Hubbcu'd
““* Are you treating us?”

“Every one of you!” replied Handfort
promptly. “ But not now, my sons! W :ut
until next term!”

“What 7

“I haven’t got much cash until T see the

s,”” continued Handforth, much to the

lawyers, !
crowd’s mortification. ‘“ But wnext term I’i}
conldn’t

nmoney.
Thanks. I

treat you to a spread that you
even dream about.”

But this seemed a very poor subsuin*e
for a mere ordinary feed on the spot. The
first day of the next term scemed a Jong
way off, and the enthusiasm for Hand{forth
died away rapidly. In a very short time&®
Handforth found himself practically alone:
except for Church and MecClure.

“I knew it!” he said tartly. “A lot of -
giddy cadgers—that’s all they are! I shan’t
mind when Pve got my pockets bulging
with tin.  We’ll all have a ripping time ik
London,” he added carelessly. “Weren'd
you saying something about a new bike,
Church?”

T “Well, ves—"

“That's all right—I’ll get you one of the
said Handforth gener-
ously. “We'll buy it to- uas——after the
lawyer’s have given me two or three hundred
pounds on account.”?
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Rut, somehow, Church did not seem par-
ticuiarly thrilled. Handforth took it for
granted that he was going to obtain un-
iimited supplies of cash, to be spent exactly
as he pleased,

But his chums had an uncomfortable feei--

ing that there was a catch in it somewhere.

HORACE STEVENS’ LOSS.
ILLIAM NAPOLEON
W Fifth, glanced at
the study elock.
alarmist, Brother Horace, bu’t;
the time flies on fleet wings,
jrave for the train-—for, f_strange‘ly enough,
the train will refuse to wait for us. A sad,
boldly face.”

‘1 shall be ready,” said Horace Stevens.
unprepared,” continued Browne. “Your
packing? Have you tackled this grave
duly S . A

“I've practically finished, you ass,” in-
things to get from the box-room, and I
shall be ready. But why go up by train?
in your Morris?” _

“ Alas, my efforts to pep- you up into a
Browne, “I thought I should catch you
napping, Brother Horace, but your brain is
2o by road. But, pray, let me urge you
to attach the word ‘ Oxford’ when you refer
. “Sorry!” grinned Stevens.
better, doesn’t it? Nothing so common

“1 did not say so,” replied Browne. “At
is a distinction. Well, brother, when you
care ready vyou will find me adorning the
ing at the leash, and champing at the bit.”
He strolled out, and -encountered Dick

CHAPTER I1I.
BROWNE, of the
“I have no wish to be an
he observed. < In half an hour we must
deplorable fact, but one that we must
“ At the moment you appear to be totally
problem? I have no wish to alarm you un-
terrupted Stevens. “Just one or two more
i understood that you were driving by road,
semblance of speed are of no avail,” sighed
evidently acute this morning. Yes, we chall
- %0 my ‘ Morris.” ”
; #1t sounds
as a ‘Cowley’ for you, eh?”
the same time, I must confess that there
Triangle. The car will be at the door, strain-
‘Hamilton and Co. in the lobby.

_Ah, Brother Nipper,” he observed.
““What is this strange story we hear con-
terning Brother Handforth?” |

It seems true, by all the reports,” replied
Jripper.  “But we shall know for certain
"b¥ this evening, I expect. There’s no teli-
with Handforth. He gets all sorts of
notions, and——-" |

. The whole thing's a mystery to me,” put
11 Tommy Watson bluntly. “Xven if he has
Come into a lot of money, he won’t be able
O it. I've heard of these things

Ihg‘
'qih s
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“l am very rmuch afraid. dear old boy,
that you are right,” agreed Sir Montie
Tregellis-West, * nodding. “There’ll be a

frightful snag somewhere, The legacy will
be surrounded with harbed wire, or some-
thir’ equally fearful, until Handforth reaches
the age of twenty-one. The frightful ass
imagines that he can get the money now,
you know.”

“Yes, he’s made a blunder there, I'll bet,”
agreed Nipper. “It’s no good talking to
him, either—he won't. listen. He’s talking
about producing that play of his in a London
theatre.” ' |

Browne shook his head.

“In that case, and purely in the interests

‘of London, I irust that Brother Montie's

reference to barbed wire proves correct,” he

sald. *“Surely there are enough tragedies
in London already? Why torture an un-
suspecting publie? © Brother Handforth, [

fear, is in need of a few yards of ehain and
a padlock.” _

“Well, we've got to get off,” said Dick
Hamilton briskly. “You can take your
time, Browne, but we're going by train—zo
we'll toddle off. I suppose we shall sce
something of you in London?”

*“Unquestionably,” replicd the captain of
the Fifth. “You will probably notice the
decorations when you arrive, The flags—the
bunting—the fairy lights. It is a great day
for London when I burst upon it in all my
glory.”

The juniors went off, and Browne patiently
waited. After about ten minutes of it, he
went back to the study, and faiied to find
Stevens. He went upstairs, and even the
dormitory was deserted. So he tried the
hox-rooms, and found his chum bending over
a trunk.

“Splendid!” said Browne. “It is cheering
to note that you have made a start, Brother
Horace. But I trust you are not nursing
the illusion that that trunk is to be tucked
away in the tool box, or beneath the
bonnet 77

Stevens scratched his head.

*“Can’t understand it!” he said, frown-
ing. “That parcel, Browne. It’s not here!”
“No?” said Browne. “A sad tragedy, I
must confess. At the same time, I can
doubtless condole with you to greater pur-

pose if I know what this parcel is. A
camera, brother? A pair of slippers? A
selection of books? I fear that you are

meagre in vour information.”

“It's that play of my pater's,”
Stevens woerriedly.

Williamy Napoleon Browne started. It took
a great deal to make this cool young gentle-
man start. But, without the - slightest
doubt, he started very distinctly., His whole
manner changed.

“Your pater's play?”’ ~he repeated.
“Come, brother—come! This cannot be!
The loss of that manuscript would be a
tragedy indeed! Let us search diligently

said

I until the parcel is found.”



Careless of his elegant attire, he dropped
upon his knees and I".}Iﬂmd“t‘d in the trunk.
H,s concern, indeed, was acute. :

It's no good, old wman—I1've
thmunh those thmgc three or four times,
said Stev rs.  “Confound it, T don’t seem
to remember! I'll swear I put the pmvm in
this trunk.- I only came fo it to get a book
or two. Then 1 noticed that tie parcel
wasn't there—-"’

““Was the trunk locked ?”

“0f course.”

‘You ﬁhh!}:: keep it locked?”

“Always.”

“Then there appears to be no cause for
distress,” said DBrowne, rising to his feet.
“If the trunk was lﬁcked it stands to
reason that nobody could - venture to unlaw-
iully ransack it——"

Jooked

x>

“Great  Seott!”  ejaculated  Stevens,
staring.- ¢ Ransack it? You'’re not sug-
gE'::;tll‘lﬂ’ that somebody has been here
Gn that’s a bit too thick, Browne! None

of our men would.do that in this House! 1
was just puzzling about the parcel, that’s
all. T suppose I put it somewhere else.”
Browne regarded him sorrowfully.
“¥You suppose?’” he repeated.
“Well, we’ve got lockers, you
another part of the House,” said
“J was certain I'd put the parcel
trunk, but as it’s not here T must

know, in
Stevens.

in this
have

shoved it in my locker. That-’_s the only
ithing to think.”

“It is a-. matter thab can quickly bDe
decided.”

“*No, it can’t,” replied Stevens. ‘ Those
jockers have got special keys, and you've
cot to go to the Housemaster. And Mr.

Lee’s gone—he warned uns yesterday to go
to him if we wanted anything, you know.
We .shan't want that play before the new
term, shalli we?”

“1 fanecy not,” said Browne. “If von are
convinced that the parcel is safe— -’

“My dear man,” protested Stevens,
must be safe! Nobody would borrow a
+hing like that—it’s of no value to anybody
but me.. It's in the -locker, of course. Only
-1 wish I could rememmber,”’ he added, frown-
ing.  ““0Oh, well, let's for get it. It’s bound
to be all right.‘” :
- They went dowhnstairs. Browne, knowino
Stevens as he did, thought no more of the
matter. Stevens was_notoriously careless,
and or late he had been ‘11:10{3101151} foreet-
ful. - There -was some excuse for this latter

veakness, ‘for he ‘had ‘been full up with
hﬂﬂ,ucal réhearsals during every minute of
his ﬁl}i*e tifﬂe

mexma was a4 rflm"-manle 'u.tnrwindced
a sort of prodigy. iJe had reoanth given an
.:rn‘uinﬁfh ‘clever performance in the part of
“Hamlet ' at Mr, Noguzs’ tm»dlmﬂ theatre,
‘n Bannincton. The Whole town he d raved
over Horace “Stevens’ part, and the show
nad been presented on three conseentive
nights, It had been a ftrinmph for the
B¢ nnn}hv:ﬂ. actor,

(i i‘:-’

‘Hackett & Partridee,

A famous London manager— ”‘*«Ir.
Crowson—had v,unesbeﬂ tlm show,
insisted npon

Augustus
and had
Stevens coming to see him in
Loundon. Mr. Crowson lmd promized (o'
present ‘Stevens® “ Hamlet ” to London, at
a special matlinee.

But Browne was merely awaiting the
opportunity to present his chum in *“The
Third Chance ’—the great play which had
been left behind by Tlorace Stevens’® dead
father. In Browne’s opinion, the play was a.

masterpiece, and he was naturall'y_ anxionsg -
concerning its safety.

But he felt no qnalms for he took it {
granted that the play was safely wi ih:_n
Stevens’ locker. It was the very place awhere
he would stow it for security. And it was
perfectly consistent 'that Stevens should.
forget where he had put it. He was an
absent-minded sort of fellow, anyway.

And so they left for London—never dream-
ing o1 the shock which Fate held in store.

CHAPTER IV.
AT THE SCLICITOR’S.

HERE we are!” said

Handforth eagerly.
- one-thirty, and the

for three-quarters of an
: hour. Maost of this {ime had
been spent in getting from Victoria, and in
locating No. 5, Merlehurst Ghambu'a, Lin-
coln’s Inn. DBut now, precisely at the hour.
of the appointment, the firm of Partridge,
solicitors, had been

run to earth,

Willy was present, the others being merely .

Chburch and McClure. A host of other juniors
had desired to be present at the interview,
but Handforth had put. his fnot. dnwn.'

“ Doesn’t look very imposing,” murmured’
Church.

“That’s nothing,” said Handforth. < ¥You
can. never tell with these solicitors. They
generally arub along in musty old offices.”

The Chawmbers were sitvated on the second
floor, and there were two doors leading into
this particular set. Cne of them was pl;uu,
but the other had a big card on the upper
portion of it, bearing the name of the firm,
and the mvﬂcatmn “Walk In.”

Handiorth & Co. and Willy walked in.

They found themselves in a dim, gloomy
outer- office—dim and gloomy in spite of
the sunshiny April day without. The rocm
was empty, put an inrer door stoed half-
open, and thie sound of somecnhe moving
about eould be heard.

““ Ahem !’ coughed Hfu'zdfu:}rth Inudly.
His chiums examined the outer office with

Y -

interest. It was oquite a well-appointed
apartment—a trifle shabhby, a trifle old-
fashioned, but suggestive of solid, weli-

established hnsiness. There was something

It was precisely .

juniors had been in London -

,g_,'

Al
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about it which inspired confidence. It was
the office of a sedate and substantial firm.

The inner door opened wide, and a smartly-
dressed young lady appeared. Even in the
sembre light of the office, the juniors could
see that she was attractive—but, neverthe-
less, smart and active in her movements.
Her dark. bobbed hair, and her alert eyes
did nothing to alter her businesslike aspect.

“(zood-morning ! she said inquiringly.

“AMr. Partridze in, miss?”’ asked Hand-
forth. ¢ He wrote me a letter, you know,.
“I’m Handforth, of St. Frank’s—"

“Yes, you had an appointment, I be-
lieve?” said the girl.

““ Yes—one-thirty.”

“Mr. Partridge is in, and is waiting for
vou,” said the yoiung lady, with a smile
which almost made Handforth forget the
purpose of his visib. “Will you come this
way, sir?”

“Fh?” said Edward Oswald. “Oh, rather!
By George, do you live in this dingy old
oftice all day, miss?”

“Why, does that surprise you?”

“It's a shame!” said Handforth indig-
nantly. A jolly pretty girl like you
I mean, no girl ought to be bottled up in a
dim place of this kind! It would give me
the pip if I worked here!”

“Will vou please come this way, sir?’ she
said firmly.

Church and McClure exchanged glances of
mingled surprise and astonishment. That
letter was genuine, then! Handforth was
expected—and Mr. Partridee was waiting for
him! In spite of the obvious authenticity
of the letter, Handforth's chums had had a
lingering fear that there was some spoof
about if.

“My hat!” murmured Church.
then it’s the real thing!”

““ We'd better go in with him,” suggested
Villy., “In about another two minutes he'll
be smitten! Isn't Ted awful? He can’t
meet a girl without suceumbing to her giddy
¢harms!”’

Willy
clozely.

“H'm!" he added. “Pretty good, but
I don't know Somehow, it seems to
me—— Eh? Rieght-ho—we'll come along.”

Handforth was ushered into the inner
office, and his minor and hiz chums followed
Him. The girl stood just within the door,
and Willy grinned as he passed her, and
actually gave her a wink., The young lady
became  frigid—and  Chureh  felt  almost
_scandalised. He hadn’t suspected Willy of
such frivolous propensities.

““Young bounder!” he muttered,

Wiily a nudge.
. “That's all
kKnow her!”
_ Chureh failed to understand this remark—
jor he couldn’t see how on earth Willy could
have ever met the girl before. Church hardly
Clanced at her again, for he was interested
il Mrpr. Partridee, the zolicitor.

“ Then—

was looking at the young lady

aiving

right!” grinned Willy. 1

| hibit.

Handforth crashed to the floor with
a fearful thud.

A fortune!” heo breathed.
‘“ Somebody’s ieft me a fortune ! "’

Mr. Partridge was a fussy little man—
grey-whiskered, with grizzled hair and a-
boisterous manner. He was pumping Hand-
forth’s arm with considerable energy.

** Delighted to meet you, young man—de-
lighted!" he was saying affably. “So you
are Master Handforth? Splendid! A fypical
British schoolboyv! Rugged, aggressive, and
unhandsome.”’ :

“ Yes, rather!” agreed Handforth., “ Eh?”

“A ftrue type of British bulldeg pug-
nacity,” went on Mr. Partridge, standing
back and admiring Handforth through his
big spectacles. I detest these handsome,
dressy schoolboys. Give me the ugly type
every time! The plain, untidy, inky-collared
variety! There 1is mnothing to beat your
type, my boy! I am proud to meet you.”

Handforth gave a sickly smile.

“ Yes!"” he said feebly. * But, hang it,
I gidn't know I was quite so piain, Mr.
Pheasant! Oh, sorry—I mean, Mr. Part-
ridee! But aren't we going to talk abont
some money, or a legacy, or something?”’

““Yes, to be sure,” said the solicitor
cenially. “Forgive me for dealing with
a purely personal subject. But, to tell the
truth. your face gave me a shoek——"'

. ¢TIt always does that, sir,” remarked
Willy, nodding.

“ Not an unpleasant shock-—but a thriil of
pride!"’ continued Mr. Partridee, eyeing
Handforth's face as though it were sothe ex.
“Those rough and uncouth features
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"_bearing the marks of many a lusty fight!
I get few such. faces inside these sombre
walls. Indeed, I can never remember having
seen such a face befme"’

Handforth turned red.
.- 1 say, can’t you leave my face alone?”
ha asked grufily. ‘I came here to collect
five hundred thousand qmd It’s like your

nerve to—— I mean, can’t we get down to
business?”’
Mr. Partridee was still looking at Hand-

forth in a dreamy way. .

“ A face to be remembered,” he muttered.
“A face that may possibly return to haunt
nie—— DBul to business!” he added, coming
to himself with a brisk start. ¢ The legaey,
1y boy. Yes, yes, to be sure!”

“I've come for the money!”’ said Hand-
forth bluntly.

“ Money?”’

“I don’t want it all, of course,” went on
the leader of Study D. < Just a bit to be
going on with, you kncw—say, ten
thousand.”

“Can’t you say anything less than that?”
asked Mr. Partridge.

“Well, five thousand—"!

“I am afraid the matter is rather hazy in
your mind,” interrupted the solicitor kindly.
**Not that I am surprised. I understand
that your mind is not particularly robust.
One glance at you is sufficient to assure me
of that distressing fact.”

‘“He seems to have got Ted taped beauti-
fully I’ murmured Willy. ¢ Now listen for
the snag!
with a ten-bob note, I'll eat my hat!”

“Money, of course, is a very different
matter from a legacy,” continued Mr.
Partridge cheerfully. “Under no eircum-
stances can you touch anything. You surely
know that solicitors only part with money
when every possible avenue of evasion has
been explored? Dear, dear! What an ex-
traordinary idea! So you really thought
you could get some money?”

Handforth stared.

“What about that letfer?’ he demanded.
“Didn’t you tell me that I've come in for
a fortune of five hundred thousand pounds?
You can’t. spoof me like thls‘ I want some
of itt”

“Ridiculous!” said the solicitor jovially.
“A pure delusion on your part. What next?
You forget that there are formalities to be
gone through—identities to be proven—
documents to examine, and so forth. We
legal people make a practice of prolonging
these preliminaries to the last limit.”

“Oh!” said Handforth, in dismay.

“But don’t let that dishearten you,” con-
tinued Mr. Partridge. “With luck we may
be able to dispose of these little obstacles
before you reach the age of twenty-five.
And then, of course, these financial ques-
tions can be easily settled, since there will
be practically nothing left to hand over.
Qur charges, of course, go on continuously.

If Ted comes out of this oflice .

We are not lawyers for nothing. A fine
profession, my }ad”’

Handforth was rather confused by Mr,
Partridge’s rapid talk. - But it certainly

seemed to him that the interview was pan-
ning out badly.

“But look here,
he asked indignantly.
London theatre! I’'m going to produce my
own play there! I’ve got it all fixed up.”

Mr. Partridge considered for a moment,
and then nodded. _

“That, of course, is a totally different
matter,” he said. A London theatre? Why
not? We need not quibble over such a
trifie. Which one would you like? The
Queen’s? The Globe? Drury Lane? The
Haymarket—="

“You—you mean I can rent a theatre,
then?” asked Handforth breathlessly.

Mr. Partridge smiled.

“Since you have abandoned the idea of
obtaining any cash, we must see what we
can do by way of compensation,” he replied.
“Just one moment, my boy.
find a theatre within five minutes, 1
be very surprised.”

He turned to his telephone and unhooked
the receiver.

don’t I get any money?”
“I want to rent a

shail

CHAPTER V.
A” THEATRE.

HANDFORTH RENTS
head, and MecClure
rabbed his chin.
looking dreamily out of the
window.
hat!

C IIURCH scratched his
Willy Handforth was
“My

Something

rummy about this, isn’t there?” murmured
Church into MecClure’s ear. “The old boy

knows Mandy like a book! I believe he’s
been pulling the poor chap’s leg!*

“Strikes me, he’s dotty! & breathed
MeClure. "“All that talk about Ilawyers!
He’s given himself away! No sane solicitor

WO‘dld tell his client that the whole legacy
is being swallowed up in fees!”

Mr. Partridge, having listened at the tele-
phone for a moment or two, awoke into
activity again.

“Hailo!” he said crisply.
Good! Is that the manager?
I have a client whe
theatre fer one night.
producing his own play.”

“But I want it for a run!” broke in Hand-
iorth.

“Exactly !” said Mr.

Splendid!
13 anxious to rent a
He is desirous

Partridge. “We can-

not anticipate a longer run than one night

But we are quite
A week? Two

—as it 13 your own play
agreeable to a longer period.
weeks. A month?”
“Nothing less
forth firmly. -
“Are you there, Dominion Theatre
Mr. Partridge. “Our client suggests &

If I cannot .

“The Dominion?"

of _

R

than a month,” said Hand--

9 gaid’
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month. How much? Dear me!
You really cannot consider less?
This is serious,”

JI(, turned from the telephone
1 htdd

I ar1 afraid the figure will be too much
for you, my boy,” he said sadly. “They
vaat seven hundred pounds a week for this
theatre. It is probably worth fifty. Not,
cf course, that any West End theaire can
he obtained at a reasonable price. 1t is
a risky business to——"

“Seven hundred pounds a week?”
rupted Handiforth, with a scoff. “That’s
right! Go ahead! I'll take it!”

“You—you hopeless ass!” gasped Church
“That’s nearly three thousand quid for the
month! You can’t chuck money about

“What's

Iinpossible!
Hm.

and shook

inter-
all

53

three thousand quid to me?
interrupted Handforth tartly. “Take it,
Mr. Partridge! I give you my full
authority!” he added, with a wave of lus
hand. *In fact, you’d better take it for
three months.”

“Our client is ready °"to. rent the theatre
for three months,” said Mr. Partridge at
the telephone.  “Naturally, that will mean
a reduction.” How much? Splendid! Yes,
he will come round at once.”

He hung up, and beamed upon Ilandforth.

“Your suggestion of a quarter’s tenancy

was brilliant,” he said. “They are willing
to accept six hundred and ninety-nine

pounds weekly. A liberal reduction for any
renter of a West End theatre!”

“And—and it's all fixed?” asked Hand-
forth breathlessly. “I've got the Dominion
- Theatre for three months? Why, it’s one
of the biggest in London-—one of the newest,
too! I'll have my name right across the
ifront in electric II”htS!”

“Of course, there are a few formalities to
said Mr. Partridge. “Our own fec
must be added to the rent—but there is no
need to bother you with such. trifles as
that. 1t will be quite l'easonable—merely a
matter of twenty thousand or so.

“But—but that’s more than the rent!”
said Hardiorth, staring.

“Pouf! Why worry v7 asked Mr. Partridge
breezily. “If wyou will go round to the
Dominion Theatre at once, and ask for the
manager——  But I can see you are im-
patient. Good-bye, my bhoy. Come back to
me afterwards, if you like. Perhaps you
‘won’t think it necessary. We shall see.”

He swept Handforth out of the inner
office in an excess of genial effervescence.
The other juniors followed. Handforth had
no time to bid good-bye to the pretty girl

lerk—although he tried to catch her
But qomehow it seemed to Church that
distinetly winked at him. They all found
themselves outside. And they ail found
themselves considerably breathless.

“My  hat!” ejaculated McClure. “T’ve
never known such a speedy old buffer in all
my life! He fairly rushed us off our feet!”

she

“All these business men are full of push

and go,” said Ilandferth. “Like me. That's

eye.

why 1 shall be a great business man when
1 grow up.” |

g 'zhounht you were going to he a great
dctur"" asked Willy.

“I shall be a great actor, too!”

“And -a great detective by way of recrea-
tion, I suppose?” asked Willy. “You're
going to be a busy man, Ted! 1 like to see
it—1 like to see this desire for hard work.
There’s too much slackness nowadays.”

andforth sniffed.

“Anybody might think you were eighty-
five, by the way you talk,” he said tartly.
“W ell come on—let’s get to the Dominion
Theatre.” He looked away with a far-off
expression in his eyes. “Mine! Mine for
three months! AY last my ambition has

come truel
“You don’t expect that ¢ Trackett Grim’
months, do you?”

play to run for three
asked Church. “I shouldn’t be too opti-
mistie, old man—-"

“It’ll run for a year!” interrupted Hand-
forth. “You fEfHU“b haven’t got any idea
of business at all. You can't see an inch
beyond your giddy noses! What does it
matter about the rent of the place? If it's
packed at every performance, I shall make
thousands of pounds.”

“You're mad!” declared MecClure. “1
believe old Partridge is mad, too!  The
whole thing’s a swindle. No genuine -lawyer
would say the things that Mr. Partridge
said. Can’t you understand, Handy? You’re
the fellow who can see beyond your nose,
aren’t you? Can’t you see that it's a
colossal fraud? You've come into no
legacy!”

Handforth regarded him witheringly.

“It takes a elever chap to pull my leg!”
he retorted grimly. “Only this week I was
sayving to Nipper and Pitt that I could see
tbroaoh any disguise that ever happened!
And T told em that they’d ncver spoof me

if they lived until they were a hundred.”

“Oh!” said Willy slowly. “Oh!”
“What?” |

“Nothing!” replied his minor, with a
happy smile. “I\.othm" at all! Good old
Ted! So you're the chap who can’t be
spoofed? H'm! And to-day’s Thursday!”

“Thursday?” repeated Handforth. “What’s
that got to do with it?”

“Being the celebrated author of ‘ Trackett
Grim,” you oughtn’t to ask those questions,”
retorted Willy. “By }ngo! Thursday! Of
course, that explains the milk in the coco-
nut! That accounts for the juice in the
grape fruit.”

“BKh?" gasped Church,

“with a startied

expression. “Ob_ my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”
“I'm jiggered if I can see—-"" began
McClure. |

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Church.

“You—you cackling dummy!” roared
Handforth. “What's the joke?  Anything
particularly funny about fo-day being

Thursday ?” )
“It's a scream, old man,”
gently,

smiled Wiily



“And all this talk
orapes!” went on Handforth, with a glare.
“I'm blessed if I can see where they come

about coconuts and

in!  What’s Thursday got to .do with ity
“Thursday?” breathed Mc¢Clure, looking

ytartled in his turn, “You—you mean

¥h? Oh, ves! Ha, ha, hal”
“Good!” said Willy. “Go up onei”
“I didn’t see it at first,” gurgled McClure.

“I'd . forgotten— Handv, you chump,
don’t you know thai to-day is—"
“Yes!” howled Hoandforth, exasperated.

“If you tell me that to-day’s Thursday I'll
slaughter you! You——-g ou blithering chump!
D’you think 1 don’t know what day of the
week it is? I'mn fed up with all this pifile!
We're going o the Dominion Theatre 1o
take over control!”

Chureh and MceCiures collapsed into one
another’s arms.

“Shush!” said Willy mysteriously. “He’s
asking for if, so why should we deny him?Y

Go ahead, Ted! We don’t -want to. spoil
your great vplans for iaking XLondon by
storm.”?

“Another word, and I'll leave you all
behind!” said  Handforth darkly. “No,
that's enough! If you say anything, Mac,
I'll biff you! You can’t pull my leg! No-

body can puil my leg!”

“The idea!” said Willy, horrified.

This simple remark, for some reason, ssnt
Church and McClure mto fresh convulsions.
Adandforth was not mersly sxasperated, hui
furious. He didn’t s¢ e o sything Ianny in it

dt‘ al]- .
He led ihe vay oud into ihe busy'
thoroughfares and hailed a passing taxi

What dld he ecare about such expenditure
nowf Normally, he would have jumped on
a ’hus, but ’buses had gudupnlv hecome ridi-
ulous in his eyes.
“Dominion Theatre!” he
the driver.
And a
whirled throu

least tive miles

E;illd curtly to

3

were bheing

traffic

moment iater they
gh the Londeon

a0 houry,
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TATRE was
Ia.uc] edifice of

white sione—one of
Toﬂo“-a very latest theatres,
situated  in the heart of
the thea tuea} district. It
was so impoesing, in fact, that any other
feilow but Edward Oswald Haad{orth wouid
have heszitated io rent it.

But the leader of Study D marched boldly
in, curtly c<ocmmanding his attendants to
follow. For some reasen, they hesitated.
Even the redoubtable WV 1}1,? seralched his
head and hung back.

*H’m!? he mrttered, “I'm
sure !t

THE

Dot €0 Ny

—

eandidly.

‘this

“What’s that?” said landforth, pausing
as they got into the magnificent foyer.
“Come on! Don’t lag behind!”

“I--I think we’ll wait for you here, old
man,” said Church uneasily.

“Not likely!” retorted his leader. “We'll
all go into the manager’s office together.
None of your rot! Come on!”

“All right!” said Willy, with a wink at
the others. “Lead on!”

Fortunately, there was a beautiful
mahogany door in full sight—a door bearing
the legend, ‘“Manager.” It stood at the
top of some marble stairs—a few shallow -
stairs of immense width.

Handforth marched up them, and strode
straight inte the manager’s office. Willy,
followed by Churcn and MeClure, veered
past the door, and continued straight on.
It wasn’t until the door closed behind him

{ that Handforth realised that he was alone.

IIe had, of course, ‘ntruded upon the
inner privacy of the manager, barging in

without the least ceremony. The manager,
a stout, genial-looking gentleman, was en-
gaged 'in a particularly urgent interview
with an advertising expert. He looked up,
frowning.

“Well?” he asked sharply.

“I’'ve come!” said Handforth, advancing.

“T can sce that!” retorted the manager.
“What do you want? Who on earth told

1t you to come in without an appointment??”

“But I made an appointment—at least
Mr, Partridge did,” replied Edward Oswald.
“JIt’s fixed up. I've come here to take
control.”’

“ Control??”
of what??

““This theatre, of course.”

Both gentiemen stared
blankly.

“ Mad!”?

said the manager. ¢ Control

at Handforth

said the advertising expert

“ Forgive me, Mr. said the
manffger grimly.
interruption.
added, rising.
this joke?”
““Joke?*
rot——
“¢What?”?

Richardson,”
“Awfully sorry to have

Now, young man,?’ he
“What's the exact idea of
“Pon’t talk

said Handaforti.

“Pon’t be an ass!” said Handforth
coldly. “This appointment was fixed by
Messrs. Partridge, Haeckett & Partridge,

Didn’t Mr. Partridge ring you up on the
telephone?”’
The manager ~vas surprisingly patient.
“I am well aware- that most public
schools are home for the holidays to-day,”
he said grimly. Ay own son returns, a3
a matter of faet. And 1 know the date,

too. Young man, you'd better not pu sue
this nonsense——»

‘“The date!” interrupted H;mdforth,
staring. ‘“Are you going to tell me it’s
Thursday, too? I've rented this theatrei”’

“You've done what?» .



: “Pve theatre for seven hun-
deed pounds  a week.” said Handforth.
“But I'lt tell you what—I'll make it a
thousand pounds if T can take possession
at once., I'm not particular about a hun-
dred pounds or so. I'm going to produce
my own play here.”
“Well, I'll be hLanged!" said Mr. Rich-
ardson.
“So vou've rented this theatre, have
you?"” asked the manager, his voice cool
and smooth, but his ‘expression grim. A
splendid idea, my boy. Unfortunately, I've
never heard of Mr. Partridge, and still more
unfortunateiy., my contract makes it abso-
lutely Impossible to rent the theatre to
anvbody.” :
‘Handfortiy turpsd red.
“Look here, fthat’s not
game,” he said indignantly.

rented thag

playing the
“This is Iy

theatre, and I'm going to take over the
.management from this minute.”
The manazer tock him gently by the

suoulder.

““Of course, of course!” he said suanelv‘
4 But I'mm 110* quite so green, young man.
No, vou haven't caught me napping this
time. I am fully aware of the fact that
to-day is the first of the month.” :

He moved Handforth towards the door,
edged him outside, and closed the <doon
-again.- The key turned, and the dazed
Edward Oswald, bewx'.dered and confused;
heard the wound of hearty laughter. He

saw his chums at the bottom of the stairs

in the foyer.

© ¢ The frst of the month!” he sald

dreamily, as he joined them. ¢ Thursday!

What the dickens—— I'm blessed if I can

understand :
“Poor old Ted,” sighed Willy. *Didn’t

we tell you it was a spoof? You've had:

hieaps of clmnceg to reveal your deductnf

powers—and you've thrown every one of ’em

awvayiy

“ Deductive powers!” gasped his major.

€ Thursdm' The first of the monith! I
can’t se ?
"l‘he monfh »* gaid Willy, ¢is April.”
Handforth gave a vlolent start.

““ April 1st!” he yelled. ¢ You—you mean

w—— What! All Tool's Day! Ti
PO
He broke off, aghast.
¢ Bxactly ! Qaid,“m} sweetly, .
“Who did it?'" thundered Handforth.
S Who did it? I've been fooled! It’'s a

iape! Somebody's spoofed me!”

The box-office attendant appeared from

his lair,

“1 sav!” he protested
all this noise in here, you know!
shout about the p}ace—-——- n

““I've been fooled!’ hooted Handforth.

¢ My dear kid, I can

“It’s all right—we'll
8aid Chureh hastily.® ¢ My goodness!
a wonder he wasn't chucked out!”

“That’s where the j

¢ Vou can’t make

said

You can’t

ftake him out!"
It’s

jape’s gone wrong!”

“1 waz ex.

, Willy,
pecting -to .see him come down these stairs

shakingz nis .head.

with “the manager's hoot in the rear. I'm
biessed if X can understand how these good
people keep their tempers' The theatricai
profession is full of patient mortals!”
Somehow they - manceuvred Handforth
putside, and the first thing they saw was a
taxicab . immediately oppomte-——mth two
faces looking out of it The two faces

.were those of Mr. Pdltudge and his pretty

girl clerk.

“ By
thickly. '

“¢Splendid!”! exclaimed Mr.
Liis breezy way, as Handforth rushed up.
“Jump in, my box' And always remember
that he who brags is .iable to be japed.
How do you like your new theatre? A
‘nonderfm building! A mafrnmcent home
for. © Trackelt. (:Lnn g o

“You—you rc:tter”’ gurgled Handforth

He wrenched th: door open, and leapt
into the taxi before the occupants could
prevent him. - Church and MecClure - and
Willy "piled m, too—muchk to the indigna-
tion of the driver. But Mr. Partridge
waved a perempton hand.

The taxi moved off, and the occupants
glared at one another JAb least, Ldward
Oswald Handforth- glared at Mr. .Partridge.
’81 illy was wearing an expression of admlra-
ion.

George!-" brea.t_hed Handforth

Partridge in

“Jol'x;x" ‘g00d!” he commented. ¢ I'm
blessed if I eould see through the disguise
at first, Nipper, old man. Ope of the

cleverest bits of make-up I've ever sezn
L] G ' .

“ Muake-up!** gurgled Handforth.

Mr.” Partridge . gingerly pulled off his
whiskers, and then he remcved . a wig, and
applied some spirit liquid of some kind.
Gradually, tne features of Dick Hamilton
ntadde their appearance. |

““Nipper!” panted Handforth, staricg.

“Didn’t he do it splendidly?” asked the
girl.  “*0Onh, Ted! - Why didn’t you Kkiss me
good-bye when you left the office?”’

“Eh?” said Handforth feebly.

She pressed his -arm, -and gazed fondly
inte his eves. The other juniors watched
with ecstatic amusetment—particularly when
the young ladv removed her bohbed hair,
and pulled off Lialf an E}throw.

‘;Berme Pitt 1 s(ﬁd Handforth vr;th a wild
l"‘l'u T!l .

*Apnl fool!” said’ Reggie ' Pist .cheer~
fully,” “Dida’t ~we' do- it well. I1anm'r‘?
Nipper was simply 84 screem s the dud
lawyer! He pulled your leg until it nearly
came off! And you didn’t; guess a thing!”

"But—-aut thqt lefter’g’ breathed Hand-
forth., .
¢ Spoof!” exp! amed Llpper _“lou sald
that we comdnt pull” your“leg, Handy, so
we thought we'd try! And it’s the ﬁrst of

April, too. Could any day have becn
hetter? K you'll read that letter again,
yow'll fiad that it’s perfectly truthful.
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There was a Mr. Handforth died, but I
don’t think he’s any relative of yours—and
he left half-a-million to a public schoolboy,
ton. But the letter didn't say that it was
Fou 122

. “*Yeu—you rotters!’? snorted Handforth
~indignantly. “XNot that you fooled me!”’
he went on, with a sniff, ‘1 saw threugh
your make-up in the first minute! I was
just keeping up the joke—to spoof you!”

The other occupants of the taxi nearly
collapsed. :

“0f course, I borrowed that office for
the luncheon hour,” explained Nipper. It
belongs to a pal of the guv’nor’s. There’s
no firm as °‘Partridge, Hackett & Par-
-tridge.” Handy, it’s no geod. We’ve made
an April Fool of you, and you've got to
cadmit  1t.”?

Edward Oswald Handforth’s indignation
faded, and a slow grin overspread his rugged
features. ;

“By George, I have!” he said hand-
somely. “You bounders! You spoofed me
up to the giddy neck! As a matter of fact,
I'm glad—that half million would only have
been a beastly nuisance! Money’s more
trouble than it’s worth!”

“Spoken like a man!?” said Reggie Pitt
cheerfully, | .

CHAPTER VI1I.
HORACE STEVENS AT HOME.

shook his head.

“Thanks all - the

same, old man, but

Y’d rather mnot go in,” he

: said. “The 'mater is ex-

LR s pecting me, you know—I'm

pretty late already. It’s nearly tea-time,

and I told her I'd be home soon after
hunch.”?

“As you will, Brother Horace,” said

Browne. ‘Do not let me keep you from a

mother’s loving arms.”

““ Ass!?” said Stevens.

‘““Alack, sentiment is always misunder-
stood!”? sighed Browne. ¢‘“As you refuse
to enter the Browne mansion, I shall insist
upon driving you to Regent’s Park. No,
make no protest——*

“But I do make a protest,” interrupted
Stevens. “ You’re home now, old man. I
don’t want to drag you across London
again. 1 can' easily gét on a ’bus, or the
Underground.”’ Vad «

But William Napoleon Browne wouldn't
hear of if, - They were both seated in his
saloon ear, and it . was at a standstill
opposite an imposing, stately-looking man-
sion in Curgon..-Street, Mayfair.

This was the London home of Sir Rufus

Browne, K.C.—William Napoleon’s eminent
father.  Stevens was reluctant to go in.

It was nearly tea-time, and he felt that
he. would be pressed to stay.. He was

always welcome there. and, indeed, he felf !

7m0 g P ORACE STEVENS

quite at home—for Jduring the holidays he
usually spent half his time with his chuin.
In the Browne household Stevens was re-
garded almost as one of the family. In
just the same way, Browne had the privilege
of walking into Stevens’ home at any hour
of the day or night.

Stevens wanted to get home to his mother
—and he was particularly keen upon being
alone with her. Just recently a curious
little note had crept into her weekly letters.
Nothing very tangible—nothing that Horace
could get hold of. But he felt, rather than
understood, that everything was not exactly
as it should be.

The. journey from Curzon Street to
Regent’s Park was quickly accomplished in
the handy little car. But what a difference
in the neighbourhood! Not that Regent’s
Park was by any means common. Quite
the contrary. At the same time, it struck
a different note to Curzon Street, Mayfair.
And Stevens could hardly help comparing
the shabby genteel exterior of his own
home with that of Browne's. It was an
old house, facing the Park—old, -but never-
theless cheery. It needed painting, it needed
quite a number of renovations, but Stevens’
eyes were warm as he rvegarded it. |
- It was home. Browne's place might be
palatial, but Well, it was Browne’s,

‘““You’ll come in, old man?’” he  asked,
out of politeness, . .

‘“No, Brother Horace, you can’t work
that chestnut on me!” said Browne firmly.
“You refuse to enter my own shack, so I
shall therefore refuse to enter yours. Let
us nestle in the bosoms of our respective
families for an hour or so. Later, at an
appointed time, we will mingle. A theatre,
perhaps. A humble cinema, perchance. 1t
has always been one of my joys to know
that you are on the telephone. Thus, .
though we may be parted, we are still
within call” of one another. A cheery
thought, brother.”

He waved his hand, and the ecar glided
off. Stevens gripped his suit-case, pushed
the gate open, and walked up the gravel.
A minute later, he was embracing his
mother—who had, of course, been watehing
for him from one of the front windows.
Mrs. Stevens was not exactly a modern
mother. When her son came home from
school, she was there to welcome him.

She was rather a fragile lady, slim, pale-
featured, and showing the faded traces of a
former beauty. And there was something
inexpressibly charming and. gentle about
her. . Stevens seemed to envelope her, with
his bigness and clumsy ¢mbrace.

“ Awfully decent of you to be at the door,
mother,” he said happily. “But, I say.
You’re not looking too well, you know!” he
added, with concern. “You’re awfully pale,
and I don’t like those lines under your eyes.
Have you been sitting up till three o’clock
in the morning at bridge parties?”

Mrs, Stevens smiled
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“That's only your fun, Horry,”” she said
gently., *I don't think I even know how
to play Dbridge. I suppose I'm dreadfully
old-iashioned, but I prefer to live quietly.”

“Yes, it’s rottenly quiet for you, mother,’’
said Stevens, as he accompanied her into
the drawing-room. “It wasn’t so had when
TUnecle Peter was here, with Jack and Muriel.
Just like them to barge off to the South
of France. You ought to have gone with
them.”

“I haven’t been to the Rivierma for years,”
said Mrs. Stevens a trifle sadly.

Tea was all ready, and for ten minutes
or so Stevens chatted volubly about the
gossip of St. Frank’s. About Browne, and
about the school’s position in sports, and
suchlike trifles. But later, after the maid
had gone, he and his mother sat in the
drawing-room alone. And then Stevens told
her all about his recent acting experiences.

And gradually his enthusiasm increased.
He was modest concerning his achievements,

but there was no misunderstanding his
trend of talk.

“I tell you, mother, it’'s heen simply
wonderful!” he said joyfully. * Everybody’s
been so decent. Browne, particularly. He's

a corker. I shouldn’t have done anything
but for him.” ‘
“Must you call him
asked his mother.
“Who, Browne?’ he chuckled. “Nobody
calls him anything else, mother. It sounds
a bit rummy to you, perhaps, but I can’t
picture him as ‘ William,” or ° Napoleon.’
He’s generally ‘old Browne.” You ought
to have scen the way he produced ‘ Hamlet,’
with Mr. Noggs. And that play of dad’s,
too. By jingo, mother, it was wonderful!*’
“Your letters were wonderful, too,” said
Mrs., Stevens. 2
“When we have the next show—the public
performance—you’ve got to be on the spot,”
declared Horace enthusiastically. * None of
your excuses, you know. I can see a glorious
time ahead, mother, And later on, when
I'm at the ’Varsity, I shall have other
- chances. Think what I shall be able to
do in the 0.U.D.S. It’s simply too good to
think of.” |
“What i1s the 0.U.D.S., dear?”

Stevens Jooked utterly shocked.
““Oh, 1 say!’’ he protested. “You'll have

by his surname?’’

to run yourself up a bit, mother. The
Oxford University Dramatic Society, you
know. I'm hoping to Hallo! What on

earth—— Is anvthins wrone, mother?”’ he
' o o

added, with sudden concern.

“Nothing, Horry—nothing!’® she said
tremblingly.

“Here, dash it!” shouted Stevens. “O0h,
1 sayt”

He noted with. acute alarm, that his
mother was crying. Not very noticeably, but
her eves were distinetly dimmed. He nan

over {¢ her, and caught her in his arms,

“What’s the matter, mother?”
breathlessly.

“1t—it  was your references {o the
University, dear,” said Mrs. Stevens in a
whisper. “Your enthusiastic talk about
Oxford. Horry, dear, I'm afraid—— Oh, but
it seems so cruel! I knew I should have
to tell you before you went back, but I
was hoping »?  She paused.

“Tell me what?” he asked, with a eatch
in his voice.

“I don’t think you'll be able to -go to
Oxford, Horry dear,”’ said Mrs. Stevens,
looking at him with sad eyes. “I didn't
want to tell you—"

“Not—not 2o up to Oxford!” ejaculated

he asked

Stevens aghast. “But—but I'm expect-
ing—— I've always thought—— Mother!

Eéou—}'ou don't mean that we can’t afford
it?”

“Yes, Horry—that’s
said quietly.

what I mean,” she

CHAPTER VIII.
"~ THE BLOW.

HE shock was a
stupendous one.
Horace Stevens had

never given much
thought to financial matters.
He knew, of course, that
money had never been par-
ticularly plentiful. He had Leen obliged
to go easy at school, although, even so,
whenever ‘he had written home for extra
cash it had always arrived.

He had dimly appreciated the fact that
his father had left them with a safe, com-
fortable income. Nothing lavish, of course,
but plenty to get along with smoothly and
easily. He hadn’f really thought about
money at all. He had taken it for granted.
His mother had never made any reference
to it before. Yet she had always given him
to understand that he would go up to the
"Yarsity when the time came,

In a flash many things were revealed
to him, '

Those queer little unaccountabie purases
in his mother’s recent letters. Of course
she hadn’t told him anything, but he could
read between the lines now. In some way
that he couldn’t possibly understand momney
wasn't so plentiful as he had supposed.

He hadn’t the faintest idea, and perhaps
he would never know the actual truth, that
his mother had been denying herself con-
sistently and rigidly for his sake. He was
all that she had. And Horace had always
come first. His wants, his little require-
ments; there had alwayvs been money for
those things.

He didn't know how she had screwed,
how she had s=at for hours at times, wonder-

| ing how she could meet her regular montm;r



bills,
lately certain things

and keep on the right side.

which even Mrs. Stevens was afraid to
think of. ,
““Can’t afford it!’”> he muttered dully.

“But—but, mother!
not really short of money, are we?”

“No, dear, of course not,”’
Stevens quickly. *Not—not short. But
things aren’t quite as -prosperous as they
were with us. I didn’t want to tell you
anything about it, but—— It’s best that
you should know, Horace. If I allowed you
to go back to St. Frank’s next term with-
out telling you I should only worry. I'm
glad you know, dear. It will give you more
time to settle your mind.”

Stevens’ brain was -dulled,

“1—1 suppose I shall be able to go back
to St. Frank’s,” he asked bitterly.

“Yes, of course,” said Mrs. Stevens.
“How absurd, Horry. Of course you'll go
back to St. Frank’s. But it will be different
at Oxford. There are such heavy -expenses,
and I don’t-see how we can meet them. I
have tried to work it out, dear—oh, I've
iried until it all seems confused and
tangled. But I know it’s impossible, Horry.”
“But why?? he burst out. “Didn't dad
leave us with a regular income? HoOw is it
different now to what it was hefore?”

“You wouldn’t understand, dear——"3

“Oh, that’'s rot!” he bhurst out. “Sorry,
mother. = I—1 mean, I'm not a Kkid,” you
know. If there’s anything worrying you, I
ought' to know about it, especially if it’s
money. I'll even chuck up St. Frank’s if
I have to,” he added, with a deep breath.
“I'm not going to have you worrying your-
self ill and pale over financial affairs—-"

“It’s not so bad as that,” interrupted
Mrs. Stevens. “You know father left us
with comfortable securities, and until a year
of "two ago the income was very regular.
Of course, it has been a struggle since the
war, for expenses are so much higher now,
and the money hasn’t been greater. People
like us are hit very hard, Hora\,e Before
ithe war we were able to live in compara-
tive " luxury——7

“Yes, mum, I know!” muttered Stevens.

“ But—but what’s happened within the last
-year or two?? .

“1 don’t exactly knon,” she replied. *1I
-ean only tell’ ycu that some of our invest-
ments have lost their value. And so our
inconie ic proportionately less. And AMr.
Tudor tells me there is no hope 6f improve-
ment.” . _

8 ¥ ¢ very Saturday, Price 2d-

I thought—— We're

said Mrs.

out of that,

_THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY (R ==

: And
had been happening

“0ld Tudor wouldn’t say that unless he
meant it,” said Stevens, with a gloomly nod.
“He’s been our family lawyer since grand-
father’s time, hasn’t he, and he’s a bit of
a crock himself by now——"

“Mr, Tudor is old, but he’s as kecen as
ever,”> Interrupted Mrs. Stevens quickly.
“And he’s heen good, too. You don’t

realise, Horry. I found that he was paying
us more money than was due to us. Of
course I stopped it at once. I couldn’t
allow a thing like that.”

“Good old Tudor!’’ said Stevens. “ That’s
just the sort of thing he would do. But
just. imagine, I never thought—— Hang

it, this is awful, mother!
It’s not fair to you—-"

He hbroke off, and paced up and doswn the
drawing-room. The shock wasn’t quite so
bad now. The cruyel edge of the blow had

short of money,

worn off a ftrifle. All his ambiltions were
suddenly blighted; but he was a good-
natured sort of {fellow, and calm and
generous, 1oo.

“I'll tell you what, mother,” he said
suddenly. “T’ll go into this acting business
stronger than ever. By Jove, I've got a
chance, you know! There’s Mr. Eronson,

he wants me to appear at a special matinee
in London. Something ‘decent might come
too. It’s just on the cards-
that I could get a real engagement—with a
real salary.” The thought made him breath-
less. *“A real salary, mother! “Wouldn't
that be topping?” : '
She smiled at the absurdity of it.
“Horry, dear, you mustn’t get these ideas
into your head,”’ she said gently. ‘There’s
no need for you to earn your living yet——"

“I’m over seventeen, mother.”’ _
she

“Yes, and a ﬁm,, healthy boy,”
nodded proudly. “If you had to, Horace,
I know you'd go out to work. But I'm

going to keep 'you at St. Frank’s until you
are through the Sixth.”

“All the same, mother, I'll seize every
acting chance I can!” he declared. * And
then, when I DO have to- earn my living I
shall have something tangible to start witn.
I hate business. I couldn’t stick in an
office, mum. I'm as keen as mustard on
going on the stage!”

He was so thrilled with the idea that he
couldn’t keep still. His pacing continued,
and he even came to the conclusion that
there would be a iot of compensation if he
had to leave St. Frank’s. He had revelled
in his recent stage experiences, and the
possibility that they - would become real
stirred his every fibre.

“There’s dad’s play, too,”” he wenbt on.
“You . don’t know how marvellous it Iis,
mother. Browne says he’s going to produce

it at old Noggs’ Theatre next telm——\utnm

the month too. 1 say, you know, we might
he able to sell it!” he added, }s-'jth a sudden
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thoughnt., “Perhaps Mr. Crowson would put
it on in London.’

This was a fresh thrill.
. “It would be a success, too,” he said
eagerly. “I fell you, mother, it would make
a tremendous hit. I know it. DPeople make
tens of thousands out of plays, you know.
Think what it would mean if we could sell
father’s play, and have it produced——" .

“You mustn't get these ideas, Horry,”
interrupted Mrs. Stevens, looking at him
anxiously. “They’re all wild—they’re all
hopeless.

You mustn’t get so excited.”

S WEFKLY

vou have been wonderful. I'm only think.
ing of wnat other people will say. They are
so- hard, dear. You must remember fthat
vour father died practically unknown. D¢
we ever hear his name menfioned now?
Yet yvears ago he was one of the wmost
talented actors on the British stage. His
plays ”"—Mrs. Stevens sighed—*his plays
were better than any I've ever seen on the
stage, and vet they only cost him a lot of
money. Your father lost heavily, Horace.
So why should you get such hopeless ideas
about this one you have been acting in?"
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Handforth had, of course, intruded u

office, barging in without the least cerémony.

pon the inner privacy of the manager's

|

“Tm not eﬁcited!” denied  Stevens,
flushing,

“But you are talking of dreams, dear,”
said his mother. *“Life is a very different
thing from what you have been led to
imagine, As a schoolboy, you have created
quite a big impression. People think you
have acted wonderfully in that little theatre.
Buf that's because you ARE a schoolboy.
It would be very different if you went after
a3 real job.”’

“1 say, that’s hardly fair, mother.”

“I'm not trying to belittle what you have

e ]

“PBut it's different, mother,”” he insisted.
“¢Thne Shird Chance’ was uever produced
in  London—or anyvwhere else. Browne
nearly went mad about it, and old Noggs
was full of enthusiasm, too. Browne means
to have some big people at that first public
show, and perhaps X

“No, Horace, you mustn’'t think of it,”
said his mother gently. “You mustn’t get
these ideas. They’ll only lead you to a ter-
rible disappointment later. But we can’t
talk like this all the evening, can we? Let
me hear about vour work at Sf. Frank's—

done, Horace,” she said quietly., “I Lknow |

| your games and your sportﬁs.”



comehow she managed to get him off the j It was Saturday morning,

'subject of the *:.taﬂe, but although he
talked of other things, his mind was still
centred upon matters theatrical.
‘When he went to bed that night, however,
he felt depressed and miserable.

His mother’s words came back to him, her’
half.

doubts and her warnings. He had
expected her to encoura% him, to urge him
on with his stage work. Butb it seemed that
she was anxious to divert his mind from it.

And to MHorace Stevens there was nothing
else that really mattered. 1lle was troubled,
and the immediate future wasn’'t particu-
larly rosy, either. He would be afraid to
ask for a shiiling; he wouldn’t be comtort-
able in using his ordinary pocket money.

And .yvet he daren’t breathe a word about
it to Browne, because Browne would imme-
diately offer him some cash. And that, of
course, was unthinkable. Besides,
couldn’t possibly tell a living soul about his
mother’s financial troubles. ;

iIe went to sleep at last, his final waking
sensation being one of nrloom and unhlppl-
ness.

CII.-HPTE_R I1X.:
A SURPmsmG DISCOVERY.

_ ILLIAM NAPO-
'1 LEON . BROWNE
. glanced at - his

watch and shook
his head. _
. ““Late, Brother Horace—
late!” he said  severely,

“W hat is this? Has my old college chum
developed procrastination as one of his
vices? . Have you been putting off matters
at my exppnse‘? CAlways remermber the good
old saying: “ Procrastination is- 2 banana-
peel that has caused the downfall of many

a ‘man.” I should hate to see you skid on
it, brother,” .
Stevens grinned.

“How late am 12 he asked bluntly.

“I will confess the lapse is not seriousg,?’
admitted Browne. “To be exact, you are
one minute late.”

**Then don’t rot, old man.”

““Always remember, Brother Iorace, that
a minute i1s a period of time that can

never be recovered. A ;;ohlen minute, set
with sixty j'ewelled seconds! They flash.
sardonically as they flit by. Never lose
those precious jewels, brother,”

* You've Jost abowt two hundred and forty
of ‘em since I arrived,” said Stevens
pointedly.

Erowne ,]163;1?61;1 a sight

“* That, of course, is where we fail to run
in paralel grooves,” he replied. "1 have

spent those \aludble seconds in attemptmw.

Bnt, alas
'Brot-her

- 1o give you a dose of wisdom,.
vou are’ a negative subject,
Horace.” _
They were
Mr. Justice

in the lofty hall of
Mayfair

standing
Browne’s

he

| singularly

-to me as a

residence..
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and it could he
fairly accepted that the Easter holidays
had commenced. Good Friday was over,
with its enforced quietness, and not many
of the St. Frank's fellows were sorry.

““Ah, Horace, how do you do?*

Stevens turned, and found Sir Rufus
shaking bhands with him. Browne’s pater
was a very distinguished-looking gentleman—
tall, wupright, and immaculate. le was
clean-shaven, with a firm jaw which gave
him an appearance of hard relentlessness.
But his humorous eyes and his genial smile
were a true indication of his real character.

“ Awfully pleased to see you again, sir,”’
said Stevens. “I just came along to meet
William, I mean, Napoleon. That is, old
Browne, sir.” Stevens paused, - confused.
“Sorry, Sir Rufus! I mean——"’ ‘

“Just so!” smiled Sir Rufus Browne,
famous at the Bar as Alr. Justice Browne,
the eminent judge. *‘I will agree to the
name William. But my enterprising son was
never christened ° Napoleon.’ That 1is
entirely an addition of his own, .and one
which I refuse to recognise.”

“But one which, at the same time, i3
fitting,”” put in Browne calmly.
““Think of Napoleon’s attributes, pater—
and think of mine. What -is the result?
Merely one thought!® :

“ It is fortunate that Hora,ce underatanus
you, Billy,”” said his father. *“I fear that
most strangers regard you -as .an extra-
ordinary boy They would mnot be far
wrong,”> he added drily.

He went off, and Browne shook himself,
At the mention of the name- “ Billy,” he
had distinctly winced.

““These parents are difficult people to
get .on with,” he said gravely. “Perhaps
you have noticed it, Brother liorace? Tlie
pater is a acod sart—one  of the best.
Indeed, since I take after him, how can
he be otherwise? But lLe possesses these
curious and unaccountable habits. He in-
sists upon calling me Billy, Billy! Un-
questionably the most scarred and worm-
eaten name that could be applied to such
an imposing personage as myself. You
might also have observed that he referred
boy. Al, Brother Hmace
there are moments when we suffer acutely.’

e reached for his hat, and they sallied
out into .-the brlght morfiing sunshine. 16
was nearly cleven o’clock, and they had an
‘tppomtment with Alr. -’&llfll‘:tll': Crowson at
the Pall JMall Theatre abt eleven-thirty.
Stevens was all agog to hear what Mr.
Crowson would lnw to say. A wild hope

had taken possessicn of him that that
special matinde would hbe possible during

the holidays, Then his mother would be

~able to see what he could do!

indication that the
Easter would be a fine one. It was fypical
April weather, and London gloried for once
in a dazzling blue sky, with patchea of soff,

There was every

white, ﬂecr’v clouds.
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“We might get a shower or two, but
they'd only be seasonable,”” remarked
Stevensg, his spirits responding to the bril-
diance of the day. “By Jove, I'm im-
patient to see Mr. Crowson. 1 hope to good-
ness he’ll fix things up, Browne.”

““YWe must be prepared for a few sand-
banks, Brother llorace,” said Browne warn-
ingly. “We must be on the look-out for
a rock or two. I have every reason to
regard Brother Crowson as a man of in-
tegrity, but it is remotely possible that he
may place other business before ours, These
tlh:eatrical people are of a rare and remark-
able vintage. One must be prepared for
anyvthing.”

“I’'ve got an idea he’ll turn up trumps.”

“Let us trust that your prophetic faculty

is in full working order this 1morning,
Brother llorace,” said Browne. “You will
observe the gay decorations along the

routes,” he added, indicating a number of
flags which flew bravely in the breeze. It
is gratifying to see that they have recog-
nised our presence.”

Stevens grinned. There were certainly a
number of flags about, but Stevens had
a vague idea that royalty was about, too.
It suited Browne’s mood to attribute these
decorations to himself.

They walked to the Pall Mall Theatre—a
mere stroll down Piccadilly—and then a cut
through Lower Regent Street. And they
arrived practically on the stroke of eleven-
thirty. :

Browne was resplendent in .striped}
trousers, morning coat, and topper. In
such attire, he looked much older than his
~actual vears, and his manner was that of
a full-blown man about town. Once or
twice he had glanced at Stevens with a
pained look in his eye. For his chum was

/

~clad in somewhat baggy flannels, with a
sports coat — free-and-easy  holiday rig.
Hardly the costume for &« rising young
actor.

But Browne forbore any comment. With
a rare intuition, he seemed to know that
Stevens was not in a position to startle

London as he himself was doing—or as he
aszured himself he was doing

Stevens’ spirits remained high. On the
previous day, after that fit of depression
had worked off, he had spent many quiet
hours at home, and by now he was resigned
to the prospect of starting life without
going up to Oxford. Mis whole interest
was centred in the theatre.

And then he received .a jar.

Mr. Auguztus Crowson sent down a mes-
sace, accompanied with his extreme re-
crets, to the effect that unforeseen busi-
ness forhade him interviewing the two
callers, Would they look him up after the
holidays?

“ After the lLolidays?" =aid Stevensz, when
he and Browne found themselves out in
the street again. “ But—but he hasn't made
any definite appointment.”” lis face was
almost pale with disappeintment., “1 say,

l

Browne, how utterly rotten! That matinée,
you know! I—I thought &

““Ah, these managers!” said Drowne,
frowning. ““These theatrical people. Are
they not all the same? A mottled lot,
Brother liorace! A piebald race! As un-
reliable as the April weather,”” he added,
as a shower comnmenced. ‘1 fear this has
been a mnasty jab in the ribs for you.
Accept my heartfelt condolences., brother.
But always remember that life is full of
such blows. Fate is ever waiting with &
mallet.”’
l_Stevens had a heavy, solid Iump within
1in.,

¢“I thought we were going to fix things
up,” he muttered. ¢ And now it's left un-

settled. We might not get a chance—
Oh, hang! And I told the mater that I .
was going to fix the date!™ 1lis mouth

assumed a rueful twist., *Of course, she’li
just smile and say nothing. Confound it!
I shall simply look an awful ass!”

“Nature,” said Browne, ¢‘‘cannot, of
course, be denied. You must learn to
accept these sad facts, brother.- We can
only look as we are made. Why remind
yourself of such painful realities? 1 could
make many observations concerning your
appearance, but I will forbear. You are
already suffering.”

Stevens hardly heard him. The shower
turned out to be a mere drop or two, and
they were now walking into the Haymarket.
They were, in fact, passing the Emperot
Theatre, and Browne paused.

““What have we here?” he asked, glane-
ing at one of the attractive playbills
“Ah! A first night, Brother Horace! A
singular day for such an event, but by no
means unprecedented. To-night we are to
have the first performance of ‘ The Whirl-
pool,” by i _

He broke off, and for once he allowed
Limself to be surprised.

“But what is this?"’ he said softly. ** The
Whirlpool,” by Roger Barton. Surely that

~name brings vivid memories flooding back?

Roger Barton! A name that is synony-
mous with such terms as * dirty dog,” ‘. filthy

{ Richard,” and * artful dodger.”

¢ Roger Barton:!” Stevens.

“Well, I'm hanged!"

ejaculated

At .

(CIHAPTER X.
“ THE WHIRLPOOL."

OGER DBARTON'!
The name, indeed,
conjured. up mMemo-
ries For it was
. &1 Roger Barton who had beewn
0 5 l closelyv  uassociated quite re-
| cently with DMr. Andrew
Sylvanuz  Noggs, the picturesque old

showntan who owned the travelling theatre.

Darton it was who had attempted tc
fleece Mr. Noggs out of his lawful properfr.
3ut the St. Irank’s fellows, by their timeig



aid, had ruined Barton’s scheme, and they
had literally kicked him out of the district.

And here weas his name outside the
Emperor Theatre, one of the best in
London! And his name appeared as the
author of the forthcoming play! Neither
Browne nor Stevens had ever regarded
Roger Barton as a playwright.

“It can’t* be the same man,’” said

Stevens, at last.

“1 will confess the name is not exactly
unique, but I fear there is no doubt regard-
ing the point,”> replied Browne. *This
Roger Barton, brother, is undoubtedly our
Roger Barton. While despising the creature
with a healthy vim,-I am nevertheless
curious regarding his play.”

1 don’t believe he ever wrote a play!”

“In that belief, 1 am inclined to join
you,” said Browne. “ Brother Barton is the
type of reptile who would purloin anothgar
man’s brains as airily as a .fag will demolish
a doughnut. We already know that Brother
B'nton is devoid of any moral sense—we
have discovered that he is lacking in every
honest attribute,”

“And here we find his name outside cne
of the leading West End theatres,” =said
Stevens rmmly “How is it, old man, that
these people get on? It seems to me the
wickeder you are, the luckier you are!”

Browne shook his head.

“A fatal philosophy, Brother Horace,” he
said firmly. It may appear that such
rascals flourish like dandelions on a lawn,
but it is a false impression. Similarly to
dandelions, they are soon plucked out by
the roots. KEre long, an earthy gentleman
with a trowel comes along and ruthlessly
hurls them into the weed pile. Such is iife,

brother. 'The unscrupulous .may have a
meteoric rise, but their fall -is just as
speedy. An honest man, on the other hand,

advances slowly, laboriously—but when he
reaches the summit, he stays there.
Philosophy by William Napoleon Browne.. 1
make no charges for these wise remarks.”

“1 expect you're right, though,’* said
Stevens nodding. *“There’s not much fun
in going crooked, old man. A chap may

meet with success for a time, but it doesn’t
last. I'd like to see this play, you know,"
he added. “Just out of curiosity. I can’t
believe Barton would write anything decent.”

“You would like to see it?” observed
Browne. *“In that case, Brother Horace,
you shall see it. 1 have spoken. Let us

venture within, and see what the fates can
pfier us.” |

“It’s no good,” said Stevens. “We shan’t
get any seats You know what these first
Il]"htb are—they have special crowds in the
stalls. Everybody’s invited, or—-"

But Browne was already stndin" into the
foyer. He placed his head ag 1n-t the Lox-
office, and beamed benevolent]y upon the
gentleman who presided therein.

“Kindly show me an assortment of your
hest tickets,” he said genially.

“Tor to- lllﬁht sir®

{ hour in a picture theatre, and so on,
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“For to-night!”

“Sorry, sir, but I'm afraid we’re booked
right up-———” ‘

““Then let me urge you to think again,”
said Browne firmly. 1 require two stalls.
Or a box. Or two seats in the dress circle,
You see, I give you a choice. Allow me.”

He presented his father’s card, and the
box-office keeper stared.

“My father,” said Browne smoothly.

“Just a minute, sir!”

The man vanished, and returned after a
minute or two, discovering that he had a
couple of stalls left. They were at the end
of a row—7for which he apologised—but they
were the best he could manage. Browne
took the tickets, paid for them, and uttered
2 few gracious words of thanks. Then he
rejoined ‘Stevers and anpounced the
tnumnh

“ A murky plece of work, I fear, but we;
at least, have the tickets,” he added. *You
will observe, Brother Horace, that the u:-
happy man in the street has little or no
chance. But the magic of a great name is
not to be denied. It is sad. 1 must confess
that I feel guilty.”

“Well, we’ve got the tickets—and that’s
the main thing,” said Stevens. ¢ Fourtcen
bob each, eh? I say, that’s a price! You
shouldn’t -

“Enough!” interrupted Browne. “Let us
wend our way sedately to the pater’s club,
and partake of luncheon. Then a riotous
home
for tea. A hectic programme, brother.”

They had previously decided to go to some
theatre or other that night, so it was doubly
interesting to attend a *“first night,” and
to see what Roger Barton could place before
the public.

And they were not the only St. I‘ra
fellows who displayed this interest.

Later on in the day—at about six o’clock,
to be exact—Dick Hamilton & Co. met
Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent in Picea-
dilly Circus. They were joined almost at
once by Handforth, Church and McClure—
and then by Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey.
Almost before they had exchanged greetings,
John Busterfield Boots, lirnest Lawrence,
and Bob Christine appealed.

“There’s half the giddy school here!” said
Handforth, as he looked round. ¢ Good!
Just what we wanted! How about descend-
ing upon one of the theatres, and booking
some seats?”

““That’s the verv idea of this muster,”
said Nipper, nodding. “We thought if
rather a good idea to kave an evening out.
Later on, we’ll make plans for Bank Holiday.
What about suggestions for to-night?”

“I vote for ‘A Cuckoo in the XNest,"’2
declared Handforth.

“tIs Zat So!’”
firmly.

“Yes, it is!”?

“Good gad!” said Archie, starting. “1
wasn’t commenting upon’ your choice, oid
article! 1 was merely suggesting that we

said Archie Glenthorne



should see “Is Zat So?’
a frightfully juicy piece of work. I mean to
say, one of those bally affairs where a
chappie expires after every dashed act!”
“The best thing we can do is to see which
theatre has got any seats left,” said Nipper
practically: 1 don't suppose we shall find
many. It’s holiday time, don’t forget. Let’s
stroll round.”
%A frightfully brainy suggestion,” agreed
Archie.
“Come on, then!”

I've heard that it's

said Handforth.

During the course of that stroll, they
happened to pass the Emperor Theatre.

And it was Nipper who caught Roger Bar-

ton’s name, and halted.

“By Jovel”
this!” |

They were just as surprised as Browne
and Stevens had been. Handforth, indeed,
was inclined to be highly indignant. It was
like Roger Barton’s nerve to have his beastly
name outside a West End theatre!

“There’s something fishy about this!”
said Reggie Pitt, chakmg his head. “It’s
onl_s a week or two ago that Barton was
trying to twist poor old Noggs. I was
reading in to-day’s paper that this show
—* The Whirlpool —had been rushed through
rehearsals at express speed, but I didn’t
know Barton was the author. I wouldn’t
credit him with writing a play at all!”

Curiosity impelled the juniors to apply for
seats—for they, too, thought it would be an
excellent idea to witness this first night.
Th{-:«}I .are not so lucky as Browne, however.

he ““ Look

ejaculated. at

There were no seats to be obtained. Even
Nipper failed in the quec;t Several hours
had passed since Browne’s success, and a
duke himself couldn’t have bought a seat
now. ' '

“There’s only one thing for it,” said

Nipper briskly.
the pit gueue.
time.”

“The queue!” said Christine.
thought they’d abandoned queiles?”

“They’re having a little game at present,”
explained \1ppe1 drily. “They abandon
them omne week and start them again the
next! One of their little jokes, T expect.
Anyhow, there’s a queue here, so we'll gef
into it.” _

“0dds, horrors and shocks!” said Archie
GlenthoAn'e “Not really, laddie? I mean
to say, this is ?Ilﬂnufuilv sudden. I object
to these dasied queues on principle. 1
shan't have the bally strength to last out,
old darlings! The dashed tissues won't
stand the strain.”

“It’ll only be a short “.:ut, Archie,” said

Pitt cheprfull S
: That sounds somewhat bhet-

“We shall have to get into
Come on—we may just be in

“But I

“What-ho!
ter.”

“Ten past six-now,” said Nipper. “ They'll
Pl‘omhlj} Iot us in at C‘l“ll" o'clock. . Under
two hours.”

This struck Archie as
absolutely poisonous,
vain, With the rest,

heing utterly and
but he protested in
he was hustled into

-

{he queue—which, fortunately, had only Ju.:t
commenced to form. So the St. Frank’s
crowd was certain of front seats in the p:t
The exceptionally fine weather—and the close
proximity of Easter Monday—were probably
accountable for the poor attendance.. The
public has 2 habit of neglecting the theatres
just before any big national holiday.

Thus it came about that a very representa-
tive gathering of St. Frank’s fellows were
in the Emperor Theatre before the rise of
thie curtain that night to witness Roger
Barton’s play.

They were destined fo receive a staggering
shock.

CHAPTER XL
THE BOMBSHELL.

DFOR"‘H stared.

“Great Scott!” hg
ejaculated, standing
.up. ““Look there!” .
. He and his chums were in
the front row, and thus were
in. a position to examine ail
the smartly attired first-nighters as they
came into the stalls. And at this moment
two young gentlemen in evening dress ap-
peared. One of them, judging by his de-
meanour, appeared fo be under the impres-
sion that the theatre belonged to him.

“Browne!” grinned 1\.mper “ Browne and
Stevens! This is where we retire info our
little sheils, my lads! We're only the rank
and file. ‘\Tcﬂ;hlnrr so common as the pit for
those Fifth Form bounders!”

“The nerve of it!” roared. Handforth in-
dignantly. < They’ve got stalls, and we’'ve
got to be satisfied with the pit! Of all the
giddy sauce!”

William XNapoleon Browne about to seat
himself, glanced at Stewens, and placed &

hand to his ear.
“Hush!” he said. “What is that, Brother .
Surely it is the cry of the Hand-

Horace?
forth bird in full song?”

Stevens looked round grinning.

“Well, I'm jiggered! » he said. “ There's
about half the Remove in the pit! Cheerio,
yvou fellows!” he-added, waving his hand. * I
admire vour pluck! How Ilong did you
have to wait in the queue?”

“You lucky bounders!” sang out one of
the juniors.

“Yvening dress, too!” shouted another.

“YWhile deprecating this exchange of com-
pliments across the theatre, I can do nothing
but ijcin in the general greeting,” observed
Browne genially. ¢ Hail, brothers! I gather
that vou were drawn into this edifice by the
same eddy which swirled DBrother Horace
and myself along? Splendid! Later, aad
under more convenient c:rcumqtances T trust
that we shall compare notes.”

“I'll bet the show’s going to be rottea!”
said Handforth loudly. “It’s bound to be
rotten if Barton’s written 1‘ X

“Shush, you assl”



“Rats!”

The pit, on the whole, regarded this un-
expected cross-talk as a welcome diversion.
But it must be confessed that the stalls felt
shocked. Browne and Stevens came in. for
a number of severe, cold stares. 1t pleased
Browne’s mood to disregard them entirely.

“Let us be truly democratie!” he =aid
smoothly. * There may be a barrier between
this section of the house and that at thc
rear—but who are we to make distinctions
Brothers, I congratulate you upen the com-
pany you are Keeping.”

“Dry up, you chump!”
uith a chuckle. * Everybedy’s
us.”

Bmwnﬁ sqt down, :md smiled.

“ An experience which is by no means nui-
comizon to us,” he said, as he opened- his
programme. “At times, this nero worship
is somcwhat embarrassing, but w2 must be
brave, and endure it. If you will glance
discreetly round, you will observe the young
Indies whispering to one apother. Whai are
they saying? Is it not obvious? They are
whispering. *‘ Look! There is Browne! How
I wish I had a seat next to him!’ It i3
sometimes distressing to be 0 good look-
ing. You have no idea of the fluiters which
are even now disturbing so many Ieminine
hearts.”

“You hopeless idiot!” grinned Stevens,

- He examined his own programme, and be-
came thoughtful. There was something
curiously familiar about the characters in
the play, and abouf the arrangement of the
scenes. Then he suddenly jumped to it.

“I'm! This play of Barton’s is on the
same style as my pater’s,” he commented.
“ Nothing rummy in that, of course—but 1
couldn’t help noticing it. Just abhous the
same number of cl}amcters, and the acts
are similar, too. If the resemblancs -goes
any further I'll eat my hat!”

“Pray do not devour mine by mistake,”
saild  Browne councernedly. “* Remember,
brother, that the weather is showery.”

Browne was struck by the curious simil-
arity, too. He had produesd * The Third
Chance,” and had played an important part
in it. He knew every character and every
scene by heart. And there was someihing
remarkably reminiscent in the arrangement
of Roger Barton’s cast. In fact, Browne
permitted a sudden, startled exprmb}eu to

muttered Stavens,
L at

staring

shoot into his eyes, but he did not let
Stevens sece it. )
All the same, he was remarkably zilent

until the curtain went up. A ilenzeness
seemed to have come over him—a cavious
expectancy. Stevens had given himself up
to the task of investigating a hox of
chocolates, appreciating the orchestiral music
in the meantime,

““0ld Barton saw that play of mine, didn’t
he?>” he remarked, after a while. “I wonder
if the rotter pinched the general idea of it?
I don’t suppose so, though,” he added. * He
nniy saw a part of i, aﬂd there wasn'y Lime
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I tray,

]

gazing

“Hush!” said Browne softly.
The lights had been lowered,

and the cur-
tain was just gomg up. The captain of the
Fifth was gripping his seat with strange
intensity. He nad a presentiment that a
shoek was coming—and he was acutely
afraid of Stevens. He held himseil ready
to act at a second’s notice. : '

The curtain rose, revealing the bright,
cheerful ‘interior of a country house lounge-
hall—a esplendid set, with the sunlight
streaming through an open doorway, with
flowers growing round the latticed windows,
and with a stately staircase leading up-
wards.,

There were two characters aheady on the
stage—an aged manservant, carrying a silver
and a fresh, young girl in a bright
summer frock. She was swinging a tennis
racket, and had just come indoors.

““0Oh, there you are, Parsons,” were ler
opening words., *“‘Is the poszt in? You've
got a letter for me, haven’t you?”’

“1 am sorry, Miss Edna—-7

“But you must have, Parsons!® the gnl
ingisted. ‘‘In fact, you've got two! They’ re
bound to bhe here by this morning’s post.”

William Napoleon Browne grasped
Stevens’s arm as it rested upon the stall,
and gripped it hard. He felt his com-
panion’s muscles tauten,

‘* Steady, brother—steady!” he murmured.

Horace Stevens uttered a choking, inar-
ticulate sound. He sat there, his nerves
stretched, and his eyes staring. He had
gong as white as a sheet. And he was
at the stage in a sudden blind
frenzy of amazement, ;

At the first sight of the “set? he had
started—and at the sight of the two
charvacters he had felt a curious tremor
ripple down his spine. Then those opening
words had come—words whieh burned them-
selves into his brain., He sat there, dumb-

founded.
“1t’s—it’'s my father's!”’ he suddenly bursé
out. -‘Browne! This—this play! It’s—it’'s

*The Third Chance’ !>’

But Browne needed no telling,

He had guessed the truth, even before the
curtain rose—but now he was convinced.
The same scene, the same characters, the
same words Nothing altered except the
names, the places, and the title.

Stevens was lL..e a fellow in a trance. He
half rose in his seat, staring at the stage—
staring. He heard the words dimly. And
they seemied to throb upon his consciousness
like the blows of a hammer.

“ Hush !>* breathed Browne, his voice full
of calm restraint., *“Be careful, brother;
I appreciate ycur feelings, but I urge you
to contain yourself.*

And then, svddenly, Stevens came oui of
that trance. Something seemed to break in
his brain. He hadn’t heqrd Browne at all.
He didn't even know that his chum was
sitting next to him. The whole theatre was
something apart. He staggered to his ;e‘*t}
and 3tood there, panting.



Lg%
es———— s :

“ My father’

““ Hush ! Hmh

“8it down, you young fool!”?

From every section of the stalle came the
angry outbursts. For a second the action
of the play was held up. People were turn-
ing round in their seats, staring. There was
something intensely dramatic about this boy
—this young fellow who stood there, his
eyes blazing, and his face like chalk,

And from the pit came an echoing up-
roar—a murmuring of amazed voices, with
one raised in particular,

¢ It’s Stevens’ play:!”’

¢ Quiet, Handy !»
‘' The Third Chance’®!”

“X tell you, it's
came Handforth’s voice. * Barton pinched
The thieving blackguard!™

p 2

111&} he shonfed.

it! 'The rotter!
““ Keep quiet, there!®
““ Hush !*»?

From every quarter of the house, now,
came the angry command,

“Stop!” shouted Stevens thickly. <¢Stop
this show! I won’t let it go on! I won’t

allow——2
B}lt ‘his voice was Jdrowned
of indignant protest.

in the storm

CHAPTER XII.
" THE STOLEN PLAY.

HE atmosphere of the
th‘ezitre was elec-
trical.

Within two minutes
of the rize of the ecurtain
the action of the play was
held up—the . unfortunate
people «n the stage were helpless. Attend-
ants were staring, aghast., Somebody was
~rushine for the manager.

But it was Willilam Napoleon Browne who
saved the situation.

‘* Brother Horace, sit down!?” he said
cuietly. ' '

As he spoke, he dragged Stevens down
into his seat. He held him there, Grip-

ping his arm, ho forced him back.

“But But—=" Stevens gulped help-
lessly,

*“Nothing can be done by crealing a
scene!” whispered Browne steadily. 1
urge you to control yourself, old man.
ThEae people or the stage are not to blame.
D2 not cause them unnecessary pain by a
thoughtless act. The audience has a right
to quietness, too.*

The calm words, aeccompanied by Browne’s
-actions, restored Stevens to a semblance of
sanity. He suddenly hecame limp, and lay
back, breathing hard.

i Keep quiet, Brother Horaeef”' whis-
pered Browne. ‘Promise- me that you will
keep quiet.” '
- Tl keep quiet!* mutue‘cd Stevens.

“On your honour?”

“ On—my—honour ¥
.. The words came out in such a low {one
vhat Browne could secarcely catech them,
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-calmed down,

Stevens rushed over to his mother,
and caught her in his arms.

‘* What’'s the matter, motheir 79

he asked breathlessly.

But he was satisfied, He was intensely re-
lieved too. A scene would have been dis-
tressing—and utterly valueless. The play
had started, and nothing on earth could
alter this outrage now. Browne was farther
relieved to ncte a smothered confusion of
small sounds from the pit.” The juniors, too,
had managed to hoid themselves in,

The play went on—and the audience
The . brief sensation was for-
gotten. It was merely thought that some
young fool had heen admitted in a semi-
intoxicated condition.

‘Horace Stevens sat in his stall, trembling
in every limb, The first mad rage had
passed. He had seen red during that
moment, and it was only Browne’s strong
personality which had won.

Browne himeself was nearly blind with.
anger, but he had a wonderiul conirol. In
a burst of dazzling realisation, he knew the
truth. And his whole being throbbed with
fury.

Roger Barton was no playwright! The
blackuard had stolen this play, word for
word! It wag '‘The Third Chance *—that
wonderful work of genius written by Horace
Stevens® dead father! And it was being
presented by a reputable management, under
a new title, with Roger Barton’s name at-
tached to it! '
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in a nightmare.
He heard every word that was being spoken |
oun the stage, but the 'y came-to him through

Stevens was like a fellow

a sort of mist. He couldu’t even see cxearlb
He only knew that every word hit him with
the force of a blow,

He remembered, now—vaguely, remotely.
He hadn’t been able to find the script of
his father's play. ©Of course not! DBarton
had stelen it.- In some unaccountable way
Barton must have gained access to the
school, and robbed it like any burglar. He
had stolen the one thing in all the world
that Horace Stevens valued.

Of all the people in that theatre Edward
Oswald Handforth was the only person who
could have thrown some light upon this
mystery. A few weeks earlier he had sur-
prised a strange figure in one of the cor-
ridors in the Ancient House at St. Frank’'s.
He had chased that figure—but without
success.

But that

: mysterious intruder had been
Roger Barton

bent upon his unscrupulous
act of burglary. The incident did not occur
to Handforth now. He and the other juniors
were too inwardly excited about the bomb-
sirell which had exploded among them. They
all knew this play—none better! For hadn’ 7

many of them acted parts in it? Hadn't
the show been produced in Noggs' Theatre,
the entire cast being componed of . s&chool-
boys and schoolgirls? ‘l‘hev at there, fascin-
ated—and quivering with pent-up anger.

“T can’t stand it—I tell you I can t stand

it ! muttered Stevens, gripping Browne's
arm, ‘“This is my father's play, Browne!
Do vou hear me? I can’t stand it!”

“Your word of honour, old man!”
breathed Browna

“ But—but

““You cannot break vour word, brother.

Stevens gripped himself hard.

“All right--I'll hold myself in!” he
breathed thickly. ¢ But I shail have to go
out, Browne—I can't stay here! What can
we do? 1 tell you I can’t stay here——"’

“Come!*

Browne was indeed thankful that he and
his . chum occupied seats at the end of a
row. Gripping Horace Stevens’ arm, he
pulled him, and they slipped out through
an exit door without aftracting much at-
tention. Their nearest neighbours were more
than ever convinced that Q*-exen« was under
the influence of drink.

Theyv found.themselves in a deqerted cor-
ridor—under the full glare. of the electric
lights, A great contrast, compared {o the
dimness of the darkened auditorium. Browne
was nhoched by the utter pallor of his com-
panion’s face, and the shaking of his limbs.

““ Pull vour:.elf together, Brother Horace,”
he said, in alarm. “It's serious, I know—
bt f——?"

¢“ The hound!” burst out Stevens, a sud-
den flush whirling into his countenance.
““The blackguard! The infernal scum!
He's—he s stolen my father's play, Browne!
My pater’s masterpiece. He's stolen——*

1

- —

~and he
( wild-eyed,
For once in his life,

The words broke on his lips,
seemed to choke. He stood there,
a pitiful, tragic figure.

Browne was trembling in every limb, too.
His chum’s distress caused him agony. -
'es!” he muttered. ¢ It’s

horrible! The man’s as.vile as the vilest
thing that evér crawled! But you carn’t do
an‘ltthl'nﬂ now—you can’t stop ‘the plav to-
night!”

““He's" stolen sobbed
Stevens brokenly.

He swayed as
gripped him,

“ Dear old man, you mustn’t take it like
this!”’ he muttered miserably. ¢ Pull your-
self together, for- Heaven’s sake! Courage,
blother—courage! What of the staunch
blood of the Stevens? Don’t break down—
don’t give in at such a vital moment !”

“ Bub—but——"’

“It’'s your duty to see this play through!?”
insisted Browne. ‘“It’s a duty you owe your
dead father! See it through, brother—see
ho - the public accepts it. Never mind Bar-
ton for to-night—we can deal with him in
good time. I know an excellent place wherg
Rorsew hips can be purchased.”

Stevens felt himself growing calmer. There
was sometinnv wonderfully soothmcr about
Browne’s personahty And now that he had
got out of that auditorium--now that he had
been able to release that pent-up fierceness
—S8tevens was suffering from a reaction.

““Yes, we ought to see how the play goes!”
he whispered shakily. ¢ It's my dad’s play,
Browne! London’s getting it, after all! I
wonder if it’ll be .a success?”

“Give it a fair chance,”” urged Browne.
“Go back quietly to your seat, brother,
and thrust Barton out of your mind. For
the moment, imagine that it is your father’s -
name on the programme. Make no mistake,
that infernal dog will never carry this thing
through! W hile I've got life, I'li fight for
you, Brother Horace.”

And so, slowly, Browne managed to calm
his chum—and to get him back into his seat.
And during the le“*t of the play Horace
Stevens controlled himself.

At the end of the first act the applause
was not merely loud, but thunderous. The!
curtain was raised again and again. At the
end of the second act there was a succession
of roaring cheers.
~ And now the last act was holding the
audience enthralled—gripped by the magic of
its genius.

my pater’s play!”

he stood, and Browne

CHAPTER XIII.
THE RAGE OF TIE SEASON.

O the St. Trank’s
fellows, the play was
particularly mag-
netie.

They had played these paris
themselves, and they found,
as the play proceeded, that
there had been absolutely no

None, at least, that would be

alterations.



TR
N
SRRy R
noticed. Roger Barten, with barefaced
efirontery, had stolen the play word Iior
word, and. scene for scene. It was un-
guestionably the most impudent robbery

conceivable.

Even Stevens himsell lost his fury.

The play gripped him—gripped him as it
had gripped him when he had been acting
in it. But then all the paris bad been
played by Juniors—amateurs at the best.
Acted by the cream of.the West End talent,
the play became a marvel of secintillating
brilliance.

it was gecod -in every department. The
dialogue was witty and dazzling.  The
construction of the plot was supremely
elever. The last act was the best act of
all—working up to a smashing, glorious

climax. There was
in the show—it was just a clean, whole-
some siice of life. A play that held the
audience entramced.

And at last the final curtain Iell.

The scene which followed was amazing.
indeed, such a scene had scarcely been wit-
nessed in a London theatre for many years.
The success of the play was staggering, and
the entire audience seemed to go mad.

Cheer after cheer roared out from  every
section of the house. There was a unanimous
note in that outburst of enthusiasm. And
nobody attempted to leave the theatre.
'the people just stood in their seats, clap-
ping and sheouting. And the curtain rese
repeatedly.

dorace Stevens was standing with all the
others, but he was numbed.

He had found that the play was unchanged
—it was **Fhe Third Chance,” in a new
guise, but virtually the same. The success
of it thrilled him to the marrow—the know-
Jedge that it was a triumph sent the blood
surging madly. through his veiuns. :

His father’s play!

-And it had taken London by storm! Al
ready the critics in the audience were saying
that this play would run for three years—
that it was the greatest success that the
West End had known for two decades. 1t
‘was a fortune in itself—a goldmine for the
tiieatre dand for the author.

These were remarks which Browne picked
up, and which Stevens heard in a dim, de-
tached sort of way. But he knew the truth,
without hearing anything. There could be
no mistaking the reception.

Nipper & Co. and the others in the pit
were clapping and cheering as heartily as any
of the-others. They couldn’t help it. They
were so0 worked up that they hali-forgot
Horace Stevens’ tragedy. And they told
themseives that this wrong could never be
allowed to proceed. The play belonged to
Mrs. Stevens and her son. Roger Barton, the
thief, wounld never bhe allowed to reap the
fortune which the play would bring in.

And then, from all over the theatre, came
the shouts for the author.

fhey were insistent.

* Authér—author !”
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nothing melodramatic.

At the word, so often repeated, Steveus
stifiened, and his eyes glinted. The mocking
tragedy of it horrified him. They were
shouting for the author—and the author had
been dead for years! There was something
infinitely paralysing in the very idea of it.

And then—the manager appeared upon the
stage, smiling, bowing. With him came
Roger Barton. And Roger Barton was left
in the centre of the stage—to acknowledge
the tumultuous storm of cheering.

““ Speech—speech !’

“1 ecan’t stand it!” muttered Stevens.

thickly. *"Look at him! Bowing and smirk-
ing! The cur! The ugly, thieving toad!
Look at him, Browne!”

“I urge you to remember your
promisg——?’

‘“Hang wmy promise!” panted Stevens

“That’s over now, anyhow! I gave you my
word I'd keep quiet during the play—and
the play’s finished! I won’t keep quiet now,
Browne—l1 swear on my oath I won’t! This
1s more than flesh and blood can stand!”

““ Brother, brother—I beseech you—-"’
Browne paused, for Roger Barton
speaking.

£

was

i wonderful reception . . . 10-
thing ¥ can say will express my gratitude for
your xindness . can only assure you
that I wrote what 1 thought to be a clean
play - w3 " |

The words came to Stevens disjointedly,
but he heard enough to make him ecry aloud
with rage. But the shouting cheers of the
audience. drowned his own small voice.

“London has had many unclean plays,”
went on Roger *1 think the

L -

Barton. 1
time has come for better and more whole-
scme fare. So I have done my little besv
to supply—-"

Stevens saw red for the second time that
evening.

Staggering blindly, he pushed his way
down towards the stage—buttiing into people,
and pushing them roughly. " In full view of
the audience, he pointed a quivering, ac-
cusing finger at the fizure which stood in the
full glare of the footlights..

“Yiar!” he shouted, his voice almost a
seream, -

¢« Alag!” sighed Browne.
I had feared!”

He was watching Barton, and he saw the
man sbart and change colour. The whole
house was stilled into dumbfounded silence.
During that tense moment a pin might
have been heard to drop. _

“ You—you lying hound, Barton!” came.
Stevens’ voice, audible from the floor to the
roof of the theatre. “This play was written
by my father. And you’ve stolen it! You've
stolen it! &

“This is what

Yoir cur!’”
Barton stood there, utterly aghast.
““This—this is outrageous,” he managerl

to stammer. * “The boy’s mad.. 1 don’t

understand i
“Liar!®
This time the voice came from the pit—

and it was Handforth’s voice. He was




Stevens himself—
but in a different way. Edward Oswald
suffered (ione of the torturing agony which
racked Stevens in every fibre.
““You rotter!"’ hooted Handforth.

almost as worked up as

¢ Yisten,

gverybody! This man’s a fraud, a swindler,
2 thief! It’s not his play at all! It's
Stevens’! We can prove it, too! That beast

ought to Le horsewhipped!”

““Hear, hear!” yelled all the other St.
f'rank’s fellows.

But by this time the audience had re-
covered from its momentary shock. A per-

fect roar of protest went up. This play was
a masterpiece—and the author was on the
stage. Nine-tenths of the audience believed

written by his father! And Roger Barton,
the thief, was aocepting the plaudits of the
throng!

William Napoleon Browne foynd his chum
somewhere in the street—leaning against the
wall of the theatre—with people brushing

past him, and staring with rude cnmm:tx
Pelhapq the) weren't to be blamed,
Stevens was very much of a wreck—dusty,
dishevelled, and so flushed that he scemed
half-intoxicated. .

“Browne, old man,” he sobbed, ¢ theyv've
thrown me out! And Barton—that—that
dirty hound——""

“Yes, old man, I know,”
Browne. ¢ But it's no good.

murmured
You made a
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that the disturbance was nothing more
serious than a schoolboy rag. 1f Horace
Stevens’ protests had been allowed to stand

alone, the effect would have been much
greater. But when so many schioolboys
joined in, it changed its charazter. &

became an organhed attack—a mere first
night rag.

And even while Stevens was attempting to
speak further, he was hovled down. At-
tendants gripped him from behind, and hauled
him away. He struggled madly—shouting,
gasping and panting

But it was useiess—he was dragged from
the theatre, and ejected—flung out &z a
nuisance. And yet that piay had been

o

mistake by creating that scene—a grave,
tactical blunder. Not that I blame you.
I am ready to grant that human flesh and
blood can stard a certain amount and no
more.”’

“1 wanted to smash him!" panted Stevens
fiercely.

“ A laudable desire,”” nodded DBrowne.
“In one way, Brother Horate, my admiration
for you is intense. You have done well of
the great and noble Stevens family. You
have carried out their traditions with the
true spirit of courage. But, alas, in another
way, I deprecate this publicity. It would
have been better had Brothier Barton been
left in ignorance of cur presence. Then we

fO: .

»¥



would have heen able to leap upon him at
cur own moment, But now he is upon his
suard.” -

I couldn’t help it, old son,” muttered
Stevens, ‘T just couldn’t help it.  What
will the mater say when she skrows? What
will she saw when she hears 2 '

“* She will not know—she will not hear,”
interrupted Browne quietly. * At least, not
just yet. This news must be kept from her.
Your mother js far {rom strong, brother,
~and caution is the watchword. You must
‘keep the press notices from her—the title
will tell her nothing.”

stevens looked at Lim  with gleaming,
feverish eyes. :
“You're right, DBrowne,”’” he muttered.
“ She mustn’t know! Good heavens, she

pusin’t know a word! It would kill ber!”

CHAPTER XIV.
FACE TO FACE.

EFORLE Browne c¢ould
make any further
remark there was a
surge in the crowd.

7 A The pavements were packed
57 j_._,__,_'_‘_f by the outcoming audience—
everybody talking excitedly
-about the play and about the extraordinary
disturbance.

Nipper & Co., Handforth, and the others,
~came round Browne and Stevens like a tidal
vave. They had just escaped from the pit,
ad were keen upon exchanging notes with
the two Fifth-Formers. They all managed
to press ont of.-the throng, and they found
themselves drifting towards the comparative
quietness of Trafalgar Square. -

_ They talked in a confused way—everybody,
-in fact, shouting at once—until they reached
the lee side of one of the famous lions in
_the Square. And here they halted, flushed
_amd tense. :

“1 beseech you, brothers, to go quietly
heme, and to let matters rest Jor the
oment,” urged Browne. - Brother lorace

is distraught.”
OBy Jove, T don’t wonder at it!" said
Nipper grimly. “Barton has stolen that
piay, word for werd. It's an outragecus
thing, Browne! Can’t we do something?”

: “}Ve can do many things,” replied Browne.
‘We shall do many things. But not now,
Brother Hamilton. I venture to suggest
that any drastic action to-night would be a
strategical blunder.”

“But Barton’s claimed the play as his
Ccwn!” roarcd Handforth.
~ “That,” said Browne, “is a detail. The
piay 13 a suecess—as 1 always predicted.
1% has been presented in-one. of London's
besi: theatres, by one of London’s hest com-
Dames, That is all to the good. The true
authorship will soon be broadeast to all and
sundry, But for the moment we must

+ - = i -*
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-have

allow Brother Barton to
porary glory.”

_"He ought to be horsewhipped!” snapped
Nipper.

“Horsewhipped!” muttered Stevens dully.

“Poor old Stevens!” went on Nipper, giving
him a compassionate glance. It must have
been an awful time for you, old man! But
we all understand—and we all want to help,
If there’s anything we can do——"
Let’s go and slaughter "Barton!”
gested Ilandforth.

“I must pass a vote of censure upon this
impulsive desire to anuihilate Brother Bai-
ton,” put in Browne firmly. “l uphold the
sentiment, but such a course would be a
fatal mistake. We should do our causc
illimitable harm. We must aet slowly—
deliberately—cautiously.”

“Why ?? demanded Edward Oswald.

“Because Brother Horace’s mother is a
fady of delicate health,” replied DBrowne.
“We must do nothing to give her pain, or
2 sudden shock. She must know nothing of
this matter—until we are ready to strike.”

“But why can’t we strike now?” asked
half a dozen juniors. .

“Alas! Such hot-headed thoughtlessness!”
said Browne. “Must I go into details—-"

“Browne's right, you fellows,” said Nipper.
“Barton has probably safeguarded himseli—
he’'s surrounded himself with barbed wire
defences, We can be absolutely certain
that he’s destroyed the original script of
the play—and there’s nothing to prove the
true authorship. That's the worst of it.
Before we ecan do anything, we’ve got to

~ 1

produce proofs.

“I am glad, Brother Hamilten, that you
pointed out the difficulties so con-
cisely and neatly,” said Browne, with a nod
of approval. “You have stated the prob-

bask in his ten:-

sug-

lem in a nutshell. You have laid your
finger upon the ecritical spot. Without

proofs of Barton’s guilt, we-arc as helpless
as a rudderless ship in a sea of golden
syrup.”

“But we can drag Barton out, and smash
him, ecan’'t we?” demanded Handforth
fiercely. “"We can get some satisfaction

that way.”

“And enable Brother Barton tc gain the
sympathy of the public,” said Browne,
shaking his head. “No, we must remain
level-headed.  Kindly distribute yourselves
to your various habitations. I will take
Brother Morace, and see him safely home.”

Browne was insistent, and so, flve
minutes later, they parted——t‘:he juniors
going off, indignant and disappointed.

Nipper and Pitt were about the only ones
who saw ‘the wisdom of Browne’s policy.

Alone, Browne ftried to persuade Stevens
into a. taxi-cab. But the schoolboy actor
vas not to be drawn.

“I've got to see Barton!” he said, in a
curiously grim voice. “I want to see hlm,
I tell yon. I want to hear what he's got



We're going
Theatre, Browne.” |
“1 beseech you, Brother Horace

to say. back to the Emperor

vou like—I'm
“l tell you I'm

“You can beseech
going!” vowed Stevens.
"woing to face him. I've got to. L've just
got to! 1 couldn’t sleep unless I did, old
rman—i should go mad!”

“But it will do no good——>

“l can’t help that—I want to hear what
he’s got to say,” insisted Stevens, his eyes

al

glittering feverishly. “If you won't come
with me, I'll go alone! And if you try to
stop -me, I'll knock you down!”

Browne realised the [futility of {further
argument.

“Since you are thus determined, Brother
Horace, I will accompany you,” he said
quietly. “Perhaps you are rignt. Who am

1 to question your actions? You are the
only one who can fully appreciate this out-
rase. If your father could know of this, I
venture to predict that he would approve of
your action. TFYorward, Brother!”

Stevens heard nothing. He was in his
izht senses, but he hardly seemed to be.
e was filled with the obsession of meeting
Tioger Barton face to face. Until he had
done so, he would be like a fellow in &
nightmare. William Napoleon Browne could
understand. :

They reached the stage door of the
Emperor Theatre, and Stevens led the way
in, But it was Browne who addressed the
doorkeeper—a big, important-looking man
who barred the way. -

“What’s this?” he “You
can’s come in here

“We want to see Mr. Roger Barton,” said
Browne smoothly. “We insist upon seeing

ked sharply.

as
3]

Mr. Roger Barton. And, brother, I have a
slim idea that we shall succeed in our
enterprise.”

The stage door-keeper thoughtfully

pocketed the pound-note which Browne had
stipped into his hand.

“Yes, young gent, I think you can see
him,” he said, nodding. *“As it happens,
Mr. Barton’s eonly just come off the stage—
he's been talking to Mr. Arrowsmith for
the last five or ten minutes.”

“Be good enough to lead on,
Macdufi,” said Browne.

The stage door-keeper led on, and after
proceeding down a long passage with a con-
- erete floor, the two Fifth-Formers found
themselves near the stage. It was dark

Brother

now, and some of the stage hands were
making everything ‘snug for the night.
Browne and Stevens found themselves

alone, waiting.

Perhaps it was by chance that Roger Bar-
ton came hurrying by at that moment—a
licht overcoat flung over his shoulders. He
halted at the sight of the pair, and then
aticempted to walk on.

“One moment, Mr. Barteal!” said Sievens
tensely,

Roger Barton smiled.

I

L Stevens.

“What can I do for you?” he asked
contempiucusliz,

“You cur!” breathed Stevens. “How did
you get hold of my father's play? What
are you going to do about it? You've got
to explain now—do you hear me? 1 won’t
leave this theatre until—-"

“You're mad!” inferrupted Barton harshly.
“I seem to remember having seen you
before—in connection with that miserable
theatre of old Noggs’, I believe. But I
don’t know you. And I had no idea that
your father had written a play. I am
SOy that you should confuse it with mine

“You liar! This play that vou call yours
vas written by my father!” shouted

“I' make you acknowledge it,
too! You hound! I'll force you—" ;

“Get out of my way!” snarled Roger Bar-
ton. “I know nothing of your play—or of
yvour confounded father!”

Horace Stevens gquivered,

“My father is dead!” he said tensely.

“A good thing, Y should say!" sneered
Barton. -

*“You—voun——=’

The sneering words, uttered with such
contempt, caused Stevens to lose every
ounce of his geli-control. With a low ecry,
he flung himself at Barton,

Crash! -

The man staggered back, a hard fist
having thudded into his neck. Sfevens was
hammering at him madly, and Browne stood
by, helpless, Bui then the stage door-
keeper and several other men flung them-
‘selves upon the demented boy, and dragged
him off. '

The next minute was hectic.

Both Browne and Stevens were thrown

out ©of the theatre—DBrowne coming in for -

treatment as his chum.
out, and threatened with
And Browne managed to take
away. They had done their best,

as much rough
They were flung
the police.
Stevens

but it seenmied that Roger Barton held the

whip-hand.

CHAPTER XV.
EXACTLY WHAT HE DESERVED.

DWARD OSWALD
HEANDFORTH
halted.

- Hllm
he said frmly.
“Look here, Handy-——*
“I'm going baek!”

back!”

going

1 Handforth,

They haad Circirg—
Nipper, and
had gone their

reaciad  Piccadilly
Handforth. €Church, McClure,
Tommy Watson, The others
various ways home,

“It's no good going back, Fandy.? said
Nipper. “We can’t do anvthinzs., Old
Browne was quite right "

“We can wait outside the theatre, and

A

said



give Barton a groan when he comes out,”
sald Handforth grimly. “I don’t like to

leave  the thing  like this.  Church!
McClure! You'll come with me, even if the

nthers don’t!” _ -

For once, Church and MecClure were ready.
They were inwardly excited, and were quite
prepared to give Roger Barton a groan.
Nipper and Tommy Watson decided to get
off home—they didn’t exactly relish another
dose of publicity. Handforth was obstinate,
and ‘he wouldn’t he denied.

§ i e —— W e b i

i/ o a gl
. i 2 :x‘?gfﬁé"---
s =

“I don’t care,” said Edward Oswald.
“We're going to wait.”

And in the meantime, William Napoleon
Browne was acutely alarmed. He had taken

Stevens home to Curzon Street. It had
occurred to Browne that he would put the
whole case in front of his father—and get
Sir Rufus to say a few calm words to
Stevens.

Unfortunately, Browne’s father was out,
so they had waited. For just a minute

Browne had left his chum—only to find that

_—
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In full view of the audience, Stevens pointed a quivering, accusing finger at "
the figure which steod in the full giare of the foctlights.

‘“ Liar 1’ he shouted, his voice almast a scream.

=

““* It is not your play !V

Half an hour later the chums of Study D
were still waiting near the Emperor Theatre
—1n such a position that they could keep
their eyes on the front entrance, and also
6% the stage-door. So far, there had bheen
0 sign of Roger Barton.

_‘Hadn’t we bhetter be shifting?’ asked
- Church, yawning. -

“No fear!” snorted Handforth.

__"But perhaps the rotter’s gone!* argued
MeClure.  “I expect he went before we got

Back—..22

T

Stevens had suddenly gone. Something else
had gone, too—something that Browne had
seen in a corner of the hall. At full speed,
he hurried away, a vague idea as to
Stevens’ intentions in his mind. ;
Mr. Roger Barton appeared {from the
Emperor Theatre at last, a boisterous figure
surrounded by several happy gentlemen In
evening-dress—all of them connected with
the production. They had every reason to
feel hapoy. Such successes were not won

| every day.



thie

who
was concerned about

Mr. Samuel Arrowsmith, man
had put the show on,
the disturbance, but Bartonr had assured
him that the boys had been lying—that the
whole affair was nothing more nor less than
a senseless rag. And now Barton and the
other t‘*entlej'znen were off to & prper party
—t0 celebrate the victory.

But Barton had scarcely appeared befcre
a ficure moved out from an opposite door-
way. And the figure was that of Horace
Stevens—and in his hand he gripped the
thing which Browne had missed.

It was nothing very alarming—in
horse-whip.

Stevens had seen it as he had entered
Browne's house. He had remembered a
remark by somebody earlier. What Barton
needed was a horsewhipping!

Stevens hardly remembered anything that
night. He was like a fellow in a nightmare.
Oniy one fact throbbed through his brain.
Barton had stolen his father's play! The
law could do nothing, since the cur had
safecuarded himself. But there was another
law—and lorace Stevens took 1t into his
own hands. _

fle ran across the road with fleet steps.

“Now!” he panted triumphantly, as Bar-
ton and his friends were coming out of the
theatre.

Slth' :
~ Roger Barton gave a wild houl of anguish
as the horse-whip licked round his 1egs like
the sear of a red-hot iron. He leapt a clear
foot into the air, and those who were with
him scattered in a panic.

“Hurrah!” yelled Handforth,
“t(:g it, Stevens! Good man!
it!

“Police—police!” howled Barton
perately. “You infernal young dog.
toiich me again—-"

HT've. got you now!’’ breathed Stevens.
“Tm going to make you smart, Roger
Barton. I'm going to horsewhip you until
you howl for mercy!”

“You mad young fool!
Slash! Slash! Slash!

The horsewhip curled round the man’s
body viciously, cuttingly. He ran blindly,
pamnic-stricken. He ran into the TIznnmrhf:t

fact, a

rushing up.

des-
If you

Don’t dare—-"’

tearing across the road like a demented
thing.

“Help! help!” he screamed.

Slash! Slash!

Close in the rear Stevens f{ollowed up,

wielding the horsewhip with all his strength.
If Barton had never felt pain before, he

felt it then. The cruel whip hissed round
his legs like something alive. Like light-
ning a crowd came up, and shouts were

and down the street.
sirieked Barton. “You

echoing up
“ Police!”

devil 4
He broke off

Stevens was

voung

ream, for
punishment.

with another s8¢
relentless in his

He was filled to the brim with burning anger!
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Let him have |

I A g Gt o,

and indignation., And he was reckless.
didn’t care what happened.

Hse

Church and MeceClure managed to hold
Handforth back or he would have rushed
into the scrap himself, Not that it lasted
long. The police were scon on the scene,
-and the public took an interest in the uﬁ‘ur,
foo. Stevenz was dragged back, and the
horsewhip was torn from him. But not
before he had made Roger Barton a living
agony. ‘

Barfon himself was held by several excited
passers-bhy.

“The boy’s mad—mad!” he
“Take him away; don't let him
me S

“What's it about?” demanded a con-
stable grimly. “Look here, young fellow,
vou'll have to come ‘to the station!®’

He gripped Stevens like a vice.

“Great pip!” gasped Mandforth.

gasped.
get at

all

“They’ve

arrested him. Come along. you chaps, we
can't allow this!”

“You idiot!” panted Church. “If we
interfere we shall be warrested, too. Let’s
keep out of 1it, for goodness” sake. We
can't do any good by butting in. Look at
the crowd; it’s growing all the time!”

Stevens was as cool as ice. Somehow, the.
horsewhipping o©f Barton had completely
changed him. He had got rid of his pent-
- up rage. He had made qut{m_ suffer. And
now his brain was clear.

“All  right!”” he said eagerly. “I'm
arrested, eh? Good!” '

“He likes it!"’ gasped Handforth.

“No more nonsense, young man,” said
the constable. “You'd better eome along

with me quietiy. You’ll have to come, too,

sir,” he added, turning to Barton. 2! I
shall require you to charge this young

fellow with assault.”

“By Heaven, I'll come!”
thickly.

“There's nothing T'd like better!”’ said
Stevens, “It's publicity. That's just what -
I want. Come atonf_‘:, Barton—come to the-
pohce~-mt10p "and charge me. We shall be
ap in court on T\Ionda: - and——"

“What!*? uttered Barton. “Yes, 1
suppose——  Hold on, officer. Hold on.
Don't be in such an infernai hurry!”

Several of Barton's companions were talk-+#
ing at once, urging him to press the charge.
The crowd was growing bigger. And it was
at this moment that Browne breathlessly
arrived.  He pushed his way through the
crowd fiercely, guessing at once that Stevens
would be in the centre. 4

“Well,” azked Stevens, “aren’t we going?”

snarled Barton

“Hang it, 1 don’t want to get the bo¥
into trouble!” said Roger Barton thickiy.
“1 don’t make any charge, officer. Let
him go. He's hali mad, or something. Leb
the kid go!’’ -

Horace Stevens® words had chilled him.
Publicity! The very thing he wanted least



 weuld want to know why.

“ .break out—-—

- Stevens quietly.

¢
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of all. If he pressed this charge the whole
of London would know that he had been
horsewhipped, and the whole of London
There would be
inquiries; some uncomfortable truths might
Barton almost got
another panie.

“Let the kid go!” he repeated tensely.

- “] don’t make any charge.’”’

“But look here, sir,” began the constable.

He found something crisp in his hand, and
he came to the conclusion that the affair
had better drop. It wasn’t a bribe, although
Barton had meant it as such. Without
Barton present to make the charge the
policeman could not arrest the culprit.

Barton pushed his way through the crowd,
smarting in every limb, shivering in every
limb, too. And Stevens, feeling suddenly
faint, found himself supported by William
Napoleon Browne. Handforth & Co. were
there, too, congratulating him with hreath-
jess enthusiasm, ’

CHAPTER XVI.
BROWNE’S ADVICE.

in inquisitive throngs.

The St. Frank’s fellows
found themselves the centre of an excited,
gaping circle. And when they moved, the
cirele moved. They were obliged to fight
their way out. By a piece of luck they
secured a taxi and. were soon carried away
from that scene.

- “Brother Horacé—Drother Horace!’’ said

Browne severely. “What have you done?
What, I ask, have you done?”
“I've horsewhipped Barton!” - replied

S Jolly " good luck 1o you!”
forth & Co. in one voice.

“1’ve horsewhipped Barton, and he was
ajraid to give me in charge,”’ said Stevens,
his voice afire with triumph. “He was afraid
1o give me in charge. By Jove, he  knew
what it would mean!”

Browne nodded.

“An  admission of.  weakness, Brother
Horace,” he agreed, ‘“While confessing that
the horsewhipping of Brother Barton fills

sald Hand-

-1e  with  joy, I must, at the same time,

pass my vote against this sort of rough
stuffi. It is very effective, and very
Spectacular., But it is in a court of justice
that we shall defeat Brother Barten—not
in a police-court.” _

“IWhat's the.difference?” asked Handforth.

“Criminal .proceedings will, I fear, be out
0f the question, at least to begin with,”’
replied Browne. “We must go to work with

into

worth a fortune.

OWEVER, the atten-

H tions of the crowd
were too’ . energetic.

to be comfiortable.

People were pressing round

greater subtlety than that.

A civil action—

a fight in a civil court—that will be the
only way in which to commence our
activities against Brother Barton. But

nothing whatever can be done until after
the holidays. We must possess ourselves in
patience.” :

“It seems an awful long time to wait,’?
said Stevens quietly.

“This hotheadedness of yours is a sad
mistake,” continued Browne. “You have
adopted the wrong policy, Brother Horace.

 Think. Pause before you proceed with this

drastic method of punishment. You will only
antagonise people who might otherwise be

friendly.” |
“There’s something in that,” admitted
McClure.: “Barton’s had a horsewhipping,

but I noticed that he had the sympathy of
the crowd. Practically everybody was
against us. We were even hissed.”

Stevens gave a bitter laugh.

“Can we expect anything else?’’ he asked.

“There’s no such thing as justice. This
cur has stolen my father’'s play, and it’s
And what can we do?
Nothing! Absolutely nothing!”
_Browne -said very little, and presently
Handforth & Co. got out of the taxi, and
went home. They were quite satisfied,
They had been well repaid for their wait.
For they had seen Roger Barton horse-
whipped, and that sight had given them a
surprising amount of pleasure.

‘Alone, William Napoleon Browne
hold of his chum’s arm and pressed it
affectionately. The taxi was meandering
round the houses, the driver acting upon
Browne’s instructions.

“XNow, Brother Horace, listen to me,’” he
sald smoothly. “This has been an eventful
evening—an epoch-making evening. Your
father’s great play has been produced amid
scenes of triumph. That play will run for
years. A fortune is there.”

““And Roger Barton will reap it!”

“He will reap the reward for his sins!”
said Browne.. “At first, perhaps, he will
wallow in the wealth which is not his. But
later, take it from me, Brother Barton will
splash about in the soup. He will indeed
be submerged in this liguid.”

“But what can we do?”’ asked Stevens.
“T -say, Browne, old man, I'm frightfully
sorry, you know,” he added penitently. “I
suppose I've made an awful fool of myself,
haven’t 1? I don’t seem to remember,
guite. Everything’s blurred. I only know
that I horsewhipped him, and, by Jove, I
made him smart, too!”’

Browne nodded.

“Brother Barton wiil bear the weals for
many a day,” he agreed. “It is just as well
that you aected in that way, since it allowed
your surcharged frame to get rid of its
excess energv. But now fthe time has come

took



for coo! action, brother, for well-considercd
maneceuvring.”

“T'm thinking about the mater,” said
Stevens slowly. “Poor old mater. Couldn’t
she do with the money from—" He

paused, sudden!y realising what he was say-
ing: - “I mean—-"’

“Sureh Brother Horace, you have no
secrets from me?” asked Browne reproach-
fully. “Let me assure you that I have long
smce known of your mother’s lean purse. I
have been told ‘nothing,
my head, to say 11othing of ears. Also,
:dlth()ll"h I have never seen it, I bb;iEVB
there is a brain somewhere mthm me.’

“You mean—-">

“Hitherto speech has been denied me,”
continued” Browne gently. “I could say
nothing, Brother Horace. I could merely
look on, and- silently sympathise. ZPoverty
is no crime, - but I fear it can be heart-
breaking. But now you are rich; you and
your mother are the rwhtful owners of this
‘play. And there is a fortune in it.”

“But—but Barton has stolen it!” burst out
Stevens.

“ Which does not mean to say that Barton
rwnll keep it,’> Browne * reminded him.

“To-morrow I will place the facts before
my father. And let me assure }0!.1, Brother

Honace, that my father is a man "after our |

own heart. Further, he has some slight
influence in legal matters.”
. ®RBy Jme"’ gasped
father's a K.C., isn’t he?”

“To say nothing of being a Judﬂe,’f smlled-
Browne.

“ A judge! I—I say do you thml»..

¢“ Precisely what I think, Brother Horace
is neither here nor there,”’ interrupted
William Napoleon. “You are cool now.
emain c¢ool. Go home, be cheerful wifh |

Stevens. “Your

but I have -eyes in |

vour mother, and say nofhing to her con-
- THE
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COMING NEXT WEEK!

cerning this night's production. The actugl
truth Would prostrate her, and that, I ven. .
ture to say, weuld be a most unhapp* COMli=
plication. We must get our wits to work,
We must get the wheels revolving. "My
father will do his bit, and Brother Barton
will' find himself, after all his plottln t-he.
owner of a paltlcularh sour- lemon.” '
“Browne, old man, what should I do with
out you?’ breathed Stevens, pressing his
chum’s arm. “You're a brick, What in the
name of goodness should I do without you9” '
The Captain of the Fifth smiled.

*“We need mot discuss impossibilities,” he
replied. “I have long since come to the
conclusion that you would be lost without .
your little Napoleon. DMy suggestion is to
lie low. We will drop all activities for a
small period, and we will watch from afar,
Brother Barton will think that we have
given him up as hopeless, and thus he will

be lulled  into a sense of false security.
And then we shall cause the chopper “to
descend.”

Horace Stevens cm.ld see that Browne's
advice was sound, and not only sound, .but-.
full of hard, commonsense_. When he went
home tfo his mother he was happy,.
supremely, deliriously happy.

His = depression had vanished. His
father’s play was & roaring s&uccess—and
although Roger Barton was reaping the
benefits for the time being, his spell -of
victory - would be brief. Stevens could
glimpse into ‘the future. I{ would mean
Oxford, after all. It would mean—- . -~

But Horace Stevens dared not allow his
thoughts. to run too far. He only. kncw
that, in spite of immediate appeanances,
the future 'promised  everything that -was
wonderful. And the future promised some
excitement, too!

END,
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FOR NEW READERS.

While on a visit to Caleroft, his old schoel,
Tinker, the clever young assistant of Sexton
Blake, the celebrated detective, witnesses a
motor-car tragedy, in which Aggsby, a book-
maker, is mysteriously shot. Tinker believes
that Aggsby was murdered in mistake for
a man who is missing from a neighbouring

hospital. Sexton Blake comes to Caleroft as-

the new sports master, but in reality to in-
vestigate the crime. After a thorough search
of the river near the hospital, Blake finds
a pair of pyjamas belonging to the missing
man. Subsequent events indicate that a
wealthy man, named Roath, whose nephew
1 a senior boy at Caleroft, is associated
with the murder.

(Now read on.)

CHAPTER XIII.
AN ATTACK IN THE RAIN.

INKER purchased more than he had

come for in the little bow-windowed

: E shop so familiar to all Caleroftians.

It was an unusually sharp shower,

and in the dusk the pond on the green was

covered with bubbles, and puddles formed in

the road as he waited. Suddenly the door

opened and a man came into the shop and
asked for a packet of cigarcttes.

“YWhen is the mnext ’bus to Caleroit
Town?’’ he asked. .

" They go every forly minutes,” said the
cld lady who was in charge.
the real time, for my clock’s started losing
and gaining and gaining and losing, so you
can’t trust it not for an hour together.
The ’bus don’t come this way, but down
the Barren Tor road. If vou go round the
corner and wait at the school gates, you’ll

h. By

Another Clever Story of Sexton
Blake, Tinker and the Boys of
- Calcroft School.

SIDNEY DREW

{ door,

“ ¥ don’t know |

sce it coming down the road and can -stop
it.}S

“You've got twenty-five minutes to wait,”’
said Tinker.

““Thanks,” said the man. “ Beastly coming
on like this, isn’t it? Dark as midnight
nearly, and as wet as the bottom of a river.”
"~ 'The shop was filled with gloom and the

swish of falling rain. The man struck a
mateh to light "a cigarette, and for an
instant the yellow flame flickered on Dbhis

face. He was a small man and wore a short,
fair beard and thin moustache. The old
lady also struck a mateh and lighted the
gas. She uttered an exclamation of annoy-
ance, for the mantle was broken, and its
light barely made darkness visible.

“Them silly things is always breaking,”
she said irritably. * Dear and nasty, that’s
what they are, and I’'m always buying them.
And you never find out they’re broke till
it’s dark. Now I suppose I'll have to put
up with this till my son comes in and puts
on- another, for I can’t do it.”

The man stood with his back to the open
and Tinker volunteered to-put on a
new mantle for the old lady. She brought a
lighted candle, and standing on a packing-
case he soon made things right. A clear,
white light illumined the little shop, and as
Tinker stepped down, the sound of hoof-beats
was heard. The next moment the man with
the fair beard flung away the cigarette and
leapt into the road. Through the light that
streamed from the shop, sifvering the rain
till it looked like shining ramrods falling
aslant, Tinker saw the man hurl himself at
the bridle of a horse which neighed and
recared with fright. There was a mad plung-
ing of hoofs, an angry yell, and the rider
hammered down savage blows with the butt-
end of a riding-whip. A moment later the
bearded man was rolling over in a puddle,



and the horse, urged forward at a gallop, |

had vanished in the gloom and rain,
The old lady uttered a scream of terror,
and Tinker ran out. The man sprang to his
feet and snatched up his sodden cap. Giving
himself a sliake, he raced up the road. He
was a good runner, but Tinker kept close up
with him. Then, suddenly and unexpectedly,
he swung round ou Tinker with an oath and
a blow so well delivered that Tinker, who
had oniy one leg on the ground when the
blow came, spun round and fell, He could
not tell how long he was down, but when
he got wup, unpleasantly wet and with his
head ringing, the faint sound of hoof and

the clatter of human feet of the man
still running had died away and were
drowned in the swish of the rain.

¢“T was an ass to keep so near the

beggar,’” thought Tinker, wiping his bruised
mouth. ¢ Spiteful little beggat! Anyhow,
I bad no right to chase him, so having asked
for it, 1 got-it and Oh, gosh !

Ie felt for his handkerchief and found his
pocket filled with water, but luckily it was
not the pocket in which he had placed Bind-
ley’s hardbake. As he was too wet now for
anything to matter, he turned back. There
were cottages and houses on the other side
of Calecroft Green, but the littie shiop oppo-
site the pond stood almost isolated, and
would soon have been in bankruptey except
for the boys of Caleroft, whose pocket-money
made it quite a profitable business,

The terrified old lady had locked the door,
but she had not put out the gas, Tinker
had not recognised the rider of the horse,
but his idea was that it was the elder Roath,
for he had seldom seen anyvone on horsc-
back in the neighbourhood except tiie elder
Roath and his nephew. The rain had washed
out the traces of the brief struggle, but
Tinker searched about. He found nothing,
so he went home. He did not know what
his face looked like after the blow in the
mouth, but knew -his clothes were wet and
dirty, and he wanted to get up to the dormi-
tory and change without causing a sensation.
There was nobody in the hall. so Tinker
dashied up the staircase and then surveyed
the long corridor. All the deoors were closed,
and the wusual din came from the Rag.
All looked hopeful, and Tinker thought all
was safe until the door of the Rag was
wrenched open and Beilby, shrieking deafen-
ingly, was hurled out by several hands aided

round Tinker's neck.
“E-e-e-e-ce-eee !’

by several feet, and his clutching arms closed !

shrieked Beilby, who
had, as usual, been getting himself dis-
liked. *Pigs! Cads! I'll bash the lot of
you! E-e-e-e-eg-eee!” .

The door had closed. The chums had fired
Deilby out, and they took no further interest
in him. Feeling that he had got hold of
something wet, Beilby swiftly unlocked his
arms. Tinker might have been wet and
dirty, but the blow could not have dis-
figured him very much, for Beilby recognised

“the point about the half-sovereign note.

him immediately as a person to whom he
owed money.

“Wow!” he yelled, and left. . Booh! Go
and wash your dirty neck!”” he added when
far enough away to feel safe. “Oh, you
dirty*kite !’

It had been a glorious chance, for Tinker
had had the «c¢lusive Beilby in his grasp,
but again that artful youth had been lucky.
for Tinker was not in a condition to argilxe
n
the dormitory, Tinker examined his face in
thie mirror. His mouth was rather puffy.
and the inner side of his lip was cut, but
he was not disfigured.

“ Another suit to go to the cleaner’s!™
he thought. “ That chap looks like getting
quite fat out of us.”

He dressed, and then sat down on the
edge of his cot, and thought hard for five

minutes. When he had sponged his face
agaln, it looked fairly normal. He in-

tended to go across at once to see Sexton
Blake, but he had to give Bindley his hard-
bake, and it was stiil raining.

“Cheerio!”? said Pye as Tinker came into
the study. “Did you get wet?”

“We're not worrying about that if the
hardbake didn't get wet,” said Bindley.
“Don't tell us you've been teaching it to
swim, Tinker.” |

“Cateh!” said Tinker. “Ilere's your
stick-jaw, and the next time 1 go on vour
silly errands I'll pick a fine day for it.”

“What's the matter with your face, old
top?” asked TFane. ‘“You look as if yvou'd
got a gumboil. coming.” |

“Oh, I slipped down and trod on it,” said
Tinker. ‘“Don’t look at me so cross-eyed,
Bindley, for if it looks a bit swelled, it's
not a lump of your hardbake that's puffing
it out. Besides, we don’t eat such common
stud, do we, chaps? Almond rock and
choeolates for us, old dears. Have a go at
these, and let's hope his cheap hardbake
will choke him.” :

“No such ]Iu{‘.k, old dear,” said Manners.
“Nothing will choke- Bindiey till the hang-
man gets him and does the job properly,
and it makes one a bit cheerful to know
it's bound to happen. You're an extrava-
sant bounder, Tinker. Only that we know
almond rock and chocolates are bad for you,
we wouldn't eat them. It’s only out of
kindness to you we -do it.”

“By the way. you woli ’em, you're
kinder to me than any guys I ever met.”’
grinned Tinker. ‘“Now I must beetle off to
see the guvner. Anybody want a ten-
shilling note? Because if you do, Beilby
owes mie one, so get it out of him.”

¢ Chucked it up as hopeless, then?*' asked
Fane, with a grin. “We Lknew that kid
would beat you, Tinker. IHave you chucked
in vour hand?” |
“Not yet, but T thought perhaps you’d
like to have a try. You can share the
loot if vou carn squeeze it out of bim.” |
¢You'd have more chance ftrying to
squeeze lemonade out of a brick, old topn,”



said Bindley. <“0h, my hat!
the ghastly old bell for prep. Look out
for squalls, and don’t take any of that tosh
down with you to eat in class. I heard
Pyeroft tell his fat pal that he had a
twinge of rheumatism in his knee, and
when he’s got that he’s always likely to
go off the doep end, so be jolly cautious.”

$“No use oﬂernw him a bite to soothe
his savage breast and all that, I suppose?”
said Tinker. _

«“ile’d bite, but it wouldn’t be the tosh
or the choe.; he’d bite our heads off,” said
fane, “Come on, you miserahle cripples!
I haven't got rheumatism, but I can feel

I

There goes )

oysters, if they're not too heavy to
earry.”’

““ Absolutely,?? said Tinker. “IX’ll run all
the way, I don’t think. Scuttle off while
you're safe. My dearest wish is that the
learned Mr., Pycroft will jump hard enough
on the whole bunch of you to flatten you
all out for keeps.”

There was no telephone in Sexton Blake’s
room, so Tinker couid not communicate with
him- from Mr. Pycroft’s house.

He waited till all was quieb, and then
crossed the quadrangle in the drizzle. 1t
was a wasted _jom'ney, for Sexton Blake

i

I)

too,

i The door of the Rag was wrenched open, and Beiiby, shrieking deafeningly, I

| was hurled cut by several hands, aided by several feet.

it in my bones that Pyecroft is going to
inmp on some of us with both fest “this
jolly evening. Let me touch wood for luck.
Push your head a bit this way, Pye, and
let, me touch it, for they say soft wood is
luekier than hard wood.”

““1 suppose that’s why so much sawdust
falls out of yours when you comb your
bhair, which isn’t very often,” said Pye.
“Come along then, you tykes. If it elears
up, Tinker, and you feel! you’d like to be
nice to u¥% you might run down to old
Bloomby’s shop at Caleroft and buy us a
few lobsters for supper. Bring a few dozen

was not there. Tinker Ilooked about for
some message. There was a stump of a
cigar in the ash-tray, which Tinker in-
spreted, . ;

“Dedgard left that thing behind,”. he
thought. < Perhaps the guv’nor hkas gone

to spend the evening with him.””

The weather was ciearmq, and there were
stars in the sky. Tinker set out for Caicroit
Town on foot, knowing that if he failed to
find Sexton Blake he could get back to
the school by motor-"bus before the dor-
Imtorv bell rang, and the house was locked
up. He put Sexton “Blake’s flash-lamp in
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his pocket, and at the gates he turned to
the left instead of the right.
Opposite the old-fashioned little shop, now

closed for the night, Tinker switched on
the light, and began to search the wet
road. tle picked up something and slipped

it into his pocket, and quite aware of the

approach of Constable Blagg, he went on
with his search. Though the constable

approached mnoiselessly in his rubber-soled
boots, Tinker had secn the glitter of his
oilskin cape, and heard it rustle. Suddenly
Blagg turned on his own flash-lamp, a big,
cylindrical affair, that would have knocked
a man down quite as effectively as a
truncheon, and turned its powerful beam on
Tinker, :

“Good-evening,” said ker. “Clearing up
nicely, isn’t it, Mr. Blagg? Do you mind
moving back an inch or two while I explore
that puddle.”

“So it’s you, is it, sir?”’ grunted the con-
stable. “I didn't exactly
glow-worm, but what’s it about?
thing, sir?”

“Nothing,” said Tinker. “I’'m only trying
to find something. And there it is.”

It was the stac-horn handle of either a
walking-stick or riding-crop, and except for
the water ana road-grit on it, it was quite
clean. Tinker had not expected it to be in
any other condition, for if the man with
the beard had been struck on the head with
it hard enough to draw blood or remove any
hair, he would not have been able to run
so fast or hit out so lustily. In any case,
the heavy rain would have obliterated any

"

traces after such a long interval.

“So that’s what you were looking for,
though you say you hadn't lost it,” said
Blagg. “How do you make that out?”

“Seen it before?” asked Tinker.

““I might have and I migh$ not,” grunted
the constahle. “I've scen lots like it before.
A nice handle, but the ordinary sort.
And if you hadn’t lost it, how i3 it you
were Jooking for it, sir. Did the person who
iost it tell you he’d lost it, then?”

“He didn't,” said Tinker. “1 often look
for things 1 haven’t lost and find them.
This is a case in point. And, 1 say, I sup-
pose you've heard about young DMartin
Roath getting smashed wup? That was
toath who came shoutfting past us on that
mno’-bike going umpteen million miles an
hour. If yow'd yelled after him, stopped
him and warned him, he’d have ridden care-
fully and kept out of hospital. Of course,
1'm not going about telling people, so don't
forget that if you catch me on the hustie.
Cood-night, constable.”

Constable Blagg remained with a thought-
fuil hand on his chin as Tinker walked away,
vwhistling. At the first gas-lamp Tinker
stopped to examine a broad gold ring. The
ring fitted the horn-handle which had broken
away from the stick, and was engraved with
tlic initials of the owner, “M.R.”

“That doesn’t stand for Midland Railway.

vwhici doesn’t exist now, or anything Lut iyn®”
. - a

take you for a
Lost any--

Martin Roath,” thought Tinker. “I don't
know what the uncle’s Christian name is, but

I know the Fifth-Former’s is Martin. We
are now coming to things, I wonder, 1
wonder!” Tinker was not quite sure where

he could find Dedgard, with whom he also
hoped to find Sexton Blake, but he was
lucky enoucgh to run against Sergeant Siler
in the Iigh Street, and the smiling sergeant
obliced with the necessary information.

“He's at the Sloop down the side of the
quay,” he said. ¢ It’s quieter there and not
so expensive. They'd have told you if you’d
asked at the Calcroft Hotel, but, anyway,
I've saved you the trouble.”

The Sloop was an old-fashioned inn in
Quay Street, and Quay Street was filled with
a curious mingled aroma of fish, tar,
oranges, salt and cheese. Calcroft had quite
a busy shipping trade, but as the harbour
was not large or very deep only vessels of
moderate size could put in, In the upper
portion of the town, a stranger, especially
a well-dressed one, might attract a certain
amount of attention, but round the harbour
it was different.

Tinker pushed open the swing-doors a few
inches and had a peep into the noisy tap-
roem. A piano of the penny-in-the-slot type
was playing loudly and the place was filled
with sea-faring men, drinking and smoking.
He went to another door with * Hotel
Entrance” painted over it and walked
through to the billiard-room. Dedgard, with
his coat off, was chalking his billiard-cue.

“Hallo, Tinker!” he said. < Like a game?
I'm just knocking the balls about on my
lonesome to kill time.”

“I'm not feeling like it,” said Tinker, .
“That sergeant with the everlasting smile
told me you'd shifted your quarters., 1
traited you down, thinking the guv’nor might
be with you. Hasn't he been along?”

“Not yet,” said the man from Scotland
Yard. “I moved because there was a bit
too much of a crush at the other place, and
the bills were too steep. The guv'nor did
go out, then? I didn't expect him, for 1
thought he’d lie low till he'd got rid of
those poultices.”

“You mean the bandages. You don’t ex-
pect the guvnor to sit about for a week

with yards of  cloth wrapped round his
brain-box, do you?” assured Tinker indig-

nantly. *“If they hadn’'t to put any stitches
in the cut, a cillv tring like that wouldn't
keep him still for minutes. What did I tell
you?”

As Tinker spoke Sexton Blake walked into
the billiard-room. The private detective had
discarded the bandages and had his pipe in
his mouth. H# nodded briskly to Detective
Dedeard and his assistant’”

“Just the man I want,” =aid Dedgard.
“Tinker won't play. so I'll order something
to eat and I'l} play you a game while they're
vetting it ready. Gosh! Thige is a noisy
sort of show., 1s that a Dreadnought coming
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kaer weqt to the window, puiled asidg¢ { bounds and come strolling back to school at

the curtains and looked out. A tug was
coming up the harbour with some vessel ia
tow, and the tug’s syren was going full blast.

“ Looks like a steam-yacht they re bringing
in,” he said, wiping the damp pane with his
handkerchief. *[ can’t see her very well,
but she looks a fine one.

“ It ought to he a fine one by the beas.,ly
row they’re making,” grumbled the man
from Scotland Yard. “What about grub? It

will have to be chips or cutlets, or steak, or
- something plain, but good, for this isn’t
exactly the Savoy Hotel.” -

“We don’t want anything at all, Dedgard,”
said Sexton Blake.

~ Dedgard insisted and went away to give
his orders. The moment they were alone
~Tinker quickly told his story and placed the
¢old band with the engraved initials allf]
the horn top of the whip or riding-crop i
Sexton Blake’s hand.

~ “You seem to be having most of the ex-
- citement, young ’un,” said Blake. “ You're
not certain that it was Roath.”

“Not actually certain, guv’nor. I couldn’t
¢cec for the rain, but that gold band looks
like evidence. If it was Roath it mu:;t have
heen the older chap, for the young ’un is in
nospital.”

“And the man?”

“ A little chap with a fair beard, quite a
Jittle. chap, but with a decent pnneh for hlS
sizé, and nimble on his feet.”

“Try and imagine him with his be*ud off,
young ’un. Was he anything like Aggshy? 9

“I'm not going to jump in and say
‘yves,”” said Tinker,
“1t was a real heard. He was Lke Azgsby in
build.” _ :

“You see what I'm driving at, Tinkerz”

“ Absolutely,” answered Tinker, .nodding.
*It’s been at the back of my head for some
time. Yes, guv'nor, 1 know what you're
“driving at. Z

““Right, but I don’t know what Dedgald
18 dnvmfr at,” said Sexton Blake, with a
quiet Iaugh. “Ile didn't leave the other
hotel just for motives of cconomy, for he’s
allowed first-class expenses, the good-natured
old blunderer. Choose your time and search

young' Roath’s study when you have a
chance, young ’un. You’ve not forgotien

what you’ve told me, that you saw young
 Roath come back to the school late on the
nmight of the murder.”

“I'm not forgetting that he locked us out,”
cald Tinker, “That may mean. nothu,_.
thongh. He would’t be the first senior to
break bounds at night.”

““But he hadn't a key, had he?”

“I don’t think so,” said Tinker. I sup-
pose he just pushed at the door—great pr'
IT we could only think of the vight thing

at the right time, we'd he worth our blt?ld
and  butter, My stars! 1f I'd broken

trade,

after some reflection.

"have a "i‘-a“{

: midnight or the early hours of the morning
and found the door open, I’d have fits ex-
pecting old Pycroft to be waiting up for me
in the hall to poleaxe me. That’s just what
1 didn't think of.”

““What do you think now, young 'un?*

‘“ The beggar had something on his mind,”
sald Tinker. **For all we know, he may
have had the key and permission to be out,

but that doesn t alter the fact that an un-
fastened door didn’t woirry him. I’m a bit

hazy. I know I had to get through the
fanhight t

Dedgard’s return put a close to the con-
versation, | ;

“Soup and Calcroft soles and a steak and
chips to follow, <and a bit of Stilton cheese
and a biseuit,” said Dedgard. < That’s the
hest they can do, and it might be a lot.
The yacht they've just fetched in is the
Southern Lily. She’s come round {rom
Shorehaven, and belongs to Roath.” ;

“Who’s Roath?” said Tinker mnocéntly.

*“One of the ceold meat bosses,” answered
Dedgard. ‘“ He’s bought a lot of property
here. 1 don’t think he’s actually in the
for I fancy he sold clean out to the
American crowd for huge bags of dollars.
If. he spends freely enough, .and they say
lie does, Le’ll soon be a big pot in these
parts. Now, how about that game.- The
table’s rotten, and so are the cues and:the
balls, so watch me do rottenly, Tinker.’?

“You'll do that right enough,” said
Tinker, “but why do you stop in such a
rotten place? Can’t they afford a billiard-
malhe* here?? -~

“I.don’t know, but you can have his Job 2
said Dedgard. ;

-““Nothing doing,”” said Tinker. “Your
play always bores me’ stiff. I'm going tao
round"the garden to ﬂet an
appetlte 2 | "

Tinker raised the window, which. had a
low sill.. It was more a yard than a
garden, and the. incoming tide.lapped the
stone wall at the boltom .of it. The tide
ran. up to within a mile and a half of
Caleroft School, where a weir with a lock
and sluice-gates barred its further advance,
except, when an unusually-high spring tide
fo]lumd heavy rains, and then the swollen
river, unable to pour its flood water into
the sea, occasionally slopped over, and had
once or twice actually invaded the quad-
rangle, to the joy of the juniors. and the
dizgust of everybody else.

The' vacht had come to her moorings, and
Tinker prerpd ‘at her through the gloom.
Suddenly he heard the bplanh of oars and
the creaking cof rowlocks., A boat showed

dimly thmunh the gloom, keeping close
inzhiere. It slid along under the wall, and
was made fazt to a ru-ty iron ladder. Tinker

drew back as a man climbed up.



for he

know
walked through and down a passage on the |

He cseemed to the way,
left cof the inn, and pushed open a door

that led into the streec.

There was nothing at all suspicious in
this, but a moment later a Iarrrer boat put
oif seemingly from the anchored vacht, and
also made fast to the ladder. Keeping out
of cight behind a pile of wooden cases con-
tainizg empty beer-bottles, Tinker saw eight
men climb over the wall one by one, and go
through the gate. Tinker followed.

Evidently the men had gone into the tap-
room of the Sloop inn, for they were not in
the street. The next moment he heard the
shrill sound of a police-whistle, one blast
and no more, and dashed through the Lotel
entrance mto the billiard-room: The men
were there. Tinker saw Dedgard, who had
vlown the whistle, drop in a heavy heap,
struck between the eyes by a billiard-ball.

Sexton Blake was seeping half a dozen
men at bay with a broken billiard-cue,
swinging it butt-end on like a flail. The men
were masked, but they had not been masked
when they had passed Tinker. They were
of the sailor type, and most of them were
plain blue jerseys, and were armed with
uhort life-preservers.

*-Clear out!” shouted Sexton B]a!«.e as
he caught sight of his assistant.

Tinker was momentarily too astounded to
obey. DBefore he could recover his wits, one
of the masked men swung round at him.
Tinker dodged a ftist-blow aimed at his ear,
but before he could recover the man was
between him and the door, and had fturned
the key in the lock. Tinker made a head-
long dive under the billiard-table, and
lie slid across the linoleum, and butted his
head against Detective Dedgard, who
there, either Ilifeless or wunconscious,
scraped his chin on the police-whistle,

Tinker blew the whistle with all his
might, and then, scrambling up, he tore a
tin cue-case from the wall. The cue inside
the case made it a heavy and dangerous
weapon, but as Tinker fought his way to
Sexton Blake’s side, at the second or third
stroke the catch of the cue-case. broke, and,
shooting across the room, the cue crashed
and struck a mirror advertising somebhody’s
buer, smashing it to fmgmento, and the

ase doubled up in his hands.

'Ihere was no qhoutmgz. only a trampling
of feet, and fhe nocise of llo?rbely drawn
breath. Then came a hammering at the
door, and, knowing that help was “at hand,
the attackers made a desperate effort to
close in, but Sexton Blake still kept them
at ba7. Three of them had dropped back,
one with a broken wrist and two mth
broken heads. .

All at once one of them rushed in on
Blake shielding himself behind a chair, with
the legs pomted at the private detectne
and the cue proved no defence against thh
weapon. He dropped it, velled to Tinker,
antlil wriggled away a]ong the edge of the
wa

and

- liard-room,

lay |

As Tinker scuttled through the oper
window followed by Sexton Blake, the land-
lord of the Sloop Inn shattered the lock
of the door with a hammer, and stood there
as astonished as Tinker had been, a little
crowd of his customers peering in behind
him with amazed faces.

“Boat, boat!” shouted a voice. ¢ XNo
5001{{1, boys! Boat, boat! This'll keep ’'em
ack!™

Something was hurled back into the bil-
something that spluttered and
hissed and poured out clouds of dense,
choking smoke, and made the landlord and
his customers beat a hurried retreat into
the purer air of the passage. Detective
Dedgard heaved himself up, his big head and
massive shoulders showing for a second o1
two above the evil-smelling vapour, and
then dropped out of sight again with a re-
sounding thud.

Then Sexton Blake appeared at the win-
dow, his face smeared with blood, and
vaulted over the sill. Shutting his eves and
holding his breath, he fumbled about till
he found Dedgard, and then, taking the bhig
man by the heels, he dragged him to the
door through the hot fog of smoke. Leaving
Dedgard there, he struggled back again t-o
where his overcoat hung.

In a second he was through the window
again with his automatic pistol.

“ Gone?” he asked. :

“Yes, guv'nor,” said Tinker. ¢ They're
the Other side of timt ﬁ""hln”‘bmq\,}\ Got
vour gun now, eh? If you’d had that before
there might have been a different varn to
tell. Yery amusing, isn’t it? I've got a
notion that somebody round tlhiese parts
doesn't like us!”?

CHAPTER XIV.
RBEILBY'S BAD TIME.

ETECTIVE DEDGARD had a Iump on
liis forehead the size of an orange,
and was put to bed. Sexton Blake left
the rest to the police, and the patrol

boat went out to search the vessels in the
harbour, and to look especially for two men
with damaged heads, and cne with an in-
jured wrist. If Dedgard’s dinner was ever
cooked it was not eaten by those it was
intended for. Sexton Blake and Tinker
caught the motor-bus to Calcroft and
scarcely spoke a word until they were near-
ing the school gates.

““The police will malz a big song about
this, guy'nor,” said Tinker at last, Wh};
didn’t we zo with them when they asked us.

“TIor one reason, young ’'un, I've got a
sore head Ilike Dedgard. That bit of a
scratch opened again in the row. I couldn’t

posi-
must

have identified any of those feliows
tively, though one or two of them
bear marks., Were you followed?”

“Not to my knowledge. If I'd thouglt of
such a thing I’d have been more wide awake.
- Why should I be followed?’
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“1 don’t know why, young ’un, but it
Jjooks like a faet that they knew where we
were or, at least, where I was, so perhaps I
was the one who was followed,”” said Blake.
“Jt isn’t only the police and a few people
ab the school who know our real identity.”?

“Sure as eggs,’” said Tinker. I couldn’t
swear that the boat came from the yacht,
but 1 should have told the inspector she
hiad if you hadn’t given me the office to keep
my tongue still. Roath’s yacht, too. You
remember he was dining at the hotel the

“night’ we ‘went pyjama-fishing.
fixed up that

've gob it | this,

he was the chap who was |
watching ng from the hospital grounds, and

that he lost his head and econtrel of his
machine. You remember the photograph of
me that was found on the stairs. We are
not going too far in thinking that the elder
Roath brought that particular photograph
to show his nephew.”’

“And that we're gelting so jolly much
in the way that Roath thought he’d better
kidnap one or both of us, guv’nor,” said
Tinker. * That’s what those Togues came
ashore for, and I'm positive they came from
his yacht. There’s a black yarn behind all
Do you think he’ll bolt?? ‘

“Net without the boy. Go in and ’phone,
Tinker. Ring up Wisthorpe Hospital and

~ o
e S
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instead of putting the ball over the net at hurricane speed as he had intended,

Pye hit Wilberforce on the nose with it.

also the tender-hearted guy who dropped
thiat rock on us from the bridge.”

*“I’ve held that opinion for some tinie,
but it has to be proved,” said Blake.
“We’re very much in the way, Tinker.”

“But you don’t think it’s so desperate
that young Roath wanted to make a mur-
der and suicide job by running into you
deliberately and killing you and himself at
the same time, do you?” - -

“1 don’t think that, and I don’t -kKnow
what took him to Wisthorpe in such a hurry
after you'd given him that note. I think in
2 wWay it was an aecident.- It’s as plain to
Me that he had discovered who I was, and
that the sight of me seared him so much

ask how young Roath is from me. I'll wais
till I hear the answer, and then I'll go back
to Calcroft and have a look round the pubs
and - lodging-houses, before they shut, for
vour little man with the fair beard.”’

Tinker hurried back to the ‘quadrangle
with startling news.

©“IIe’s gone, guvnor,” he said.

“Gone? XNot dead, surely, young ‘un?”’

Tinker grinned.

““Xo; I .don’t think you’ve got to face
another inquest just yet or perhaps a charge
of manslanghter,” he said, “so you needn’t
get nervous, guv'nor. The kid can’t he actu-
ally dying or the house-surgeon wouldn't

(Continued on page 40.)
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¥ HE work of the plumber is closeiy
connected with the cold and hot
water supply, the gas supply, with
sanitary applzances and drainage
iittings, and with telephone constructional
work.  Nowadays the plumber deals with
water supply and drainage in connection

with sanitary work, the gas fitter with gas
fittings, but the division is not arbitrary,
as the two sections of the trade are inti-
mately connected in such work as the fit-
ting of geysers and gas-boilers. The ten-
dency of late years has been to combine the
various departments of the work of the
plumber and call it sanitary enginceriag,
and to asscciate the work of the wvlumber
and gas’ fitter in the profession known as

heating engineering. Whatever branch of
the work is undertaken, a. considerable

amount of skill is neceded, and plumbing is
classed as one of the highly-skilled trades.

THE WORK DONE BY A PLUMBER.

A large variety of work is undertaken by
piumbers, and 1t includes the bending of
pipes, jointing of all kinds by screwing and
solder,
work, flashings, gutterings, and the making
cf seams by lead burning; the connection
oi pipes to mains, cisterns, flushing-tanks,
baths, sinks, lavatories, et-c.; the fitting of
valves, taps, boilers, tanks, ranges, eftc.
connected with the hot water supply; the

covering of  domes, turrets, finials, etc.,
with copper amd Jlead; the fitting of
pumps, filters, rams and hydraulic work,

and lining cases with lead and zinc, etc.
Not only is plumbing connected with build-
ing,
ship-building, and a plumber is as necessary
on a large liner at the present day as cn
a building.

THE WORK OF THE GAS FITTER,

The work of the gas-fitter includes the
construction of meters, the installation of
pipes and fittings, pressure-gauges, incan-
gescent and other burners, the fixing of gas
gookers, gas fires and radiators and gas-
heated boilers and circulators for domestic
and other hot water supplies. It is more
closely allied to the work of the engineer,
on- account of the wvarious metal working

but it is closely connected with modern
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processes involved, than that of the worker
in lead such as the original work of the
plumber was concerned with. The higher

branches of gas-titters’ work deals with
probiems connected with the reflection,
radiation and concentration of light *and

such work as is undertaken by the lighting
engineer, and also with effects of I‘ddldl’lt
The action of
explosive gases in the internal combustion
engine and the means of obtaining effective
ventilation is dealt with by the heating
engineer. These are included also in the
work of the gas engineer, but this profes-
sion covers the whole process of the manu-
facture of gas and its many valuable by-

~produets and in itself includes many
different frades.
THE WORK OF THE SANITARY
ENGINEER.
The work of the sanitary engineer

embraces much more than the actual work
of pilumbing. It includes a knowledge .ot
sanitary science and law, of water supply,
drainage, sewerage and sewage disposal, of
refuse disposal, of building construction,
lighting, heating, and ventilation.
It includes many forms of practical work,
but in the main it can be considered as
theoretical rather than practical as far as
the training of the sanitary engineer goes.

THZ PRACTICAL AND THE THEO-
RETICAL WORKER.

The term °*‘ engineer’ is rather mislead-
ing., as it is often applied to the metal as
well as to the manual workers in a trade,
and it is used to indicate a profession as
weil as a  trade. For example, in the
mechanical engineering trade, the designer
and theorist is an engineer, and the fitter
also known as an engineer,
and this rather loose method of indicating

members of a profession and the actual
workers in a trade by the same name is
being used in sanitary engineering, which
is  a new profession compared with
mechanical engineering. A plumber who
specialises in sanitary fittings is often

known as a sanitary engineer, and the same

(Continued on page 40,)



OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS

Special Sketch by Mr. BriScoe, for “The
Nelsorn Lee Library,” of
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Leeds Grammar School was founded in 1552 | tories, a lecture-room, gymnasium and an
by Sir William Sheafield. The school has | art-room. Additional new buildings are being
splendid accommodation for its 650 boys, in- | erected. The school has an excellent Scout
cluding fine chemical and physical labora-/ Troop and an O.T.C.



(Continued from page 33.)
name is applied to the man whose work
deals with the designing of sanitary fittings,
the planning of sanitary works, or the over-
looking of sewerage works.

THE PLUMBER AND
ENGINEER.

In quite a similar manner is the work of

the plumber bound up in that of the water

THE WATER

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY —
engineer, and although the plumber may

only be cvonnected with the actual work o?
joining up water-pipes in various Kinds ot
ways and the fitting of wvarious appliances,
the work of the water engineer may deal
with the whole question of the supply of
water at the source, the mcthods of filtra-
tion and pumping at the storage works as
well as the methods of distribution and
supply.

“ THE CALCROFT CASE”

(Continued from puage 37.)
have let him go. It was the matron who
spoke to me.
loan of the motor-ambulance from the
county hospital, to which 1 expeet he sub-
sceribes, and they took young R. home.”

“That would be to Roath’s place here.”

“QOr to the yacht,”” said Tinker; *“‘if not
direct, later on. You can take it-from me,
guv'nor, if we don’t get a move on it will
puzzle vou to get paid for that punch to our
car. Those two are going to beat it. The
old 'un hasn’t merely got the wind up, but
a regular gale of it. It’s such a blizzard
that he imagines we know twenty times more
than we do know. In fact, I believe he
thought you’d gone {0 see Dedgard to
arrange for his arrest to-night, and he tried
to pounce first and kidnap you before you
could pounce. You'd better take me with
vou and watch that yacht.”

“What’s the wuse of that, young ’un.
We've got no evidence worth calling evidence,
for strong suspicions won’t do against a man
in his position. You stay here for the pre-
senit, but don’t go to bed. Can you hear
the 'phone from your study.”

“I might if it was dead still and I -left
the door open,’”’ answered Tinker, “but it's
doubtful, and I don’t relish the idea of sit-
ting on those draughty stairs for hours
waiting {for a ring. Yhy, of course, I can
borrow Mr. Pycroft’s room. It’s nice and
cosy in there, and I'm right on top of
the thing.””.

*Right. Don’t wait up after one o’clock.”

Tinker Kknocked at Mr. Pycroft’s door to

ask that learned gentleman tc be allowed }

to sit in his private room.

“Er—of course, of course,”
Pyeroft amiably.

Mr. Pycroft seemed to be in such a good
temper that the fears earlier expressed by
I'ane and some of the other juniors that he
would go off the deep end that evening did
not seem to be justified. As Tinker and
sexton Blake had not waited for the last
‘buz there was still nearly an hour to go
before the bell sent the juniors to their
dormitories. '

Tinker discovered a good deal of furniture

said Mr.

in the corridor, for Pye and Fane were play- |

ing pinﬁg-pong, and when this game was
played in the study it was necessary to re-

Roath—the old ’un—got a|

s

-the ball

.bosd bainful.

move some of fhe furniture to make room,
It was a terrific encounter, for both the
youngsters were experts, and the rallies were
so long aud fierce, and they kept the ball on
the table so well, that Wilberforce Stott,
who was acting as picker-up, was not greatly
over-worked.

A wild slam at a ball with a nasty spin
on it lost Pye the match. Instead of putting
over the net at hurricane speed
as he had intended, he hit Wilberforce on
the nose with it, and the game ended in a
roar of murth, in which Wilberforce did not
join. Tearsz welled into hiz eyves behind his
spectacles, and die tenderly held his stinging
nose.

¢ Really,”” he said, still as forgiving and

'good-tempered as ever, “I ab sure you did

nod do thad indendionally, Bye, but 1d 1s
I ab quite subrised thad o
lighd thig like a bing-bong ball could addain
sufficient velocidy do hurd so budeh. Id
is a wodder by boor dose iz ncd bleeding.
Is id bleeding, Biddiey?” '

“Not a single spot of gore, myv son, not
a trace of claret disfigures your noble coun-
tenance,” gsaid Bindley. ¢ You are just as
beautiful as ever, hut if vou will push vour
face in the way, you must expect to geb
it punched. Now the rotten exhibition 13
over, let us do a bit more furniture-shifting,
for the old show looks as if we'd had tlc
brokers in.”

“INot so much of your rotten exhibition,"’
said I'ane. “We put up a eclinking good
show. What’s your opinion, Jack??”

“J only saw the wind-up.” said Tinker.
“and for that last smite Pye ought to cet
at least fourteen years. Perhaps it’s Lis cye-
sight, for it must be in a shocking state
to make him miztake Wilberforee’s face for
the table.”

“ It yelled a voice through the key-
hole, “if you lout. want to sell this rag-
and-bone stuft, I'll give you tup'pence for
the lot.”

It was the voice of Beilby that made this
generous offer. Knowing Beilby, the juniors
did not rush out to avenge the inszult, which
was just as well, for Beilby had pulled the
easy-chair across the door and piled the
fender, fire-irons and kettle on it in such.
a way that a mere touch would have semt
them down with a tremendcus clatter,

(To be continued.)
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| | THE
ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

—

The following is a list of names and addresses of Organising Officers who have
‘ qualified recently.—C.O.

081, Alfred  Milner, 38, Sandringham ) hall Road, Urmston, near Manchester; 2992.
street, Anlaby Road, Hull; 815. Walter James | Stanley Stevens, 79, Ritching’s Avenue,
ane, 33, Beale Road, Bow, E.; 952. Sydney | Walthamstow, E.; 3063. Thomas Carentieri,
¢. Gibbons, 30, Catherine Road, St. Ann’s | 36, Clerkenweil Green, Holborn, E.C.1; 3103.
Road, Tottenham, N.15; 1795. Victor Kay, | Humphrey Jeffers, Coolmore, Carrigaline,
101, Seedley Park Road, Seedley, Man-| Co. Cork; 3111. Stanley Pilkington, 203,
chester; 2238. Bertram Lawrence, 29, Histon | Emmanuel Street, Preston; 3135. Staunley
Road, Cambridge; 2303. Foster Francis Paul | Lindon Oliver, 46, Margaret Street, Everton,
Archer, 1, Burton Terrace, St. Luke’s, Cork; | Liverpool; 8140. William John Walker, 154,
2457. H. Aspinall, 6, Meount Street West, | Stroud Green Reoad, Figsbury Park, N.4;
New Pellon, Halifax:; 2562. Percy Kenyon, | 3284. Walter Symonds, 25, Row 118 Great
54, Sandy Lane, Middleton, Manchester; | Yarmouth; 3314, William  Benton, *St.
2612, Maurice Gooch, Crookes, Newent, | Ursula,” 353, XEnglewood Road, Balham,

i_‘louceaterahlre; 2722. William Stanley | S.W.12.
Kinchin, 7, Cambridge Street, Lower Brecugh- COLONIAL.

ton, Manchester; 2829. George Reid, 84, 1022. N. R. Clifton, 72, - Assiniboine
sondywell Street, Higher Openshaw, Man- | Drive, Winnipeg, Manitoha, Canada; 10066.
chester; 2901, William Frederick Dunnings, { Charlie Dennill, 2, First Street, Boksburg,
16, Netley Road, Walthamstow, E.17; [ N. Transvaal, South Africa; 1133. Peter
2953. Leo  Donnelly, 35, Prospect Villas, | Frederick Blake, 3, Prince Street, firahams-

Limerick; 2952. Geoflrey Partington, 16, Fing- ' town, Cape Province.

VOLUMES YOU WILL ENJOY!

-------------------- 'COMPLETE YOUR SET OF
MONSTERS!

- o e e i, Sp— . 8 &

There a're still some back

¥ .. W

VMR e B8 numbers of the Monster Library
|8 g s e 8 In stock. The following 1s a
[ i -:.':.t','.j.‘,:'-‘:i;; i el list of titles :—
5 iy wams &0 No, 1, The Schoclboy Treasure
: SEEker S.
i il ‘No. 2. The Black Sheep of the
‘ Creans _ RemGFEo
Ho %%  No, 3, The Tyrant of St. Frank’s. |
i T e 1 $Tp 4

4. The Boy from Bermond-
sey, |
i These can be had from any
. newsagent for 1s. each, or post’
- free ls. 2d., on apphcatlon to
the Amalgamated Press (1922)
Ltd,, Back Number Dept., Bear
- Alley, Farringdon Street, E.C 4.

.............
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“GIVE HIM A CHEER, BOYS

Don’t miss this ripping long complete {ooter tale, dealing with
the adventures of a Jew, who was despised by his. school.
It’s one of the SIX fine sporting yarns appearing in this week’'s—

| (Now onSale.) “ BOYS’ REALM?” (Pnce 2d. Everywhere.)

. w‘«‘uresdc'u er} of a4G0A Mead "’ \T'lrvel'
{| Bicycle. Nothing more to pay tiil you
p! i-.-u e ridden the machine one month.

“MARVEL . No. 4060 £4 19s 6d CASH.

#\We pack FRIEE, pay carriage and
¥ cuarantee sa*mfactzov or refund you=z
i money.Factory-Soiled cycles CHKAP,
f Accessories at popular prices., Yrite

1T0-DAY for illustrated Catalogte and
special offer of sample cycle.

M@jﬁ CYCLE CO. Inc. (Dept. B6OY),

SPARKBROOK, BIRMI?’E“I%“’

ACCESSORIES &

POST A°SEssorizs s FREE!!

7 Metal Tweezers, 100 Gummed Album fHead-
W ings, British Colonials, 62 Different Stamps
%7 (50 unused), Peclable btamp Mounts, abso
f.-?j Intely free. Just reguest. approv&is —LIS

B BURN & TOWNSEND.London Rd..Liverpool

DON’T BE BULLIED.

AL Send 44, Stamps for Two Splendid [1lus,
% 5 Lessons in Jujitsu ; the Wonderful Jap.-
® anese art of Self-Defence without
. weapons, Better than boxing or any

: » scienceinvented. Learn to
.. take care of yourself under
.f allcircumstances and fear

no "man. Monster larga
Illus. Portlon for P 0. 3’9 Send Now to ** YAWARA”
iDept. A.P. 27). 10, Queensway, Banworth, Middlesex,

—_—

- TRIANGLE

_containing Greek Pictorial, cat.
China qlll]h Bolivia,

Switzerland, Sweéen,
'.. Ukraine Pictorials, Ireland,
R applicantg for mpp*o.al« —~R,

3=,
Luls;awa Pictorial,
Veuezuela high

PACKET FREE

(f‘ndliur Hunoarmn Rc.\olutlon (eagle), set of 3
Norway, Wallace & Fortuana lblands set of 5
value, 50 -Million Marks stamp,-- Pair large

and an ob\olnre 3.cornered stamp in fine condition. to all .
WILKINSON, Provincial Buildings, Golwyn Bay.

N‘OT A - TOY—REAL PLATE CAMEZERA.
Takes Perfect Pictures—the popular Haif-

- Postecard size. Powerful Lens, Spring

Shutier. Fixed .Tocus _ rendering ex-

perience unnccessary. “Included free—

1)1'1te ~printing -paper -and chemicals.
Only ’9, post frée | —1Ii. LOTS, 37, Boundary

'Road Portslade Sussex.

Cure yourself

SEOP Stammerlllg as I.did. Par-

ticulars FREE.—FRANK B. 'HUGHES. 7.
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1, - . .

MAGIC TRICKS, etc. —Parcels 2/6,5/6. Ven-
triloquist’s Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Price 6d each, 4 for 1/..—T. W H&PRIﬁOL\
239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1.-

DEATH’'S HEAD PACKET—FREE!
Included in this month’s GIFT is the peculiar
Serbian 1904 £‘ Death’s Mask '> Stamp which 1s
famous thmuohout the philatelic world, Beautiful
Mozambique Co. (ohsolete), Jamaica (TIODDS Ein-
barking), Pl@‘\ (hmH{udnm‘\IemorlzLi‘Stamp,hema
Colony, and a score of other attractive varieties,
Send p.c. for appros.—Victor Bancroft,

HEIGHT INGREASED 5/- 62zt

3-5b inches in ONE MONTI.
Withoutappliances—drugs—ordieting.
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER
FAILS. Complete Courseb/- P,O.p. f.
or further partics.stamp., P.A.CLIVE, &
HarrockHouse,TheClose COLWYNBAY

e

Matlock.

FREE PRESENTS FOR ALL

SEND NO MONEY—WE TRUST YOU.

For sellmﬂ* cur High Grade Picture Postcards ab
1d. each to your friends we give, these- Presents:
ABSOLUTELY I‘REB—LIC,@ cies~ Wireless Sats,
Gramophones,* Footballs, Tennis Racquets Jewel-
lery, Toys and Games, }{azors:f]i‘ou_ntain Pens,
Watches, Clocks etfc., etc. Write to-day for =
selection of 72 Cards and Presents: Lxc-t 7o Qverseas
Applicants must send P.O. 2/6 “(not “stamps) 43
deposit and to cover cost of pachlng and postage. .
This can be deducted from Cards - sold —THE

PRL‘_.MIER CARD CO. (Dept. E), 8,

Christopher Street, London, E 2. ;

Vs rite for my Free Bar-
. gain Lists of the . bsst

= Coventry ~made cycles.

1 Sentonl4days’approval,

carriage paid.Thousands
of testimonials.

\. : il mrﬂenkd ;zgaswgé“‘{’é’ﬁi 4

%2 OG worth cheap Photo Material. Sam.

ples catalogue free. 12 by 10 En-
lztrfrement any photo, 8d.—Hackett’'s Workﬂs
July Road, Lwerpool.

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprietors,
London,
E.C.4. Registered- for
Abroad, 11/-
Limited.

Limited; and for Canada :

The Fleetwayv Iouse, Farringdon Street,
House, Farringdon q-f:rt:et London,

post. Subscription Rates: "Inland and
for South Africa: Central News Agency,
Messrs. Gordon & Gotch,

No. 565, D'R

The Amalzamated Prexs (1922), Ltd.,
&d\errmement Offices, The F!eetwav
transmission’ hy. (”‘anadian magazine

per annhum, 5/6 for six months. Sole Aﬂ'entq

Sole Aoeutb for "Australia and New Zealand :
The Imperial News Co. (Canada), Limited.

April 3, 1926,

E.C.4.




