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He stole that play from the real auther.

it’s a lje ! ?? roared the new voice. ‘‘ Roger Barton is a liar and a thief! 1
' Handy ! 7 gurgled Nipper, aghasi. i
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In this Rollicking Story of the Famous Boys of St. Frank's,

Handy gives Listeners-in a Shock.
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CILAPTER I.
THE HANDFORTHS AT HOME.

IR, EDWARD HANDFORTH, M.P,,
snorted. _
“This is getting beyond endur-

ance,”” he exclaimed testily. ¢ We
- are starting breakfast again, and none of
the children are down! Talking to them
seems to be a mere waste of breath.”

“It is holiday time, remember, dear——"
3 i

began his wife.

“ Rubbish!”’ interrupted Sir Edward
gruffly. - “That’s no excuse whatever. Not
the -slightest excuse. Idith gets down to
breakfast—and so dces Arthur. Why can't
the younger children do the same? VWWhen 1
was their age—-"

“ Hallo, everybody!”

It was a cheery greeting from the door-
way, and Ina Handforth tripped in, looking
bright and fresh in a new Spring frock.
““Cheerio, dad! Don’t frown so much—it
'shows all your wrinkles!®’

1 will

“Upon my soul!” exploded Sir Edward.

Eua came over and kissed him affection-
ately, :

“It’s no- good attempting to conciliate #ue
with this pretence of love!” blustered her
father. “You're late, young lady! We
started breakfast five minutes ago! Can’t
you be down in time—even on Sunday
morning?”’

“I heard the gong, dad, but I wasn't
quite ready,” explained Ena sweetly—using
her usual formula. ¢ Anyhow, I've beaten
Ted, haven’t 1?7 And I don’t suppose Willy
show up until we’ve finished. Ted
wouldn't let him get into the bath, you
know.”’

Ena bade good-morning to the other mem-
bers of the family, and sat down at the
table. They were in the sunny dining-room
of Sir Edward Handforth’s London house,
and the family consisted of Ena’s parents,
her elder sister, Edith, and the latter’'s

| husband, Arthur Kirby.



Kirby was a schoolmaster, with an cx.
cellent appointment at one of the biggest
public schools in the North. Like the other
members of the family, he was howme for the
Iaster holidays. He and Edith generally
stayed at Sir Edward’s during these periods

~for Kirby was a resident Housemuster at
}t?': school.

“It's all very well to ignore me, KEna,
but 1 won’t have it!”? said Sir Edward, lay-

g down lhis newspaper. ¢ This lateness
must cease. I dhave spoken about this be-
fore, but it seems to be quite useless. I
vou are late to-morrow morning——?=

“PBut it’ll be Laster Monday, dad!” pro-
{ested Ena, reaching for the toast.

» What difference does that make?”

"()h, well, Bank Ioliday. you Kknow-—?

A pc1fettly preposterous excuse!’ inter-
rupted Sir ¥dward. ¢ Good gracious! So
‘t)‘l are already preparing your Jmizﬁcatmn
for to-morrow, eh? am sure 1 don’t
know who you take after, Enal”

Lady Handforth and Edith and Arthur
kn'u'f’dn-f,;uitc privately. These little flutters
were of daily occurrence when the ¢hildren
were home for the holidays. Sir Edward
didn’t actually mean to be harsh or unkind.
At heart, be was oune of the most generous
men under the sun—and, treated diplomatic-
ally, one could get almost anything out of

him.

“You sce, dad, I wanted to look extra
nice this 1110111111"’ explained Ena coolly.
*1t's Sunday, aud 1 know how particular
You are abou:. us looking tidy and neat. 3o,
ILl:;t to please 3011-——-—’

“That’s all very well;?” iuteuupLed Qir
Bdward nmf‘lv “You can’t expect fo ex-

22

Luse yours self by suchh subterfuges
“ Hallo, here’s Ted ! put in- Arthur Kirby.

“Prouble, I'll bet!?

Edward Ozwald IHandforth, the fumous
leader of Study D at St. Frank’s, came into
the room with all his usual forece. Appar-

opened the door by the simple
It flew open
came. 1n

ently he
expedient of barging into it,
with g crash, and the Removite
smiling, and smﬁmg the air.,

“Hallo! Kidneys !’ he said briskly.

He took uttexlzy no notice of the family,
hut ztrode to the sideboard, and ammmml
‘e contents of the various dishes. 1iis
rugged features were glowing with the

effects of a recent wash, and he had for-

gotten to brush dis hair,

“Who's pinched all. the kidueysy?” he
asked indignantly. = ““Lua, yon greedy little
hounder, you haven't left me anything
WO fil————?

Vo Rdward!?

His father's voice boomed across the
hreakfast table,

- “Eh?  0Oh, ballo, ‘dad!” said Edward
Oswald, * "Morning! \10111111*" umboch
else! About these Iul(lll{?ja 15

L lf yeu will ring, dear, the maid will
bring more,” nterrupted hiz mother

soine
géntiy., .

(1“

Good cgg!” said Handforth,.

stormed Sir Edward. * Instcad
of teaching these youngsters a lesson ,}'uu
deliberately pander to them. What is the
good of my trying to teach them punctu-
allty‘? You calmly keep their food hot for
them! Bah!”’

Sir Edward grabbed his paper, and dis-
covered that half of it was missing—Ena
having seized an opportuunity to borrow sonie
of it.

“Eual”? roared Sie
that paper at once!”

“But you can’t read
dad,”” protested Ena.

“I won't have my paper rumpled and
separated!” stormed her father., <If there
is one thing I utterly detest, it is to have
my newspaper divided into a dozen sections.”?

“0Oh, very well, dad,” said Ena td!‘tl}.
“But I'm hlessed if I gan see how you
can manage it! Let's have the picture
paper, Edie.”

“When FPve finished with it,”’
sister severely.

Y Seltish ecat!”” said Ena crossly.

“ Darling!” protested her mother,

» There 17?

Edward., * Give me

all these pages,

sald her

“Well, isn’t she selfish??? _
“0Of course she ds!” put in  Fdward
Oswald. “Edie, don’t be a beast! [ want

a picce of that paper—{ want to sec the

review of last night’s play. Tl bet the
critics have gone dotty over itl”

Sir Edward looked grim.

“ Understand, I won't have L]I('::G slang

words used at my table!” he said augrily.
" And how dare you call your elder sistey
a4 beast, Edward?”
o Well, Ina called
Bdward Oswald. ,
“That is no reason why you should—-*?
“Here we are!” said Willy Handforth,
dodging in. ‘“ Any breakfast left? I’ll bet
Ted’s wolfed the lot! Just my giddy luck!”’
His father bestowed a cold glzmce upou
Liim.
“QOh!”? he said,

her a cat!’? challeng L‘J.

with heavy sarcasm.
“Splendid, William! You have condescended
io come down to breakfast!’?

“Yes, dad,” sald Willy, nodding.

"\uv kind of you, my boy—very con-
siderate !’ £y

“Oh, well, T didn’t want {o keep brede:u
ha,nrrmrr about too long, ;}ou know,’”> e¢x-
plcuned Willy. “ You generally get ratiy if
we're late. So I thought Id be down on
time for once.”

“On time!”? thundered hiz father. “ You
are late, you young rascal! We have nearly
finished! What have you got to say?’’

Willy sat down, and eyed the eatables,:

Y Well, I'm in at the death, anyhow,” he
replied.  **What's tlie plogm:mne for to-
day? Church tlua molmu i suppose? My
hat!?

There was something about Willy's toue
which sounded significant,

“I‘\plmu the mmeaning of that absurd ex=’
preszion ! ordered Siv Ldsmld o To-day 19



cunday, William!

I won’t hiave you racing
round the garden, or shouting about the

house. And if those noisy young friends of
yours dare to come round, I shall order
them away. They were here last night, and
for a solid hour the atmospliere was
hideous !

Willy grinned,

“You mean Juicy Lemon and Chubby
Heath?’’ he asked. ““That was Juicy’s
fault, really—he brought a mouth-organ
round. The young fathead couldn’t play it
for nuts. But I got all sorts of tunes M

““So it was you who made that appalling
racket?” put in his brother-in-law.

“You ass!”? said Willy. ¢I played the
thing beautifully. I say, Ted, isn't it fine
to be able to say ‘ You ass’ to a House-
master! 1 wish you were at St, Frank’s,
Arthur!”? ,

“Thank heaven I'm not!” said Arthur
Kirby, with feeling. “It’s a wonder to me
that your IForm-master is still alive! The
poor man is probably a mass of nerves at
the end of every term.”

‘““Don’t let’s talk shop, Arthur,” said his
wife.

“I should +think not!’”’ agreed Willy.
“This is Kaster, and we don’t want to think
about school at all. By the way, who's got
all the papers? Let’s have a chunk of
vours, dad!?”

“{ shall do nothing of the sort!® said his
fother coldly. *“And don’t use such ridicul-
ous expressions. There is no such thing
as a chunk of a newspaper.”’

“Well, a slice, then,” said Willy.

“A  slice is mno better!” frowned Sir
Edward. ¢ We are not talking about bacon!
in any case, a boy of your age has no
reason to read newspapers. When I was
a youngster I never dreamt of reading
newspapers.”

“Well, I'm not dreaming about reading
one, dad,” said Willy calmly. “I want to
took at the dramatic page. Ted was telling
e about lasv night’s new play—" The Whiri-
rool,” at the Emperor Theatre—-"’

“1 entirely disapprove of this interest in
chieatrical plays,” said his father sternly.
“ [ have already seen the report concerning
*The Whirlpool,” ana I shall tell you no-
titing about it. So don’t ask me. I won't
hive you exhibiting this precocious spirit.””

““No, dad,”” said Willy. “How did the
pilay go?” _

““ According to the critics, it seems to be

the most notable success of the year,”
veplied his father. “A wonderful play—a
ilay that will become the rage Eh?

Confound you, Willy, didn't I tell you not
to bother me?”’

“Does it say anything about Roger Bar-
ton?’’ asked Willy.

““You mean the author?”

“Yes, dad.”

““There is a very peculiar report concern-
ing Mr., Barton.” satd Sir Edward, turning
tiie pages of his newspaper. ¢ There is some

ridiculous rumour that he was horsewhipped
by a schoolboy Upcn my soul!’”’ he
added, with g start., “How many more
times must I tell you that I won't answer
your questions?”’

““All right, dad—just as you like,” said
Willy. < I'll have a look at the paper when
you've done with it. Or I'll grab Edie’s.”’

“Try and get it!” said Edith, laughing,

And breakfast continued in much the
same way.

e St

CIHAPTER 1L
THE TRUTH ABOUT ROGER BARTON.

'Y Y George!”
Handforth
citedly.

He had managed
to secure one of the Sunday
newspapers — there | werc
several at the table—and he
finished reading the criticisim of the
evening’s new play at the Empercr

gaid
Cx-

had just
previous
Theatre.

“By George!” he repeated. ¢ This—this
makes me hoil! They give Barton all the
credit—they claim him as the greatest play-
wright of the decade! And the rotter didr’t

write a word of ithe play!”

“Jlow on earth do you know?’’ asked his
brother-in-law.

“llow do I know?” Handforth stared, and
then snorted. My hat! Didn’t  old
Browne produce this very play in Noggs'
Theatre? It was called ¢ The Third Chance’
then, and Barton was Noggs’ manager., The
hlackguard’s pinched it—and sold it as his
own!”

“It’s a swindle,”’” said Willy indignantly.
“All St. Frank’s knows that Stevens’ fatlier
wrote that play——"

“One moment—one moment!” interrupted
Sir Edward from the head of the table.
“What 1s this—this diseussion? Edward,
what nonsense were you saying about MMr,
Roger Barton?”

“Weren't yvou listening, dad?”

“I was reading—but I heard a few of your
words,’”” said his father. “You mustn’t
make such scurrilous assertions., I can't
allow it, Edvward. You have called this man
a blackguard &

“lie's worse than a blackguard!’’ snorted
Edward Oswald. “He’s stolen that play
from Stevens, of the Fifth. Every word
of it—every giddy scene! Isn’t that right,
Willy 72

«“0f course it's right,” said his minor.
“Didn’t we produce the play in Noggs'
Theatre? But don't forget we promised :to
keep mum, Ted. Stevens doesn’t want his
mother to know anything about it yet—it'll
be too much of a shock for her.”

“We are keeping mum,” said Handforth,
frowning. “ We can talk in our own home
circle, T suppose? We can {rust the pater
and mater to keep their own counsel—and




I'm not so

I Lknow.

Arthur won’t spout,
swire about Ena—-—

“I shan’t speak about the old play!”’ said
Fna CO](]
Sir deard laid uis paper aside deliber-

ately.
“I had intended ignoring this discussion,
but 1 find it impossibié to do so,”” he said

drmiy. < What is all this #talk about
swindling and thieving? -~ And Noggs’
Theatre? Noggs, by George! What a ridi-

culons name!”

““T don’t suppose the man can help it,
dad,”” said Handforth. ¢ Andrew Sylvanus
Voggs——-that s his name., He's the owner of
a travelling theatre, and my play—my great
“Trackett Grim > burlesque——?

‘““Good gracious, yes!” interrupted his
tather. “You told me about it, didn’t you?
There's no need to go over it all again,
Edward.”

“No need at all,” said Arthur Kirby
promptly. “But this London show is a
different thing. I suppose you know you've
made a pretty libeilous accusation, young
man? You’d better be careful. If you said
a2 word like that in public it might lead
to a slander action-—-"’

“Rats!” interrupted Handforth. <Bar-
ton daren’t bring any action for slander.
'The man’s 2 crook—a swindling robber!

Didn’t he ftry to twist old Noggs out of
his theatre?”

“Pidn’t he try to
Edward.

“Twist old Noggs.”

“Twist him?” .

““Well, rook him, then?”

‘“1 knew what you meant the first time!”
said his father sternly. ¢ But my efforts to
correct your slang are evidently foredoomed
¢o failure, The modern speech is becoming
utterly appalling!”’

what?’? asked Sir

“0Oh, cbuek it, dad!”? protested Willy.
“Don’t start a giddy lecture about -:lcmﬁ'
We're talking- about that rotter, Barton.

Ted was going to tell you about the play
fast nmht——hut you and the mater packe
s off to bed.”

“You came in very lale, dear,”” said his
mother,

“ Nearly midnight!?. .growled Sir Edward.
“When I was a boy I had to go to bed at
nine o’cloek!" Holidays or no helidays!
I'm altogether loo easy-going with you—
ihat's the trouble Well, what about Bar-
ton’s play? = What is this cock-and-bull

story you have got hold of ?*

" “You’'d better do the talking, Ted,” wld
Willy.

“I was going to do it., anyhow—so don’t
vou interrupt, my lad,” said Handiorth.
“Have you seen this report?’’

*Nob yet.”?

“The paper's gone dotty over that piay,?
went, on Handforth., ¢ Says that it's the
iost amazing success that London has seen
for twenty-five years! 1 believe it, too—the
audience went simply mad last night. Clean

_¢ Hamlet,” vou know. '
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mad. I've
theatre.”’
‘““ Are you sure you’re not exaggerating

never heard such cheering in a

‘Ted?”” asked his elder sister.

““Honest Injun, Edie, it was simply ferri-
fic,” said Handforth earnestly. *“ And this
newspaper says the same thing. They claim
that * The Whirlpool > will be the rage of
London—and that it'll run for iwo or ﬂnce
years solid.”

Sir Edward nodded.

“1 must confess my own newspaper inti-
mated the same thing,” he said. “ And this
journal is guite a sane, staid periodical. It
would not lend itself to any cheap-jack
methods, There i3 not merely the usual
criticism, but a separate column concern-
ing the play. It undoubtedly created a
sensation,”’

“I should think it did!” agreed Edward
Oswald. “Weren't we in the theatre—
Chureh and MeClure and 1? And Nipper and
Pitt and Watson and Archie and a lot of -
others?  Browne apnd Stevens wcere there,
too—-??

“You must remember, Edward, that these
names mean nothing to us—or very little,
at  all events,”” interrupted his father.
“Who are Browue and Stevens? I don’t
seem to remember having heard those names.

before?” :
“Browune's the skipper of the TFifth,
pater,” explained Willy. “ A chap after our
own heart, too. lle reminds me of you a
bit.” :
“ Indeed?” _
“Yes, rafher. He can do anything. He's
the most capable fellow you could wish to
meet—withh a pure, colossal cheek., He's got

a nerve like Well, there’s no word to
describe his mnerve! The [fellow’s a born
comedian, too. One of the best.”’

Sir Bdward did not seem particularly
flattered.

“So this boy,- Browne, has a colossal

cheek—and he is a borr comedian!’” he
repeated coldly. “ And he iz like me?” '

Edward Oswald snorted.

“Pon’t take any notice of Willy, dad,”’
he said. “The young ass doesn’t know
what he's talking about. You couldn't hold
a candle to Browne when it comes to get-
ting things done—— I—I mean, not in the
same wav,” he added hastily. ‘It - was
Browne who produced this play—and Willy
and I acted in it. So we know what we're
talking about. Why, Stevens produced the
original manuscrint. It was wnuten by his
own father 22
- “But who is Stevens?” asked I]ultu

““ Horace Stcvens, of -the TFifth—Browne'’s
particular pal,” explained Handforth im-
patiently. “.A pretty keen actor, too—he
did marvels in old Noggs’ Theatro——plmed
Noggs was wild aboub
it—wild with enthusiasm, I mean.’’

“But hang it, you must be wrong some-
where,””  said  Arthur Kirby dubiously.
“This play you're speaking about can't be
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¢ The Whirlpool * under another name——->

“It is!”? interrupted Edward Oswald.
“Qr, rather, *The Whirlpool' is Stevens'
irlav with a new title. I tell you that Roger
Barton is a crook. He pinched the thing—
deliberately stole it.”

“Then why doesn’t the real author take
proceedings?”’ asked Sir Edward. “Come,
Edward, this is altogether too fantastic

“«“ Qtevens’ pater is dead,” said Ilandforth
guietly. “His mother isn't particularly
rich, and she’'s none too strong, either.
nlex re not telling ther about this produc-
tion yet—it would be too much of a shock
for her.”’

“Oh, I see,” said his father. ¢ Upon my
soul! I wonder if there can be any founda-
ticn for your suspicions? [t certainly
sounds peculiar—-—-"

““ SQuspicions be blowed!’ roared Hand-

forth. “Sorry, dad! But, dash it, yvou seem
so jolly hard to convince! They arpn't
suspicions at all. We know it! Don't I

keep telling you that we acted in the play?

Ve saw the manusceript, and—and every-
tliing! And last night the whole play was
put on at the Emperor Theatre word for
word, and scene for scene. Nothing was
altered except the title and the names and
places, And then Barton—that rotten -crook
of a Barton—came on the stage and made
a speech! Why, it—it was abszolutely
fearful!”?

“The newspaper mentions that there wasg
some disturbance, but it glosses over the
actual details,” said Sir Edward. ¢ Good
gracious! 1 trust you dide’t take part in
this uproar.”

“1 jolly well did!”’ retorted his son. <1
cot up, and called Barton a liar—in front of
the whole giddy house! And so did Stevens.
Why, we were simply boiling with rage.
That biflckgumd must h‘ue broken into St.
I'rank’s one night and

He broke off, and gasped. . A startled,
amazed expression sprang into his eyves,

CIIAPTER III.
SIR. EDWARD'S INVITATION.

VERYBODY ‘at the
breakfast :table was
watching andforth
curiously.

“What is it, "Edward?”
asked his mothet

“I—I've just thought of
something!” he exelaimed breathlessly.
“By George' Something +that happened
weeks ago—one night at St. F rank’s, uhen
I'd gone downstairs after lights-out——

“Oh!” said his brother-in-law. ¢ That’'s
Very interesting. Is that the kmd of thing
vou do at your school?”

“Don’t be a chump!”’ protested Hand-
n»rth “I wasn't off on the razzle——"

“You weren’t what?’’ asked his father.

“I wasn't going out on the spree. dad,"
explained Handferth impatiently. I just
weitt downstairs to write some of my new
play. It was one o'clock before I'd finished,
and——- Yes, I remember now! I saw scme-
body in the upper corridor. I chased him-—-
and nearly grabbed the begegar, too. GCreat
Scott! It must have been Barton—pinching
poor old Stevens’ play. I'll bet a quid it
was Barton!”

“This is the first I've heard about it.”
sald Willy severely. < Ted, you ass, why
the dickens dida't you tell me?”

“Why should I tell you?” asked Hang-
forth tartly.
“Because we might have got on the

track,” said his minor. “I'll bet wu for-

- got all about it the next day—

“IForgot all about it!” echoed Sir Edward.
“But—but that's absurd! Surely you re-
ported this suspicious occurrence to your
ITousemaster, Edward?”

Arthur Kirby laughed.

‘““Surely he didn’t!*’ he, sald drily. <7
can hqrdh imagine a junior leportmo to me
that he had been out and about ‘lt one
o'clock in the morning! TI'll bet the young
rascal maintained a dlsmeet silence.”’

“Young rascal yourself!” said Handforth,
glaring.  “You're not my Housemaster,
thank ﬂoodvcs , Arthur! TI'll bet some of
vour chaps go through the ~ mill, peor
beggars !* - '

“You needn't
father, sternly.

“I'm used to it!” grinned Xirby.

“I didn’t think the affair was worth re-
porting, anyhow,” said Handforth. * No-
body missed any valuables, and I didn't
aant to create any unnecessary comment,
That reminds me, too!”’ he added, with a
start. “ By George, yes! I've got one of
the chap’s buttons!”

“That’s a fat lot of good!” said Willy
tartly.

“It's a clue!” retorted his major. < An
overcoat button, my lad—not a common or
garden thing, but a special pattern, with a
dlbtl[lufﬁl\(} seroll to it. Jf we could onlv
se¢ Barton in that overcoat—-"?

insult Arthur!”’ said his

“Even supposing the man was Roger
Barton, he is not likely to have kept. that
coat after that incident,” interrupted

Arthur kirby. ¢ Or, at least, he would have

+ the sense to eliange all the buttons.”

Sir  Edward sat Pack, and looked
thoughtful. _

‘“ A most peculiar affair,”’ he commented,
“Under the circumstances, I can hardtly

doubt the truth of your story, Edward. I1i
you acted in ‘this play, you should cer-
tainly know what you're talking about.
Barton is evidently a worthless scamp who
stoloe that poor lad's play for his .own
purposes.”
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“Alarvellous!” breathed Willy.
“It remains to be seen
done,” proceeded Sir-Bdward,
‘Boy, Stevens, persuade his mother to take
degal action??? ; y
“ Itis mother doesn't kpow anything about
dad.”
“No, so you said.
rept in ignorance for long.
worth a fortune—Barton must
money already—" =
**That's .. just the point, pater,”’ put in
Willy, “DBarton’s not only coining money,
but the owner. of the Emperor Theatre is

But she cannot be
This play 1s
he coining

Samuel Arrowsmith—practically a million-
aire,’) v
* What of that??
““Mr. Arrowsmich is bound to support

Barton if there's any - hint of legal proceed-

ings,” replied Willy. “It’'s Arrowsmith’s
production, isn’'t it? And with limitless

money at their disposal, they’ll squash any-
thing that comes along. Poor Mrs. Stevens
won't stand a chance.”

Sir Edward frowned, \ .

“1 was not aware that you were invited
0 express any opinion, William!”’ he said
severely, A mere child! Upon my szoul,
these youngsters are under the belief that
ithey know as much as their elders! '
At the same time, you are probably right,
my boy. You have, indeed, raised a very
important point.”

“Of course I have,” agrced Willy.

“1 fear that Mrs. Stevens will indeed en-
cage upon u. hopeless battle if she brings
any action against the DImperor Theatre
management,’” said Sir Edward.

“ But—but this is awful!” shouted Hand-
forth excitedly. Do you mean to say that
ithat swindling rotter is tg. reap all the
profits of Stevens’ play? Why, it's
scandalous! I'll bet old Browne won't sit
¢till under o thing like that!”

“Clever as 't-h_is boy Browne may be, there
are limifs to his powers,” said the master
of the house. ““No, 1 fear the matter looks
very serious. There have been cases of such
grosg injustice before—and, unhappily, the
wrong parties have triumphed. There is this
romour, too, aboubt. Barton being horse-
whipped-——"" |

“Turaour!” interrupted Handfortb, with a
snott.

. An absurd rumour, of course

“Why, dad, youn're dotty!” gasped lLldward
Oswald.

“What!t” ,

“J—I mean, it isn’t a rumour!” panted
Handforth. “We saw it! Churech and
*MeClure and I Browne, too! We saw the
whole thing!”’

“You saw Barton horsewhipped?™ -
“0f course we did.”’ '

»

‘Um!

m—
e Db --;r-_—'_'r_ = 3
“ By {his boy Stevens?”
what can be “0Ob, my hat!” groaned Handforth, ex.
b Gannot this asperated. ' Stevens lashed him hke the

dickens—chased himn half up the Hayvmarket!
A terrific erowd eollected, the police came,
and Stevens actually asked to be arrested.”
“0Obh, the foolish, foolish boy!” exclaimed
Lady Houdiorth, in horror.
“And did they arrest
Edith. | |
“No,” snorted her brother. ¢ Barton was
afraid to bring the charge. I c¢xpecet he
thought it would mean tco much publicity,
Of ¢ourse, he didn’t want to appear in the
court, and have Stevens accuse him of steal-
in%}'sjis play. Let’s have a look at the paper,
dad.
This time Sir Edward made no objections,
and Handforth stared rather dazedly af the
item concerning the so-called rumour.

him?"”  inquired

“Well, 'm jiggered!” he gasped. *“ Look
at this!  An absolute denial! It’s called
“A Ridiculous Trumped-up Story. They

sayv there’s not a word of truth m it—and
that Roger Barton is treating the affoir as a
joke. This paper ought to be publicly
burnt!”

“Tt's not the paper’s fault, you chhamp!”
said Willy. **They wouldn't have a reporter
on the spot, and you can bet that the
Fmperor Theatre management sent them
that denial, 1 expect it’s published in good
faith.”

“But—hut it’s a lie!” panted Handforth,
“Barton was horsewhipped! I saw it! And
now the public’s fooled—all the papers are
saying that the horsewhipping was only a
rumour. The public ought to know the
truth.”

Sir Edward shook his head.

“Docs the public ever know the {ruth—
about anything?”’ he asked sagely. “I'm
afraid not. The most difficult thing in the
world, Edward, is to get the truth known.
Lies can be easily circulated—nothing, In
fact, is more readily accomplished. But the
truth-—-no !’

“« Why not broadcast it, to-night, dad?”
orinned Willy.

“Pon’t be absurd, my hoy!” said his
father. . |

“ But ihink of the chance!” went on
Willy.  **You'll be in front of that micro-
phone, and you can snap it out before the
B.B.C. oflicials can stop you! I say, what
a chance!™

“Willy, I dislike these facetious suggcs-
tions of yours!” said Sir Edward coldly.

“ Unless you are very careful, I shali refuse
to let you come with me to the London
Studio.”

Handforth was starving,

“ Whal's' this about broadcasiing?’” he
asked, I didn’t know you'd joincd <he
B.B.C., dad. Are you going to sing, OF
what?" _ .

“Doun't be ridiculous!” frowned bis [athel.
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“The B.B.C. has sasked
me to give out the
general news this even-
img—and, as a public
man, I cannot very well
refuse. A ridiculous
affair, of course,” he
added carelessly, “A~
nuisance, in fact. But
we have our duties, and
we must perform then.
If you. had been at
home last evening,
Edward, you  would
nave heard of this.”
“Oh, well, it’s nothing
ruch,  anyhow!” said
Edward Oswald., “Giving

out  the general news,
eh? I thought it was !

going to be something
good! I'd like to see
the Studio, though,” he
added thoughtfuily.
“Can I come with you,
dad?”

“H'm! I'm not so (hil
sure,” replied. his father. | HE
“I have already prom-
1sed Willy that he can

cong-——  Well, I sup-
pose i, will be all
rigcht,” he added. “Yes,
Edward, you can come

if you wish.”

Willy sighed.

“Now the fat's in the
fire,” he said resignedly.
“Just Iike you, dad, to
go and spoil everything!
I'd purposely told Ted
nothing about it. I
new  he'd want to
come. We shan't have —
a minute’'s peace with
him therc—and we shall
probably  be chucked
out of the Studio on
cur necks!”

“T shouldn’'t be a bit

_‘.
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““ But, Mir. Webb, haven’t 1 told you how impossible it
has been ? ' asked Wis. Stevens, her voice more tremu-
lous than before.
nothing of this affair, and he may be down io breakfast
at any minute——7"’

‘“ | can’t help your son,’ interrupted the other gruffly,

‘“1 beg of you to go. My son knows

surprised!” said Hand-
forth tartly.

The elders assumed that te was merely

savcastic—but Willy eaught a curiously grim

note in his major's voice, and he gave him a

sharp look.
ssaR

% 0-ho 1"

murmured Willy  to himself.

CHAPTER IV.
HORACE STEVENS' MISERY.

ORACE STEVENS gave
his mother’'s arm &
gentle pressure,

¢«“That's all right,

mother,”” he said softly. *“No

need to worry about me like

that. I shall he all right.

I's¢ given up all hope of Oxford, and 1

don't suppose I shall be able to stay at St
I'rank's for very long, either. I'm resigned.
I'm going to put my heart and soul into
acting.”

For a moment or two Mrs., Stevens made
no reply, She and her son were alone in
the quiet drawing-room of their modest Liome
at Regent's Park, 1t was afterncon now, and
the drawing-room was singularly peaceful.

Mrs, Stevens was a widow, her husband
haviiie died many years earlier. And she
and her son were practically alone, for
there were no other children. Aunts and
uncles and nephews and nieces, of course--
but visitors of this type were few and far

between. Tor the Stevenses were poar.
Muclh poorer than Horace ever realised -
until now.
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He had been at St. Frank’s from a fag up-
wards, and had never given a thought to
financial matters, He knew, of course, that
his mother had to be careful with new suits,
books, and other essentials of school life.
s pocket-money, too, had always been more
or less limited.

This was a point he had intended raising
during these holidays. Now that he was
over seventeen, and well into the Senior
School, there wero a hundred and oune ways
in which money could be used. In fact, at a
great Public school like St. Frank’s, money
was essential.

However, he had learned—to his inward
dismay—that financial affairs were by no
means as stable as he had always imagined.
His father had left Mrs. Stevens with a com-
fortable income, and hefore the war she had
heen able to maintain an excellent home,
But her income remained stationary whilst
the cost of living became mnearly doubled.
And then the income had grown less—owing
to unexpected falls in the stock market.

Even Stevens had no real idea of the truth,
His mother had simply told him that money
was none too plentiful. He didn’t guess how
she had screwed and pinched—how she had
denied herself endlessly. He had always come
first with his mother,

And during these holidays she had broken
(he news to him that Oxford was impos-
sible.  She might be able to continue the
heavy expenses of St. Frank’s—but the Uni-
versity, no. His hopes in that direction were
shattered. And he was resigned to the idea
Nnow,

Mrs. Stevens was rather a fragile-looking
lady—pale-featured, delicate, and showing
the faded traces of a previous beauty. In-
deed, she was still beautiful, in a gentle,
inexpessibly  charming way. There was
something very lovable about Mrs. Stevens.

Horace himself sat for some little time in
silence, too. There were thoughts in his
mind which he dared not speak aloud-—-
thoughts concerning his dead father’s greai
play. Last night Stevens had seen that
play achieve one of the greatest successes
that London had ever known. And he had

soen another man eclaim the work as his
own!
But his mother knew nothing. The title

of the play was changed, and, in any case,
Stevens had taken good care to kecp the
newspapers away from his mother. If she
read the criticisms she might recognige the
plot—and suspect.

Later, of course, it wouldn't
she would inevitably hear of
amazing success. She wouldn’t
with her husband’s work., Her health was
frail, and Horace svas terribly afraid that
the shock of learning the truth would bowl
her completely over,

“You're not saying anything, mother,” he
wilispered at length.

“No, dear,”” replied Mrs, Stevens. Lol
was thinking, I am so econcerned, Horace—
¢y worried about you——="

matter-—-for
the play’s
associate it

“ About me?
“You keep on talking about acting, dear,’s

What on earth for?™

said his mother gently., “Oh, I don’t want
to discourage you—I don’t want you to think
I don’t appreciate your enthusiasm and vour
talent! But, Horry, do you think it wise?
Do you think you will be able to make an
honourable name for yourself?” -

“Why not?”’

“The stage is =0 precarious, my boy,” she
went on, shaking her head. “Even the hest
of actors have their frials. 1t is terribly
diflicult to muake a4 good income unless you
are at the very top, DBusiness is ditferent,
Horace. It is  more certain—more
stable——*

“But I hate business, mother!”

Mrs, Stevens sighed.

“1 know,” she said. “But perhaps vou
won’t always hate it, Horace., And if you
only perscvere &

““0Oh, hang it,- mother, aren't you a bif
old-fashioned?’’ asked Stevens rebelliously.
“I've set my heart on the stage, and 1 mean
to make it my carcer in life. It wouldn't
matter it I had thousands—millions! &
should still want to act—just for the love of
it. The very idea of business stupefies me,
I couldn’t stick it, mother! I should he
_(%I};'I don’t know! Anyhow, I couldn’t stick
it !

Mrs. Stevens looked at him grively.

“You're full of enthusiasm, Horace, and [
don't wonder at it,” she said. *1'm afraid
your companions have been putting big ideas .
into your head. Wrong ideas. It sounds <o
rosy now--the future looks so promising,
But you have made your sucegss because you
are a schoolboy., It is only a false impres-
sion, dear. 1t would be very different if
you started out to make a living.”

Horace breathed hard.

“] don't want to argue, mother—yon
wouldn’t understand my feelings, anyhow,”
he said gquietly. “But I couldn’t stick in

business, I should become absolutely stag-
nated—and get mnowhere, But on the
stage——- Dy Jjingo, on the stagé there's no

knowing where I should get!”

¢ PDreams, Horace, dear--they are jush
castles in the air,” said his mother sadly.
“0Oh, don’t ¥ know? Didn’t your father have
the same dreams? He wrote plays—won:
derful plays—and never made any success ab
all.  Give up these wild ideas, Horace.”

“They're not wild, mother o

“There's Mr. Tudor, our family lawyer,”
continued Mrs, Stevens. “lle has promised
me to find an opening for you when you
leave school—whieh, 1 am afraid, will be
sooner than we had first thought. I don’t
think you can remain at S8t. Frank's after
this year, HUorace. Mr. Tudor knows a big
man in the City—a great firm of stocke
hrokers—who will give you a good start I
their office,”

Horace Stevens' face became clouded.

“ A stoekbroker’s office!” he muttered.
“(h, hang it, mother 22

1t won't bhe so alluring as the stage, deaty
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but it will be more certain,” said his mother
gently., “Tfor a year or two you. will receive |
a4 merely nominal salary—hut it will
sufficient for your own needs. Our saving ou |
the St. TFrank’s expenses will help
enormously, too.” |
“But are things really as—as tight as;
that?" t
**Yes, darling.”
“Why didn’t you tell me before, mother?”
he asked gruily. “I'm hanged if I'll go!
back to St. Frank's at all! I've got an ap- !
pointment with Ar. Crowson, the owner of
the Tall Mall Theatre., He'll give me 2
job, I know. DBefore the end of the year
I'll be earning good money on the West{ End
stage.”
““ Horace, you musin't think—you musin't
dream of it!” interrupted Mrs. Stevens, with

concern. ““It's—it’s too precarious, Be-
sides, I’ve promised Mr. Tudor—-""
““(Good old Tudor!” muttered Stevens,

¢“He's a brick, I know, but he doesn't under-
stand me, mums, dear. Neither do you.
But if you're really set on this, I suppose
1I'd better ehuck up my own ambitions.” |

He became silent—staring gloomily in
front of him. And there was something,
too, about his flushed face and his tense

eves that hinted at something suppressed.
His motuer regarded him very tenderiy.

“* You mustn’t become depressed, Horace,”

she said. < And there's no mneed to tulk
about leaving St. Frank’s immediately. In-
deed, you mustn't, Your fees for mnext.
term are already paid e
“Hush!” murmured Horace, az a tap
sounded on the door.
CHAPTER YV,

LETTING HIMSELF (O,
MAIDSERVANT ap-
peared.

MY, Browne,

ma’am, and two

other gentlemen,” she un-
nouneed.

Stevens sprang up.
 ““Good!” he said, with ill-concealed re.
lief. ¢1 was expecting old Browne!”

““And old Browne has not failed wvou,

Brother ITorace,” observed Williamm Napoleon
Browne, as he lounged gracefully into the
drawing room. ““In fact, old DBrowne hLas
turned up in all his regal glory—accompanied
by Brother Hamilton and ~ Brother Pitt,
Greetings, dear Mrs, Stevens, Allow me to
€xpress the view that you are looking charm-
mg.  Although the sky is cloudy at the
Moraent, the sun inevitably shines when you
ire present.”

Mrs, Stevens smiled,

) “Whn‘q a boy you are for talking non-
“ense, Billy!’* she protested, as she gravely
Snook  hands. “ Splendid ! Nipper and

!
|
be t

Reggie! T think I've got the names right,

haver't Y You've come to tea, haven't

}{Jlii'_u'rr

S That  waszn’t exactly  the idea, Mrs.

stevens,” smiled Nipper. “ We just came

round o zee your scn, you know, We

don’t like te palm ourselves on you like this.
““ Ancther word, my lad, and I’Il kick

you 't aaid Stevens grimly.

“ Horace !V protested his mother.

““Well, the young fathead shouldn't talk
like that,” growled Stevens. “ Palming
thetiseives en us! What next?”

Browne, the elegant and lanky skipper of

the Fifth, smiled.
“I am inclined to echo, ‘ What mext?’,
3rother Horace,” he remarked. ¢ This

abode, of course, iz our second home. We
have always regarded it as such. We walk
In as we¢ piease, and we do as we like.

That, T take it, is the general idea, dear
lady ¥+ '

“Of course it iz. Billy-—and vou know it!”
smiled Mrs, Stevens, “1 suppose you'll
want to go up to Horry's den now, won’t
you?  You'il come down when the gong

sounds?”
“Two stairs gt a time, fair lady,” pro-

mized Browne.

Thnev went off—the two seniors and the
two juniors, Reggie Pitt and Dick Hamil-
ton were not constant visitors, such as
Browne was, but there was a particular
reasonn for their Sunday afternoon call on
this oceasion. Browne, of course, had not
exaggerated when he declared that he re-
varded the house a3 his second home. Dur-
ing every holiday he spent fully half his
time at AMrs., Stevens' table—and Ilorace
spent the corresponding half at Sir Rufus
Browne's table,

The **den” waz a small room at the top
of the old-fashioned house—an attic, In
fact, which Steven:z had converted info a
little study. There were one or two easy-
chairs—a few bookeasez, and the walls were
plastered with photographs of famous
cricketers and footballers, and such like.
Altogether, a schoolboy’s den, in every sense
of the word.

“*Jolly good!* commented Reggie Pitt,
as he sat on the corner of the table. < This
iz the first time I've been up here, Stevens.

I've got a room at home, but it’s not as
good as thiz, I think I'll take it as a pat-
tern.”

““Yez, by Jove, ii's natty,” declared
Nipper,

“(One moment, brothers—one moment !

zaid Browne gently, 1 may-be wrong, buf
it seemz to me that Brother Horace is
surcharesd wjth a certain amount of surplus
emotion. Whatever it is, DBrother Horace,
let it surge forth, Let it "

““Barton ! panted Stevens. “I'm think-
ing about that hound, Roger Barton! Thank
goodness, you chaps have come! I've bottled
miself up all day—I haven't breathed a word
o the mater! But I can let it out now,

[ S T A - A
(AaNs coodness .




‘“ o ahead, brother.””

¢ Barton's a blackguard—a thieving dog!”
cxelaimed Stevens fiercely,

v Splendid !

“He's nothing but scum!’? went on
Horace. ““And 1've got to face the mater,
and cay nothing! The cur! The crooked
rotter!’? '

““Better and better!” beamed Browne.

“The filthy leper isn't fit to mix with
human society!” went .on Stevens passion-
ately, “And to-day his name is on the
lips of everybody in London! He’s famous!
The great new playwright! The mest talked-
of man in dramatic circles! And that play
is my father's! Oh, the thieving, swindling
beast! The unmitigated scoundrel}”

Stevens paused, breathless, |

“One moment [** said Browne gently, I
have here, Brother Horace, an excellent
pocket dictionary. A ~hrief glance, 1 am
sure, will accquainf, you with quite a new
selection of words. There are still plenty
left——"

““Chuck it, Browne,” said Nipper, frown-
ing, “The poor old. chap’s nearly dis-
tracted. I expect you saw that paragraph
in the paper this morning, too, Stevens?
That denial of the rumour??”

“Rumour !’ burst out Stevens. ¢ Good
Heavens! How the man possesses the nerve,
I don’t know! Hundreds of people saw me
horsewhip him—I chased the hound up the
Haymarket! And yet it is reported in the
papers as a rumour—and denied! I feel like
going to the Press agencies and telling them

22

«“ A waste of time, old man,”” interrupted
Pitt. ¢ They wouldn't take any mnotice of
you. You can't expeect them to. A school-
boy’s word against that of Roger Barton
and Samuel Arrowsmith!”?

“ Arrowsmith is about the biggest man in
the theatrical business,’” said Dick Hamil-
ton. “You couldn’t possibly fight him,
Stevens, He's got millions behind hkim.,”

Horace Stevens seemed to crumple up.

“Yes, 1 know,” he muttered hoarsely.
““That’s what nearly - kills me. What
chance have we got? What hope of justice?
We're poor—poverty-stricken—and it costs
- money to bring actions., How can the mater
and I do anylhing against Barton? How
can we prove that he’s stolen my father’s
play? Ye gods! I feel so helpless—so abso-
lutely helpless!”?

- He paused, breathing heavily,

““The reports this morning, too!* he went
on, before anybody else eould speak.  Did
you see them? They say that this play is
going to make theatrieal history! The

Ty

eritics have gone mad over it. ney reckon
1t’ll run for years. 1t's worth a fortune!®

“That’'s a certainly,” agreed Nipper.
“I've never seen an audience go mad like
it did last night. The play deserved it, too
—it’s a winner from the rise of the curtain
to the fall.” :

Stevens sprang up. his face paie and
drawn,

[

““And the mater and I have got to stand
by and see this thief take the money that
belongs to us,”” he panted shakily. ‘“ We're
broke! D’you hear? The mater’s nearly off
her head with worry! 1 shan't be able to
stop at St. Frank’s after next term, either!
Our income has dwindled, and I belleve
there are a lot of debts— And Barton——
Barton gloats over his money—our money !”

e stopped abruptly, and sat down.

The others were looking pained, and for a
moment or two there was an awkward
{;%lence. It was Stevens himself who broke
1.

“I'm sorry!” he muttered. ¢ Forgive me,
Browne, old man. Forgive me, you chaps, I
didn’t mean to let it out like that. I‘orget
what I said about debts—and things—-"7

“We would Iike to forget, Brother
Horace, but, alas, it is too late,”” said
Browne. ‘‘It iz not our desire to know

your mother’s finaneial affairs—but since you
have released the cat from the bag in one
hound, we cannot refrain from c¢omment,.
And why be ashamed? Poverty is no crime.
And, if it comes to that, your mother has
no poverty. She is rich. You are both rich.
This play is yours, and you will naturally
reap the benefits,”

‘“ But Barton——*

“For the moment, Brother Barton holds
the whip hand,” continued Browne. ¢ But
he will not triumph for long, Brother Horace,
It is upon this very subject that we have
called, Your father’'s play will make a
fortune—and that fortune belongs to your.
mother, Patience is the watchword. Above
all, have patience. And in the end you
will be triumphant.” ¢

“] wish 1 could, share your optimism,
Browne,” said Nipper dubiously.

“So do 1,7 added Reggie Pitt.

“JIt’s no good, old man,” said Stevens,
shaking his head. *‘What can we do? It
costs a mint of money to bring actionzs—and
a bigger mint of money to win them. Bay-
ton has got Samuel Arrowsmith behind him,
and they'll both ficht to the utmost limit if
we start any legal proceedings, I tell vou,
we haven't got a chance.”

William Napoleon DBrowne
chum’'s knee,

“ A purely fantastical
Horaee,’”” he szaid gently. *“ You not only
stand a chance, but you are certain of
vietory. Have I not given you the promise
of my support?¥

“It's jolly good of you, Browne, but——-*"

“And have I not brought you word that
ny pater has promised to see you, and to
discuss things in general?” i
- ““Your pater?” hreathed Stevens, with &
start, '

“A man of sound stability, T assure vou,” s
nodded Browne., *‘Indeed, I venfure to sug-
eest that my pater is a somewhat sounder,

patted  his

theory, Brother

proposition ‘than a dozen Samuel Arrow-
smiths—and a thousand or =o Roger Bar-
tong,»
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“Your pater—Sir Rufus Browne,” whis-
pered Stevens, his eyes gleaming. ¢ He's—
{w‘ﬁ pretty well up in legal maftters, isn’t
1e7% :

Browne smiled.

“With all due modesty, let me remark
that my pater is not merely well up, but at
the topmost pinnacle,” he replied. “A K.C.
for many years—a great name at the Bar.
And nowadays a wcelebrated judge. What
greater man could you have at your side
during this time of trial?”

Stevens clutched his friend’s arm.

“And—and your pater has promised to
help?”’ he asked breathlessly.

“ Not exactly—but I have promised that
my pater shall help,” beamed William
Napoleon _Browne. ‘“And what, DBrother
Hordece, is the difference?”

—— e

CHAPTER VL.
THE B.B.C. STUDIO.

W ILLY HANDFORTH

sighed.
*““What's the good
of being ready on

sign of Ted yet—and I ex-
pect the pater will be hours
late! He always is. And then Ted wonders
who he takes after! We shall get to the
studio just as they are closing down!”

Willy was standing in the hall of
father's house, overcoated in
the evening's jaunt, and with his eap in his
hand. Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon were
standing near by, looking envious.
“Luck beggar!” said Chubby Heath. It
isn't everybody who can go to the B.B.C.
studio! 1 say, can’t you manage to get a
few words in? We'll stay here, and listen-
in on your pater's 5-valve set! In fact, your
sister has advised us to!”

“I thought she had more sense!” said
Willy, “ Edie, you mean? My hat! She'll
have a fine old time, looking after you chaps
—and looking after the sidehoard!”

“The sideboard?” said Juicy Lemon, with

his

a start. “1I'd forgotten—— H'm! Those
bananas look rather topping,” he added,
glancing into the open doorway of the

dining-room. “And the oranges are pretty
decent, too. I just feel like an orange,” he
added carelessly. .

Willy grinned.

“That’s a good riddle,” he said. “ When
does a lemon feel like an orange? DBub none
of those hints, my lad! If Edie is dotty
enough to pander fto you, that's her look
out—— Hallo, here's Ted at last! Where
are my smoked goggles? This is too dazzling
for the naked evesight!”

“Young fathead!” sald Handforth fiercely.

Willy gazed at his major, with one hand
shading his eyes. Undoubtedly, Edward
Oswald was dressed perfectly for the occa-
gion. Xis evening suit was beyvond reproach,

time?” he asked tartly. ‘ No,

readiness for |

11
His white shirt was spotiless, his dinner
jacket innocent of any rucks, and his
trousers were superbly creased. And his

feet were encased in gleaming patent-leather
shoes.

But Willy need not have made any pre-
tence of being dazzled—for he was practi-
cally as smart as Edward Oswald. A spot
or two of ink on his front, a splash of
orange juice on one cuff, a slight crumple
at the rear of his collar—these trifles were
not worthy of notice.

“Where’s the pater?” Handforth
importantly,

“No sign of him yet,” replied Willy. “The
car's. at the door, we're all ready, and the
pater is still upstairs, dressing. Can vou
imagine anything more disgusting?”

“You young ass, the mater will hear if
vou're not careful!” higssed Handforth. ¢ All
the better, perhaps,” he added, as a thought
struck him. *“You'll be forbidden to come,
GQoodness knows we don't want you!”

“Why not stay behind, Willy?” asked
Chubby Heath. *“It'll be great fun listening
to your pater, you know. You've got a
lovely loud-speaker here, and there’s that
sideboard, too—-"

“We're taking the loud-speaker with us
interrupted Willy.

“What? To the studio?”

“Yes!” '

“What the dickens for?”

asked

"

“How do I know?” asked Willy, *“He
wants to come—that’s all!”
“Ith? He wants. Oh, you mean vour

major!"” grinned Chubby,
not a bad description!”

Fortunately, Handforth himself was strug-
gling into his overcoat, and did not hear
these insulting references to himself. He
was looking in one of his grimmmest moods—
hardly the kind of humour one would expect
witen bent upon such an innocent mission.
His mind seemed to be fixed firmly upon
some desperate project, and he gave little
or no attention to the fags.

“Why doesn’t the pater come?” he asked
impatiently, as he glanced at the hall clock.
“Great Scott! Look at the time! Half-past
eicht! And we're supposed to be in the
studio at a quarter to nine! Hi! Pater!”
he bellowed, going to the foot of the stairs.

“It’s no good doing that, you ass!” said
Willy. “The pater never comes if you urge
him. He's just like you—obsiinate, The
more you want him to do a thing, the less
he'll do it. Better go upstairs and tell him
he’s got tons of time, and he’ll dash out
like mad.”

But Handforth wisely refrained from
adopting such a course. IIe fumed about
in the hall, much to the amusement of his
sister Edith and her husband, who had just
come in from a Sunday evening walk., It
wasn't until- the clock showed twenty
minutes to nine that Sir Edward came bust
ling downstairs,

“ About time, too, pater!” said Handfortn
impatiently. “The car’s been outside foy

“ By Jingo, that's



c.were welcome to remain

Selfridoe’s

“IWhat

cet to
sit Edward.

hoars!t We can't possibly
in live minutes.”

*Selfridge’s !’ retmled
aje sou i'lﬂxm" abont?”

*“Well, isn't “the London studio just n(’ar
Sf-:i'ridge s?” asked Handforth. “Lvery Kkid
knows that 2

 What!” cjaculated:his father, gazing at
the clock., “Good -gracious! I had no
idea Quick! Are you ready, boys? We
shall be late! We can’t possibly hold up
the news bulletin! The oflicial announcer
will give out the news unless we are quick.”

Sir Edward seemed exceedingly anxious.
e wasn’t like 'a man who regarded the
affair as a nuisance. " As a matter of fact,
that was only a pose. In his hearf, he was
very proud of the fact that he had been
asked to broadcast. And although he pre-
tended to be doing his sons a h\our, he
hadly wanted them to accompany him so
fhat they could witness his great feat,
Like his elder son, Sir Edward had a certain
propensity for showing off,

And now he was in a great"flurry. This
.rnte, however, was qmte Ulnecessary—as
Willy revealed to' his chums as he jabbed
thew in the ribs h;, way of saying good-
h\p

‘Tons of Lime!” he murmured. 1 shoved
the clock on ten minutes. ‘We have to do
‘ tlu* e things with the pater, you know.”

“You'll ﬁeb licked if he iinds out.”
Chubby dubmush

“How can he find ont?" asked Willy.
*You've got to put the clock back ten
minutes as soon as we've gone. Ta-ta! See
you to-morrow, I suppose? Don't f{orget—
ten o’'clock, under Nelson’s monument.”

said

on

They agreed, and Willy hurried off—just
hopping into the car. as his father was
malking inquiries about him.,  Naturally,

they reachied the London stwdio with plenty
of time to spare, and the courteous B.B.C.
officials escorted them into the particular
studio from which Sir I'dward would broad-
cast, His two sons displayved the correct
amount of awed iuterest. They thought it
just as well to put it on a bit, for they
always found that it paid to onof {heir
father in this way. A sufficient amount of
dazzled wonder at his doings invariably
meant a handsome tip.

sir Edward ran over the news, and ob-
tained a thorough understanding of the
procedure. He. was .determined to put in
one or two comments of his own regarding
the news items-—and this, he found, was
aqiite in order. It further pleased him to
learn that his name would bhe clearly an-
nonnced in advance.. .

*And remember, nof a zound from jyou
boys!” he said warningly, turninz to his
sous. “I am not altogetber sure that yon
should he permitted to remain in the atnd 0
during this transmission.” -

“Then what was the gcod -
dad?” asked Willy.

The officials mﬁde it cloar that the juniors
if they maintained

of coming

a dizereet silence,
near., Sir Edward
rather dubiously.
“Rummy looking thing,” said Handforth,
gazing at the Dbox-like apparatus on its
wheeled framework. “If I speak into that
contrivance, do you mean to say I shall be

- The time was drawing
cyed the microphone

heard all over London—all over England
and Wales¥”
“You won't be heard, Ted—because you

won't be allowed to smash the diaphragm
with vour beautiful voice!”

Conmplete silence was enjoined a minute
r)_r two later, for the hour had arrived. Sir
Idward gave out the news with expert
eﬁiuenm speaking clearly, concisely, and
with a dec:ded air of 1mportance. One or
tw;; iﬂfl the officials stood Dby, thoroughly
SOLIsTLe

Edward Oswald and Willy stood by, 100--

and there was something tense ahoubt Hand-

forth’s attitude. Twice he seemed on the
point of taking some sort of action, hut
he checked himself, and silently gu]ped-—
as though he couldn’t make up his mind.
Then his face eclouded with indignation.
For his father was just transmlttmrr an
item of news which acted as a spur. Hven
Sir Edward hesitated before giving this
piece of news out. But it was on the {ype-
written sheet, so he could not avoid it.
“Mr. Roger Barton, the brilliant anihor
of last I‘i]*‘*‘]t‘% new pln —* The Whirlpool -
has to-day received thousands of congratu-
latory telegrams,” said-Sir Edward, raddmu
aloud. <1t is many years since London
has witnessed such an ontstanding success
as this remarkable play, Unfmtunato]v Mr.
Barton ecaught a slight chill last night, and
is to-day confined to his bed—="

“By George!" breathed H'mdforth thickly.
There was a wild look in his eves—an t-Xs
eszion of utter recklessness,

pre

————— -

CHAPTER VII.
LTSTENING-IN.

ORACE
iooked
. petic.

“It's hardly worth
turning on,” lie said. “It’s
not much of a set, you know
—only one ah'e, and the
loud speaker isn't part;cularly loud, either.

STEVIENS
rather apolo-

Not bad, of course—Dbecause we’re <o close
to the studio. DBut it’s a job to pick up
much clse, and we—-=" .

“Pointless objections, DBrother Iorace,”
sald William Napoleon Browne. “Let us
switch on, by all means.” . *

“After "your whacking great super eight-

valve set at home, xoull think this is an
awfnl dud,” said Stevens dubiously.

“ Rubbish 1 replied Browne. “I dislike
naing these strong terms, Brother Horace—
but anbbish! Brother Handforth’s father

is hent npon defighting an eagerly impatient



turong with the sound of his voice. Imagine
the millions who are now waiting, with
bated bhreath, to hear the great man give
out the general news bulictin,”

“By Jove, Handy's pater!” said Reggie

Pitt., “Yes, I remember now—I saw some-
thing about it in this morning’s- paper.
But I'd forgotten it. Switch on quickly,

Stevens, or we might miss it.”

They were in the drawing-room, Mra.
Stevens having insisted upon the three visi-
tors staving for the evening. They had
partaken of tea, and Mrs, Stevens was now
personally superintending the preparation of
supper—for she was old-fashioned enough
to have mid-day dinner on Sundays, although
late dinner was the usual order for week-
days, -

Stevens was feeling much happier—much
easier in mind. The knowledue that Sir
tufus Browne was interested in his cage had
bucked him up tremendously. Sir Rufus
didn't know anything about it yet, but his
son had given his word. And Stevens knew
Browne well enough to trust him.

The wireless was switeched on, and it
wasn't half so bad as Stevens had intimated.
The reception was clear and full, and some
orclestral music was being broadeast. It
was naturally of a sober nature, being Sun-
day evening,

“It’s all right—we're before time,” =aid
Stevens, as he finished tuning in. “ Not so

bad, is itY Perhaps they’re transmitting
better than usual.”

Browne nodded.

“They'll need to, Brother Horace,” he
acreed.  “With Brother Xandforth’s pater
at the microphone!  But what 13 this?
splendid!  Mold vourselves ready for the

(RS

ureal orator!
A minute later Sir Fdward's voice filied
that quiet Regent’s Park drawing-room. 1t

came hooming out with such litelike re-
sonance that Regeie Pitt  and  Nipper
grinned.  They were well acguainted with

Sir Edward's volcee.

“He sounds pretty pleased wich hirmself,”
thuckled Nipper.

“He's in his  element,” nodded Reggie.
“ There's nothing ‘he likes better than this
sort of thing. Sir Edward would g¢ive any-
thine it the country had a general election
every six months!  Think of the opportuni-
ties for political speeches!”

- Dry up, vou young asses!" said Stevens.
frowning.  “Why, hallo! What the——
Barton, by Jovel!” '

Theyv all became silent at the mention of
Roger Barton's name. And the expression
on Horace Stevens' face became tcense as he
heard that reference to Barton's “slight
chill.”  All four listeners-in knew that Bar-
“ton was confined to his bed because he was
covered with weals.

“Unfortunately, Mr. Barton caught a
Shebt chill last night, and is to-dayv confined
to his hed,” came Sir Edward Handfortih's
voice from the loud speaker. ¢ We feel that
atl our listeners will wish him a speedy re-
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covery., Such dramatists as Mr. Barton are
scarce—-"

At this point, Sir Edward's voice brolke
off suddenly. A swift confusion of sound:
followed, and then came another voice—
loud, excited and clear, The speaker was
obviously so close to the microphone that
the reception was imperfect, But every
word could be heard and understood.

“It’s a lie!” roared the new voice. “Don't
take any notice of that last bit, every-
body! Roger Barton is a liar and a thief!
He denied that Le was horsewhipped last
night, but he was horsewhipped! Tne rotter
was absolutely tanned until he's black and
blue—because he stole that play from the
real auwthor!”

““ Handy ! gurgled Nipper, aghast.

Oh, my hat!”’ breathed Reggie Pitt.
Horace Stevens' eyes were gleaming.
“He's denied that rumour!” he panted.

“But—put——"

“Hush!” murmured Browne.,

“He was horsewlhipped gloriously!” came
Handforth's voice again. ¢ Leggo, blow you!
I say, people, don’t take any notice if the
B.B.C. officials apologise for what I've becn
saying, It’'ll only be their spoof. 1 was on
the spot, and I jolly well saw Barton dancing
about as the whip—--"

A kind of rattle interrupted the voice, and
then it was abruptly shut off—probahbly as
the unfortunate officials switched the micro-
phone out. They hadn’t been able to prevent
Handforth's few words—ifor he had got them
i at express speed., And with full effect,
too——for at that very minute tens of
thousands of listeners were wondering what
ot earth had bappened.

The loud speaker remained silent,
“Let us give all honour to Brother Hand-

forth for thiz night's noble work!”’ said
William Napolecon Browne reverently., ‘A
masterly cflort, brothers! Indeed, seldom
have 1 heard of such braininess. We must
reconstruect our views regarding Brother
Handforth's iutelligence.”

“By Jove! The pure nerve of it!”

ejaculated Nipper.

“That,” said Browne, “is the gquality I
most admire.” :

“We knew old Handy was reckless, but
this takes the hiscuit,” grinned Reggie Pitt.
“Ile’s broadcast the truth, too—even to the
length that Barton pinched the play!l”

Browne sighed.

¢ Uufortunately, the effort will be futile,”
he said. “ It is a sad, but great truth, that
a lie will be belicved in preference to fact.
Brother Handforth’s splendid stunt will be
rezarded as a meore joke, and even at this
minute I fear he is feeling the length of his
father's tongue.”

“ Hold on!" said Nipper,
tiiing coming!”’

A moment later the official announcer made
a handsome apology concerning the recent
“escapade " of an unnamed visitor to the
Studio. It was to be hoped that his wild
statement would not be taken a3 official, and

“There's some-



tne yemainder of the news bulletin would
coliow at once. Sir BEdward Handforth was
~0 upset by the interruption that he had
begeed 1o be excused.

‘*So that’s that!” said Slevens, “ By
Jove, I'mp glad the mater wasn’t in the
uom, you fellows! She might have asked

awhward questions, and 1 don’t want her to
fear anyvthing about the play yet. Good old
andforth! It'’s fine to know that all you
chaps are so keenly on our side.”

“Hats!" ‘said Pitt. “How can we be
anyihing else? Didn't we act in that play
onlselves? We know it’s your dad’s, and if
Harton sticks to all the money from It
thiere’s no such thin‘;z as Justice.,” -

“Poor old Handy!” said Nipper. “ We
can’t help admiring him for his pluck—
nut 'l bet the 1]01“)1‘ chap is having an awful
*nne’atj {his minute. His father'll sla ughter
him!”

As o matter of fact, Edward Oswald was,

t that moment, hemﬂ‘ practically dra, ge.r,l
om the Studio by his enraged parent. Sir
dmalrj was simply fuming with a white-hot
fary. But Handforth didn’t care. A feeling

of triumph was surging through him. He
nad broadeast the truth! 1If penple didn’t

like to helieve it, it was their own silly
fanit.

Willy very wisely maintained a discreet
silence, He didn't think it uecessary to

make any comment whatever., And so the

trio found themselves in Lhe ‘car again,
nomeward bound.

Sir Edward scarcely remembered apolo-
vising to the B.B.C. officials. He hardly

nnew how he had gof off the premises. He

was only aware of the fact. that this worth-
less son of
vime,

his had dl‘s"maud him 1‘01 all

]

e, ————

LIKE SON, LIKE FATHER!
‘ 6 ISGR ACEFUL!Y
D for about the
g fiftieth time,
of it! The appalling scandal!
I am a laughing-stock—the

CHAPTER VIII.
panted Sir Edward,
*@ood heavens! 'The scandal
m:tt: of everybody 5 gibes and jeers! Wait

intil we get home, young man!  Wait until
w2 et home !
Handforth said nothing. He knew, from

ARl

anst experience, that it was always bebter to
ey his father get over: lee first flush of
‘nge, Altnr".mxds he was easier to “wangle.”

This affalr, hmmvm was aomeblnurr of
nn} ormal andacity. 'lherv was no telling THow
* Edward wounld act, Handforth had never

" Every Saturday., Price 2d

base intention, c¢ven before
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enraged Lis father to this extent before.
Outwardly, he maintained an appearance of
half-scared humility. DBut inwardly he was
scared out of his wits.

Willy sat en the opposite seat, deeply comne-
cerned for bis major. He had visions of a
long, pliable s'rap—visions of Edward Oswald
partaking of meals standing up—visions of
the unfortunate imprisoned in his bed-room
for days, ov in one of the cellars. Perhaps
his father would even have a special dungeon
mult'

“An affront! The most appalling afflront
I have ever sulfered!”’ continued Handforth
senior, his voice husky and thick. “ And
frcm my own son! I wonder that I remain

sane! You young rascal! You infernal
yeung repropate! You shall suffer for this,
Edward! I am disgraced for ever—utterly

discredited and dishonoured!”

Edward Oswald was stung
retort.

“You’d have been dishonoured if I hadn’f
butted in, dad!” he burst out. ““You know
about that play—you know that Barton stole
it How could youn have broadeast that

lying report?”’

“Enough!” thundered his father. “Nob
satisfied with disgracing wme—your® own
parent—you now slander the B.B.C.~—"

“But I'm not, pater!” protested Hand-
forth. **The B.B.C. just sent out the usual
news bulletin,  They can’t guarantee the

into a Lot

tiuth of every report, can they? There’s
nocthing «gainst them—not likely! I think
the B.B.C.'s doing jolly well! I don't agree
with all these people who run it down!
Ihey've done wonderful things #
“Silence!” stormed Sir Edward. “Don’t
dare to utter another word, Edward! Dg

you hear me? Not another sound!”

“Ted’s right, though, dad,’”” said Willy.

“What?" barked Sir Edward. * Good
heavens! Shall I (ind it necessary to thraszh
you, too?”

“Not at all, dad,” said Willy promptly.
“I wouldn’t dream of putting you to all that
trouble! I've got more consideration!”

Sir Edward seemed to half-choke.

“1I am in no mood for your impertinence,
young man!” he panted. “You will see
whether 1 shall be put to any trouble by
thrashing you! I have not the slightest
doubt that you were fully aware of Edward’s
we entered the
Studio.”

1 wasn’t,” denjied Willy hotly.

“"\U much the better for you!”’

“1 only suspected it,” said Wllly
“You—you young raseal

“But I couldn’t act on suspicions, could
17°* went on Willy. *“ Besides, I agree with
the whole tlnnﬂ'”

“You agree wtih

“Qf course I do!”

“Upon m‘, ,mul

“Ted’s a hero!” said Willy proundly.
“He's upheld all the noble traditions of the
race! 1 never dreamed he had it in him!

it?"” roared Sir Edward.

is too

this~-this
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In fact. T always thought he was a hopeiess
2livmp."”’

Handforth, who had commenced to recgard
Willy  with brotherly warmth, suddenly
alared,

“Look here, my lad——"" he bhegan.

“[ alwayvs regarded him as a hLopeless
chump,” repeated Willy, “ But I find T'm
wrong, He isn't hopeless! In fact, after
to-night, it's pretty clear that he still stands a
chance.”

““ A chance A

Sy
.

breathed his maijor,

chance of what?”

Edith and Ena had heard it, too—to say
nething of Arthur Kirby and Juicy Lemon
and Chubby Heathi. Fortunately, the lattep
pair had been hustled off home immediately
after the disaster,

Sao the family would be quite to itself,
Knowing Sir Edward’s violence, Lady Hand-
forth was immensely relieved. It would have
been terrible if a number of grown-up
visitors had been present. For they could
ot have been hustled off in the same way
as Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemaon,

“I'm afraid—1'm dreadfully afraid!” Lady

i lied | heid s,
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Ti:e;ha placed his boot wei! in the rear, and heaved.

““ Quiside ! ’! he said breathlessly.
Vir. Webb certainly went outside,

He took the steps in one flying leap.

““(Cease this senseless argument at once!l’”’
commanded their father. *“Your voices irri-
tate-—they annoy me! Do not dare to utter
ancther sound! When we get home-—"*'

He paused ominously, but it so happened
that they reached home at that very
moment——so the period of suspense was not
likely to be long. The car glided fo a
standstill outside Sir Edward’s residence.

Within, the whole household was fluttering.

Lady Handforth, of course, had heard her
30’y dramatic outburst over the wireless.

Handforth was s'aff-‘ing. “Oh, how could
Edward do it! IHis father will be furious!”
“I don't wonder at it,” said Arthur Kirby.

“0f all the born young idiots, he's the
timﬂ'“f*;! It was such a senseless thing to
do
I‘“ But Ted oaly told the truth,” put in
ina.

“I know fhat—but who'll believe it?"

asked Arthur, “Jt's no good doing ram-
headed things of that sort. It wasn't falr
to the B.B.C., either. They were naturally
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i‘u:'-::e:.{ to apologise, and
pretty rotteu pmition-
tzmndc;mg good -hiding.”” ..
*‘1 n afmld he’ll get it, too, 2
vith concern.

it placed them in
red deserves u

“Here's the ecar!’® cried Ena, from the
window. ; S e ag 8 e B
A minute later Sir Edward marched
straight -into the drawing-room, forcing. his

sons in {ront of him like prisoners bemﬂ‘ ted

ty their doom. One glance round was Suffi-

clent to tell him, t—-h&b the family wuas alone.
*“You heard?”’ he asked hcarsely.

““ Pon’t be.too hard.on him, Edward!” said
Lady Handforth., “1 don’t think he realised
what he was doing——--"" . 2

“1 did!? broke in Handforth tensely.
] ptanned it this morning—at hreakfast-
time! I'm voi afraid, either!”

“You see?’” exclaimed his father, white

with anger. ¢ The young rascal gloats over
! He planned it in advance—he did the
'f-i'm"l’;% deliberately. How did it sound? Tell
e

“Qf course, we heard every word, father,”
said Edith. Hoa

“Imagine it!"” said Sir Edward, still re-
teining his grip on his song. “1 was rudely
pmished aside—thrust away from the micro-

phone! \nd then—then  this  scamp
~houted——— : b
“I couldn’t stand it, mater!” -broke in

itandforti tensely: 1 simply couldn’t stick
ii—angd if you want to give me a hiding,
vou can, dad! I don’t mind! T'Il take my

gruel!”

“To-morrow is Bank Holiday!” said his
{ather flercely “You will remain in your
room all day, young man! -Threugnout these
rolidays you will stay in the house. And fo-
_1,;.3_*;;};11‘; I shall thrash you!” 4'%

'%tcady on, . pater!” interrupted Willy.

'} youll enly cool down, you'll realise that
4 e-d did the right Lhmg”

v Take my adwce, young ’un, and keep
guaiet !” mulmmerl his brother-in-law.

“Rats!” said Willy coolly. «“Tf pater
*;’axisx}:t so jolly hasty, he’d be proud of

ed..

“Silence!” stormed Sir Edward.

“I'm going to have my say—even if yon
ihrash me, too!” retorted Willy rebelliously.
*“in fact, if you do give Ted a hiding, I want
cne, too! T'm with him in this affair, heart
and soultl”

By George!”  breathed Handforth,
staring. .
““ He’s upheld the finest traditions of the

“Ie’s ‘shown
I’'m surprised
“*1n

Handforths ! went on "Willy.
he true grit of the family.
you dad!”’ he added reploachfully

d;v.:, 1'm shocked!”’.
His father regarded him ‘:peechlessly

" «“Think of it!” went on Willy., ¢ There’s
pe ¢ old Stevens, nearly off his rocker with
woyry because that blackguard of a Barton
bas stolen his dead father's manuscript—and
pecause he’s produced the play under
another name. Poor old Stevens must be
paving ap awiul time,>

said Edith,

) WOITy ing about.

#

“You 11;1:1 bettcr be silent-—-2

Al -pmk first, dad!” retorted Willy,
‘“Stevens bhorsewhipped Barten last night—
in publie, too! _He horsewhipped him in a
blind rage, because the rufian had eom-
mitted a deliberate robbery, And then Bar-
ton denies it! Calls it a rumour! And ithen
what happens?” added Willy, turning to the
family, Lot and breathless. ¢ Why, the
pater Calmly stands In frout of the mlczo-
phone, and broadecasts a lot more lies.’

“What!” thundered Sir Edward.

1 don’t mean that you were tellmrr lies—
or that the B.B.C. was telling lies,” sald
Wiy, ““But weren’y you broadcasting all
that tommy-rot about Barton catching a
enhil?  Naturally, Ted couldn't stand it—
and he came out with the truth!” -

“Willy’s right!”? said Edward Oswald, [
only told the truth.”

“Upon my soul!” muttered Sir Edward.

““Think of it!”’ continued Willy indig-
nanvly, “We're both going to be thrashed
—we're both going .tc have our holidays
messed up—because Ted told the truth!

Because he came out boldly with facts !> |

Sir Edward was cooler now, and his expres-
sion changed.

““You can’t do it, dad!” said Willy, seciz-
ing his advantage., “You can't give Ted
a tanning for telling the truth! You ought
to be proud of him—you ought to give him
an extra tip for being plucky: Why, he's a
brick! And if people call you names for
what happened to-night, they’ré not worth
Ev eubody who nmttels will
( honour your name !”

Sir Edward took a deep breath.

“Upon my word, I believe the DO} 8
right !> he said enthu siastically. ¢ Willy,
young man, now that you put it in that
light, I can appreciate Edward’s motives. Of
course, I realised this all the time!”? he
added gruffly. “No son of mine could
perform any mean or unworthy act!
Edward, perhaps we had better say no rnme
about thl'-\ affair,”. .

“Yes, pater!” said Handforth breathle%mly

Five minutes later the entire family felt
immensely relieved. Out in the hall, Edward
Oswald and Willy pnvdtely shook hands.

“Willy, old son, you’re a wonder!” mut-
mured Handforth. ,

“Of course, I am!? grinned Willy. “ Didn't
you know that before?”

—— g

CHAPTER IX.
HOCK FOR HORACE STEVENS.

{8
- ASTER MONDAY
morning was simply
glorious.
— _ ~The sky was blue,
the suin thone brilliantly, and
there was a  warm, tranquﬂ

__‘breeze.” It was one of those
Holiday "mornings which people
ior, but which don’t often

Bank -
generaily pray
materialise,
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Horace Stevens, emerging from the bath-
room, was singing softly to himself, He
felt happy. Things were generally bad, and
he had no real right to feel like singing.
But the influence of William Napoleon
Browne was strong—much stronger than
Stevens supposed—and everything seemed
very bright and gay on this sunny Bank
Holiday morning,

Money was tight; there was a prospect
that Stevens would have to leave St. Frank's
after another term—a further prospect that
ite would never be able to fulfil his ambi-
tion to go te Oxford. And Roger Barton was
reaping the royalties from the great play
which Stevens’ father had written,

Surely a sufficient number of reasons for
Stevens to be gloomy and depressed.

But he was singing. Somehow he had
a feeling—amounting to a conviction—which
told him that the cloud had a silver lining.
There was an almost uneanny ‘“way '’ about
Villiam Napoleon Browne. And on the pre-
vious evening Browne had been s¢ calmiy
confident that he had inspired his chum with
hope. Stevens felt, deep within him, that
the position was not half so bad as it
looked. And although everything was as
bad as it could be, a wave of optimism
had taken possession of him. '

He was particularly pleased that his
mother knew nothing of this recent pro-
duction at the Emperor Theatre. Such
kuowledge would have worried her im-
mensely, For years she had longed to see
that play presented to the public. But to
find out that it had been produced under a
faise name, and that a usurper was taking
all the credit, would have prostrated her.

Perhaps she could be kept in this state of
happy ignorance for a good many days yet—
until Browne's scheme had been put into
operation. Stevens didn’'t know what this
scheme was. He wasn't sure that Browne
even had a e&cheme. DBut he knew that
Browne would soon get things on the move.

Going downstairs, Stevens thought of
something else—and this gave him a thrill
¢l pleasure, too. It was Monday morning—
he had overlooked, for the moment, that it
was Bank Holiday—and Browne would be
round very shortly. They had arranged to
pay another visit to Mr. Augustus Crowson,
the owner and manager of the Pall Mall
Theatre. This was the theatrical gentleman

who had seen Stevens’ wonderful perform-
atnlce of ¢ Hamlet ” in Noggs’ Travelling

Theatre, near St. Frank’s.
And the stage magnate had been so im-

preszed that he had promised to present
stevens to the London public at a special
miatinee, The schoolboy-actor had already

Kept one appointment, but Mr, Crowson had
pteaded a rush of business, and nothing had

heen settled.  Stevens had better hopes for
thiz morning. |
He Liad almost reached the bottom of the

ctairs .when he paused, froewning.

4

| beg of you to go.

Yoices were proceeding from the breakfast-
room—the comfortable little apartment
where he and his mother generally partook
of breakfast and luncheon. It was a chummy
sort of room, by no means pretentious, but
thoroughly home-like, And voices were pro-
ceeding from it—his mother’s voice and a
man’s voice, And there was something in-
describably unpleasant in the latter.

Stevens glanced at his wrist-watch.

“Rummy time for anybody to eall,” he
murmured. ¢ We haven't had breakfast
yet! Yes, by Jove, and it’s Bank Holiday,
too!”

He went down andther two stairs, and
was practically opposite the breakfast-room.
door, just across the hall. The door wasn't
quite closed. The catch of the lock, in
fact, was imperfect—as Stevens had good
cause to know, for his mother had frequently
scolded him for not closing the door pro-
perly,

“. . « o very sorry, Mrs.
cannot possibly accept any
My patience is exhausted.”

Stevens - started. The indescribably un-
pleasant wvoice had been raised, and he
couldn’t help hearing the words, His brows
contracted. What on earth Excuses #
Exhausted patience? Here was a puzzle'

“I sce mno reason why vou should come
here this morning, Mr. Webb,” came Mrs.
Stevens’ voice, a trifle raised, too. ¢ Sureiy,
you can leave me in peace on a public
holiday?*’

““ Public holidays make no difference to my
business—as  you ought  to know, Mrs,
Stevens,”” - replied the man harshly. <1
came to vou last week, aud you promised
me faithfully » :

““I beg your pardon, Mr. Webb, but I did
not promise-——"’ '
“That's merely an excuse——*

“I told you that I would do my best,”
interrupted Mrs. Stevens, her voice quiver
ing. “In any case, I never dreamed for a
moment that you would come to-day. |
mus{ ask you to leave it until Wednesday.¥

Mr. Webb laughed shortly,

“Wednesday?” he repeated.
not.’

Somehow, Horace Stevens gained an im-
pression that Mr. Webb was about the most
unpleasant gentleman in the world. There
was something so nasty about his voice that
Stevens went hot all over. His face became
flushed. This—thiz confounded brute was
talking to his mother!

“I'm afraid not, Mrs., Stevens,” con-
tinued Mr. Webb, “You mayv imagine that
[ like waiting, but I don't. I waited until
last week-—and I've waited until to-day. 1
am very sorry, but I don't propose to wait
any longer. You know as well as I do that
the whole thing is overdue——-"!

“Dut Mr. Webb, haven't T told you how
irapossiblz it has been?” asked Mrs. Stevens,
her voice more tremulous than before. Y
My son knows nothing cf

Stevens, but (
more excuses.

“I'm afraid
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1lils may be down to break-

»

and he

_ affair, an
fast at any minute——’
1 ean’t help your son,” interrupted

41

e
cther ~rufily.

“But I tell you—-"

“1f the boy finds out, be finds out—that’s
211, said Mr. Webb. “ Now then, I want
-omething definite—something tangible——"?

But Stevens hardly heard any more,

A kind of dull fury was taking possession
of hlm. This man was no gentleman-—he was
<peaking as one would -.apc:a.k to an inferior.
And ¥ic ace Stevens could think of nobody
n eirtin who was superior to his mother.
A wild desirve to kick the fellow out of the
souze took possession of him.

Only for a second did he hesitate. ilis
wother didn’t want him to know—that much

wis  clzar, Jut he had heard all this
gquite accidentally, and it was more than

hautan flesh and blood could stand to ealmly
vetreat, and pretend that he krew unothing,
This Hashed through his mind =o quickly
that Mr. Webb was still speaking—still on
:1(3 same sentence, in fact—when Stevens
;. ished the door open, and strode into the
nreakfast-room.

"011!” exclaimed his mother,
breath,

[t was really a wonder that Stevens
Jdidn’t hurl himself at the visitor forth-
with, For there was a world of consterna-
tion an® pain in his mother's short excla-
mation,  She was szitting near the window,
and the centre of the hearthrug was occu-
picd by about the most contemptible
speeimen of humanity that Horace had ever
<o eves on. At least, this i3 how the man

i
i

catching her

mipressed  him at the moment. Perhaps
Stovens was prejudiced,
Mr, Vebb wag an underzized man—a hawk-

featured fellow, with spectacles and a pale
somplexion,  His  shoulders were stcoping,
and be was slightly knock-kneed. He was
sowever, serupalously attired in  the most
expersive elothing—and at least looked a
contleman,

“Can—can I do anything, mother?” asked
~tevens thickly.
‘“No, dear, please!” said Mrs, Stevens,

called on
sure  you

*Tiy 1~,——1 his grntlunan h:‘h mereiv
o ittle matter of business, I'm
won't mind leaving vs until——>» .
““1 heard this—gentieman talking 1o you,
mother!” interrupted Stevens, keeping him-
sell ecalm with difficulty. ““He wasn't speak-
ine a3 he zhould do.” He swung round on
Mr. Webb., “1 don't know who you are,
put let me warn you to he careful!” he
added, in a sudden outburst. “If you dare
to inzult my mother, I'll fake yon by the
seruffl of youy neck and kick vou out of the
houze MM
Mr. Wehb
L._\;'p-.
“Realiy ! he
this indignity,
u' OVON S +
tad hetter
“t Horaze,

nacked away from the blazing

nrotested,
1007 Who Mis,
You

is this boy,
Your son, eh? 1 thought so!
advize him {o be careful.”
dea)-—-— " obhegan Mrs, Stevens.,

“.am 1 fo sifier |
to-maorrow,.

I
|
!
1
l
]

“ Becauze if he's not careful, I may be in-
clined to take drastic actien,” said My,
Webb, .is voice more unpleasant than ever.
“In faet, unless I get that money by to-
morrow, I'll kick the pair of you out!™

Stevens stared at the man, and felt a
wave of consternation flow over him. T a
flash he wnderstood, A money-lender!

CHAPTER X,
EXIT MR. WEEB.
. WEBDB ciniled

maliciously.
“Upon my word !’
he exclaimed, in an
indignant  voice, ““Things
have come to a pretty pass
when I am threatened with
Take my advice, boy, and get
room. I want no interference

violence!
out of this
| from striplings.”

Stevens ignored the man.

“ Mother, what does Mr, Webb want?” he
asked quietly. “He's a 1oney-lender, 1
suppose? And you owe him b(JHI.UthlIH:,”

““Please, dear, I didn’t want you to know
anything abou’, this,”” said Mrs. Stevens,
deeply pained. *‘But I suppose it cannot
he avoided now. Mr. Webb is the manager
of a finaucial bureau. I was compelled to
--to borrow a few hundred pounds—— I
mortgaged o certain amount of this pro-

perty—->»
Webb

“Bill of ¢ea Mr.
“What's

le,” interrupted
bhriefly,
“What’s that?®
a bill of sale?”
“You don’t understand these things, fIf'm,
s0 pernaps I had better deal with Mr. Webb
myself., He has a perfect right to d::}{ for

his money. It is overdue——*"

asked Stevens,

“1 don't eare what right he has!” saild
Stevens holly. “He's got no right to in-

sult you, mother!
to yon in that way
down!”

“A fine show of bravado, ch?” sneered
Mr. Webh, *“But it won't do, young man,
Your mother made certain promises to me,
and she has broken then——-"

“You'd hetter be careful!”
Stevens angrily., I don’t understand much
about business, but I'm not a fool! And
can see that vou have been taking advantace
of mother's helplessness here. You thought
she wus defenceless, didu't you? But you'll
have to reckon with me:"”

“Splendid!” sail Mr. Webb.
from the only son! They sound
my hoy, but they'll do you no goed--and
they'll do vour mother no zeod. An instal-
ment of one hundred ponnds was promised
to me Ilast week, and I intend to have it
Either that, or—-" |
whay?"
Ny Ner

And if he dares to speak
again, I'll knock him

muttered

“ Heroles
very nice,

s E";:—.
"*Your

inows  what,” sald AMr.

“Welth enrtlw
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“How much did yon hi‘.i‘{‘l‘ﬂ‘q‘i'. mother?’
asked Stevens hﬂd"‘*i_‘]‘s “ Plea tell me!
1 believe this man is ¢xceeding his righ ts.

“I  Dborrowed fhree lnudred pountds,
- Horace,” said Mrs. Stevens, pale with agita-
tion. M. Webh is quite justified in his
demand. I did promise to pay .,1'1uthcr
hundred, but only on r:onflmun that certair
shares were neeotiated——

“You borrowed three
Stevens,  “But how much
back?”

“Confound
Mr. Webb.

“My son has a perfect right to ask, Mr.
Webh,” said Mrs. Stevens coldly. - AL
different times, I have already paid you five
hundred pounds., Your interest has heen
Lieayy—r>" '

“You saw the Bill Sale
signed it, didn’t you?”

"I am not questioning your legal rights
“Five hundred pounds!” ejaculated Horace.

“Two hundred more than you borrowed!
And now he’s threatening to take action
il you don’t pay another hundred! ‘Why,
it’s robbery. Look here, Mr. Webb, I don't
know much about this aﬁ*uir and I don’t
care a toss whether you're legally within
vour rights or not—but I do know that
vou're \wlr;}nw my mother. I'll give yon
two minutes to get out of this house !”

Mr. Webb backed away again.

“ This—this is intolerable!” he burst c:uL

“Mrs. Stevens, vou ‘had better get rid of
this son of yours at once! I have no deal-
ings with half-baked minors! And I am
tired of your excuses-—tired of your worth-
less promises, 1 should ‘have had wmore
sense than to fransact any business with n
woman who denies her obligations d

“Woman!” roared Stevens. “You dare to
call my mother a woman? And you say that
she makes worbhless promises?
insulting hound!”

Crash!

Before Mr. Webb could dodge,
a devastating blow on the jaw, and reeled
colmpletely over the breakfast-table. For-
tunately, that ecorner of the table contained
very little erockery, and not much damage
was done. Mr. Webb slithered to the floor
in a disorderly heap.

“Horace!” panted Mrs. Stevens, horrified.

“Now then—outside!” panted Horace.

He hardly heard his mother's exclamation.

36

asked
paid

hundred?”
have you
' began

vour impudence—-

of hefore you

he received

He seized the money-lender by the scruft
of his neck, and drageed him to the door.
Mr. Webb kicked feebly., He 'had gone pale,

Lnui his eyes were filled with sudden fezw.

"Stop!” he bleated. “I-—I will give you
‘ftmr:-anothm' week! Release me at onee,
confound you—-

Stevens took utterly no notice e
dragged Mr. Webb out into the hall, flune
open the front door, and jerked the wreteh
into an upright 110::1t1011 Then he placed
J'h boot well in the rear, and heaved.

Outside!™ he said breathlessiy.

You—you

19

. Webb certainly went outside. He took
"'*'Hl" in one flving leap, and landed in
a confused heap at the bottom. Stevens
whirled round, saw a hat, stick, and bay
on the hall-stand. and hurled them out on
top of the wreckage

slam!

Horace closed the front door with a crash,
and didn’t care what happened to Mr. "Webb.
He raced baek into the breakfast-room, and
found his mother sobbing. piteously.

“Mum, dear!” hreathed Stevens, kneeling
beside he,-

“1 didn't
she whispered,

“It's all right—I've

want vou to know, Horry!”
xicked him out,” he
exciaimed. *“The insulting rogue! IHe can’t
start thosze tricks with me, mother! The
rofter's got no right to come here on Bank
Holiday, and to threaten you—especially
after having received all that money!”

“ But the Bill of Sale, dear!”™

“Why-—mother?” he asked, “Was—was
it absolutely necessary? I mean—for me?”

“Not merely for vou, HMorace,” she sobbed.
“0Oh, it was—it was everything. Somehovw,
the income has been getling less. Dcear old

Mr. Tudor has offered to help——"
“Why didn't you borrow money from
him?" asked Stevens, amazed. *Why did

you go 1o this shark?”

“I—-I was ashamed!” muttered
“I couldn’t tell Mr., Tudor how serious
things were. I didn't like to——  Please,
Horace, 1 do wish you would try to for-
get-—~  Oh! There goes the bell!” she
..u:idul with sudden alarm. *“ He’s back!”

“Qh, iz he?” Dbreathed Horace Stevens.

He strode out., and reached the door loug
hefore the maidservant could come up from

his mother.

the old-fashioned basement. He flung the
door open, his eyes blazing, and his hands
ready.

“You confounded——-"

“Greetings, Brother Horace!” beamed the
figure on the doorstep. “I must confess
that wvour own salute not particularly
promizina,  There is a certain lack of
warmth in your tone—and yet, in another
gense, an unnecessary amount of it.”

“Browne!' gasped Stevens. “I.-I say!
U'm awinlly %mw old man! 1
He paused. "

Al
W 1!1 am

* Pray,
‘:"muld like to congratulate you

i3

Horace,” said

benevolently.
And 1
the

well, DBrother
Napoleon Browne
trouble to make no excuses.
upon

.‘.
s

Lextreme neatness of your recent enterprise.

hefty boot
brother.

1y

A uurwuh!umn? last nieht—a
this u.mumn You are improving
Your old lack of fire is no Ionger#
"‘iu i—vou saw 1t?” asked Stevens., “*You
saw e Kiek that beast down the steps?”

“1 =aw you Kick something,” agrecd
Brownte., “1 wasn't qmte; sure as to its
nature—but I gathered that it was un-

The unhappy creature passed me
Correct me if I am
tness the finale?

pleasant.
a few moments ago,
wrong, b did I merely wi



It struck me that the gentleman was slightly
cricked in the neck.”

“Come inside, old man,” said Stevens
quietly, ‘Perhaps I was a bit too hasty.
I don’t seem to remember what happened:
No, this way-—come into the dining-room.”

They entered, and Stevens shut the door.

“That—that hound was a money-lender!”
he panted. “He was threatening my
mother that he’d kick us out if he didn's

get a hundred pounds within twenty-fom
hours! Ye gods! A hundred pounds! And

by the end of this week Barton will have
made thousands out of my pater’s play!”

Stevens gulped at the very thought,

“A  fortune!” he Dbreathed. “Onrs—
mother’s!
of their webs fo prey on her. Thnat’s not
bad!” he added, pulling himself up. “The
mzmt’s:’ name is Webb, now I come to think
of it.

““A  singularly appropriate one, too,”
agreed BIOWI]G “1t pains me to hear these
idnnly details, Brother Horace—and yet I
am honoured to receive your confidences.
I urge you to remain cool. Above all, keep
your head. Let us defer this' discussion
until we are out together,” he added diplo-
matically. “I would not like your mother
to know that you have told me.
spare her all the pain we can.”

And five minutes later they were partaking
of breakfast together—Stevens having previ-
ously fo:wotten that Browne had plom;sed
to come to breakfast.
there was 1iot the slightest
di';nnatic episode which had so recently taken
place,

CHAPTER XI.
_BRO‘\VNE'S STARTLING OFFER.I,
and

- ATER, Browne
- B Stevens sallied out
into the warm sun-

" shine. =
The Fifth Form captain’s
smart Morris-Oxford saloon
was waiting, and the pair
were soon gliding smoothly off. Browne

drove very sluwlv for there was no particu-
lar hurry, and he took a turn round the
park.

“Yes, DBrother Horace, one of the
speediest pieces of work it has been my
pleasure to witness,” he observed approv-
ingly. ‘“Seldom, indeed, have I known a

man to leave any house so rapidly. I trust
your foobt is in no way injured?”

Stevens was silent.

“Not,” continued Browne, *‘that I give

you full credit for this., Always remember
that it was 1 who awakened ycu to a sense
of manliness and strength., What were jou
some months ago, Brother Horace? - A mere
weakling!  An easy-going weed by the way-
side. 1t pleases me to note that my effores
have not been entirely fruitless. The weeili-
ness is vanishing, and you arc blossoming

.sighed Browne.

- or valueless.
of such

And-—and these spiders come out

Wb must—.

And during that meal
hint” of the

forth a$ a healthy specimen of humanity.

‘I am proud of you, Brother Horace. You-
‘do me credit.”

Stevens started. :

“Eh!” he said. ‘“Sorry, old man, Were

you speaking?”

“Alas! How many times do I speak, and
how many times are my words wasted?”
“The tragedy of it! It
would not matter if my words were.empty
But is it not sombre to think
sweetness being lost upon the
desert air?”

“Chuck it, old son,” said Stevens, practi-
cally. “I'm worrying about mother, you
know. She was pretty wonderful at break-
fast~—not a sign of that' worry. But I'll
bet shes crying now. I—I feel like going
back——

“Much as she ]oves her clever son, I vene.
ture to suggest that she would prefer his
absence at the moment,” said Browne. “ And

do not he concerned, Brother Horace. This
Webb man shall be attended to. He will
not bother your mother again.”

Stevens stared.

“I don’t understand!” he exclaimed.

“It i3 not necessary for you to under-

stand,” replied Browne smoothly. ‘ Neither

-1s 1t necessary for you to put the clutching
hand.

my driving arm-—unless, of
are really anxious for us to
sweep - gracefully into one of these streeb
islands,” You have queer likes,  Brothe:
Horace.  Perhaps it would suit your mood
if we performed a gentle crash?” g

upon
course, you.

“0Oh, sorry,” said Stevens, re]easmﬁ his
hand.  “But about Webb? Do—do . . you
mean that—— Look here, Browne, you

mustn’t pay that man anything!
mother knew, she’d die of shame

“It is not my intention to pay Brother
Webb a penny—or to cause him to be paid
a penny,” said Browne. ¢ But there are
other methods. You must remember that
my pater is a gentleman of legal knowledge.
You must also remember that he shares
some of my own astuteness. In a certain
measure, he is almost as capable as 1 am.
Praise, indeed!”

““Thanks, old man,” said Stevens grate-
fully, “I'm pretty surc that Webb is ex-.
ceeding all his legal rights. It’s awful to .
think of Barton stea]ing all our money, and
this other rotter dunning mother——”

“If it is awful to think of these things,
why think of them?” asked Browne.
“Switch your mind to other matters. We are
now about to descend upon Brother Crowson
in all our glory. Ten o’clock was the hour
of the appointment. Do not fail to Le
honoured by that fact, Brother Horace!”

“Ihich fact?”

“Brother Crowson’s
hour of ten,” replied Browne. “You surely
must know that for a theatrical man, ten
o’clock is an hour of unearthly earliness?
In the world of the theatre, innocent one,
pl‘acticai}y no business is even thought of

. Why, if

appointment at the



until after Iuncheon—and. even then it is
only thought of!” . : |

“It’s jolly decent of Mr. Crowson {o take
all this trouble.”

“Trouble?”” repeated Browne, ¢ Alack!
When can I make you realise your own
worth? Disabuse yourself of these philan-
thropic ideas concerning Brother Crowson.
He is a theatrical man—and therefore a man
who thinks solely of himself. He is not con-
templating this interview for your benefit,
irother Horace, but for his own, Ar. Crow-

SO
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- child, innocent and guileless.

son iz no kind fairy.”

B

i
|

. -"';

tecach you the ways of the world. But at the
moment, Brother Horace, you are a mere
: You have no
conception of your own abilities. You imagine
that people are kindly and generous. When
you act upoan the stage you are loudly ap-
plauded, and you take this applause as a
sign of geniality. It never crosses ynur gentle
mind that such applause is spontaneous—a
humble tribute to genius.  Perhaps this
modesty is all to the good.”

By Jove,” said Stevens, looking at his
wateh, ““it’s one minute to ten!”

7 /s
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‘“ My dear sir;,” said Browne pleasantly, ‘‘ allow me to introduce your new

feading man.”

And he gave Horace Stievens a slight push forward.

*0h, I say—-" - |
~ ‘“He knew, strangely enough, that in you
f1i2 had seen a rising young actor,” continued

Browne. “He saw your performance—he
was dazzled. He offered to present you to
Lendon,  But for your sake?  Nay, Brother

Horace! For his own! I will grant that
firother Crowson is a gentleman of integrity,
« eentleman of honour, -but he' is ¢ertainly
tot a pie-can.” 2 B

“You mean he’s doing it for his own sake
—really?” asked Stevens, staring., © Not—
iot merely as a favour?” B

“One day,” said Browne, ‘ psrhaps I may

“And we are outside the Pall Mall
Theatre,” said Browne, applying the brake.
“Y trust—although I have no hope—that
Brother Crowson is equally punctilious, 1%
would not surprise me in the least to learn
that Brother Crowson is, at this moment,
either snoring in his bed, or reading the
niorning paper in his bath.”

But for once William XNapoleon Browne
was wrong.

As soon as he and Stevens entered the
theatre they were assured that Mr.
Augustus Crowson was in his private office.
The acting manager shook his head rather



dubiously a3 he regarded tlie two schoolboys.

that Browne looked like a schoclboy.
Stevens was attired in huoggy flannels, a
sports coat, and his St. I'rank’s c¢ap--but
Browne was resplendent in a morning-coat,
striped trousers, and topper.

“I'm afraid you can’'t see Mr. Crowson
now,” said the acting manager. “It’s Bank
Holiday, you kuow—"

“ Permit mie to make a slight interruption,”
said Browne gently. ““ Brother Crowson
made a definite appointment for this hour. I
take it that Brother Crowson is a gentleman
who regards an appointment with solemn
reverence? Or is he like any other theatrical
gentleman?”’

The acting nanager stared.

“ An appointment, eh?” he said dubiously.
““ Oh, well, perhaps yvou’d better come up!”

A minute later they were ushered into the
great man’s presence, and he leoked at-them
rather vaguely, his expression cne of acute
worry.” Mr. Crowson was a tall man, slightly
arey, and with a face which told of great
intelligence. Considering the hour was only
ten o’clock, his appearance was surprisingly
untidy. To William Napoleon Browne’s utter
horror, it was clear that Mr. Crowson had
not even shaved. DBrowne distinctly winced
as he noticed this fact.

¢1 trust there is no grave trouble?”
asked, seeking for an explanation.
family bereavement? A sudden——-"

“Who are these bovs?’’ asked Mr. Crowson
irritably. <« Upon my word, Mr. Turner,
you ought to have more consideration——"

“They said they had an appointment!”
broke in the actiog manager.

“ Don’t you remember, sir?’’ asked Stevens
eagerly. “You told us to come this morn-
ing. You're “going to fix the date for that
special matinée. ‘ Hamlet,” you know. You
saw me acting the part in Bannington——"

“Oh, ves!” gaid Mr. Crowson, nodding.
<« Of course—of course. A wonderful per-
formance, too! This is the young fellow 1

Not

he
(49 A

told you about, Mr, Turner. A genius, if
ever I saw one. ‘The boy’s simply remark-
able.”

“Paltry words, but they will suflice,” sald
Browne. “You were saying, Brother Crow-
son, that—""

“Boys, I'm genuinely sorry,” interrupted
the great man. ¢ But the fact is, I can’t
attend to yvou now. I am so worried that
I hardly know what I am doing. It is Bank
Holiday—we are booked up solid—-"

“ But let me remind vou, brother, that this
is the second appointment,” said Browne
gently. “On the first occasion you side-
tracked us. We accepted gracefully. Are
we to be thrust further down the siding?”

“I tell you I'm booked up solid for to-
day—and 1 heard, only an hour ago, that
my leading man has met with a grave motor-
ing accident,” said Mr. Crowson agitatedly.
“Boys, I can't atternd to you: I'm in a
dreadful hole. This man is unconscious—
in hospital!”

* But surely, at such a theatre—an uuder-
study—-—" _

““That’s the curse of it!”’ broke out J{Ir,
Crowson, with sudden violence. The in-
fernal young fool had no more sense thau to

go motoring in the same car! He's in the
same hospital-—with a broken leg! Was ever
a man so absolutely helpless? Bank Holi-
day! Not a seat lefti And both the leading
man and his understudy crocked up! I

simply can't give the show—that’s all.”

Browne smilingly shook his head.

“Such a waste of really excellent agita-
tion!” he said regretfully. <My dear sir,
allow me to introduce your new leading
man!"’

And he gave Horace Stevens a slight push
forward.

e . rp—

CHAPTER XIIL
HHORACE STEVENS' CHANCE.
TEVENS pulled himseli

bhack.
“Don’t be such a
hopeless ass !’ he
gasped, turning red.
“Nay, 1 am quite in
earnest,” murmured Browne,

‘“ Remember, brother, this is your oppor-
tunity! Seize it! Insert your teeth firmly
into it, and hold it! Do not release your
molars for one second!”

Mr. Augustus Crowson
annoyed.

“This is no time for joking, my boy,” he
said impatiently. “1 have quite enough
worry without- listening to these absurd
suggestions.”

Browne winced.

“Under the circumstances, Brother Crow-
son, I will forgive you,” he said kindly.
“Imagine my feelings. I make a suggestion
of pure brilliance—of sheer gold—and it is
characterised as being absurd. As I bave
said, I will forgive you &

“In Bannington, I was amused at your
quaint sayings, young man; but at the
mement they irritate me,” interrupted Mnu.
Crowson harshly. I shall have to ask you
to leave—both of you. Come and see me
another day—telephone me to-morrow, and 1
will fix an appointment. I don’t mean to be
rude to you, but I simply can't spare
another moment.”

“This way, please,”’
firmly.

I suppose we'd better
Stevens, turning.

But Browne shook his head.

‘1t is remarkable how these good people
will mistake us for sheep, Brother Horace,”
he said smoothly. *But are we to be herded
off in this undignified fashion? I ask ¥you,
as man to man, do I look like a sheep?”’
He turned. ¢ Brother Crowson, you are
agitated. You are worried. You are pale
about the gills. Indeed, I have seldom seeun:
a man look so utterly murky in the who!la

was looking

b

said Mr. Turner

co!” muttered
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of my carcer. But all these things are un-
necessary. I am sorry for your leading man,
and I grieve over his understudy. But here,
in your very presence, is the solution to your
problem.”

**Confound you, hoy-—-’

Mr, Crowson checked himself and stared.
Quite suddenly, a curviously intent light
entered his eyes. He looked at Stevens with
a new interest, eyeing him searchingly-—so
searchingly, in fact, that Stevens became
embarrassed.

“ By Jupiter!” muttered Mr. Crowson.

Browne smiled with cool understanding.
~ ““Nay, Brother Horace, do not flinch,” he
said gently. = “Stand quite still under this
scrutiny. Indeed, it may be as well if you
will turn round, walk up and down once or
twice, and display your good points to ad-
vantage. You are in the process of being
sized up.”

““Look here, Browne, you
Stevens. :

“By Jupiter!” said Mr. Crowson again,
giving Mr. Turner a sharp glance. “Just
about the right size, isn’t he? The very spit
of young Dexter! A trifle young, perhaps,
but—but—-"

“He conldn't

¥

ass ” began

do i, guv'nor,” said Mr.
Turner dubiously. “It’s one of the hardest
parts in London. Besides, look at the time!
How on earth can he get into a part——-"

“Yes, the time!”” said Mr. Crowson, {rown-
ing. ‘“Of course, that’s impossible. And
yvet, if only—— But no., It’s no good
setting sueh ridieulous ideas, We shall have
to put a notice outside, Mr. Turner. You've
had the instructions given out, haven't you?
We're ¢losing—"’

“One moment,’”’ said Browne. “ Surely
there is no need for this panic? I wonder
why you theatrical people are so prone to
panic and agitation? Jrother Horace is
ready to learn this part in time for to-
night’s performance—-"

' What?” gasped Stevens.

“Tn time for to-night performance-—-~-'

“You-you hopeless idiot!” '

2 In time for to-night’s performance,” sald
Browne, for the third ftime.

" “You're mad!”’ shouted Stevens.
1}0tt'r' 122

“You will, of course, take no notice of
fhese uncouth sounds,” said Browne gently.
- Much as I regret to say it, Brothier Horace
is much given to these animal outbursts.
Ah, I have had a great deal of trouble with
him. He is generally quite well behaved, but
necasionally he lopses.”

Stevens nearly burst a blood-vessel.

“What do you think I am-—~—a performing
hear?”” he burst out indignantly.

o “1%’s  impossible!”  said Mr. Crowson
absently. * No, young man, thére isn’t time

_ couldun’t be done——  But it’s Bank
. Holiday, though. It’ll be a sheer disaster if
- Wwe can’t—— Not that a Bank Holiday crowd
is very eritical,” he added suddenly. ¢ Ar,
FYuarner--fetehi the part! @Quick! Let’s have
a look ay that part!” |

H

“You're

14
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“And,” said Browne, ‘it is high time!”
Stevens was too flabbergasted to say any-
thing. He knew nothing whatever about the
play~and didn’t guite realise what all this
talk was leading up to. He had a vague,
haii-formed suspicion; but he dared nob
allow that train of thought to get a grip.

But Williama Napoleon Browne was as cool
as ice. He knew exactly what he was doing,
and it so happened that he had scen this
very play a night or two earlier in company
withh his famous pater. It was an excellent
show—a serious play, and quife pure and
wholesome,  There was nothing whatever
nesty aboub it—nothing to offend the
gentlest ear, or the most suscentible con-
science, Surprisingly enough, it was a
success.

And the leading part, as Browne was well
aware, was taken by a young fellow who was
supposed to be an undergraduate. In the
play, this young man was involved in some
serious  family trouble—family misunder-
standings, 1t was the strong part of the
show—with two particularly powerful scenes.

Mr. Crowson paced up and down his office,
eyeing Stevens nearly all the time, and
apparently turning the problem over and
over in his mind.

“Yes, you've got the right touch, my
hov,”” he muttered. ‘ But there isn’t time!
You cin act, too—1've seen you act,”and I
know. But who else is there? The part’s a
difficult ong-—-"’

“You may search every actors’ haunt in
Tondon, Brother Crowson, and you will find
nobody suited to this particular t)¥s” said
Browne gently, I have seen the play—I
know what is reguired. There aren’t three
available men in the whole of London. And
how can they be found? Brother Horace is
here—champing at the bit with impatience.”

Stevens fully understood at lasb.

- “Are you suggesting that I should learn
this part, and be ready for to-night’s show?"”
he panted. “How on earth can I do an im-
possible thing like that?” ¥

“Have no fear, Brother Crowson--he will
he ready when the curtain rises,” said
Browne smoothly. “I might almost promise
that he will be ready for the matinée—hut
[ fear that Brother Horace does not possess
my own optimism.”

“Hang the matinée!” said Myr. Crowson.
“In any case, it’s a different play. We're
giving another show at the matinées—with a
different company. It’s to-pight I'm {hink-
ing about—-"’

““You may, of course, think abeut it—but
I urce you not to worry,” said Browne.
“ Ah, here is Brother Turner with the part.
May we be allowed te secan this interesting
document?’?

Mre. Crowson

and Brownre looked it over
together. Stevens, apparently, was of no
importanee—so far as Browne was ¢on-
cerned. One might have supposed thiat he
—Browne—was going to reed iy up. :
“Hopelezz ! said Mr, Crowson dully,



William  Napoleon

« Simple!” beamed
Browne.

“1 tell you it’s hopeless,” repeated the
manager, as he turned the pages over,
““ He'll never be able to learn this by to-
night, What about a rehearsal, too? We
shall have to have a rehearsal before the
actual show—perhaps two. This is a long
part——>" '

“ May—may I see it, sir?’ asked Stevens
breathlessly.

It was handed to him, and he turaned
tlie pages over with shaky hands. His
heart sank as he saw the length of the
part. But he was quivering from head to
foot with the very thought of the thing.
| A chance! A glorious chance!

Not a special Shakespeare matinee—not a
show in which he would be exhibited as a
kind of freak—but a modern play, per-
formed in front of a huge Bank Holiday
audience! A chance to act in a real,
legitimate part!

Horace Stevens' brain rceled at the very
idea of it,

“] can't manage 1f, of course,” he mut-
tered. ““I'd love to——"

“Telephone Number 000901  Mayfair,”
said Browne smoothly. ¢ Kindly ring up,
Brother Crowson, when you have settled
the time for the rehearsal. You will find
me within arm’'s reach of the ’'phone, and
I will leap for it at the first ring.”

““Look here——"" hecan Stevens. e

“JIumour him, I beg of you,” smiled
Browne. ¢ Humour him by taking no
notice. I, William Napoleon Browne, will
guarantee that he will be ready.”

“By Jupiter, you mean it¥'7 breathed
Mr. Crowson, staring “Why "not? At
least, you can have a shot at it! It won't
do any harm. And there’s nobody else
Yes, see what you ean do. We'll give the

show, even if I have to riake a public
apology afterwards.”

rowne gripped Steveus firmly by the
arm.

“You will make no apology, Brother

Crowson,” he declared. “On the contrary,
you will find it necessary to hand Brother
Horace a large and handsome cheque in
return for his life-saving services.””

Horace Stevens gulped. A cheaue!
old Browne!

Good

CHAPTER XIII.

latest,

€¢ EARD the
_ - Archie?”
¢ Absolutely, ”

~ sald Archie Glen-
thorne, of the 8t. Frank's
Remove. ¢ And a frightfully
bally sort of bother it s,
to say, it’'s a Dbit dashed

too! 1
thick when a lad is required to serap all his
bally neckties——?"

neaill

. doubt

“ Neckties?"’ asked Reggie Pitt, staring.

“Well, didn’t you ask me about the
latest?>? said Archie. “It appears that
there's a new fashion in colour schemes

surging forth. Absolutely the last word in
gents' neckwear, as it were. I can tell you
candidly, dear old article, Phipps is knocked
all of a heap.? |

“I'm not talking about neckties, you
dummy,” grinned Reggie Pitt. “I mean
the latest about Stevens, of the Fifth. If
old Browne is to be believed, he's going

to act in that show at the Pall Mall
Theatre to-night.” ,

“Who? MBrowne??

““No, Stevens.”

““ Going to act at the

“Y("’-S.”

“When? To-night?”

“Yes, you fathead!”

“(Good gad!” said Archie mildly.

They were standing in Archie
thorne’s flat—or, to be exact, in
Glenthorne’s brother’s flat.
more exact, on the verandah overlooking
the street. It was afternoon mnow, and
the sun was still <hining merrily.

“You don't seem to understand what '
talking about,” said Pitt gruffly. ¢ There's

Pall Mall?*?

(tlen-
Archije
Or, to be even

& show at the Pall Mall Theatre called
“His TFather's Son,” and the leading man
has met with an accident——"

“Tow  frightfully poisonous,”” said
Archie. '

“And his wunderstudy’'s met with an
accident, too—"

“lHow poisonously frightful!" :

“And old Stevens—you know, our own

Horace—is mugging away at the part like
steam now, and Browne says he’ll be ready
in time for the show,” went on Pitt. ¢ 1t’s
a terrifically tall order, of course, and T
if it’l come cff. And vet Browne's
an uncanny beggar—he’s always right.”

““ Absolutely,” said Aichie. “But, 1
mean to say—Brownz—what? I understood
you to say, old chump, that Stevens was
the laddie?”

“Stevens is only the chap who is acting
the part,” grinned Pitt. “It's Browne
who’s making him do it. Stevens is a
marvellous actor—pbut he can’'t do a giddy
thing without Browne behind him. I
thought I'd pop in and tell you as I was
passing.?”’

“ A cdashed good idea,” said Archie en-
thusiastically.  “Thanks frightfully, old
thing. 1 mean, there's absolutely nothing
I like better than to have chappies popping
in as they pass by. I'm expecting a few
other lads of the village to pop in, too,
Handforth, McCiure, and sundry other mer-
chants of the same ilk Nothing like being
merry and bright, what?”

“Have you got anything on to-night?®
asked Pitt.

“I thought it rather a bright scheme to
take the dear oid boys and girls to one
of the theatres,” rerlied Archie, beaming.



v How about it, laddie? You and Winnie, 1 mean to say, four dashed bpoxes! Hos

whag??”

‘“Which' theatre, old man?¥
- ¢ As  a matter of absolule fact, we
haven't yeb decided &

““You fathead!” grinned Reggie. ¢ Bank
~Noliday—and you haven’t decided! A fat
chance -you’ll stand of getting any secats
ro-night, my lad. Unless, of course, you
decide upon the Pall Mall.»

‘““The absolute  place,” said Archie
hrightly., "+*0Odds brain-waves and flashes!
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mean, does he do it?”

“Well, it was a stroke of luck, veally,”
explained Pits. It seems that the lead-
ing man--the poor chap who met with en
accident—had booked those boxes himself,
for a holiday party for his people. The
manager heard that none of them were
coming, in view of the accident—and
Browne grabbed the boxes like a shot.
It's an ill wind that blows nobody——
You know the rest.”

Why didn't we think of it before? The

very old spot where Steveus is going to “ Ahsolutely,” sald Archie, nodding.
perform, what?* : .

“It’s an il wind—— Whoa! I say, dash

-
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«¢Yes, I think we ough’ to see him in
that part.” o

‘« Where's Phipps?’? said Archie crisply.
“ Phipps, old lad! Dash round to the Paill
Mall and beok a frightful amount of stalls!
A couple of rows, or something—-*

‘““Cheese it, Archie,” grinned Reggie Pitt.
** As a matter of fact, this is Browne’s in-
vitation—I was only trying to see if you
had made any plans of your own. ' Browne
has secured four boxes, and he proposes
to pack ahbout ten of us into each—includ-
‘mg Irene and Marjorie and Doris:and a Tew
of “the other Moor View girls.”

Archie looked greatly interested.

‘““ But, dash it, isn’t this Browne chappis
A bit of a dashed magician??’ he asked. ¢]

it! I meap, that was a frightfully ill wind,
what??? .. .. . |

A sudden draught had come through the
open door in the rear, and Arch:ie’s panama
gailed gracefully down to the street. Hand-
forth & Co. had arrived, to say nothing of
Willy and Alf Brent, and Nipper and
Tregellis-West and Watson,

It seemed that Pitt had nmamed Archie’s
flat as a meeting place. e

Irene Manners and her chums turned
up, - too, and everybody was delighted at
the prospect of spending the evening at the
Pail Maill Theatre. With Stevens acting in
the play, the show would have a personal
interest.

Handiorth came in for a good deal of
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¢hipping regarding his escapade of the pre.
vious eveninZz—hbut he reeeived any amciiat
of compliments, too. And while the juniors

and  the girls were innocently enjoying
themselves, Horace Stevens was working
as he had seldoran worked before.

~ He and Browne were locked away in

Willinin Napoleon’s own den at the latter's

Mayfair home. Browre had given orders
that nothing was to disturb him. And
Stevens was swolting—swotling madiy,

At first he had been inclined fo tearn the
part feverishly—but Browne had soon put
a stop to this sort of thing.

“There is an old adage, Brother Ilorace,
which points out that a great deal of haste
results in a serious loss of speed,” he ob-
served. “Take things quietly, refrain from
panic, and all will be well. I have given my
promise to Brother Crowson, and we must
uot let him down.”

“You were too rash., old man,”” groaned
Stevens,

“Were you an ordinary human being, I
should  eertainly have been rash, But,
happily, I am aware of your quickness of
eve—your retentive memory—your facility
{or learning,” replied Browne. < Also, I am
aware of my own powers as a trainer.
Brother Horace, regard yourself as caged,
and I will guarantee that you will perform
your tricks for the delight of to-night’s
audience.”

“ft's all very well, old man, but I'm not
a monkey!” growled Stevens.

“Were you a monkey, I would not expect

you to ‘learn the part,”” said Browne
smoothly. “And we are wasting time,
Proceed !’

William Napoleon worked as hard as
Stevens  himself — if  anything, perhaps
Larder. 1Ile went over the part with his

chium aeain and again—slowly, deliberateiy,
persistentlv. Then he eased off while
Stevens soaked in  the lines, and while
Stevens ohtained a grasp of the whole part.
F¥or Browne had brought the entire play—

and, helped by his own memory, he had
given Stevens a concise resume of the
theme,

Hour after hour passed—and the preogress
was amazing.

Browne was aware of a preat relief. He
had taken a chance—a big chance. In spite
of his airy assumption of confidence, he had
actunally been uncertain. But Browne was a
fellow who believed in showing a bold front
under all circumstances. Ilis optimism was
being justified, for Stevens made splendid
progress,

At first, Horace had quailed at the task.
Ile had thoueht it an impossible one—he
had shied at it like a frightened colt. But
then, after going through it once, he had
realised the wonderful possibilities. And a
flerce, burning determination had taken pos-
session of Kim.

He would ftearn if!

ITe would make good
his chum’s promise!

Ilits woes were for-

gotlen—Roger Barton's villainy became g
vague memory—and ‘he hurled himself heart
and soul into this uwnexpected task.

There was the thought of money, too.
Not that Stevens wanted it for hiwmself,
Under ordinary circumstances lie wouldn't
have accepted a penny. But lis mother—
and that mouney-lender! His ambitions for
the stage! His whole-hearted love of acting!
With sueh spurs as these, how could lhe
hesitate and falter? _

“We shall win, Brother Horace,” declareq
Browne joyfully, during a pause. “Have I
not always told you that the word ‘im-
possible ’ is a word to be avoided? Any-
thing can be accomplished if one is deter-
mined. DMountains become hillocks—quag-
mires become smooth footpaths, It is all
a matter of will power. Those who are
faint-hearted fail at the outset. But those
who go forward with strength finish with
strength. Determination, Brother Horace, is
thie most desirable human quality of all.”

CHAPTER XIV,

BEHIND THE SCENES.
ND then came a sort
of reaction.
By tea-time, after
five hours of acute

concentration, llorace Stevens
had ‘become word-perfect in
his part. It seemed too good
to be true—and it was too good to be true.

No matter what cue Browne gave him,
Stevens was ready. Me not only kunew his
words, but he delivered them naturally and
with powerful grace. Browne was delighted
-—but inwardly alarmed, too. This was a
finsh in the pan.

Mr. Crowson, who had received reporis
heurly from Browne, was on teuterhooks.
e had called the company together., aud
insisted upon-them being in readiness fov
a rehearsal immediately Stevens arrived,

The company was not only startled, but
indignant.

Most of them were actors and actresses of
West End reputation—with  well-known
names in ithe theatrical profession. They
were startled at the thought of a stranger—
an unknown public schoolboy—taking up the
teading part at a few hours’ notice. It
struck them as being fantastic—indeed, pre-
posterous, They were full of forebodings.

Dut Mr. Augustus Crowson was a man of
iron determination, too. Ile gave the com-
pany to understand that this was no time
for pgrumbling. It was either Horace
Stevens, or no show at all., And with every
seat in the house booked and paid for, some-
thing desperate had to be done. If Stevens
failed them, the theatre would be closed.
But just as long as there was a faint shred

of hope, Mr. Crowson was earrying on. He,
himself, was the very first to admit that
the whole thing was .fantastic, ‘ut  he
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doggedly  maintained
ihe hope that Sfevens
would not be a
ghastly failure,

Browne’s reports
WwWere encouraging—and
the company was Kept
at the theatre., ready
jor  that reliearsal
the instant Stevens
arrived. It  wasn't
until nearly six o'cloek
that he turned up
with Browne. Before
starting, he had been
word - perfect. But
when he arrived he
discovered, with A
shock, that his
memory was failing
him. Lines that had
come to him freely
and naturally an hour gsA[:
earlier, were now elud- [fFgw /%
ing him. yikcy Bl

““Courage, brother—
courage!”  whispered
PBrowne,

Stevens locked awk-
ward and self-con-
seious as he was in-
troduced to the com-
pany. And the ecom-
- pany did nothing to
make him feel easy.
He detected a latent
spirit of hostility from
the very first.

And the rehearsal
itself was an agony to
Mr, Crowson.

In one or two
places, Stevens was
brilliant. He revealed
his true talent-—his
dawning genius. But

mostly he was ner-
vous and faltering,
forgetting his line: | hand

** Wonderful, my boy, wonderful ! *»’
Mr. Crowson, nearly mad with joy, wrung Horace Stevens’

—t

and  confusing  his & -

words.

“It’s no good,” said Mr. Crowson again
and again. “We can’t go on, boy! You
~don't know your part!”

“T know!” groaned Stevens. ¢ And yet
b was all right an hour ago. I—1'm awfully
SOLTY Il can't understand——"?

“1Mush!”? interrupted Browne. “ Brother
Crowson, I urge you to have no fear.
Patience is the watchword. Wait! Above
all, I beseech you to wait., When the cur-
tain rings up for the actual performance,
Brother ITorace will be toeing the line,
Feady for the great sprint.”?

**These boys are blufling you, 3r.. Crow-
son,” said one of the other actors.  The
tiing was imposzible from the start——>"

“*'Well, we'd hetter go on,” growled the |

manager, who always became obstinate if

i . S

opposed.  “ Stevens,. my boy, is it
good? You’re hopeless at present.
audience would never tolerate you.”

“If Brother Horace fails at the post, 1
will personally step upon the stage and ex-
plain the position,”” said Browne smoothly.
“What more can I say? . Be assured that
the audience will get its money’s-worth, in
either case)’

And so, amid doubts and misgivings, the
rehearsal went on, In places, it was re-
peated—until, indeed, therc was scarcely
any time left. At last Stevens went off to
his dressing-room to prepare for the actual
performance—and Browne stuck to him like
a leech. He was Stevens’ shadow, .

any
The

Alope, Horace nearly gave in. e was



: Panic had come to
him, and his determination was drifting.

haggard and wild-eyed.

old man—it's no good!”
he panted. “I'm a washout. Oh, what a
hopeiess hash I made of it! That re-
hearsal! Did you ever see anything so
ghastly in your life?”

Browne nodded.

“I am ready fo confess that it was
several degrees below zero,” he admitted.
“ At times, in fact, it was so frosty that I
distinctly observed icicles commencing to
form. But do not be discouraged by such
a ftrile—="’

“Prifle ]

“It’s no good,

“An airy nothing!” said Browne. “We
shall triumph in the end!”’

“But you just said I was a frost.*’

“A thaw has already set in,” said
Browne soothingly., *There are no wmore
icicles, brother, and I can distinctly per-
ceive the light of dawning hope in your
faun-like eyes. They may be blearv—they
may be bloodshot—but. have no fear. The
audience will never observe that. Now let
us take the second act again. That is the

point where you are somewhat inclined to
jib at the hurdles.”

Browne gave the cue, and Stevens spoke
his words effortlessly—with a fine, pezf@cth-
attuned modulation. lle had no difficulty
in speaking his lines withh the wutmost
fluency.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he said, pausing.
“T'm all right now! And yet I Couldnt
think of a ﬂnng——n-- What the dickens—"

Browne was executing a hornpipe.

“All is  well, brother,” he beamed.
““There is not merely a thaw, but g heat-
wave has set in. There is’ nothing to fear.

You will go upon the stage, and you will
frinmph.”

“ But—buf——-2’

“We cannot, of course, expect vou to
understand,’’” went on Browne kindly. ¢ But
it is merely a question of psychology. In
other words, you are troubled with self-
consciousness.  Alone, with nobody but
Brother Napoleon to listen, you are word-
perfect. In the presence of the company

vou remind me of a gramophone needle that
persistently runs iu the same groove.”

“Then I shall be a perfectly ghastly
failure,” said Stevens, in alarm. “If I'm
as bad as that in front of the company, how
shall I be with a full house watching me?”

“You will be ignorant of the full house.”’
“But I shall see'all the faces——"°

“Possibly you will see them, but you will
not notice them,” said Browne calmly.
“Jor the first few moments, perhaps, but
then will come a blank. You will earry on
with your part indifferent to audience and
players alike. I know!”

Browne was so confident that some of
Stevens’ faltering spirit revived. IHis chum’s
indomitable assurance was infectious, But
it was an anxious tinme, nevertheless, And

Stevens filled every minute of it by swotting
away at his lines.

Mr. Crowson came bustling
and hot.

“Well, we've burned our boats
young ’'uns,’”’ he said.
up—we’re letting the audience in!
you feel, Stevens, boy? Better?”

L IIeclpa better, 5 rcph{,d Browne promptly,

“Y don’t know— began Stevens.

“In fact, I can safely say that we are
ready for the fray,”’ continued Browne.
““Go back to your office, Brother Crowson,.
smile at all and sundry, and draft out a.
fat cheque. But stay! If you draft it out -
now you may omit an all-important nought,'

in,

s Now,
““The house is filling

Wait until Brother Stevens has tmlmrhed—a--»

and then we shall need ropes to hold you
from burgling the nearest bank—so great
will your anxiety be to load us with riches.’

“Upon my word, I've never known a.
fellow with such assurance as you've got!™”
said Mr. Crowson {frankly. “I don't like:
to call it unutterable cheek—but it’s some- -
thing closely approaching it.”

Blcmne smiled calmly.

‘anxious

How do -

i

“We will forgive you,”’ he said tolezan‘rlv ‘
“VWe cannot expect you to understand ﬁtel._:;:‘_

so short an acquaintance.

insist upon solitude. Kindly close the door "
after you, Drother Crowson.”
Mr. Crowson didn’t quite Lknow why 110-.

did it, but he took the hint, and departed.
Ordered out by a mere schoolboy! And vet,
Browne had been fully justified, for he.
was in charge of Stevens, and he hLad no
desire for any distractions.

Stevens was fairly shaking.

“Only a few minutes now ! he mutiered.
“Browne, old man, I darven’t! I tell you,
I daren’t! When it comes to the point 1
shall absolutely dry up! I shan™t remember
a word! I shall stand there on the stage
looking like a fool!”

“We must do our best to combat these
misfortunes of mnature,”” said Browne
smoothly. I will grant that it is diffi-
cult for you 'to look intelligent, but I have
areat hopes. To-night, Brother Horace, will’
be our greatest aclievement. We are full
of confidence, and we are cool and collected.
f\nflit“e ]\I]O\\’ our lines without the slightest:
ault.”

“By Jingo!”* breathed Stevens. ¢ T'll try,

old man—I'll do my best!”
“More than that we
any man,”’

annot expeet from
agreed Browne gently,

CHAPTER XV,
THE ORDEAL.

RCHILE GLENTUORNE
A beamed with good
nature,
“Not so dashed
bad, what?” he asked.
“Somewhat squashed, and
all that sort of thing, but
who cares? - I mean, Bank Toliday, and all

But now we must :

¢
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Chappies expect to get
1t’s absolutely

itat sort of thing!
eqirashed on Bank Holidays,
the good old fashion.” -

Private  Box A was certainly packed—and
i1 it came tn that, so were Private Boxes B,
Jy, and D, In addition to Archie, there were
tour or five other St. Frank’s juniors, to
say nothing of Marjorie Temple, and {wo
other girls—Winnie Pitt and Mary Summers.

“I’m afraid you can’t see the stage very
well,” satd Marjorie, who was in the front.
~ Have you got a good view, Archie?”’

“ Absolutely,’” replied Archie, “A
fectly priceless view, old girl.>” .

Practically the whole of his vision was
fiiled by Marjorie’s head and shoulders, and
ne conld see very little of the stage. But
he spore with such convietion that he was
noparently satisfied.

““ Perfectly priceless,”” he repeated approv-
agly., ““0dds  visions and fairies! How
susolutely stunning you look to-might, Mar
sorie, old dear! That dashed silky gown,
“what?  Absolutely the goods!”’

Marjorie turned, flushing,

“I don’t believe you can see the stage at
2111 she protested.

“1 mean, why see the good ¢ld stage?”
:oked Archie mildly. “'The curtain isn’'t up

per-

——

vel, anyhow. Besides, from this angle——
i mean, that priceless little curl on
Y OUP-——?

Marjorie hrushed the priceless little c¢unnl
aside, and pretended to be indifferent, In
:fie other boxes the situation was very
wuch the same—a considerable jamming of
voutliful theatregoers, All of ithem were
seenly anxious to see how Horace Stevens
would act the part. Nothing much could be
~xpected, for his notice had been so appall-
w:oly short, | '

Tnere were six boxes in the theatre—the
tour upper ones, occupied by the St. I'rank’s
varty, and two below. In one of these
atter sat a tall, kindly-looking gentleman,
wceompanied by a lady of obvious enlfure.
They were, in fact, Sir Rufus and Lady
Browne — William  Napoleon's parents.
xactly how he had secured this hox for
them nobody knew—but Browne had made
wp bis mind that his father should see
vrevens on the stage, and consequently his
tather was here. Browne had an extra-
ordinary way of getting ihings doene.

“Thank goodness we’re in a private box!”’

2o1d Churen rebeliiously, as Handforth nearly )

Pushed him over the edge. “Why {the
dickens ecan't you keep stili? If we were
(4t the stalls yocu'd have been chucked out
efore nowl?
__““}e can’'t help it, poor chap,” whispered
sellure. “He’s trying to get nearser Ivene,
That's all.* 5 |
HHandforth had, of course, made certain
ihed he was in the same box as Irene
ianners, but some idiot had placed himself
telween them. Quite thoughtlessly, of
tourse~—ihe idiot veing Willy Handforth,

-

Trench
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Church and MeClure were suspicions ahout
that thoughtlessness.

But for Irene’s presence, Willy wonld
have been ruthlessly pitched to the back of
the box like an empty sack. But Irene was
talking with him, and if Iandforth had
interfered, she would have noticed some-
thing at once. No girl could possibly have
missed seeing her companion flung headlong
to the rear under her very eyes.

But at last she turned her head, to speak
to one of the others.

“Willy, you young rotter!’’ hissed Hand-
forth. ¢ Change seats!”

“What for?” asked Willy.

“Change seats, blow you!®

“Sorry, old man; but I couldn’t allow it,”’
said Willy judicially, “P've decided that
Irene shall see a bhit of this play—and how
much chance would she stand if you were
sitiing next to her? 1’'ve got to protect her!
If she’s left to your merey, she'll only hear
your voice, and—-—-"’

“Yon—you—-~ You might let me have
the programme, Willy!” blurted out Hand-
forth, changing his toune suddenly as Irene
looked round.

“Why? It’s just the same as yours,” said
Willy brutally.

Handforth was clutehing one in his hand.
and he gazed at it with such confusion that
he didn’t notice it was upside down. For-
tunately, the lowering of the lights came to
his aid. And a moment later the play
started.

“Come on—let’s give hinr a elap!” urgad
Haundforth, ready to do anything to relieve
his feelings. “Good old Sievens!”

“You blithering chump!” hissed Willy.
“e isn't on yet!”

“EKEh? I thought—-="

“And don’t give him a clap, either—even
when he does come on,” said Willy. “The
poor chap’ll be nervens enough as it is--
without us distracting his attention. Let
him have a fair chance, for goodness’ sake.”

The play opened well—the scene heing the
bright interior of a country house, where a
family gathering was chown. The dialogne
was brilliant and witty, and it was one of
those shows which are so natural that the
audience appezars to be looking into a real
home, ' ’

Stevens was playing the part of the ¢on
of the house—in fact, the one. part in the
whoele show that really mattered, for later
on the strong scene was entirely his.

The audience was aware that the real
star was absent—for notices to this effect

had been. slipped into every programme.
But it was not known that the substifiite

F
LB

was a mere schoolboy, utterly raw to
West End stage. . ,

Stevens "made his entrance after about
ten minutes—running in through the: op2on
windows, breathiess, and with
towsled .hair. He°*®was in white flannels,
and carried. a tennis racquet-—and locked
the part with amazing fidelity,



But then a feeling of awkward uneasiness
stole over the audience. Stevens spoke his
first linecs without faltering—hbut in a
strained, stilbed, unpatural manner. His
second lines he c,omplr;tel,} forgot, and dried
up.

“Oh, my
cally.

“Peor old chap,” breathed Reggie Pitf.

Exactly as Horace Stevens had foretold,
he stood there—¢like a fool.” The voice of

hat!” said Nipper sympatheti-

the prompter came clearly—and it was the.

voice of William Napoleon Browne. But
only those in the ncar boxes heard it.

Stevens struggled on, and the St. Frank’s
fellows and the Moor View girls listened in
a kind of agony. It seemed like drawing
blood from a stone to get those falterm'f
lines out of Horace Stewna

Indeed, the whole action of the play was
jeopardised. The other players were thrown
off their stroke, and for one terrible minute
it seemed that the action would collapse.

The audience became restless, Murmur-
ings came from the pit and gallery. And
during those tense opening minutes the un-
fortunate amateur came perilously near to
“getting the bird.”

And Mr, Augustus Crowson, in the wings,
had three heart attacks in rapid succession.

Once it nearly stopped beating. He in-
wardlv groaned, What a fool he had been

to trust that babbling young idiot of a
Browne! The curtain never ought to have
bheen rung up!

It seemed to Mr. Crowson that an hour
had elapsed. He wanted to give orders for
the curtain to be lowered—he wanted to
bring this farce to an end. The other
actors and actresses were similarly affected.

The only individual on the stage who 1e.
mained sumemeh cool was William 1 Napoleon
Browne. Stevens’ opening failure had no
c¢ffect upon him whatever.. Browne took it
guite as a matter of course.

In the wings, with the script in his hands,
Browne performed his promptling with as
little concern as though he were 'In one of
the St. Frank’s Jecture halls, superintend-
igg a trivial sketeh.

“Courage, Brother Horace—courage!” he
whispered, while one of the other actors
was speaking. “What 1is this 1 seef?
Weakness? Rubbish! Remember that we
are ouf for f:.une and fortune! So to it,
bhrother!” iy

But Stevens did not really need this
urging. He was vaguely aware of a change
in himself. His appalling nervousness was
voing. His lines were coming fto him more
clearly, And then, suddenly, like the cast-
ing off of a cloak, he felt Lis self-conscious
fiv vanish,

In the space of ten scconds, he changed
utterly and completely., He gave a low,
musical laugh— a laugh which wasn’t really
in the play at all “And from that very
second he forgot the audience—he forgot
Browne—he forgot everything excent the
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| but so

this

fact, that he was revelling in joyous
experience,

The action of the play ran on smoothly—
the uneasiness of the audience vanished—
and the whole house became electrified hy
the obvious  ability of thiz unkuown
youngster,

Browne smiled sere Mr,
joined him.

“Well, Brother
he murmured.

“By Jupiter!” breathed
“You're a marvel!”

“It has taken you a long time to f{ind
it out, but we will forgzive you,” smiled
William Napoleon. **'Who are we to criticise
your lamentable shortsightedness? It s
something in this dreary old world to receivo
recognition—even if it he fardy!”™

nelyv as Crowson
who was right 9

Mr.

Crowson,

Crowson,

——

CHAPTER XVI.
HORACE STEVENS' TRIUMPH.
P r
! % "3\ {}*

Y ¢ ONDERICL, my
hoy — wonder- -
‘, fult” N
T“‘ ’ Mr.  Crowson,
nearly mad with joy, wruag

,g"’ifﬁ{\} Horace Stevens' hand with
T such vigour that he was
uearly breathless, The second act had just

{ ended~-and Stevens had come through the

hig scene with fiying colours. IIe had only
just finished taking his fourth curtain call,
and the audience had applauded and chicered
him to the echo.

Degervedly, too. Not once after that open-
ing minute had he faltered or Hhesitated.
On occasion, Browne had prompted him—
ludiciously that none knew excep?
the pair involved. Moreover, Stevens had
gripped his audience—for even in this great
West End theatre he had exercised his gift
of magnetism. He didn't know why it was
—nobody knew—but he possessed that rare
guality of holding his audience in the holiow
of his hand. Even now, with such small
experience to his credit, he was able to com-
mand the whole theatre.

The other members of the company had
completely lost their hostility. Everyvhody
connected with the theatre was overjoyved
with this boy—eager and anxious to shower,
their congratulations upon him. They had
been hostile because they thought that he
was a duffer—a hopeless amateur. But now
that they knew the truth they were generous
in the extreme,

“Wonderful!” declared . Mr. Crowsoi.
“TUpon my wo:d, in spite of wvour ignorance
of the part, vou are better, in some ways,
than Dexler himseli! A notable achieve-
ment!"”

“I—I thought I was preity awful—"

“YWe are pmud of ourselves,” interrupted
Browne smoothly, €It is not our habit to
boast, Brother Crowson, but I think we
deserve not only a clap on the back, bub



several medals of honour. Brother Horace
has come up to the scratch in the celebrated
Browne style. He has done us credit.”

“He’s right, Mr. Crowson,” said Stevens.
““I shouldn’t have done a thing withont old
Browne, you know. You've got to thank
him-—not me.”

“I have already made that clear,”
served Browne gently.

But this, of course, was only his fun. Tor
Browne himself was the very first to con-
gratulate Stevens upon his sucecess—and
iater, in a serious moment, to give his chum
all the credit for the nntwo:tny perform-
ance. It was only in his flippant moods
that Browne claimed the credit for himself.

Right to the end, Stevens maintained his
¢rip on the part. 1In the last act, indeed,
he was the best of all, and his fellow players

oh-

were breathless with wonder, They simply
vouldn’t understand it. '
There was, in all truth, something un-
cannily chm% ,about it all, That morning
Stevens hadn't’ even seen the part, His
feat was by no means a record, but for one
<0 young it closely approached one. And it

is doubtful if any previous *last minute”
actor had given such a notable rendering
of a hastlly learned part,

The audience smnelmw knew the trath to-

wards the finish, They knew that this young
E‘ellow was a schoolboy of St. Frank’s. Per-
haps it was Handforth -who had let the cat
out, of the bag., For Handforth had ecer-
tainly taken no trouble to lower his voice
during the intervals. And word had passed
round from mouth to mouth,

And when the final curtain came, the play
receitved the greatest ovation of its run,
The applause Tor Stevens was tumultuous,
and nobody was satisfied until Mr. Crowson
came upon the stage, and made @& brief
speech,

‘1 feel that it is my duty to inform you,
tadies and gentlemen, that voung Ar.
sStevens knew nothing of his parv until this
morning,” he said, amid a hush., * He's
only a school ho:,——lua’r, OVer sevenieen years
of age, and I venture to remark ihat St.
I'rank’s College is lucky, indeed, tg have
such a genius within its walls—"

Loud ' clapping interrupted him
moment.

“If possible, Mr. Stevens will take the part
again to-morrow evening, and perhaps for
the rest of the week,” continued Mr, Crow-
son—to Horace Stevens’ stupefied joy aml
amazement, “I feel that I am making no
. Yalse prediction when I declare that he will
omne day become one of our greaiest stars.
tn the near future I hope to have the oppor-
iunity of presenting him, in this theatre, in
three special matinees of * Hamlet '——="

Again he was interrupted by the clapping
and cheering, but at last he nmnmed to
.111~h, and the curtain was lowered, Horace

tevens ran up to him, excited and mmm

:‘.';:'.‘5.
* Thank Mr,

for a

YO, Crowson'!” he panted,

indignant, too.

“ Did—did you mean that about my playing

the part again?"

“0f course 1 did,” said Mr., Crowson., I
have heard from the hospital this evening,
and Mr, Dexter has recovered consciousness,
and the injury is not so serious as they at
first reported. He may be able to resume

his part by Thursday—but certsinly not
before. Would you like to carrp on until
then?”

“He wonld!” said Browne catmly,

asked Stevens

incredulously,

“Yes, those matinees, too,” nodded Mr.
Crowson. *And now, my boy, we'll defer
all this discussion until to-morrow. I want
you to join me at supper.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“Unfortunately, Brother Crowson, such a
programme is impossible,” put in Browne
gently, “ Brother Horace has already ac-
¢epted an invitation to a quiet supper at
home with his mother. She, I am convinced,
is even now awaiting him with considerable
eagerness,”

“By Jove!” 1;1 athed Stevens, starting.
) Oh, what a cad! I
didn’'t even tell hep——*

“Den’t let that worry you,
mother knows all,” interrupted Drowne.
*“5he has been informed since this morning

—and, unknown to you, she has witnessed
this show. A little detail 1 omitted fo men-
tion earlier. She has already been escorted
home by various knights, including Brother
Nipper and Brother Pitt. So h'uten'"

“Thanks awfully, Browne, old man,” said
Stevens gratefully. ' What on earth ‘should
I do without you?” =

“Let us not dwell upon such a murky
prospect,” said Browne.

Aflr. Crowson, of course, was only too will-
ing to see Stevens rush offi—for he could
realise that his mother came-before anybody
else.

Browne had wanted to get Stevens into a
guiet chat with his father—but, under the
cirecumstances, he postponed this. Sir Rufus
Browne was tremendously impressed. He was
He assured his son that he
Stevens every help in the latter’s
and tha

brother—your

would give
injunction against Roger Barton
manager of The hmperor Theatre.
Sir Rufus was very much like his son—
there was something about him which indi-
cated that he was a man who meant to get
things done. 1t seemed that the tide of
fortune had turned for Horace Stevens.

Indeed, there was a dawn of hope for the
schoolboy actor and his mother, and the
events of the immediate future promised

to be not ounly gripping, hut exciting in the
extreme.

THE EXND,

S— - — oy

Another Grand Long Story of this Topwing
Series will appear Next Week, entitle:d ST,
PRANK'S IN COURT!” Il isa story you
inwst not miss on any account.,  I'or further par-
tieulars of Next Week's Altractions, see page 39,
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Thrilling long instaliment of new Detective Serial!

FOR NEw READERS. |
While on a visit to Caleroft, his ¢ld schiool,

Tinker, the eclever young assistant of the
famous detective, Sexton Blake, witnesses
a motor-car tragedy, in which a bookwmaker,
named Aggsby, is mysteriously shot. Sexton
Blake and Tinker go to Calcroft to investi-
gate the crime. Tinker has a theory that
the murdered man was shot in mistake for
a man who iz missing from Wisthorpe Hos-
pital, Subsequent events indicate that
attempts are -being made to foil the de-
tective and his assistant in their quest of
the murderer by a wealthy cattle dealer
named Roath, whose nephew is a.senior at
Calcroft. As to what connection the two
Roaths have with the crime, more disclosures
will be rvevealed in the exciting instalment
below,
(Now read on.)

THE SLEEPWALKER.

§¢ AS he pinched anything?' asked
Fane. < That kid has taking wayvs,
you know. Has he pinched our
grand piano?

“That kid * referred to Beilby, wha had
taken advantage of some study furniture
being temporarily deposited in the passage
to pile it up against the study door, so
that it fell with a eclatter when the door
had been opened by its owner.

““1 hope he's pinched some of the springs
out of that rotten easy-chair,”” said Tinker.
“A lovely study I got dumped into, didn’t
I? I reckon he offered you about three-
halfpence too much for this clutter. Aren't
vou ashamed of the rubbish?»

“Don’t grouse at me, ny lad!* said Fane.
“Once upon a time we had guite nice fur-
niture, but taczz three wild Indians are
always fighting and ragging, arnd the ;cor
old sticks have gone through i&, If you
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Another Clever Story of Sexton
Blake, Tinker and the Boys of
Calcroft School.

By
SIDNEY DREW

knew the fines we've paid for study damage,
vou'd know why we are poor. Anyhow, when.
the Head comes round at the end of the
term he’s sure to condemn and.scrap the
lot, and put in a fresh lot. I wish he
wouldn’t, for they can't charge study
damage on this wreckage; that's why we
like it. Furthermore Oh, drat! Here’s
more beastly fag for us!”

A bell was clanging. The door of the Rag
opened, and the juniors streamed out into
the corridor, and formed up. It was the
fire bell, and possibly a false alarm.

- Seniors hurried past, and dashed down the

stairs. Fane yelled a few orders, and the
iuniors marched along the corridor and down
the staircase, grumbling furiously.

Tinker opened the window and looked out.
The bell was elanging, and the other houses
were emptying, but he could see no sign of
any fire. Seniors, wearing leather jackets and
shining brass helmets, were racing towards
the building in which the fire-engine wasg
lodged. ,

“Well, here’s my chance,” thought Tinker.

He crossed the corridor to Martin Roath’s
study, knowing that there was not another
soul in the house, for even the servants were
compelied to answer the summons of the
fire-bell. At Caleroft juniors were forbidden
to lock their study doors, but this rule did
not seem to apply to seniors, for though
Roath might have left in a gréat hurry, he
had not-forgotten to lock his.

Tinker had to go up to the dormitory fo-
obtain a bunch of keys. A glance out of
the dormitory window showed him the
motor fire-engine in the middle of the quad-
rangle, and the fire-escape being run to-
wards Windover’s house, while the amateur
fire brigade, captained by Holgate, unrolled
hose-pipes and linked them up at tremendous
cpeed.

It was quite like the real thing without
the fire, and Tinker hoped that Holgate



busy, for he had =ome
At last it yiclded,

{hem
the loek.

would  keep
trouble with

and he switched on the electric light. The
study itseli was not very luxurious. The
Hd of the roll-top desk had been pulied

down, automatically fastening all the drawers.
This was a more difficult aftair than the
lock, and Tinker decided to leave the desk
Lill the boys had gene to hed.

He passed into the bed-room., Most of
the senior boys, who had plenty of moeney,
added new carpets and expensive bits of
furniture to their studies and bed-rooms,
but there was no sign of it here, for Roath
had probably been told that he would soon
be transferred to another house. Therc was
a bureau by the bedside, and, like the desk,
4 was locked.

“ Cautious beggar,” muttered Tinker. ¢ I’
ey inside that thing, anyhow.”

He  knelt down and got to work, but
when he lhad opened the bureau he found
nothing in it except a flagon of Australian
hurgundy, a hox of cigarettes, a pair of
gloves, and a handful of loose silver and
soppers, The fire-grate contained the ashes
nf various letters and papers, and if thesc
nad been burnt hastily, they had been burnt
thoroughly, for there were not two scraps
of paper left which he could piece together.

if there was anything to be found at all, it
would be found in the desk, Again the bell
clanged, warning him the the fire-drill was
over. Fane, Pye, Bindley, and Manners were
gnite indignaut about it,

They could not  blame Holgate, for
2lthough he direceted the fire-brigade, he
rever kiew when a practice alarm would
ne given,

“1 call it a dirty frick, Jack,” grumbicd
Tane., I don’t mind being fetched out of
,hed, and we jolly well love being fetched out
of class by the old fire-bell, but it’'s a mecan
stunt to do it on us in our own time. We
ought to szend a deputation to the Head

and protest. It's coming to something if
noor bheggars like ourselves can’t shake a

loose leg in peace after being bullied and |

sweated and jumped on all day.”

“QGalley slaves!”? added Pye. ‘‘Of course,
the giddy thing is useful in its way, and
we don’t grouse about that, but why should
they bag our time for it?”? Pye got on a
chair and smote his chest. “Brothers and
somrades, listen a few. Are we slaves, are
we worms, are we giddy black beetles, to
he stamped on in this fashion by the big
noots of tyranny? Are we? If which, why
<0? Must we line up in our own time, and
waddle out to stand in the cold night alr
watching a lot of brass-hatted lupatics elimb
fadders and squirt water about? 2Alust wevy
Y panse for a reply!?

“There it s, old bean,” said Manners,
limriing the waste-paper basket at the orator.
~ As the Dasket was aimed from. behind and
st (he speaker in thie nape of the neck,
ot down rather hastily, apd got held
Mavners,  They settled the orgument

i under the table, in spite
Wilkerforce Stott,

of the protesis of

“ Really,” sighed Wilberforce, T think
vou ought to stop them. It is dreadful. )
know veu will tell me it is quilte friendly,
but often [ have seen black cyes and gore

as  the result, How can this dreadful
savagery be friendly, It is horrible. Just
listen.”

Fane, Tinker, and Bindley grianed. Cer-

T;—atinly it did wot sound particularly friendly,
for above the sound of thumps and bangs
and zcuffiing thev heard Manners remark to
Pye that if he could only get his teeth in
Pye’s left ear he would chew it off. To this
cannival threat Pye replied in an equally
breathless voice that if he could find =
littie more room he would walk all over the
hideous thing Manners dared to call a face,
and jump en it regularly every time Man-
ners cane out of hospital after having it re-
paired.

However, though both showed signs of
wear and tear, they were quite friendly.

afterwards. Then the dormitory-bell rang.

““ Absolutely cheated out of half an hour,”
sald Fane. * Let’s have a rag upstairs, and
get our own back.®?

“ Better not,” said Bindley., ‘“Cut it cut
for another night, for surly Clackman is the
prefect on duty., Not that Clackman would
go moaning to Pycroft if we kicked up a
dust, Jack,” he added to Tinker, ““but he’s
got the cunningest flick with the corner of a
wet towel yvou ever felt, It stings through
your pyiamas just like a wasp sticking its
spike Imto you; so I'm doing no ragging:
'd give Clackman a couple of bob to teach

me that flick, and try it on Beilby. Gee.
Wouldn’t the little rat squeal!” .
Tinker was glad that there was to Dbe

no rag. Quiet came at last as he waited in
the study. He went down to see whether
Mr. Pyeroit had gone out or retired carly
to bed, as te sometimes did, and heard a
murur  of voices in the Iousemaster’s
private room.

“ A bit awkward,” he multered. “If the
guyv'nor rings up carly, Pycroft may come
chasing me, and I don’t want him to catch
me tinkering with Roath’s desk. I wonder
if he kuows what has happened to Roath.
Funny nobody mentioned it, and as a rule
the kids get all the news quickly.”

Trusting to his quickness of ear to hear
the approach of Mr. Pycroft in time to get
out of Roath’s study if he failed to hear
the telephone-bell, Tinkeér set about a very
difficult task—the opening of a rell-top desk
without damaging it or using force. A
chisel would have. done the trick in a few
seconds, but that was a brutal way, and
must have left marks, and Tinker prided him-
self on Peing an artist.

When he had tried all his Keys threc fimes
over, and failed, he took out his knitfe. The
hutton-hook in the knife did wbhat nothing
else would do. Tinker pushed up the top of
the desk. switeched oft the light that shone
thronglhh the ground-glass pane above tiwe



door, and switched on Martin Roath's green-

shaded reading-lamp, placing his cap on the

top of the cardboa~d shade.

Then, with one ear cocked towards the
door, he sat down to ransack the desk.

There was nothing there to help to solve
the mystery. There were a few letters, but
Tinker quickly discovered that they did not
concern the Fifth-Former, Martin Roath,
but had been left behind by the previous
tenant of the study. The large drawer at
the bottom contained clothing and a couple
of tennis racquets.

“As blank as a whitewash wall,” thought
Tinker, greatly disappointed. “I expect if
there are any papers or letters he hasn't
burnt, they're in his locker in the Fifth
Form. class-room. All that for nothing at
all—gee-whizzi"

Tinker's hand went to the switch of the

shaded lamp and cut off the light. He
fancied he had heard something scrape

gently against the door which he had left
ajar to listen for Mr. Pycroft or the tele-
phone-bell, Tinker did not know how long
“he had been in Roath’s study, but the whole
house was so still that the click of the
clectrie switeh scemed to mnake a tremendous
noise,

The scraping came again, but not so dis-
tinctly. Tinker peered out and saw a figare
in pvjamas and slippers moving slowly along
the corridor, dragging his fingers along the
wall as he went. The figure stopped, and
turned, and Tinker recognised Beilby, Then
came a tread on the stairs, Beilby went into
the Rag, and Mr. Pyceroft appeured with a
book under his arm.

Tinker did not stir as the houseinaster
passed and went up to hig bed-room. Up
there Mr, Pveroft had a control..switeh, and
presently the lights in the corridor and hall
went ouf.

“1 wonder if that little bounder iz walk-
ing in hig sleep,” thought Tinker. “If he's
awake it's funny he should have kept touch-
ing the wall like that. Perhaps he's lost a
halfpenny "and it’s preyved on his mind so
much that he has to walk in his sleep to
try and find it.”

Though he was not particularly fond of
Leilby, Tinker did not want to hurt ki,
and he knew it was an unwise thing to
wake a sleep-walker too suddenly. Of course,
in spite of his curious way of touching the
wall, Beilby might be wide-awake, and when
he was awake there was no drowsiness about
that young gentleman.

In the gloom, Tinker tip-toed towards the
Rag. Up loomed the ghostly form of Beilby,
malking for the staircase and leuning over
the bhanisters. Tinker watched the dim
figure descend the stairs, The fine old hail
wasg panelled in oak as was the corridor
leading down to the class-room. DBeilby's
slippers made scarcely any sound, but Tinlker
could hear the faint scrape of his [inger-
nails against the woodwork.

“Gone along the class-room paseage,” he
thought. *The young rat's asleep right

“AWAay
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enough or he wouldn’t have toddled down
those stairs so steadily in the dark., Some-
thing must be twisting his wicked littie con-
science.” ot
Tinker was not at Calcroft School to
shadow Beilby, though Beilby did owe him
half-a-sovereign, but these strange tactics
had aroused his curiosity. He followed as
gquickly as he could., There were stars in
the sky now and the tall windows of the
¢lasz-room let in a fair amount of light.

At first Tinker failed to see the wanderer
and fancied he must have gone further on,
till a breath of cold air drew his attention
to the fact that one of the windows had
heen opened. Tinker crossed the class-room
and saw the figure in pyjamas making for
the gate. Something fell to the ground with
a tinkie, and the next moment Beilby was
stooping down feeling about for what he had
dropped. It sounded like a coin, and evi-
dently Beilby found it, for he went on and
proceeded to climb over the gate.

“If T gzo after himm that rotten '"phone 1s
sure to ring,” thought Tinker. * Perhaps it's
ringing now. I'm sure he's asleep. He's
oot some money and he couldn’t stay in
his bed till he'd hidden it. I'll wager he's
got & regular hoard hidden somewhere, and
I cun't go after him to find it., Aslecp or
awake, that little worm seems to have me
heaten every time. All the same, I hope he
wen't break his neck.”

By closing and fastening the window,
Tinker might have made it awkward for the
artful junior, but as he might be called
himself before Beilby returned that
would not be playing the game., Tinker went
hack to Mr., Pyeroit's room, which com-
manded a view of the gate, and kept watch
while he waited for Sexton Blake's promised
teleplione-call.

At last he gaw a gleam of grey through
the ironwork. Beilby made the climmb and
descent quite safely, but in the middle of
the aszphalt path, about fifty yards from
the steps of Mr. Pyeroft’s house, he sud-
denly stopped and put his hands to his eyes.

“(Gosh! He was asleep!” muttered Tinker.
“Now for his squeal. If he's wakened up
he'll he more scared than a mouse in 4
trap.”

Even through the thick glass of the win-
dow, Tinker heard Beilby’s terrified shrick.

“ fle-ee-ce-ec-ce! Ow! Whiere am 17 I-e-
e-e-ce-ce-cee!” screamed the horror-stricken
junior. .

If that weird seream awakened anyone in
the school, it was put down to Cornelius the
cat. Beilby soon stopped, for it came into
his mind that some of his dormitory mates
had playved him this shabby trick. Perhaps
he had been snoring and the beasts had
carried him downstairs and put him in the
quadrangle without wakening him.  His
horror was that they might have locked him
out. .

“If they have, the dirty cads, I'll ham-
mer and ring till I get Pycroft out of bed.”
ite muttered, “I don't care what happens,
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for ’m not geing fo ston ont here to irecze. “ Aheecr--Beilhy, to be sure,” said the

I expeet that bmie Hasland put ‘em up to

it 2l on aecount of his measly half-quid.

+he brutes, the pigs! I1'll show ’cm!”
Then Constable Blagg, rather earlier than

ueital, opened- the side gate. Beithy saw
him, and if he had gone forward and ex-

plained to the constable what he thought
had happened, all might have been well, In-

stead, panic scized Beilby and he holled
for. Lthe shelter of the c¢loisters, and quite

neturally Constable Bilagg bolted after him.

As Tinker stood grinning: at the window
e was hetting on Beilby, for having fo ruu
away so often Beilby had acquired quite o
dazzling pace as a sprinter for fifty yards

)
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auvim voive of My, Pyeroft. “ Good gracieus!
(Go in there, my boy, and let us—er—have i
little talk together” -~ '

Ltterly dazeled and with his knees wob-
bling, Beilby -was pushed into Mr. Pyeroft’s
roomt,  Tinker—for it was Tinker, not the
housemaster--gently locked the door.

CWell,”  he  said, sl imitating e
Pyeroit’s volee, “will you kindly—ha! «gx-
prain. vourself?  What were you doing cut

there at this hour?”?

“Pip-pip-picase, sipewe-”

“You willer-kindly stop pipping and ex-
plain,” said Tinker.

“Do you hear what I

" I‘ij{!-:{.“'.'i. |

i

L%

Half turning as he ran, the man took aim at the beast’s very jaws with a heavy. [

revolver, - . i

or so. Pursuer and pursued vanished into | say, sir?  Ilow dare you be oub of the
the c¢loisters. Constable Blage was wily, | dormitery, sir?” .

too.” He did not go in very far. but emerged “ Pip-pip-pip-please, sir, I—I don’t know,

aiin E',nlj made for the other ﬂl]t!‘ﬂ!ll.'f,f,- L“'].'ll',” “Ilin][}{:rﬂd ,Hi_‘,“h}' 8 Vo] was ta’kcn

guessing  that the runaway would double i gng jn-my s-s-s-sleep, siv. T—I c-c-can't

through the dark, guaint ojd passages wild
emerge at that end.

Bat Reilby, though terribly scared, was
quite as  wily as Constable Blagg, He

stopped shivering and, almeost on the verge
of tears, Jistened. Then hie crept back
and put a scared face round the arched
ensrance and was back across the ruadrangle
end at Mr., Pycroit’s door before Blagg even
dreamed that he had gone. :

The door opened, a strong hand dragged
nin in and a dazzling light shone in kis

face,

i

1

‘matter.

r-remember, sir. I w-woke up and f-found
myself i the quad, sir. Ow! PFip-pip-pip-
plegse,, siry, I--1 don’t kuow how I gob there,
BRI, _ _
“X 1ikely o story,” said Tinker, “Good
gracious!  Miserable boy, do you think: 1
am—oer—zo ahsolutely berelt of reason as to

Paeceept such—ha—such a preposterous story.

In the morning I will go further into the
For the moment you will wrife tive

thousand lines—="

“Ow!” wailed Beilhy,
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“On everv—er--half-holiday until you have
completed them.”

“Wow-ooh!” said Beilby.

‘““ And he—ha!l—gated for the rcst of the
term.”

“ Ke-ee-ee-ee !’ squealed the victim, as
these hideous penalties fell on his horrified
ears., “Oh! Pip-pip-pip please don't, sir.”

“And be shot at dawn,” added ’lmher in
his natural voice.

As he spoke, Tinker switched on the light,
and at the same moment Constable Bldga.

who had found the open window and made-

his way round through the class-room pas-
sage, put in his helmeted head.
If looks were daggers, Beilby would have

stabbed Tinker dead, for the look on ‘his
_dirty, tear-sfained face was almost dia-

bolical.

* ¥You pig,™ he said, “vyou utter hog! I
knew it was you all the time, but I'll jolly
well murder vou, you see if I don't.”’

Then Beilby ciodwed past the constable and
fled upstairs, and Tinker smiled at the man
of law.

“1 was just coming to shut that window,"
he said.  “Sorry to give you so much
trouble. That young ass Hedbx broke loose.
There’s nothing wrong. Like a drink?"

s It's agamst the rules, and I don't sup-
pose I ocught, but it's very kind of you,”
said the constable, thawing.

«“ And it's not my whisky, but we'll pre-
gent Mr. Pyveroft with another bottle if he
wants one,”’ said Tinker. “Very kind of
him to leave it out. Help 1aomself and sit
down for a minute, Mr. Blagg, It’s quite
0. K. Take a large dose and-—excuse me for
one second.”

The telephone-bell was ringing at last, and
Tinker put the receiver to his ear and
listened, qguite conscious of the fact that in

U

Mr. P}Cf@fta room Constable” Blage was
also listening with distended ears.
“(Oh, very well,” said Tinker. ¢I wish

vou told us that before. Have to send to
the makers for a new radiator, eht That's
a nuisance. We wanted the car to-morrow
afternoon, but if you can’'t do it, you can't,
I suppose. Yes, it’'s a French radiator.
The name of it, did you sav?*

“What on earth are you talking about?"’

asked Sexton Blake’s voice,

“ Somebody listening, that’s all,”?
answered Tinker in French. ¢ Yes, that's
the name of it. What do you want to tell
me¢ Oh, yes. I'll see to that. Leave it

alone till I come along. I didn't quite cateh
what you zaid. That’s right.”

Tinker hung up the receiver and
back to Constable Blagg.

«“ All your fault.,” he said. “If you'd

went

pulled up young Roath he wouldrn't have}

banged into our car and given us ail this

trouble. You knew it was young Roath,
didn't you?"’
"\1 ell, to tell the exact truth, I didu't,

said Blagg, *but, of course, I did know

sir,™
You see, it

it was one of the senior gents.

-

isn’'t quite so easy on a beat like this. I
try to do the right thing, but somehow,
though some of the junior gents nearly drive
me raving mad, Calcroft School is Calcroft
School. Just like you’d say Parliament is
Parliament.”

“I can quite understand that vou den’'t
want to make any trouble,” said Tinker.

“That being so, sir,”? said Constable
Blagg, drcumnrr his ola%, “I'll go out by
the window and see you shuts and fastens it
after me.”

“By all means,” said Tinker,

Giving the constable ample time to get
out of the way, Tinker put on his hat and
overcoat and set out for Calcroft. He
faughed softiy as the thought of Beilby
came into his mind.

“Jf I didn't get my half-sovereign out of
the little worm when I was posing at
Pyeroft in ‘the dark, I got most of it,” he
chuckled. “A good nine shilling’s worth
easy. Well, dear old Calcroft School is &
joyv-ride. If it wasn’t for this rotten murder
{ could laugh all day.”’

e ]

CHAPTER. XV.
NARROWING DOWN.

INKER found it a dark and lonely
I road. Calcroft had automatic gas.-
lamps which put themselves out and
turned themselves on by some
clockwork arrangement at dilferent hours
according to the time of year. This saved
the wages of lamplighters, though somebody
had to go once-a-week and wind up the
gadgets., Unfortunately, the clockwork was
not alwaysi:a complete success, and it was
not very unusual for a lamp to burn all day
and put itself out at night when it was
really wanted.

Unfortunately, when Tinker went along all
the lamps outside the town were in good
working order, and had snuffed themselves
out, except those in the town. Ie kept well
in the centre of the dark, tree-grown road,
for the affair at the Sloop Inn had taught
him to be wary. Though his ears and eyes
were active, he had still time to think.
There was very little to think about, for in
his own mind, Tinker had already solved the
mystery of the crime at Calcroft. To Tinker
it was the plainest and simplest thing in
the world, and he knew it was just as
plain and simple to Sexfton Blake, though
the famous detectiv: had said so little.

As he had thought almost from the first,
James Burton Aggsby had been shot by mis-
take, It was the man who had disappeared
from Wisthorpe Hospital the ambush had
been arranged for. This man must have
held some terrifying secret, or some cause
for Dbitter.revenge, or else this murderous
ambush would never have been laid. To
Tinker, now, everything pointed to the



Hoaths as the muvderers, but after all there
was nething definite. -

If the little man with the fair beard was,
as  Tinker suspected, the man who had
escaped from the hospital at Wisthorpe, he
neld the whole secret. It was a secret of
which the local police had never dreamed,
nut if the elder Roath was the man who
had watched them fishing in the river at
night  opposite the hospital grounds,. he
must have guessed that they were following
up a fatal clue.

““ Xo wonder old Roath was keen on hoping
thhat the man’s body was at the bottom of
ihe viver and that they wouldn’t be able
‘to t{race the car,” mused Tinker. *Of
course, he didu't say that when I heard him
talking ‘to the policeman at Aperling, but 1
jolly well know he was thinking it. He's
getting it rubbed info him hard and rough
uow, for he knows the guv’nor and I arc on
pis trail, and that the man he tried to kill
didi’t jump into the Calder and drown
himself, but is very much alive and kick-
ing,’?

Tinker’s musings carried him past  the
turning he ought to have taken and he had
to go back. Tinker had brougit his auto-
matic pistol this tiwe. 1is hand closed on
it as he heard a tapping sound, for the road
was much darker than the main road. Then
came’ a soft whistle, and Tinker answered
it as he quickened his pace. '

“1 took you for a wood-pecker when I
neard you knocking your old pipe out,” he
said, “though I believe woodpeckers aren’t
such idiots as we are, and go to bed at

night. Young Roath’s study was a wash-
out, I fagged all the way through it and

opeited  his desk and bureau, but there
wasn't o, thing there worth looking at twice.
[fave you done any good?’’

¢ Precious little, young ’un,” answered
Sexton Blake, “neitber haye the police. 1
saw Dedgard again, and the old chap is
choking with rage, and he has a terribly
«sove head. He can’t make it out at all
The police boarded the yacht and searched
tt, but they found no wounded bruisers
- there, Somebody on the vacht knows all
‘about it, of course. In my humble opinion
the gang came over just for the job from
Shorehaven, which is g tough little hole.
What theyv intended to do with us I can't
say, but I preswme they'd made prepara-
tions for a failure, and when they failed
they rowed across the harbour and got away
in a car, or a couplc of cars, that were
waiting there.”

“ Most likely,” said Tinker. < Poor old
Dedgard! He's fond of billiards, but you
‘Have to be jolly fond of a game to sce the

fun  of having a billiard ball “slammed at |

vou. Oh, that was Constable Blagg listen-
g when I spoke some of my roften French
to yon on the ‘phone, guvnor. [ should
3ay he's quite a good sort, but as he knows
his bhoszes don’t like onr being

iere, e

docsu’t like it cither. And having said so
puich, will you fell us what we’re doing on

this . dark,
night.”?
“Speak quietly, young ’un,” said Sexton
Blake. “1'm rather cxpecting your {ricnd
with the fair beard to come along.”
- Did you trace him then?”
“ Somebody like him., Dedgard had a bricf
to search the lodging-houses. As his head
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went myself.”?
“And you traced

sald Tinker,
“Ioodidn’t trace

'

your man? Good cgg!®

him properly,  unfortu-

nately. I found that a man who answered
the description had been staying in a
sailors’ lodging-house in Marsh Street -for

nearly five days. He gave his name as
Nathan Smith, and cleared out yesterday.”

“It’s millions of quids to uothing his
name isn’'t Nathan Smith,” said Tinker., 1
know this is the way up to Roath’s place,
but what makes you think he’ll come to-
night, euv’nor? 1 know I've got into a bad
habit of asking questions Jately, but you've
been so quies yourself over this affair, [
have to.”

“Well, to save trouble, I'll answer a few
for you, though I'm not going to guarantee
the aceuracy of my replies, young ‘un,”
said Blake. ‘*The yacht won’t sail for a

day or two, for her owner has ordered five

bundred tons of steam coal, and in a place
like this you can’t get five hundred tons of
the best steam eoal in a few minutes, ner
can you stow the stuff aboard very quickly.
That’s one of them. XNathan Smith will come
aleng if he has business with Roath, and J
fancy he’d prefer dark to-daylight for trans-
acting higtbusiness.”
“Hce'll be o blatant ass

if Le cbmr—:s at
all,” said 'Finker. -

*“Admitted, but don’t put me out of
my stride, The younger Roath is with his

unele.”? . ., P
“You mean, if his unele’s at home, guv’-
nor,” corrected Tinker. < I’ take it that
you've answered all the questions 1 want
to ask, for I don’t want to overwork ¥you.
It’s all very nice, but I'm fed-up with stand-
ing on wet grass under {his beastly tree.
S-sh!  Something alive at last, guv'nor!
That's a car on the top road. If it pulls up,
we'd -better sprint, for il it stops it will be
at Roath’s gates.” I |
The car did stop, but only for a moment
or two. Keeping. on the grass that edged the
roadside, Sexton Blake and Tinker ran for.
ward swiftly., The ear had gone up the
carviage-drive of the big house Roath had
purchased. They were &0 close behind it
that. the cate had not had time to close. 1t

clanged behind them as they squeezed
thouch.” Keeping along the drive, they

“saw a bright light shine from the doorway,

revealing a Rolls-Royee ecar and two nien
walking vp the steps. 2 '

““That’s  Roath on the left, guv'nor,’”
whispered  Tinker,”” hut 1 don’t recoguise
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voung ‘'un. The
If it wasn't so late

in the tall hat with
doctor, I guess.”
‘I shouldn’t wonder,

the bhag.

nepliew may be worse,
I'd go and ask.”

“Some nerve,” said Tinker, “especially
when lie's got you taped. They seem to be
keeping the car to take the doctor back."”

The chauffeur had got down, and was
talking to the footman who had opened the
door. Tinker ducked down behind thie shrub-
bery and crept closer,

“Pretty bad,” he heard the footman say.
““I don't think they ought to have fetched

him away from the hospitai, Who's the
sawbones?”
“8ir Guy Rossover. We fetched him froin

got the beastly job of

Slaynes, and I’ve
answered the chaut-

taking him back again,™
feur,

A hand toucheu Tinker's arm.

“Keep low and look to the left,”
pered Sexton Blake, “Who's that
the tree?”

Someone elze was watching the million-
aire’s house as well as the private detective
and hiz assistant. As if scenting danger, the
man clipped away into the shadows, and
the private détective glided in the directicn
thie watcher seemed to have takemn swiftly
and silently. The chauffeur weut into the
house, and the door was shut, guessing, no
doubt, that it would be some time before
his services would be again required. The
name he had mentioned—=Sir Guy Rossover—
vas well known to Tinker, for Sir Guy was
a celebrated London surgeon, who, no doubt,
wuas attending to some other patu,nt in the
m::fhbc}urlmod and, having heard of it, the
elder Roath had motored over NS obtain his
services for his nephew,

In a few windows of the big house lights
showed dimly from behind the drawn cur-
tains and lowered blinds, Tinker had little
doubt as to the identity of the other
watcher, whom Blake had attempted to fol-
low. Ie would nof have been in the posi-
tion of the eider Roath then for ten times
his wealth. It was not an enviable position
to kuow that the cleverest detective in the
werld was living in disguise so close to him
waiting to dlncoxer his secret and over and
above that for a man who hatl a dark and
dangerous secret to hide, another foe had
arisen likec a spectre from the grave to avenge

Wltis-
hehind

scme wrong of the past, for that is how
Tinker looked at it.
“*He'd have bolted before this if young

Martin hadn’t smashed into the guv nc:r'
thought Tinker. ¢1 wonder if he thourflt
the little chap was dead till he jumped out
at him from the shop. If he did think Lim
dead, and then recognised him, he must
have had a terri.c shoek. And where's the
third man? There must have been a third
to provide the litle guy with elothes and
cash when he got away from the hospital.
And where’s the guv'nor?”

All was still excopt for the rustie of {he

\ P

in the trees, as Tiuker peered
about and listened; and then from the open
door a light streamed out. Against the light
Tinker saw the elder Roath holding a maas-
tiff by the collar. Tinker had not barguned
for mastiffts, The dog was a huge, powerful
brute, and was probably a ftrained man-
catcher. So Tinker backed away, and took
to his heels,

There is only one way to deal with a dog
trhined to hunt, throw, and pin a mau
down, and that 1is to shoot it or get
mauled, and Tinker was far too fond of
dogs to want to shoot one. As lie ran for
the gate a deep-throated baying sounded
from the gloom, telling that the dog had
picked up the scent.

Tinker reached the gate,
ready’ to close it promptly
appeared. He heard another
and then the sound of running
the next minute Sexton Blake
him

“So you left, too, guv'nor,” said Tinker,
“A jolly sensible idea. I'd socner tackle
a Ian than a dog any time.”

¢““S-sh! The dog's puz&lefl * gaid the private
detective. ¢ There are 00 many scents for
him. Perhaps he’ll miss us and do what I
failed to do—round up the other clmp &

“*Roath loosed him, guv’nor,”” said
Tinker, “so I wonder wlmt Roath will do if
the dog collars the man.”

Crisp -and clear sounded the ringing echo
of a revolver-shot, followed by the noise of
crackling branches and a scurry of hurricd
footfalls, and the dazzling glare of the head-
lamps of a motor-car streamed down the
carriage-drive. Along the drive, rununing
like a coursed hare, came a man, the great
mastifi bounding, open-mouthed, behind him.
Screened by the pillar of the gate, with
Tinker behind him, Sexton Blake stood ready,
his automatic pistol in his hand. It was a
matter of inches, for the dog was gaining at
every bound. EHalf- turning as he ran, the
man took aim at the beast’s very jaws with
a heavy revolver, There was no report, only
a sharp metallic snap, and the great paws
were almost on the man’s bhuuldet;t when
Sexton Blake crashed the gate to, aund the
leaping mastiff crashed against the bars,
batled and snarling. The glaring lights went
out, and a whistle recalled the dog. Tinker
wis so dazzled that the air seemed full
of moons, but heard Sexton Blake's quiet
voice,

““ A close shave, that, friend,” said the
private detective. ¢ Who are you?”

“Oh, nobody in particular,” said the mah.
¢ Who are you?”

As he spoke, Sexton Blake pressed the
button of his flash-lamp and turned its rays
on the man, who was panting heavily after
his run. Behind a levelled revolver he saw
a man with a fair beard, who wore a cheap
cloth ¢;» and had a Dblue handlerchief
knotted round his throat. Though tlie man
conld not possibly have seen the private

y night wind

and opened it,
if the dog
sullen bark,
feet, and
“had joined




detlective’s tace with any clearness, he could
- not fail to sece the automatic pistol resting
on the wrist of the hands that held the
flash-lamp and pointing straight at his

nead.
asked you first,”

“1 think 1

“That’s my Uusiness. What's the good
of blinking at each other over a couple of
guns like a pair of silly owls? If you're
not the police, shift out of the way and let
me go. If you are the police, T reckon one
of us looks like getting shot.”
+ *“Drop that gun and look pleasant!” said
’l,’Enl«;er’s voice from behind. ¢ Don’t argue
about it, for I've got you covered.”

“And I've got you both covered!” said
another voice from' the gloom. *“ Walk right
away, Nat. Mind your own cursed business,

sald Sexton

- Blake.

' you two. I can see you both plainly, and
Woyou ave asking for a funeral, you can

iave it.»?

NEXT WEEK!

surprise e «all readers.

.yards,

licad-lamps.
‘ankles seemed firmly roped together—Tinker

Another rousing long complete story of the Schoolboy Actors,
in which the celebrated*tidward Oswald Handferth plays a big part,

“THE CALCROFT CASE!”

Another stirring instalment of this fine. 'school and detective story.,

Very shortly, « The Nelson Lee iiﬁmry” will contain
an announcement which will come as a very pleasant
This .great news is of real

zmportancc — Look cut for it!

Then oub of the darkness, thrown with
deadly aim, came a sod of grass torn from
the wet diteh. At the sound of the unex-
pected -voice Sexton Blake had involuntarily
turned his head, and the missile struck _him
full in the face.. He staggered, half-blinded
by the loose soil, and Tinker made a cluteh
at the flashlamp as it went spinning from
his hand. Then something whipiike wrapped
itself round Tinker’'s legs, and a sudden
powerful jerk dragged his feet from under .
him and brought him down heavily on his
back. The same mysterious force dragged
him fect foremost down the road for several
_and then came the noise of an
approaching car and the glare of advancing
Making a frantic effort—ior his

raisad himself on his hands and rolled him-
self over and over, just in time to clear the
car as it flashed pasgt him,

(To be conilinued,)
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AS SIMPLE AS ABC

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying vor
Membership. Cut out L TWO complete
Application Forms from ™o copies of this
week's issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
On one of the forms fill in Section A, cross-
ing out Sections B and C by running the
pen diagonally across bhoth Sections, Then
write clearly your full name and address at
bottom of form. The second form is for
your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses oulb Sections A and B, and writes
his name and address at bottom of form.
Both forms are then pinned together and
sent to the Chief Officer, The St. Yrank's
League, c¢/o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
Gough House, Gough Square, London, L.C.4.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. I'or each new
reader TWO complete forms are needed,
and these must be taken from copies of
the latest issue of THE NELSON LEE LIiBRARY
at the time when the forms are sent in.
On one of the forms fill in Section B,
crossing out Sections A and C,
vour name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader,
who fills in Section C, crosses out Sections

and write .

A and B, and writes his name and address
at the bottomi of the form. Now pin both
forms together and send them to the Chief
Officer, as above, One new reader will then
he registered against your name, and when .
six new readers have been registered, vou
will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronze

medal. There is nothing to prevent you
from sending in forms for two or nmore

new readers aft once, provided the forms are
taken from the latest issue of THE NELSON
LEE LiBRARY at the time when the forms
are sent in. :

" Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for
the silver or gold medals can apply in the
same way as for the bronze medal, filling
in Section B, which has been revised for
this purpose. Every introduction they make
will be credited to them, so that when the

League reaches the required number of
members, they can exchange their bronze

medal for a silver or gold one, according
to the number of introductions with whicu
they are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted
for id., providing the envelope is not sealed
and no letter is enclosed.

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 34.  April 10, 1926

READER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP, |
Being a regular reader of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” 1

SECTION

A

desire to becowme enrolled as a Member of THE ST, FRANK’S
LEAGUE, and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as
are offered to Merbers of the League. I hereby declare myself to
be a staunch supporter of ¢ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY” and
THE--ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE, and that I have introduced Our
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on sccond form attached hereto. Will you, theretfore, kindly
forward me Certiflicate of Enrolment wifh bMembership Number
assigned to me.

SECTION

MEMBER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I, Member No.......... (give Membership No.) hereby declare
that I have introduced one nore new reader, whose signature
to certify this appears on second form attached hereto. This
makes 1e............ (state number of introductions up to date)
introductions to my credit.

SECTION

C

NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of

introducgzr) T TS —— to this issue of
“TIHE NELSON LER LIBRARY,” which [ wiil read with a view
to becoming a regular rcuder of this paper.

(FULL NIXEIE} I RIS P T

AN AN RN RN NN POV P e 80 b nd PPy a8 8PP P AR R IR RN [N R ]

(ADDRESS) LR N E N Y RN R AP N NN ]

R N T NN L AR R R R N N Y PN Y Y R AR NN AR Y

LA L T R e TR R R R R R LR R R R R N Y L R RN I T .

IMPORTANT.—Complete and post of this form before the next issue of THE
Otherwise the form becomes out of date and useless.

NELSON LEE LIBRARY is on sale.
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UCH of the actual work that a auspices 'of thie Worshipful Company of
plumber has to do was indicated | Pewterers, in conjunetion with the Worship:
in  the previous article on the | ful Company of Carpenters, and at the L.C.C.
. trades associated with plumbmg, School of Building, at Brixton, plumbing
and in this article the methods ot training { forms an important department of the
and registration will be dealt with. In scheme of instruction. In order to be able

common with many other skilled trades, but
not to such an extent as in many of them,
apprenticeship bhas been allowed to fall into
deeay. The result is, that there are a large
number of operative plumbers who have not
had a thorough training, and who are incap-
able of carrying out work requiring a high
degree of skill, A smattering of the work
has been picked up by the lmmi}mdn, 50
often employed by the small builder to do
tire many little odds and ends in general
repairing.

THE NATIONAL APPRENTICESHIP
COUNGCIL.

A scheme of dpplenme ship was drawn up
jn the year 1920 by the National Apprentice-
siiip Couneil,
operative plumbm and representutives of
associated interes lw, such as the Ministry of
Labour, the Board of Education, the Asso-
tation of Technical Institutions, tlie Reval
lustitute of British Architects, the Royal
~Sanitary Institute, the Worshipful Compuany
of Plumbers, and the Water-works ngineers,
"J"r.';'s scheme is  known as the Nationul
~ciaeme for Apprenticeship in the Plumbing
Tride, and was drawn up in the hope that,
through it, the general standard of crafts-

manship in the plumbing trade might be
Falsed, and as a step forward towards “the
time when every plumber should be a true
crattsman and bad work eliminated. The
sehome aims  at the thorough training of
eyery boy entering the trade, ensuring hoth
1mr" the employers shall see that he has «

mmlmn in the tu.hmr:al processes of the
2It, and that by attendance at a technical
1 he shall acquire an understanding of
Cprocesses themselves, and include in the
T-?"'u of his knowledge other braneches of

st I1|_,:

'l craft which the employers may nuot have
Feeilities for teaching.
THE FAGILITIES FCR TECHNICAL |
TRAINING.
feehnical elasses for plunibers, providing
thooretical leetures and praeticar work, are
et in most of the large towus, and in
London, apart from the classes organized i
copneetion  with  the many  polytechnics,
vlementary  and advanced classes in both
Maetical and theoretieal plumbing ware helo
@i the Trades' Training schools, under the

and

composed of master-plumbers,:

to take full advantage of the speciul courses
of instruction, apprentices to the plumbing
trade should hiave a good general education,
should have a knowledge of workshop
arithmetic and geometrical drawing.

WHAT THE APPRENTICE
KNOW.

The National Apprenticeship Counceil give i
list of thirteen proceszses that an apprentice
should know hefore he can be considered as
thoroughl.\f trained; the flirst six are con-
sidered ohbligutory, and should form the basis
of the training provided by the cmployer, the
remainder of the processes may not be Mﬂmr
the scope of the Wwork done by the
employver, and should be learnt as a paro
of  the instruction given at the technical
clags. The processes are: (1) Fixing of
waste, zo0il, vent, hot and cold supply, and
overflow pipes in iron, lead, and other metals,
and all appurtenances therewith. (2) Shect
lead  working. (3) Lead pipe bending.
(4) Soldering . and jointing with solder.
(5) Pixing of g¢utters and down pipes, in
iron and other metals., (6) Lead burning.
(7) Brazing and preparing joints for same.
(8) Lead casting. (M) 0\5 -acet \lvne (or
other process) welding.,  (10) Gas-fitting in
lead. iron, or other metals., (1) Iron pipe
hending,  cutting.  screwing. and fixing.
(12) Copper pipe bending., cutting, screwing
and fixing,. (13) Glazing.

SHOULD

THE NATIONAL REGISTRATION OF
PLUMBERS.
The National- Registration Movement was

initinted in 1883 by the Worshipful Company
of Plumberz for the following objects: To
cnable the  public to distingnish plumbers
who have  given evidence of their com-
peteney. and- undertaken the responsibility
required by the ¢anditions of their .regis-
tration. To raize the efliciency and status
of plumbers az a body, in a mannzr cou-
sistent with  the important position they
ocenpy in relation to the public. health, and
in connection with the distribution and uses
of water in dweliing-houses and other build-
ings; to obtain public recognition of properly
qualitied men, Piumbers holding a certificate

of registration are entitled to wear the
badge granted by the Royal College of
Arm= and to use the letters R.P.
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‘Here, boys, lock at this! “ The Football Prince "—
eh? Some tale, yvou bet! What's it all abaut?

Listen! It'sastoryof the amazing adventures of a big
English fcotball team on a summer tour on the Con-
tinent. Gee whiz, didn’t they have some adventures!

it
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And you must certainly meet “ The Football Prince ™
this week. It's easy, too, becausethis rattling story
of Robert Murray's 1s starting in this week’s

ofgze. N ﬁvs’ EVEI‘YWhei‘B-_
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100 Dlﬁerent Stamps
;2 Triangular Stamps
24- -page Duplicate Alhum

An extraordicary offer absolutely free. Just re-
o S o e S b B g oy v A o quesi our:fawous approvals on a p.c., when this
2/6 is ah you payt;]ly(m have rlclden fine parceliwill be sent per-return.—Lisburn &
a Mead “ Marvel" 400A cycle one | __Townsexnsrd. London Road. 1‘_.1verpool

month. Sent Packed FREE. Carriage
HEIGHT COUNTS

paid Iminediate delivery.
"MARVYEL” 400 £4 195 BAdCASH
in winning success. Let the Girvan
System inc¢rease your heisht. Send

Satisfaction guaranteed or money "
rafunded. Factory - soiled cycles
P.C. for particulars and our £100
guaranice to Enguiry Dept. A.M.P.,

CHEAP, Accessories at popular prices y
4 and illustrations of 28 new models. = Bt 17, Stroud Green Rd.;, London, N 4.
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Write TO-DAY for specifications

GYCLE ©O. Ing. (Bept BGGI), £2 @@0 worth cheap Photo Matertal.: Sam-
1 atalog free.: 1 .
SPARKEROOK,  BIRMINGHAW et b R e e g qb‘.wf;’z{:.ﬁ.

July PO“?ﬂ LA‘J{-"I‘{’)OOI
A ?&SF@ 6 Large Crete, beauntiful pictorials.

it 7 Fine Unused Roumania portraits:
abkmfr to see our fa med agpmvals and you can have | 1gigwitzeriand, a nice collection,
any one of these sets free. Say which you require. \100 War, Revolution and Armistice.

R: WILKINSON - ~ PROVINGC!AL BUILDINGS - ' ° COLWYN Bm'.'

. 14 ULI‘RJ_HL Pictorials, complete set.
" 20 Liechtenstein PICLOI‘IELI% obsolete.

Pmﬁ'tnnmmr:“n r"'L P n.:ﬂnr L11¢ mmm'u'm WIRTTEITE O '

i ! i
ot b, =
\ full 0 2 ‘
. , _'- !
Ml 1 sy _—_-'

JOEECHEOINNCGONEOZEEANEORICROUITONCEEARDIDI0a03QN

All applications for Advertise_ment,
Spaces in this publication should be
addressed to the Advertisement

Manager, THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,
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Write for Tn lILL Bar-
giain Lists of the bhest
Coventry made cycles.
Sentonlédays’approval.
carriage paid. 'l‘nouqcmda
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