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With extraordinary skill, Lionel Corcoran swung the leading horses round, and they went galloping
through the big gateway, straight into the Triangle of St. Frank’s., The coach rocked and swayed on
two wheels as it swung round ; by bare inches the hubs missed the stone pillar. Then the coach

was in the Triangle, and Handforth was blowing terrific blasts on his horn,
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The St. Frank’s juniors thought Vivian Travers possessed any amount

of “nerve,” but Lionel Corcoran, a newcomer to the school, bas evenTravers

bealenn in that respect. Read all aboul him in this week’s magnificent
yarn of schoolboy sport and adventure.—ED.
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CHAPTER 1.
Meeting the New Fellow !

* Have you ever known any of these trains to be anything clse?” grunted
Huandiorth tartly. * 'They built this branch line in the year dot, and thien forgot
all about it! -1 expect the train is stranded somewhere between here and

Bannington: the engine has probably sprung a leak!” '

There were quite a number of St. IFrank's juniors on the little platform of Beliton
station. The November morning was rather raw, although very bright and sunny, and
the train from Bannington—the local crawler—was overdue.

Nipper was on the platiorm, with Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West. Handforth .
and Chuarch and McClure were much in evidence. Avrchie Glenthorne and Ralph Leslie
Frullwood wern there, too. Vivian Travers had condescended to come down with Jimmy
Potts, and Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey and a group of other West House Removites
were to be scen.

Handforth turned to Archie Glenthorne, and there was an aceusing light in his eve.

“What's the idea of this chap coming by train, Archie?” he demanded.

“ Lkt said the genial ass of the Remove, gazing at Handforth through his monocle.
“The idea of coming by train? I sce what you mean! Why, in fact, is the chappie
coming by train?”

“’That’s what I asked you!”

“f]’-\ RAIN'S late!” remarked Reggie Pitt, of the West House.

“ Absolutely ! nodded Archie brightly, *“Oh, rather!”
“What do you mean, ass? What’s this ¢ Oh., rather! ? business 7"

“Iindly turn the good old baleful glare clsewhere,” protested Archie. “I mean to
say. 1t absolutely shoves me into a flutter, old cheese!”

“Rats!"” said Handforth. “We want to know why this fellow Corecoran—or whatever
his silly name is—is coming to St Frank's by train? Why couldu’t he have come by
road "’

“Good gad!” ecjaculated Archie. “To tell you the absolute truth, laddie. I don't know !



4 THE NELSON LEE

By road, what? Well, you see, the rail-
way's here, so I suppose the chapgle thought
he might as well use it. The dashed railway
has to be used sometimes, you know!”

“You silly asz!” roared Handforth.
this chap a pal of yours?” _

‘“ Absolutely not!” said Archie- firmly.
“Never saw the blighter in my life! Don’t
know him from Adam!”

- “Cheese it, Handy!” said Church gently.

“Why bother Archie?”

“H)e’s the only chap who knows anything
about the new fellow,” replied Handforth,
with a grunt. “Here it’s Monday morning,
and we suddenly learn that there's a new
‘chap coming into the Junior School! And
we don’t know which House he’s going into,
or—or anything!”

“Well, don’t worry,” put in Nipper, with
a grin. “It won’'t be long before we get
to know all the facts, Handy.”

Morning lessons were over, and quite by
chance Archie Glenthorne had happened to
mention that a boy named Lionel Corcoran
was coming to St. Frank’s that day-—and
by the morning train, too. Questioned more
closely, Archie explained that this chappie
had been staying at Glenthorne Manor, near
Bannington—his pater’s place.

Not that Archie knew very much. He had
had a letter that morning from his pater,
asking him to meet the train, and to give
the new fellow a bit of guidance. Unfor-
tunately, Archie didn’t know who the chap
was, or where he had come from, or any
thing. He only knew that Corcoran was the
nephew of a friend of his father's, and that
be was definitely coming to St. Frank'’s.

The Removites had learned this onlyv ten
minutes before the train was due, so there
had been no time to make any inquiries of
the prefects or masters. On the spur of the
moment, Nipper and a crowd of others had
decided to accompany Archie to the station,
so that they could give the new chap a fit-
ting welcome; and as it wasn’t known which
part of the Remove he was to go into—
Ancient House section or West House section
—Reggie Pitt & Co. had come, too!

“There’s a mystery about the chap !’ said
Handforth gruffly,

“You'd find a mystery in anything|” said
*McClure, with a sniff. “There’s no mystery
at all, you ass! 1 expect he’ll turn out to
be the usnal sort of new chap—timid and
scared. I'm jiggered if 1 know why we've
all come down like this! Blow him!”

“Well, if the train’s much later, we shan’t
get back in {ime for the dinner bell!” said
Katty Little, of the West House, looking
worried and anxious.  “Great pancakes !
The s#ignal tsn't even down yet——"

“Hallo!” broke in Jimmy Potts. “ What’s
all this?”

He was looking over the railings into the
station vard, and all the other juniors soon
fornd themselves staring also. A splendidly-
cquipped four-in-hand had just driven 1n
with a flourish, in charge of a somewhat
shabby ostier who looked incongruous on

“Isn't
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the box of that splendid équipage. It drew
up necar the booking-office, the horses snort-
ing and stamping their feet. The driver
sﬁecured the reins, and leapt down from the
OX.

“Rummy !” said Handforth, frowning.
“Who the dickens can have ordered a con-

traption like this? 1 haven’t seen one of
these giddy things for years!”
The juniors were very interested. They

watched curiously as the ostler patted his
horses, took a general look round, and then
strode across the yvard and vanished into the
portals of the Railway Inn.
“A  regular old-fashioned

stage-coach
affair.” said Vivian Travers.

“Well, well!

J'm afraid Bellton isn’t progressing very

rapidly, dear old fellows!”

“Well, that four-in-hand is in keeping with
the train service!” =aid HMHandforth tartly.
*“It's out of date! I think we ought to write
to the railway company——"

“Cheer wup, old man!” said Church.
“Here comes the giddy train now!”

An elderly porter had appeared on the
platform, as though from nowhere, He was
now bustling about with an important air,
and he regarded the crowd of juniors with
a suspicious eye.

“Stand back, young gents—stand back!”
he warned. “Train’s now comin’ in!”

“Plenty of time!” said Handforth. *''I'he
train won’t be in for half an hour yet--it's
still a hundred yards away!”

With an abundance of steam, for so small
an engine, and with the maximum amount
of grinding from the brakes, the local train
drew inte the station and pulled up. A
heavy express train. with a tremendously

t powerful engine, would have pulled in almeost

without a sound. But these little local trains
always liked to make a noilsy announce-
ment of their arrival.

“Here he is!” s=aid Reggic Pitt, with in.
terest. )

One or two carriage doors had o ened,
emitting an aged countryman, an old lady
with a market basket, and a youngster in
Etons. The latter was obviously the new boy
for Bt. Frank’s. _ )

“Corcoran!” murmured Nipper, with a
little frown. “It’s a rummy thing, Montie,
but that name seems to strike a familiar
note, somechow. It’s not a common namne,
and T know I've heard it before.” '

“Strikes me in just the same way, deat
old boy,” said 8Sir Montie Tregellis-West,
nodding. “Probably the chap i1s the son of
some well-known publie man.”

The juniors erowded along the platform,
and snrrounded the fellow in Etons. He was
clean-limhed, aleri-looking, and quite cool.
He was just about the same age as the
average Removite, and there was an amused
smile on his face as the juniors swarmed
round.

“Are you Corcoran—Lionel
asked Nipper briskly.

“That's me!” nodded the newcomer.
“8t. Frank’s chaps, eh? Good men! Pleased

Clorcoran ?”
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to sce yvou! I suppose the brass band is
waiting outside?”

—_—— e w

CHAPTER 2.
A Cool! Customer !

IPPER grinned,
“Awfully SOrTY,
Jorcoran, but we
quite overlooked the

_R brass band.,” he said

“If we had only thought of

i
apologetically.
it.________!."'

“I'm not sure that I shall overlook the
slight !"" said Corcoran, with a frown. **And
what about the red carpet? 1 take 1t that
vou fellows came down here to meet me?”

iik’cﬁ'll

“You should either do a thing thorougnly
or not af all!” said Lionel Corcoran, as they
all moved ftowards the exit, ‘“Hallo!
What's all this?”

He had caught a glimpse of the four-in-
hand, which could bo seen through the book-
ing-office, in the sfation yard.

“We thought perbaps it was yours!” taid¥

Pitt. with gentle sarcasm,

“And why not?” retorted. Corcoran
promptly.

“(Great Scott! You don't mean fo say

“Como on!” said the new fellow in erisp
toncs,

He surrendered his ticket, and pusheu
through the booking oflico with all the St.
Frank's fellows crowding round him and
after him. IHandforth was looking indig-
nant and excited,

“Hi! Hold on!” he roared.
minute, vou new chap! VYou've got too
much nerve! 1 haven’t been able to get a
word 1n edgeways—"

“That's all right—plenty of time!” said
(Corcoran, as he got outside, and surveyed
the four-in-hand., “Good egg! All aboard!”

“You're a caution!” grinned Reggie Pitt.

He and the others elimbed into the coach,
on tlie top of the coach, at the rear of it,
and on the box. Lionel himself had leapt
upon the box in one bound, and he had seized
the reins,

“C'ome  on, comebody!” he
“There's a big post-horn here!
expert on the post-horn?”

"I am!” replicd IHandforth promptly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Edward Oswald toock no notice of that well
of derision. He leapt up beside Corecoran,
seized the post-horn, and prepared to give a
preliminary  blast,

Everybody took it for granted that the new
fellow had made arrangements for this four-
in-hand to be on the spot. 1t certainly looked
like it. 'T'here was nobody else visible, and
cven the ostler had failed to reappear.
Strangely enough, however, Lionel seemed to

"

invited.
Who's an
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“All ready?” he sang out.
there! Now then, my beauties!
you !

. He cracked his whip in the -air, gave the
reins a gentle tug, and the four steeds surged
forward, With a swinging roll, the heavily
laden four-in-hand tore over the gravel
towards Bellton High Street.

Then came a tearing blast from the past-
horn—an wuncarthly, weird, horrid sound.
But it was ga sound, and IHandfortl felt
proud of himself.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“This new chap is a bit of a wonder!”
shouted Iullwood. “It must have cost him
a pretty penny to arrange for this coach to
be en hand!”

“Yes, rather!” grinned Jack Gurey.

And then a number of strange shouts rang
out from the rear—indignant shouts, angry
shonts, alarmed shouts,

“"Hi! Come back, you young idiots!”

lifﬁ{np!“l

“What the deuee—"

“Come back, you voung demons!”

The juniors stared back into the station
vard, and they gave a series of gulps.
They beheld a number of queerly-dressed
charvacters, and even in that first glance they
recognised a few of the welldknown per-
sonalities belonging to the Dickwick Club.

Mr. Pickwick himseclf, steut and red, was
standing helpless.  Racing after the coach
were Mr. Snodgrass, Mr. Jingle, Mr., Tup-
man, and ¢ven Sam Weller. Mingled with
these picturesque charaeters were a number
of keen-looking young men in plus-fours,
ordinary tweeds and light overcoats.

“What the dickens 1s all this?” gasped
Handforth, as he stared round.

Corcoran took a hasty glance.

“They look like characters from Dickens!”
he chuckled. *“Members of a film company,
[ imagine, Can’t be anything clse.”

“Great Seoft!” ejeculated Nipper, from the
rear of the coach, “Then this coach i3
theirs?”

“Naturally !” yelled Corcoran.

“But dido’t you arrange for it to be at the
station ?”

“1%" shouted Corcoran., " (Great Scott, no!
I didn’t know the thing was there until 1
spotted 1t ! Rather a good jape, eh”

Nipper fairly gulped.

“What, ycu-—you——

“Ha, ha, ha!” welled Corecoran.

Hc cracked his whip again, and the horses
broke into a gallop. In the rear came the
stsangely assorted pursuers.

“Wait a minute!” gasped Reggie Piir.
“You'd better stop, Corcoran!”

“Hang on,
Off with

3y

“Stop?” repeated the new fellow., *“ What
on earth for?”

“This coach 1sn’t yours =

“What does that matter?” interrupted
Corcoran, " Possession is nine points of the
law, and we're all aboard! Which way to

St. Frank's?
The audacity of this new
breath out of the Removites,

Hang on, everybody !™
boy fook the
Had they
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known the real truth. they wouldn’t have
piled on that coach so enthusiastically. But
cven in the excitement they were compelled
to admit to themselves that Lionel Corcoran
was an excepticnally cool customer.

Through the village they thundered, and
people came out of the shops to look at them,
~and to stare in amazement, Everybody
wondered what all the noise was about, In
the rear the commotion was getting louder.
Men were running their hardest; a few of
them had commandeered a butcher’'s cart,
and were in full chase,

“Go 1it!” roared Handforth enthusiasti-
cally. “By George! You're a ripper of a
new chap! Buck up—they're after us!”

“Let's bhave another go on that post-
horn!” urged Corcoran. ““Might as well let
St. IFrank’s know that we’re on the way!”’

Behind, the chase was becoming stern and
grium. As a malter of fact, Lionel Corcoran's
assumption was correct. An centerprising
film company kad arranged for that coach
to be outside Bellton Sration, and the mem-
bers of the company had been taking come
refreshment In the inn before “shooting ”
commenced. Bellton Station was very old-
fashioned and picturesque, and it had been
selected by the production manager after
much trouble, Certainly the people in
charge had never imagined that the coach-
and-four would be secized by a crowd of
schoolboys. But the ostler., of course, -was to
blamie for having left his charge.

Another tearing noise from the post-horn,
and Handforth, standing on the box, seemed
be to in a very precarious position. At any
moment he was liable to roll off. But he
didn’t care; he was putting all his efforts
into this work.

“It’s all right—we’re gaining!” grinned
Lionel, as he took another glance round.
“Tally-ho for St. Frank’s!™

“ Absolutely !” murmured Archie, from in-
side the coach. “Not to say Yoicks! Good
gad! I rather think there's going to be a
spot of bother later on, laddies!”

“A spot!” said Travers languidly. * Well,
well ! I imagine, dear cld fellow, that it will
be a pretty large spot!  Still, 1t’s the new
fellow’s funeral!”

““ Absolutely !” replied Archie. “ But if this
dashed coach does much more swaying we
shall all go in the ditch—and then it’ll be our
funeral, too, what?”

P

CHAPTER 3.
Arriving in Style !

of
‘the [Fourth, cocked
his head on one side
as he was crossing
the Triangle at St
Frank’s.

“What’s that rummy noise?” he asked.

“Sounds like a cat having a fit,” suggested
Talmadge.

SCHOOL
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It was nearly time for the dinner bell,
and most of the fellows in the Triangle were
waiting handily near their own Houses, so
that they could make a dash indoors at the
of the welcome sound. Bob
Christine and Roddy Yorke and Charlie Tal-
madge were near the Modern House, where
Buster Boots was chatting to Crowe and
Webb and Bray.

““Shouldn’'t be surprised if those Remove
fellows are up to something,” said John
Busterfield Boots. “A whole crowd of them
went out just after lessons, and &

“Lasten ! broke in Clapson, of Study No.
3.

On the air, vague and distant, came a num-
ber of queer sounds. Intermingled with the
noise of a cat in a fit were yells of laughter,
the cracking of a whip, and the grinding of
wheels,

“It's something coming up the lane!”
shouted Armstrong, from the East Ilouse
doorway.

There was a rush across the Triangle, and
crowds of Fourth-Formers went out into the
lane. A number of fags swarmed out, too,
with a few odd Removites.

e My only hat!” ejaculated Bob Christine
blankly.

The four-in-hand was galloping up towards
the school, the coach swaying giddily from
side to side. Most of the juniors on 1t were
locking alarmed, but they felt, nevertheless,
that Corcoran was to be relied uvpon. He
seemed to know what he was doing; he
handled those horses in a masterly way.

“Who's that on the box-—with the reins?™
asked Boots, staring.

“Goodness knows!” said Yorke. “ Never
seen the chap before!” |

All eyes were fixed on the newcomer. The
ordinary Remove fellows were easily recog-
nised—Handforth, Pitt, Nipper and the rest.
But the fellow with the reins, immaculately
attired in Etons, with a shiny topper on the
back of his head, was a stranger, None of
the Fourth-Formers had even known that a
new feliow was due to arrive. The Removites
had only discovered it by accident—because
of a chance word of Archie’s.

“Hi! Look out, there!”

The fellow in the shiny topper was shout-
ing at the top of his voice, and his shout
was taken up by the others on the coach.

“*Stana clear!”

* “Make way, you fathcads—you’ll get run
over !”

“Mind your backs!” bellowed Handforth.

There was a stampede. The Fourth-
Formers and the fags ran for 1t. Some
scooted into the Triangle, others dodged back
into the hedge. All of them looked startled.

For they had now scen a kind of procession
in the rear of the eoach—men running, others
in a trap, some in a butcher’s cart, still more
chugging along in an old Ford car. They all
scemed to be chasing the four-in-hand.

“Here, steady!” gasped Handforth. in
sudden alarm, ‘““Leok out, Corcoran, you
idiot ! This 1s 8t. Frank's!”
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“So I thought!” nodded Corcoran.|ing place, and that the hecadmaster had left
“These big gates?” his side. Dr. Stafford was now looking very
“Yes! You'd better pull up——"’ grimi and angry.

“Is there a big gpacc inside?” yelled the

new boy,

“There's the Triangle, and that's big
cncugh Z ‘

“Good egg!” grinned Corcoran. *“‘In we
go. "

Handforth and the others gasped afresh.
There was bound to be trouble if Corcoran
took the four-in-hand right into the Triangle.
It was against all rules, for one thing, and,
besides, what about the pursuers?  They
would come in, too, and then there would be

the very dickens to pay! 'The juniors
couldn't hope to escape the attention of
prefects and masters. ‘

But they were the
matter. :

Lionel Corcoran held the reins, and it was
a risky .business to jump off that rapidly
moving coach. The juniors were compelled

to hang on, whether they liked it or not.

“Steady !” shouted Nipper. “You'll never
get round, Corcoran! 1It's a sharp turn——"

“Whoa!"” gasped Handforth.-

With extraordinary skill, Lionel Corcoran
swung the leading horses round, and they
went galloping through the big " gateway,
straight into the Wriangle. The.coach rocked
and swayed on two wheels as it swung round;
by bare inches the hubs were saved from
coming in contact with the stone pillar. Then
the coach was right in the Triangle, and
Handforth was blowing terrifie blasts on his
horn.

The commotion was tremendouns.
All  the juniors were yelling,
seniors had come running out, to
what on earth the noise was about.

three of the prefects were carrying canes.

Worst of all, the headmaster himself
appeared out of the cloisters, strolling towards
Big Arch on his way back to lis own house.
He was chatting with Drofessor Svlvester
Tucker, the science master. He came to a

rather "helpless in

and now
find out
Two or

sudden halt, his cxpression one of pained
- amazement,
“Good gracious me!” he ejaculated

bhlankly.
tion #"

Dr. Malcolm Stafford was a kindly old gen-
tlernan as a rule, but he eould be stern and
firm when neecessary. He stood there, near
Big Arch, gazing in absolute amazement. His
glasses had dropped from his nose, and his
jaw had sagged shightly,

“Irecisely ! said Professor Tucker firmly.
“As I was saying, sir, at this period of the
vear moeteors should be seen in large
numbers, This year, in particular, there will
be some interesting phenomena in the region
ot that constellation known as il

“One moment, professor—please!” said the
Head hurriedly.

“T beg your pardon?'’ said the professor,
“T can assure you there 1s no need for alarm,
None of these meteors e

Professor  Tucker, whose hobby  was
astronomy, rambled on, totally unconscious
of the tact that something unusual was tak-

“YWhat i1s all this—this commo-

The four-in-hand, in the meantime, had
swung past the steps of the West House, and
hurtled along the Triangle to the Ancient
House, and then Lionel found that he was at
the apex of the big space.

“Look out for yourselves!” bawled Hand-
forth, in alarm.

The coach swung round at the top of the
Triangle, lifting on two wheels for a single
horrid second. Then 1t thudded back again,
and. Lionel Corcoran pulled the horses to a
standstill with a kind of fourish.

“How's that?” he said triumphanily.

“You—you madman!” said Nipper.. * You

[EF )

might ‘have had us all over!
“A miss 15 as good as a mile!

Corcoran. “Well, here we are!

St. Frank’s?  Well, they can’t say that we

haven’t arrived in style!”

Yy

grinnoed
So this 1s

CHAPTER 4.
Trouble for the New
Fellow !
EFORE Dr. Stafiord
could get anvwhere
ncar the coach, a
fresh sensation  burst

: upon the schiool.

A butcher's cart came dashing imo the
Triangle, closely followed by a farmer's
trap and a Ford car. All of them were filled
with exeited men, and a few ef these latter
were picturesquely attired in mid- Vietorian
styvle,

“You confounded young idiots!” shouted a
red-faced man in plus-fours, who was among
the leaders.

He leapt out of the trap, ran across to the
coach, and stood glaring up at Lionel Cor-
coran. ‘The other strangers came swarming
round, too, and some of them scized the
horses’ bridles.

“(Get down from there!”” went on the man
in plus-fours, his voice hoarse with anger.

“All right, keep your hair on!” said Cor-
coran. ‘‘It was only a jape.”

“What do vou mean—a japc!” shouted
the man, “My name's Bradleyv, and T'm
production manager for the Invincible Tilin
Company, and T'm in charge of this work,
What do you mean by running off with our
coach?”

“ Awfully sorry, Mre, Bradlev—no offence!”
sald Corcoran soothingly, as he got down
from the box and faced the angry producer.
“I thought it would be rather a joke to ride
up to the school in the coach, vou know.
There was nobody with it, and on the spur
of the moment "

“That's enough!” interrupted Nr, Dradley
hotlv.  “I'm going to see that you gmet
punished for this idiotie so-called joke! 1've
never heard of such infernal nerve in all my
life !”

1?3‘
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“Yes, now I come to think of it, it was a
bit nervy,’’ said Corcoran thoughtfully, * Still,
there was no real harm in it, was there #”

“No real harm!” spluttered Mr. Bradley.

“What do you mean, confound you? I was
just ready to start shooting.”
““My hat!” put in Handforth. " A high-

wayman scene, eh ?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“If you're trying to be funny, young man,
I'm not in the humour to appreciate jokes!”

said Mr. BPBradley, turning on him with
ferocity.,
“Tunny!” ejaculated Handforth. “ But

you said that you were going to start shoot-
ln 22

“He means taking pictures, old man,”
said Lionel Corcoran coolly. “* Shooting’
i1s a term they use in the film world, you
know.”

One of the other men came up, looking
relieved.

“Everything’s all right, sir,” he said,
addressing Mr. Bradley. “I don’t think
there’s any real harmm done.”

“That’s not the point!” said the produc-
tion manager. “'T'hese confounded boys—-"

“Leave the others out of it,” interrupted
Carcoran. “ It was my doing, sir.”

The headmaster arrived at {his moment, the
crowds falling away before his appmacf'l in
considerable haste. He was in time to hear
the new fellow’s words.

“QOh, so you are responsible?”’ he said
angrilv. “Who are you, and what is your
name ?”

“TI'm the new fellow for St. Frank’s, sir,”
replied Corcoran. “I didn’t mean any hkarm,
you know. Only a joke. My name’s Cor-
coran—Lionel Corcoran, sir,”

“Yes, I remember,” said the Head sternly.
“Am I to understand, Corcoran, that you
seized this coach without authority 7”

“It was only a bit of fun, sir.”

“Never mind that!” interrupted the Head.
“Thd you seize this coach without authorty

‘“Yes, sir.”

“And who were the other boys
assisted you in this—this outrage ?”

“No other boys, sir,” replied Corcoran
promptly. “I told them to jump aboard,
and they naturally thought that T had hired
the coach. They believed it to be mine. But
why all the fuss?” he added, in astonishment.
“I haven’t done any harm, and it was only
a bit of a lark—"

“T must tender you my apologies, sir, for
this boy’s outrageous behaviour,” said the
Head, turning stiffly to Mr. Bradley. *1
hope you will understand that he will be
severely  punished for this  ridiculous
escapade.”

Mr. Bradley grunted.

“No need to be too hard on the youngster,
gir,” he said. “T was a bit angrv—and
worried, too. But there’s no real harm done,
and it’s only meant a little delay for us. We
were boys ourselves once!’” he added, with a
twinkle in his eyes.

A murmur of approval went up from the
crowds of juniors. Mr. Bradley was a sports-
man, Having got over his anger, he was

13
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capable of seeing the humour of the situa-

tion.

“Er—yes,” said the Head hastily. ‘“No
doubt, sir. It is an indisputable fact that we
were boys once. However, that i1s neither
here nor there. Corcoran took an unwar-
rantable liberty, and you can rest assured
that 1 shall punish him.”

“Well, he deserves a tanning, but dJdon’f
lay it on too thick, sir,” said Mr. Bradley
briskly. “Everybody ready? We might as
well get back to the location.”

There was some bustling and commotion,
and Mr. Bradley and all his assistants
departed from St. Frank's, followed by some
laughter and cheering from the juniors. The
coach was driven out, followed by the
tradesmen’s carts and the Ford., In less than
a minute St. Frank’s was looking itself again,
and the main part of the excitement was
over.

The bells in the various Houses had been
sounding for dinner, but nobody had taken
any notice. The headmaste~ turned to Lionel
Corecoran, and looked at him very severely.

“I cannot possibly excuse this conduct on
your part, Corcoran,” he said. *“You are a
new boy, but it is perfectly obvious that you
knew what you were doing. I am going to
cane you.” '

“That's all right, sir,” said Corcoran. “I
was expecting 1t.”

“Good gracious! Then you admit that you
deliberately perperated this—this outrage,
knowing that you would be puaished ?”

“Why, of course, sir,” said Corcoran, in
surprise.  “But I thought that the game
would be worth the candle. I'm a new chap
at St, Frank’s, and there’s nothing like
arriving with a flourish.”

All the other fellows stared hard. Lionel
Corcoran’s nerve was stupendous. He did
not seem to be at all awed by the head-
master’s presence, or by the fact that he was
to receive a swishing. Yet there was nothing
impudent about him.

“Wilson, lend me your cane!” said Dr,
Stafford in a cold voice.

Wilson of the Sixth surrendered his cane
in some astonishment; and everybody else
watehed 1in wonder. So the headmaster was
going to give Corcoran his swishing here—in
the Triangle—on the spot!

It was so unusual that the juniors were
startled. They had at least expected the
Head to take Corcoran to his own study for
punishment. But no. Dr. Stafford felt that
it would be more fitting to deliver the swish-
ing here.  He was determined to teach this
new hov a sharp lesson.

CHAPTER 5.

OLD out your hand!”

said  Dr. Stafford
curtly.
Lionel Corcoran
held out his hand.
Swish !
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** Hold out your hand ! *’ said Dr. Stafford sternly.

roaring six-hander.

Corcoran was certainly something unique in new boys.

Lionel Corcoran did so ; and received a rip=
He had only been at

St. Frank’'s a few minutes and already he was getting the cane !

“The other!” said the Head.

Swish ! '

Without turning a hair, Lionel Corcoran
accepted the punishment. The Head laid it
on very thickly—a rip-roaring six-hander.
When he had finished he was rather breath-
loss, and he looked far more agitated than
Corcoran.

“There!” he said cternly. “I hope that
will be a lesson to you, my boy !”

*“Yes, sir,” said Corecoran in an even voice.

<« Dr. Stafford handed the cane back to
-Wilson, nodded ecurtly, and then walked
~away. The new fellow gently and tenderly

rubbed his hands together.

“Well, that's that!” he murmured
.smoothly., “There’s nothing like getting a
-thing over and done with. We're square
-now, and so we start level.”

* “Ny only sainted aunt!” said Handforth,
staring. **You're a caution!” -

The other juniors commenced crowding
round, curious to make the aecquaintance ot
this remarkable new fellow., Quite a few
juuiors had made an impression upon their
arrival at St. Irank’s, hnt seldom had a new
boy arrived so spectacularly as Lionel Cor-
coran. It had all been done on the impulse,
too, which made it the more meritorious. The
junior school, in a solid body, was entircly in
favour of Corcoran, He was a cheeky ass,
no doubt, but he was made of the right stuff.
The way he had taken his punishment had
been worth quids to watch,

~

But before the juniors could really get
near him Dr. Stafford came striding back.

“Now that this little matter 1s—ahem !—
scttled, Corcoran, you had better come with
me,” said the Head kindly. *“ You will have
luneh with me in my house.”

“Thanks awfully, sir!” said the new fellow.

He was perfectly sincere, IHe took this as
a hint from the Head that the recent incident
was over and forgotten. As he had said,
things were now square.

So off he went with Dr. Stafford, much to
the amusement and surprisc of all the other
juntors,

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Buster Boots,
scratching his head. *The Head swishes him
and then invites him to luneh!”

“There'll be no holding him when hLe
comes back !” grunted Handiorth., * He'll be
too big for his boots! I1'm surprised at the
Hcead @”

Clang-clang!

“We'd better go in!” said Nipper. “The
bells have been ringing for a long time, and
we're all late.”

So they drifted away to their various
Houses, suddenly conscious of the fact that
they were very hungry. There was a nip in
the November air which whetted their
appelites,

“Well, Archie, vour pal secems to be a
novelty,” remarked Nipper, as he went into
the Ancient House with a number of other
Removites.
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‘“ Absolutel said Archie Glenthorne,
“My pal, what? Not exactly, laddie. I
mean to say, I don’t even know the blighter.
Still, I've got to confess that he’s a consider-
able sort of a lad.”

After the meal was over lots of the juniors
came out into the Triangle again, and they
hung about waiting for Corcoran to return
from the Head’s house.

“Wonder which study he'll be shoved
into ?” said Handforth thoughtfully.
“They’d better not try to put him into Study
D1” he added aggressively. *‘There are too
many of us in there already !”

“Yes, it would be much nicer for Church
~and McClure without you, old man,” said
Fullwood smoothly.

“Why, you silly ass—" began Handforth.

“HE, hﬂ-, ha |?

Handforth would Ert}bnbly have started an
argument, but at that moment Lionel Cor-
coran appeared, strolling leisurely tghx:nu[ih
Big Arcﬁ. A crowd of fellows immediately
surrounded him. Removites and Fourth-
Formers were mingled,

“Did you get a lecture?” asked Nipper.

“I got a good lunch—and that was better
than any lecture,” replied Corcoran. *No,
children !
was just like his long-lost brother. He even
passecd me the salt—twice! Before I came
away we were positively hob-nobbing, and I
nearly clapped him on the back.”

‘“ Ass!” said Nipper. “Well, it was decent
of the Head to invite you to lunch—ﬁist to
show that there was no ill-feeling. e's a
good old sort at heart.”

“With excellent muscles!” added Corcoran,
carefully inspecting his hands. “I was so
shaky when I started on the soup that I was
on the point of giving it up as a bad job and
asking for a sponge.”

““Never mind aﬁuut the soup!” said Hand-
forth sternly. “You've had lunch with the
Head, and I suppose he's told you which
study you’re going into?"”

“Yes,” nodded Corcoran., ‘“He told me
that.”

“Well, which study 1s it #”

“Number twelve.”

«HE

33
!

“ETh?” said Handforth, with a start.
“Number twelve?” :

“Yes.”

“What rot!” said Iidward Oswald. “The

Remove studies are lettered—not numbered.”
“Well, I’'m not interested in the Remove,”
said Corcoran coolly. “I'm in the Fourth.”
“What!”
“Aren’t all you fellows in the Fourth 7"

“We're Removites,” said Nipper. “My
name’s Hamilton—generally known  as
Nipper. I'm skipper of the Remove. We

understood from Archie Glenthorne that you
were a new Remove chap.”

“By the way,” said Corcoran, *“which of
our merchants is Archie Glenthorne? I’ve
een rather keen on meefing him——"

“Oh, he's taking a nap, I expect!” inter-
rupted Handforth impatiently, “Well, I'm
blessed! 1It's a swind?e, you chaps! This—
this fathead is only a giddy Fourth-Former!”

Buster Boots pushed forward,

SCHOOL

The Head treated me as a pal. I
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| I say, is this a fact?” he asked briskly.
“Are you in the Fourth, Corcoran 7”

i ‘Yes-‘u

“Then put it there!” said Boots, extending
his hand. “My name’s Boots, I'm the
captain of the Fourth. Welcome to St.
Frank’s, old man!”

“Thanks!” said Corcoran, as the Removites
looked on in some disappointment. ‘ And
since you're so kind and considerate perhaps
you’ll escort me to Study No. 127

The Removites suddenly lost a lot of their
interest in Lionel Corcoran. This new fellow
was an exceptional sort, and it was a great
disappointment to hear that he was gﬂing
into the Fourth—the more so as they ha
been under the impression that he was booked
for the Remove.

John Busterfield Boots was looking startled,
however. ‘ :

“BStudy No. 12?” he repeated, frowning.
“Are you sure of this?”

““ Positive.”

“You haven’t made a mistake about the
| number ?”

“No mistake at all,” said Corcoran,
“There are two fellows in Study No. 12 now,
I belicye—named Armstrong and-—7

“Griffith 27 suggested somebody.

“That’s. the name!” nodded Corcoran.
‘““ Armstrong and Griffith. A weird sort of
merchant named Goole told me their names.
Goole, I understand, 1s my Housemaster.”

“Oh, my goodness!” groaned Buster Boots.
“He’s in the East House!”

“Poor chap!” said Percy Bray, shaking his
head.

Buster Boots and his immediate friends
were very sad. They had naturally assumed,
on hearing that Corcoran was 1n the
Fourth, that he would be in their own House
—the Modern House,

It was indeed a tragedy to learn that
this corking new chap was to be shoved into
the Battalion of Wash-Outs!

b

CHAPTER 6.
Among the Duds !

p| HE East House at St.
Frank’s was known
by various 1mpolite
and insulting terms.

| - It was {requently
referred to as the * Duds' Quarters,” or the
“Slackers’ Paradise.”’

Both in the senior school and the junior
school, the East House was distinguished for
its abundance of nonentities. None of the
really “big” fellows belonged to the East
House. It was a place of no importance. It
was generally regarded by the rest of the
school as a sort of make-weight, which the
school could very well do without.

Perhaps some of the blame lay with Mr.
Barnaby Goole, the Housemaster. "This gen-
tleman was rather slow and old-fashioned,
| and he was slack, too. He went about in his
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own little sphere, interfering with nobody,
and taking very little interest in the doings
of his House except for the recognised
routine,

Then, too, the House had no able prefeets.
It was the stronghold of Kenmore and Sin-
clair and Parkin—all Sixth-Formers of ques-
tionable character. ¥ven the Fifth could not
boast of any first-class men. The East House
Fifth-Formers were under the influence of
Grayson and Shaw—rotters who were hand-
in-glove with Kenmore and his set.

And when it came down to the Fourth, the
Fiast House section of the Tourth was
practically beneath contempt "Timothy Arm-

strong was supposced {o be the leader; but
Timothy Armstrong was a big. blustering
chump, who had a large idea of his own

tmportance and a fine conceit of himself, but
who possessed no real ability,

Yet there were a number of very decent
fellows in the Fast House, really. The trouble
was, there had never been a leader. And so.
term after term, the Heuse had gone down.
It was fairly 1n the doldriuns, and nobody
scemed to care what happened.

Buster Boots, the captain eof the Fourth,
belonged to the Modern House, and he had
done his best to put some spirit into his
Ilast House Form-fellows. DBut Doots was
rather fed-up with the game.

As for sports, the Last House might just
as well have been non-existent,  The Junior
Illeven hadn’t drawn a player from the Last
House for many terms, and the scnlors were
i very much the same stato.

So 1t was wilh some little econsternation
that the juniors heard that Lionel Corcoran
was definitelv in the Mast House Fourth. The
new fellows found the juniors looking at him
strangely—even svmpathelically,

“What's the inatter with vou fellows?”
asked Corcoran, 1n wondoer,

“*Nothing," replicd Reggie Pitt. “Dut
weo're a bit sorry for vou, that's all.”

“Sorry for me? Why ¥

“Decause they’'ve shoved you into the
Fast House.”

Corcoran looked round, inspecting the
varions Houses,

“What's the difference?” he asked at

length,  *“They all look very muveh abke.”

“So do boxes of cigars, but the ﬂnh way
to judge them 1is by their contents,” said
Nipper. "I don't want to say amtlnng_r
against the Fast House, but you won’t find
vourself in very lht]l’l“’LilSl’lt‘d company, old
man.”

“They've shoved vou amongst the duds!™
satd Hnn{‘ifurihf with genuine regret, * Poor
old chap! You'll have an awful time!
Theyv're dead in the last House—absolutely
deceased as thiey walk about! They're just a
lot of mummics, and they were cembalmed
vears ago.”

“That sounds
coran..

“The truth is, old man,
prising.” sald Reggie Piit.
Fourth, as a whole, 1

—_————

cheerful,” remarked Cor-
they're not enter-

“Of course, the
15 a bunch of duffers

“Oh, is it 7" interrupted DBoots curtly.
ot l’rue duffers !” nodded Reggic Pitt. “This

term they’'re not even any good at the
footer! The Junior Eleven 1s practically
composed  of  Remove fellows—and  yet,

strictly speaking, the Junior Eleven ought to
be seleeted from the juniors of all Houses.
But Nipper naturally chooses his best men.”

“And all the best men are in the Remove !
said Handforth, with relish.

“Steady—steady !”  chuckled Nipper, as
Boots and the other Fourth-I'oriners com-
menced shouting,  “We don't want to start
a row 1n the Triang]e.”

“Certainly not!” said Corcorun., “As 1
ufrdurstand it, the ast House is a dead lhole,
enr

“Dead as mutton ”?
“Good '™

said Handforth,

& Eij ?!.‘l‘
“1 said ‘Good!"” remarked Corcoran
coolly.  “It’s the very House for me to go

into.”

“Well, of course, we all have cur
idiosynerasies,” said Reggie 1itt.
vours, I supposc?”

“It’s mot an idiosyncrasv—it's just logic,”
said Lionel Corcoran. “There doesn't seein
to be much chance for me in the Remove.
Too many brainy  chaps in  that  1orn
already. But in the Bast House T shall huave
a chance. Naturally I shall make it my
life's work to buck the place up, and to put
it on the map.”

“Well, that's one way ot looking at it,”
smiled T\Tlppcr

“Oh, you'll put it on the map, will von?"”
sald Freeman, of Study No. 16 in the Last

own
"This i3

House. “Hi, you chaps! Where's Arme-
strong ? Hc's our leader!”

“ And he isn't here!” murmured Traveis,
“Txactly ! That’s mst like Armstrong! Oh,

a w nlldurful leader !
Freeman tumml red.
“Well, we're not going to have this new

chap lmuncmg about in the East House!” ho
said darkly. “If he trics any of his rot,
we'll soon squash him !’

“Better and better!” said Corcoran. nod-

ding. *“There’s nothing like a
tion to make the fur fly!”
“You ought to do well in the East House,’
satd Nipper, with conviction. “I'm not sure
that vour point of view isn't the right one,

little opposi-

Corcoran.  They can do with you over
there.” _
“If there’s any fighting to be done, '

'the man for the job,” said Corcoran coolly.

“And when it comes to a matter of gene |.ri
ship, T dare say I shall come up to the r-»cl"m:n
I come of a fighting family, you know.”

“Is vour father a boxer, then?” asked
Handforth, with interest.

“My father was a majoc-gencral in the
Avmy,”” replied Corcoran quictly. “DBoth he
and my mother were killed during the War,”

There was a short silence.

“0Oh, T sav—awfully sorry!”
Handforth, “I didn't mean——-"

“That's all right,” interrupted Corcoran
“You weren’t to know, old man, T'lh unc!
. 1s a colonel, too; he’s my guardian.”

cjaculated
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“Colonel Corcoran!” ejaculated Nipper,
with a start. "By Jove, I knew that your
name was familiar, somehow! Do you mean
Colonel Corcoran, of the famous Blue
Crusaders ?”

“That’s the man!” said Lionel,
nod. .

“What!” went up a general yell of excite-
ment.

“Hallo, hallo! What’s the matter 7 asked
Lionel, looking round.

“By George!” roared Handforth. “Did
you hear that, you chaps? This new fellow
19 the nephew of Colonel Corcoran, of the
Blue Crusaders!”

“Well, well!” said Travers smoothly.
“We’ve had one of the world's greatest
celebrities in our midst all this time, and we
didn’t even know it!”

with a

CHAPTER 1.

Corcoran, of the Blue
Crusaders !

SUDDEN
great

wave of
excitement
swept through the
Triangle. The news
spread like wildfire,
and bigger and bigger crowds came swarming
round the new boy. |

Lionel Corcoran-—of the Blue Crusaders!

Corcoran had made an excellent impression
alrcady, but this was nothing compared with
the new sensation. The very fact that he
was Colonel Corcoran’s nephew gave him an
added .importance. He was suddenly sur-
rounded by a great glamour,

He found the fellows looking at him with
excited interest, and with a sort of awe. The
Blue Crusaders had always been a famous
fighting team, but just recently there had
been a lot of startling reports in the papers
concerning the celebrated professional elub.

As it happened, the Remove had been very
much interested in professional football
during the recent weeks, They had helped
to revive the flagging interest of the Ban-
nington townspeople in  their own Third
Division club.

Of late Bannington Town had had the com-

etition of the Grevhound Arena, and it was
argely owing to the efforts of the juniors
that an interest in foothall had been revived.
But Bannington Town was still practically at
the bottomn of the Third Division table, and
now that the St. Frank’s juniors had ceased
their activities, the interest in the club was
liable to diminish, unless, of course, Banning-
ton Town bucked up and performed a few
wonders,

St, FFrank’s had read the reports concernin
the Blue Crusaders, the wnr]d-renownes
Second Division club, of Browton, in the
north, and had been very interested.

“Do you know anything about the Blue
Crusaders?’ asked Handforth eagerly. “I
mean. do vou know the players?”’

“Well, I’ve got to admit I don’t know them
particularly well.” said Corcoran. “I’ve met

NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

them, of course—Iatty I'owkes and Dave
Mnrﬂ.n and Tich Harborough, and the rest

““Tich Harborough,” said Nipper. “That’s
only a nickname, 1sn't it ?”

““His real name 1s the Hon. Tom Silward
Harborough,” said Corcoran. “His pater is
Lord Shevingham—a famous Old Blue.”

“A  Corinthian, too,” mnodded Nipper,
“Your uncle 1s closely connected with the
Blue Crusaders Club, 1sn’t he ?”

Lionel Corcoran grinned.

“Pretty closely!” he agreed “My uncle
owns all the shares in the club.”

“All of them?”

“LEvery one,” nodded Lionel. *In fact,
the club belongs to my uncle completely.
It's his.”

“Yes, that’s what I read!” said Handforth
excitedly, * Colonel Corcoran owns the Blue
Crusaders—Ilock, stock and barral! And this
chap is Colonel Corcoran’s nephew !”

“(Gaze upon me!” said Corcoran, turning
slowly round, after the fashion of a manne-
quin displaying a Paris gown.

“Ass|” chuckled Reggie Pitt.
Corcoran!”

“1 thought you wanted to lock at me,”
said the new fellow. “Goodness only knows
why, though! T ecan assure you that I'm
human.”

“The papers have been full of the Blue
Crusaders of late,” said Nipper. ““Is it true
that they've lost their ground—Moor Field?”

Lionel Corcoran frowned, and suddenly be-
came Very serious.

“1 was in Browton last week,” he said.
“But practically all this trouble started after
I had left. 'There's somecthing very rummy
about it. My uncle has gone back to Brow-
ton—to see what it all means. He's not very
well just now—in fact, he’s so seedy that I'm
worrying about him.”

There were a few murmurs of sympathy,

“T wanted to go back with him, but he
wouldn’t let me,” continued Corcoran. It
was arranged that 1 should come to St
FFrank’s to-day, so I came, But I can tell you
I'm a bit uneasy. My unele worries too
much about the club,”

“Well, judging by the reports he has every
reason to worry,” said Fullwood. " The Blue
Crusaders were mixed up in a lot of rioting
last I'riday—and I read somewhere that the
whole crowd of players were arrested on
Saturday night, after the match.”

“There must have been some mistake about
that—they were released almo:t at once,”
said Corcoran. “ When my uncle comes back
he’ll tell me all the facts. But it seems to be
true that the Blues have lost their ground.
‘And it’s a mystery to me.”

If it was a mystery to Lionel Corcoran, it
was a double mystery to all the St. Frank’s
fellows. 'They had most of them read the
startling paragraphs in the newspapers; how
the Blue Crusaders had found a gang of
workmen at Moor Field, their famous en-
closure; how they had thrown the men out,
and had then held the ground, aided by a
lot of their supporters, ventuallv a Second

“Cheese it,
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Division fixture had been played on the Satur-
day afternoon, after a lot of trouble. But
‘in the latest rcpnrts it was definitely stated
that Moor Tield had been bought by a big
American tool company, and that the
Crusaders had lost it for good.

Nobody knew exactly what was going to
happen now, and there was a lot of interest
taken in the subject.  Kverybody through-
out the length and breadth of the country, in
fact, was discussing the fortunes of the Blue
Crusac ers_. It was the sensation of the day—
the general topic of conversation.

And here, 1n the Iast House Fourth, was
the rephew-—the heir—of the man who owned
the famous Blues! +

“There's one thing 1 can tell vou,” said
Lionel thoughtfully.  *“My uncle bas ad-
mitted that he has been neglecting I)u:mecs1
for a good few weeks—and he has become
forgetful, too. He's been so confoundedly
secedy that he has taken

13

“I was hoping that the top seat had
already been dusted for me, sir,” said

Corcoran gravely.
with DMr. Pyecvaft, and the

He went off

other juniors chuckled. It was the universal
opinion that Lionel Corcoran was a distinct
acquisition to the Junior School at St.

Frank’s.

CHAPTER 8.

Corcoran's Way !

URIOUSLY enough,
the new boy found
himself at the top of

3 the Form when after-

noon  lessons  coni-
the TFourth class-room. Ny,

Pycraft had examined

menced In

very little interest In . him, and had promptly
his affairs. So perhaps placed him at the top
he's really to blame for EARLY ADV ENTURBS! —much to the indig-
all that has happened. nation of the rest of
1 shan’t know definitely the Torm.

until he comes back.” But  Mr. Horace

“It’s a pity the Blue
Crusaders are so jolly
far off!"” eaid Hand-
forth, with a snort.
“IWhat'’s the good of us

Ad ventures

Would you like to read the Early
of the boys of St.
Frank's? Of course you would !
Then you'll find a Topping Long

Pyceraft was very much
of a toady; he knew
that Corcoran was o
celebrity, and  he
anted to .please this

taking an 1nterest Complete Tale of Nipper and Co., new fellow,  Later on,
them ? Browton 1 of the Remove in this Tuesday’s if Corcoran proved un-
hundreds of miles . [ worthy eof his high
away!” SRR »osition in the Form,
“They come some- THE e could be discreetly
times to the qmrthr——m D shifted down a position
play away matches,” popULAR 2 : or two.
sax«d Corcoran. It was characteristio
“Yes, but nowhere of Armstrong  that
near here,”” argued - Study No. 12 should
Handforth.  “If Bannington Town were a| be deserted at tea-time. During the morning

Second Division Club it would be different—
the Blues would come to Bannington once in
a season, anyvhow, DBut there isn't a Second
Division club for miles and miles!”

“You'd better ask Corcoran very nicely,
and he’ll probably suggest to his uncle that
the Blue Crasaders shoald be shifted to the
\Olll]l of England!” said Nipper, with genfle

sarcasm. “It's a pity you cant cver sce
them, Handy!” .

“Are vou trying to be funny?” demanded
Handforth, glaring.

“In my feeble way, I thought I had sue-
ceeded ! murmured Nipper.

At that moment Mr. Horace Pyeraft
arrived on the scene. Mr. Pyeraft was the
master of the Fourth.

Vi L

“Ab, so you are the new boy?” he said,
adjusting his glasses and inspecting Corcoran
with interest. “Your name 15 Corcoran, I
believe ?

wxee 2"

“Then come with me. young man!” said
Mr, Pyeraft, X wish to have a few words
with wyou in my study before efternoon
lessons commence, I trust that I shall be

able to place you fairly high in the Torm.”

Armstrong and Grifith had decided
over to tea at the River House School with
some  friends.  And the arvival of Lionel
Corcoran had made no difference to Arm-
strong’s me'-.

Yet 1t would have been casy enough to stay
behind, and to welcome the newcomer into
Study 12 in a fitting way. But then,
Timothy Armstrong was no leader, and in his
own paltry fashion he believed that it would
do the new boy good to leave him alone for
a-bit, Armstrong consiaered that it wouldn't
have been wise to take too much notice of
him to start with, It mught give him swelled
head.

So Corcoran cheerily accepted an invitation
from Buster Boots, and his first tea at St.
Frank’s was partaken of in the Modern
IHouse, in Study No. 6.

Before tea, however,

to go

there had been a good
decal of lavghter out in the Triangle. The
new fellow had occasioned 1t. Lessons over,
(Corcoran had a good leok round the sclicol
while the davlight lazted, escorled by an
er:thusiasiie throng of Fourth-Formers,

As they came back 1nto  the Triangle,
through the Woest Arch, they beheld Hand-
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forth punting a football about near the

gy mnaumm
w :ticmd an ass!” commented Bob
Uhr:st:m:. “He'll lose that ball, the same as

he lost tBe other one,”

“Whieh other one?” asked Corcoran
politely.
“0Oh, 1t happened the other day,” said

Christine,
his new football in the Trlanrrle
he kicked it into our lobby.

“The East House lobby?”

“Yes,” said Boh, “Naturally, old Pycraft
was coming along at the moment—mastors
always do come along at such mome
he collared the giddy thing. He shoved it
into his study, and won’t part with it.”

“Handy’s going the right way to work to
get another football nabbed,” said Boots.
““Not that it would matter much——in’s an
ancient-looking article.”

“But even old footballs are pretty t:}ugh
said Corcoran,

Ifatty Little, of the West House, was pass-
mg at the moment, and Bob Christine
grinned,

*“1 wonder if that old football of Handy’s
would stand Fatty’'s weight being dumped
down upon it?” he said, with a chuckle.

“No nced to wonder!” replied Cercoran
promptly. ™ We’ll soon see.”

“IEh% ejaculated Bob, *“But I was only
joking——"" '

“And a jolly good joke, too!” nodded
(Corcoran. ‘“‘Come on—lend a hand, you
fellows. Six of us will be enough. Don't
forget that the Fourth has got to keep its
end up., Down with the Remove! That's our
motto !”’

The other Fourth-Formers grinned, and
half a dozen of them were willing enough to
assist this new chap—who seemed to make
all his decisions on the spur of the moment.

Corcoran ped Fatty Little on the
t}:uulder and Eeamed into his face.

“Just a moment, old man,” he said kindly.
“Come this way, will you?”

“Rather!” said Fatty eagerly.

As 1t happened, Handforth and the football
were near the school tuckshop now, and
[Fatty naturally fell into a little error. Lionel
Corcoran went on i advance, nodded cheer-
fully to Handforth, and pwkod up the ancient
football.

“Yours?’ sald Corcoran pohte*ly

“Yes!” replied Handforth. “You leave it
alone, you silly new Fourth-Former——"

“Keep your hair on!” said Lionel, as he
carcfully set the football on the ground.
“Ready, you chaps?” _

“Yes!” yelled the Fourth-Formers.

They whirled Fatty Little up suddenly—
nnexpectedly.

Bump! DBang!

There was a thud and
[Fatty Little sat in the Triangle,
bowildered.

“Thought so!” said Corcoran, shaking his
head. “Ilven the best of footballs won't
stand that sort of treatment.”

He and the other Fourth-Formers strolled

* Handy was fooling about with
hrere, and

a violent concussion.
looking
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off towards the other side of the Triangle. as
though the matter were ended. Handforth
stared blankly, and Fatty Little roared with
pain and indignation,

“Hi!” bellowed Handforth suddenly.
l‘j“}’lﬂu Fourth-Formers have busted my foot-
a !.‘I‘J‘

Corcoran turned.

“Yes, I believe we have,” he said solemnly.

“What's the idea?” bawled Handforth,

“Nothing much—we were only gettling a
little argument,” replied Lionel. “Sorry
about the ball, Handy.”

He walked on, and the expression on
Handforth’s face was so funny that a roar of
laughter went up—from FKFourth-Formers and ’

Removites alike,
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“For the love of Samson!” murmured
Travers. “This new chap 18 a cool
customer !”

Before Handforth could recover himself all
the Fourth-IFormers had vanished. TLionel,
in fact, remembering what his compamom
had 1ust told him, was making his way to
Mr. Pyeraft’s atud}'

He tapped on the door and entered.

““Ah, Corcoran!” said Mr. Pycraft. “I am
pleased with the way you appMed yourself
to work this afternoon. I realise how difficult
it is for a new boy to settle down.”

“Oh, I genecrally take things easﬂ}, sir,”
replled Corcoran.  “That’s why I've come
here, sir.”

“] don’t think I
Pyceraft.

“I've come to take Handforth’s football
away, sir,” explained Corcoran.

Mr. Pyeraft frowned.

“Really, Corcoran——"" he began.

"1 understand you confiscated it, sir,
went on the new {ellow, “Handforth is a bit
upset about it-—particularly as another foot-
ball of his has just been busted by accident.

understand,” said Mr.

Well, perhaps it wasn’t by accident—but it
was busted, all the same. May I take it,
‘111"?”

Mr. Pycraft frowned; he didn’t like giving
up that football. Yet, at the same time, he
wanted to be on the best possible terms with
Corcoran. He hesitated a moment, and then
took the ball out of a cuphoard

“Well, Corcoran, T'll let you have it, bur.
I doubt if T would do this for anybody else,”
he said impressively. “When you return it
to Handforth, do n{)t fail to assure him that
I shall confiscate it for good 1if he ever
kicks it into tho East House lobby again.’

“J,Vvq sir,” said Corcoran, ‘“Thank yeu,
sir 1%

He had evidently spoken the truth when he

remarked that he took things ecasily. He had
certainly taken that football with supreme
case. He tucked it under his arm, and with
twinkling eyes he marched outside into the
Trmngie

After all, he had, in a spirit of fun, burst

Handforth’s other football, so it was only
right that he should pvrfmm this friendly

little service.

He emerged into the

Triangle with the
football still tucked under

his arm. and he
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found Handforth arguing hotly with Church
and DMecClure, and with several other
Removites,

“If you're going td punch the new chap
in the eye, Handy, now's your chance!” Full-
wood was saving. ‘“He's just come out.”

Handforth twirled round, and then with a
roar he charged at Lionel Corcoran. DBut his
gaze was fixed feverishly upon the football
under Corcoran’s arm,

—_—

CHAPTER 9.
Becoming Popular !

ASY — casy!”  said
Lionel, as Handforth
rushed up. *‘Sorry
avout that footer of
vours, Handforth, but

by way of compensation—"

“T'll get my own compensation!” roared
Handforth, as he grabbed the football. ** By
George! Got it! Now I'll show you some-
thing, you funny Fast House fathead!”

“But wait!” urged Lionel. “That ball
isn't mine——"

But Handforth took no notice. He ran
off, shoved the football inte MeClure's hands,
and then made a rush at Fatty Little, who
was 1dling round the school tuckshop.

. “Just a minute, Fatty!” said Handforth
briskly.

“Hi! Look out!” ejaculated Fatty Little,
“I'm sore——"

“That’s nothing !” said Handforth. “Come
on, you fellows—-three or four of you! Mac,
shove that football on the ground!”

McClure did as he was directed. and the
innocent Fatty Little, much to his helpless
rage, was seized by Handforth and three or
[our of the other Removites.,

“Those silly Fourth-Formers busted my
foothall—so I'll bust theirs!” grinned Hand-
forth. ““Come on! Fatty's a good buster !”

“Leggo!” hooted Fatty Little wildly.
“You silly asses—"

Bump!

TI'atty bounced amazingly, and the football
remained intact,

“Next time!” panted Handforth.

Bump! Bang!

There was no mistake about it this time,
The football collapsed, and Fatty Little again
sat 1n the Triangle, howling at the top of his
voice. Just then Lionel Corcoran strolled up,
an expression of mild amusement on his face.

“That’'s what you get for being funny!”
said Handforth triumphantly,

“Well, of course, you can do what you like
with the football,” said Lionel, with a carcless
wave of his hand. “But Mr. Pyeraft told me
to tell you that he’ll confiscate it for good if
you ever kick it into the Ilast House again.”

“Wha-a-at ?” gurgled Handforth,

“It's yours, old man,” nodded Corcoran.
““I went and rescued it for you. you know.
Rather a pity to epoil it like that. Such a
good football, too!”

|
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And Lionel, with another nod, strolled off-
amidst the yelling laughter of the IFourth-
I'ormers, who were appreciating the joke to
the full. -

Handforth turned a sickly colour, and his
eves looked dazed.

“My football!” he breathed.
thev're both busted!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!®

“You'll do, Corcoran, old man!” chuckled
Buster EBoots, clapping the new fellow on the
bazlk, and after that they went in to tea.

It wasn’t until quite late in the evening that
Corcoran encountered Timothy Armstrong.

It was in the Iast House Common-room,
and quite & number of Fourth-Formers were
present. Buster Boots and Bob Christine and
a good few other Modern House juniors had
come in with Corcoran, and they found Arm-
strong looking very umportant and positively
strutting about.

Avmstrong was big, burly and aggressive,
He was very much of a wimi-hag, and nobody
really took any notice of him,

“Is this the chap I want to sce?” asked
Corcoran, nodding towards Armstrong.

“Yes, he's Armstrong,” said Buster Boots,
“ Armstrong, this is Corcoran. I don’t know
whether you'’ve met him yet.”

Timothy Armstrong looked
fellow with disdain,

“T'm not in the habit of being too familiar
with new kids,” he said pompously. **As
soon as vou shake down, Corcoran I might
havo a few words with you now and again.”

“That's very kind of you—but what about
a few words now 7" asked Corcoran.

If Armstrong had been as aggressive as he
pretended to be, he would have done some-
thing to squash the new. fellow. As it was,
he wv.as merely taken aback.

“Now ?” he repeated blusteringly,

“No time like the present,” nodded
Corcoran. ‘" About the sports, for cxample.
I’'ve been hecaring some very bad reports,
Armstrong.” :

“What the deuce do you mean?”

“Secrious reports, ia fact,” went on Cor-
coran. “You're the leader of the juniors in
this House, aren't you?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Then you've been leading everybody the
wrong way,” said Corcoran. “No offence,
old man—but truth is truth. "I understand
that there's not a single IZast House fellow
in the Junior Eleven. Is that right?”

“Hang vou! I'm not going to answer your
CUHfﬂltnlﬁ‘(?d <questions !” roared Armstrong.

“Is it right?” insisted Corcoran,

“Yes!” shouted Armstrong, completely
flusteved.

“Then why aren't there any East House
fellows in the Junior Eleven ?” demanded Cor-
coran. ‘‘By the look of them, they're hefty
enough, and it's only a question of training
and sticking to it.”

“Are yvou trying to pick a quarrel with
me ?" demanded Armstrong furiously. “I'm
not going to stand this sort of dictation from
a new kid! Mind your own beastly business,

|2

Corcoran!

“Then—then

at the new
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“But I'm rather interested in football, as
you may know, and I'd like to see our House
supreme———""

“You’ll either shut up, or I'll knock you

down!” Dbellowed Armstrong, “I'm the
leader here, and I don’t stand cheek from
anybody I -

“You're the leader, are you?” said Cor-
coran, with steel% calmness. ‘“Can you tell
a

me, off hand, what you've been leading . in
of late? Have you worked any japes on the
Remove fellows? 1 understand they’'ve

plaved a good many practical jokes on you
chaps. What about a httle ret&iiatinn B

“Hear, hear!” murmured the crowd.

“Good old Corcoran!”’ .

“It's about time we bucked up in this
House !”

There were a good many comments.
Timothy Armstrong was startled as he heard
them. He was staggered to find that the
juniors of his own House were approving of
this new fellow's “nerve.” He quite over-
looked the fact that Lionel Corcoran had
come to St. Frank’s with a glamour of fame
round him. He had brought a name into the
Fourth. He was Corcoran of the DBlue
Crusaders! And all the Bast House fellows
felt that he was worthy of their support.

“We don’t want to talk about knocking
onc another down,” said Lionel soothingly.
“We'd better get together, Armstrong. I'm
a peaceful sort of fellow, but 1 like to see
plenty of life in a House. When I was
at Redcliffe, not long ago, I was always
leading the chaps into japes, and we were
keen on sports, too, Well, why shouldn’t the
East House be supreme? It may be a pretty
long job, but there’s plenty of time ahead of
us, and if we only stick at it——"

“Rot!” interrupted Armstrong rudely.

“Is it rot to be ambitious about one’s
House ”

“You've got too much to say for a new
chap!” blustered Armstrong “And I'm
giving you fair warning, Corcoran! I'm fed-
up with you! If you talk any more of your
rot, I'll knock you down!”

Lionel Corcoran shrugged his shoulders.

“It all depends upon what you call rot,”
he replied. “Personally, I think it's rather
a good idea for us to work up a sporting
spirit in this House——"

Crash!

Without warning, Armstrong brought his
right fist round, and sent it thudding into
Lionel Corcoran’s face. The new boy stag-

gered, slithered back, and toppled over to
the floor!

CHAPTER 10,
The New Leader !

Q| [1ERE was an
mediate uproar,

Corcoran picked
himself up, felt his
face tenderly, and
then dusted himself down.

1m-
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as ice. Timothy Armstrong was standing

there, flushed, hot, and furious. And he was
rather taken aback by Corcoran’s cool
demeanour.

“That’s what you get for talking back at
me !” he said thickly.

“1 rather think,” said Corcoran, “that
there’'s only one way of settling this little
affair, Armstrong. We’'ll have a fight, if
yvou don’t mind.”

“A—a fight!”
startled.

“Just a little private mill of our own,”
nodded Corcoran.

A yell went up from everybody
Common-room. = °

“A fight—a fight!”

“Well, Armstrong jolly well asked for it

“Serves him right I

Armstrong backed away.

“Hang you!” he shouted. “I'm not going
to fight you! I don’t fight with new kids!”

“No?” said Lionel, stepping forward, and
flipped Armstrong across thesface with the
back of his fingers. ‘' Will you fight now?”

Armstrong winced under the stinging cut.

“Yes, confound you!” he grated chok-
ingly. “And I’'ll shew you your place, too.
You—you beastly new kid! T'm the leader in
this House!”

He pecled off his jacket, and Corcoran fol-
lowed his example. There were shouts every-
where, and the excitement was tremendouns.
Yet the majority of those juniors were all
in favour of Corcoran. They never had had
any sympathy with Armstrong, anyhow, and
his present behaviour was boorish, to say
the least of it. Corcoran would have been
a worm if he hadn’t challenged Armstrong
to a fight.

The news spread, and before two minutes
had elapsed Handforth & Co. burst in, and
then Nipper and Watson and Tregellis-West
arrived, followed by Reggie Pitt and Travers
and Fullwood, and a few others,

“Where’s the fight?” demanded Handforth

ejaculated Armstrong,

in the
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briskly, “I’ll be referee——"
“You'll be quiet!”” interrupted Buster
Boots. “I'm rvefereec here! If you silly

Removites want to watch, you ecan watch.
But don’t butt in!”

“Buster's right, Handy,” said Church. ““It’s
their affair!”

“Qh, well, T suppose it is!” admitted Hand-
forth reluctantly. “ But look here, Corcoran.
You’d better buck up—it's getting jolly late.”

“The fight won't take long,” replied Cor-
coran calmly.

“About ten seconds!” snorted Armstrong.
“By then you'll be senscless!”

But he didn’t like the look of Lionel Cor-
coran’s muscles; neither did he like the look
of Corcoran’s coolness, There was something
very calm and confident about the new boy’s
manner,.

Armsirong himself felt that he was acting
strongly ; he told himself that he was making
a fine showing as a defermined leader. Ho
was blind to the truth—just as he was blind
to the antagonism of ninety per cent of the
spectators.
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Handforth placed the football on the ground and then advanced towards Fatty Little.
him ! "’ roared Handy, and Fafty was seized by a number of Removites.
But the leather was still intact.

on the ball, then bounced up.

“Time!"” sang out Bob Christine, watch in
hand.

A rough-and-roady ring was formed, and
then Armstrong and Corecoran faced one
another—with bare fists. There was no tiume
for gloves, The crowd pressed round, eager
and excited.

“Now's vour chance, Corcoran!” shouted
Handforth. = “Knock this big fathead out,
and vou'll be leader of the Iast House
juntors! Tt’s about time they had a new
leader. too!”

“Hear, hear!” went up a general shout.

“Are all you fellows siding with the new
kid?” howled Armstrong wildly., ““What's
the good of me fighting if you're all against
me ¥

“Get on with the washing, and don’t jaw
so much!” said Boots. “ You provoked this
fight, Armstrong, so you'd betier carry on
with it.”

“Tine!” sang out Christine again.

- Armstrong, confident of his own powers,
rushed forward, his fist flaving the air like
a windmill. Corcoran stepped quickly aside,
his guard came up, and Armstrong’s random
blows were swept away.

Crash ! -

Corcoran’s fist thudded upon Armstrong’s
nose, and the Fast IHouse lcader staggered,
rocking on his heels.

STORY LIBRARY 17

i

““ Grab
Bump ! Fatty descended
““ Try it again ! *’ shouted Handforth,

Biff !

Before he could recover, Corcoran's
knuckles crashed against his chin, and he
went elean over.

“Go 1t, Corcoran!”’

“That’'s the stvle, old man!”

“On the ball, Blue Crusaders!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're whacked, Armstrong!”

Armstrong staggered to his feet, his face
aglow with rage and fear. Yor in the first
minute Corcoran had plainly proved that he
was a forceful fighter, Furthermore, he knew
a fremendous lot about boxing., Handforth
and Nipper and the others were watching
with keen, expert interest.

“It's not a fight at all,” said Handforth,
“Corcoran’s got him groggy already.”

“The sooner it's over, the beiter!” said
Nipper., “There’ll be a prefeet here In no
p
tine,"” -

Armstrong was on his feet again now, and’
he made another blind rush.  Corcoran had
expected a scrap of this kind, and he was
recady, He had no real grudge against
Armstrong, but he felt that it was necessary
for him to prove his worth., He had already
made up lizs muind that he would become the
leader of the Iast House juniors; he would
buck things up generally_ So it was very
necessary for him to beat Timothy Armstrong
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in pitched battle. And it would be all the
more to his credit if he got the job over

quickly.
Crash! Biff! Thud!
Like lightning, Corcoran’s blows went

home—one on the chest, another on the point
of Armstrong’s chin, a third on Armstrong's
left eye. The IEast House leader staggered
about drunkenly, and not one of his own
blows had got home., Corcoran hadn’t even
been touched.

Armstrong made a last effort, dizzy as heo
was—Ifor he was no coward. He blundered in,
panting, gasping, and nearly choking with
rage. He gave Corcoran the very opening he
needed.

Crash !

It was a knock-out! Armstrong sagged at
the knees, and sprawled over backwards, to
lie on the floor motionless.

Then, before any of the juniors could make
a comment, before they could move, the
door suddenly burst open.

“Cave!’”’ breathed somebody.

Mr. Horace Pyecraft strode in. And the
juniors were amazed when he refrained from
- making any comment on the scene. Mr.
Pycraft’s face was grave, his eyes were
troubled. For once he looked even kindly.

“Corcoran!” he said, in a solemn voice.

“Yes, sir?”

“It is my painful duty—that is to say, the
headmaster has requested me to hand you
this telegram, Corcoran,” said Mr. Pycraft
quietly. ‘It has only just arrived, and
the headmaster sent it direct to me. Per-
haps—perhaps 1t would be better for you
to read it yourself,”

There was such a world of solemnity in
Mr. Pyecraft’s voice that a pin might ga.ve
been heard to drop in the Common-room.

CHAPTER 11.
Bad News !

IONEL CORCORAN
moved forward, roll-
ing his sleeves down
as he did so. His

- face had lost its
flush, for there was, perhaps, a suspicion -of
the truth in his mind. e took the telegram
from Mr. Pyeraft’s hands, and Mr. Pycraft
refrained from looking at him. |

“Read it, Corcoran!” he said huskily.

The new boy took the pinkish form, opencd
it out, and read the words. Then he drew
his breath in sharply, and his face became
ashen. But in a moment he had recovered
himself.

“Thank you, sir,” he said, very quietly.

“I would like, Corcoran, to express my
sympathy,” said Mr. Pyeraft. *“This is
deed a tragic first day for you at St. Frank’s,
If you are in need of advice or help, please
como to me.”
. The juniors listened 1in a dull kind of way;
thev had never heard Mr. Pyeraft speak in
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such kindly tones before. They were startled,
too, by the whole dramatic occurrence.

Lionel Corcoran was reading the telegram
again, and these were the words that swam
and danced before his eyes:

“ Headmaster, St. Frank’'s College, Bellton,
Sussex, Please inform Lionel Corcoran that
his uncle suddenly died late this evening.
I will telephone at ten o’clock. Shevingham.”

It was a shock, but not such a shock 1s
it might have been. Lionel Corcoran knew
that his uncle had been very unwell of late;
when Le had gone back to Browton, at the
end of the previous week, he had looked a
broken man. So this news, tragic as it was,
did not come as a stunning blow.

“In the circumstances, I shall not—ahem!
—make any inquiries regarding this dis-
graceful scenel!” said Mr. Pycraft, with a
slight return of his usual manner, as he
surveyed the Common-room. ‘‘I must insist,
however, that all of you shall be quiet. Cor-
coran has just received the tragic news that
his uncle 1s dead. That is all I have to
say."

And Mr. Pycraft retired from the Common-
room.

As soon as he had gone, there was a
subdued murmur. Everybody was trying to
sympathise with Corcoran, and they knew
that they were making a hopeless mess of it..

Armstrong, who had been dragged to his
feet by Griffith and Freeman, was just be-
ginning to recover his wits. He looked
across at Corcoran in a bleary kind of way.

“Well, you've knocked me out!” he mut-
tered. “I suppose you consider yourself
leader now—eh 7"

“1f the chaps will have me—yes
Corcoran quietly.

“Rather !” went up a chorus,

“Onty i1t’s hardly the time, just now, to
talk about this,” said Buster Boots. ““We'd
better all go to our studies as quietly as
possible.” ' "

“What’s all the mystery?” asked Arm-
strong, in a dull voice. ‘““Have I been asleep,
or what? 1 don’t seem to remember——"

““Corcoran put you to sleep for an odd

!!!

replied

forty winks,” said Bob Christine. ‘ Don’t
make a fuss, Armstrong——"

“T’'m not making any fuss!” grunted
Armstmn% savagely. ‘“Only if Corcoran
thinks he’s going to boss me. he’s made a

mistake! I'm not going to take any orders
from a rotten new chap——"

“Dry up!” hissed Griffith. “Corcoran has
jnst had a telegram to say that his uncle
died this evening!”

“Oh!” gasped Armstrong. “I--1I didn’t
know 1"’

“What will you do, Corcoran?” asked
Nipper.

“I suppose I shall have to go to Browton
to-morrow,” replied the new fellow. *Poor
old uncle! A# least he died in his own home
—and near his beloved Blue Crusaders!”

“You don’t seem verv ent up!” remarked

Merrell, with a sniff.
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Some of Corcoran’s colour returned.
“You don't expeet me to blubber, do

vou:" he said guetly. *I suppose 1 can

be cut up without making a display of it

Desides, I was half afraid of something like

this: I knew how ill my uncle was.”
“You'll corne back to St. I'rank’s, though,

won't you?" asked somebody.
“After the funcral—yes,” replied Cor-
coran, ‘“Why not? I've got to be at some

school, haven't 1? My guardian’s dead,
and——""
“Your guardian!” interrupted Turuer,

“Haven't yvou got any other relatives?”
“No—at least, only distant ones.”
“Then—then you inherit everything that

vour uncle left?”

*I suppose so,” said Corcoran, with, a
frown. - “But why talk about that-—now?”

“Sorry!” sald Turner, colouring. “Only
—only I was thinking about the Bluc
Crusaders! Your uncle owned the elub en-
tirely, didn’t he? So it now becomes yvours!”

There was an immediate buzz—a subdued
one, but a buzz nevertheless,

“Dy George!” came Handforth's in-
cautious voice. “What do you think of that,
vou fellows! A giddy Fourth-Former own.
ing a professional football club! The Blue
Crusaders elub belongs to Corcoran!”

“*My only hat!” '

“Well, 1'm jiggered!”

Evervbody was startled. It had been scn-
sational enough for Corcoran to be the
nepbew of the man who owned the Blue
" (Crusaders club,  But now, by the  sudden
. and unexpected decath of the Colonel, Lionel
(orcoran was the absolute owner of the
Jlue Crusaders! This was indeed a scnsa-
tion ' :

“8Still, it doesn't mako much difference,”

said Handforth, **What can Corcoran do?

The Blue Crusaders are up north somewhere

—in a big industrial town named DBrowton,
The faet that he's the owner won't mako
any real difference. Wo can’t go and sce
the Crusaders, We can’t take any interest
in the club.”

“Shut up. Handy!” muttered Church.
“This isn't the- time to be talking about
footer !”

“By George. no!” said Handforth, with a
start., **Sorry!”

Nobody knew quite what to say. Corcoran
himsclf relieved the situation by intimating
that he would go to the hecadinaster. No
doubt Dr. Stafford would be expecting bin.
Besides, 1t was necessary to make some sort

of arrangements regarding his 1mmediate
moverrents,
After Corcoran had gone, the =zir fel;

clearer, and the juniors were ab'e to talk
more freely,

“He took it like a man!” said Nipper
aprecengly.  *Anybody could see thet lie
vwas dreadfully cut up.”

“Yes, rather!” said Handforth dreamly.
“ And he's the owner of the Bluo Crusaders!
A giddy ¥ourth-Former at St. ¥Frank's! L'he
owner of a professional football club! Weli,
what next?”
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CHAPTER 12,
ﬂon]ectutes !

T ten o'clock, in the
headmaster’s  study,
liionel bhad quite a
long talk over the

- telephone with Lord

Shevingham—the distinguished father of

“Tich " Harborough, the celebrated schoot-

boy winger of the Blue Crusaders,

Lord Shevingham, it appeared, was Colonel
C‘orecoran’s executor, and it was he who was
making all arrangements up in Browton. It
scemed that the Crusaders were still at sixes
and sevens; they had not been able to dis-
cover a new ground, and there scemed to be
no chance of finding onc.

Lord Shevingham urged Lionel to take it
quictly, and to remain at Rt. IFrank’s until
he-- Lord Shevingham—communicated with
him again. ,

After the headmaster had duly expressed
his deepest sympathy, Lionel went to his
own House, and found My, Barnaby Gooic
awaiting him,

There was another ordeal here—Mr, Goole
was full of sympathy, too. and the new boy
was heartily glad when he found himsett
in his dormitory. It was occupied by Arm.-

strong and Griflith, and they were Dboth
awake.
“Sorry to disturb sou, old sons,” =aid

Lionel, as he undressed. " DBut it's a bit ex-
ceptional, 1sn't it ?"”

“That's all right!” growled Armstrony.
11 ) s - . Lk
l:f}qu }Jf,re, Corcoran, I've been thinking,

o8

“TI was a bit of a cad this evening, to
bash vou in the face as I did!” went on
Armstrong, in a muttering voice.  “You
knocked me out, and now you're the leader
of the Ilast House juniors. Well, I want to
tell you that I'll support vou lovally. I've
been thinking it over, and perhaps it's high
time that we had somebody with a lot of
brainy ideas.”

corcoran  was surprised—pleasantly _sur-
prised.
“Good man!” he said heartily. “That

the spirit, Armstrong. old man! Tet's call
it quits, ch? We'll let bygones be bygones.™

“That’s—that’s what I meant!” muttered
Armstrong, awkwardly holding out I
hand.

They shook, and then Armstrong's face
cleared. That serap in the Common-room
had done him a world of good; it had re-
vealed his own shortcomings more than any
amount of talking could have done. Eyen
Griffith was surprised ; he had never believed
that his study-mate had possessed such
courage. For it required a good deal of
courage for Armstrong to act as he was now
acting. Perhaps Corcoran’s bercavement had
something to do with it.

It was carly in the morning before Lionel
slept. Ifor hours he tossed about, thinking,
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and it had occurred to him that he was now
in a responsihle position. :

The Blue Crusaders were in a tangle up at
Browton, and his uncle was dead. Therefore,

he, as the new owner, felt that it was up to
him to shoulder the club’s problems.

Although he was so late in getting to sleep,
Lionel Corcoran was up before the rising bell
sounded, At eight o'clock he was down at
the post office in Bellton. He was handing in
a telegram.

It was a wire to Lord Shevingham, and in
it he intimated that he would arrive in
Browton the following day—Wednesday. He
also hinted that he was prepared to take over
the affairs of the club.

“Well, that’s that!” he murmured, as he
wallked back towards St. Frank’s. “It's pretty
awful about my uncle—but T don’t see why
Fatty Fowkes and Dave Moran and all those
other chaps should suffer. TI'm the new
cwner, and 1t’s up to 1ne to look after them.
The club’s mine, and I'm going to take an
interest in it.”

He carried on as usual during the morning. |

He attended lessons in the Fourth-Form class-
room, and everybody admired him for the
way in which he took the blow. But, of
course, there was no larking about—no joking
with him.

St. Frank’s itself went on in just the same
way as of old—but in the Fourth, at least,
there was a certain amount of reserve. OQOut
of respect for Corcoran the juniors were less
boisterous than usual.

He was absent during the afternoon. It
appeared that a solicitor had telephoned him
from Bannington, and he had gone over to
meet the gentleman. He didn't come back,
either. It leaked out later that Corcoran
had telephoned to Mr. Goole, and had re-
ceived the latter’s permission to go straight
on to Browton. For some reason Lionel had
changed his plans, and instead of waiting
until the morrow he had. gone north to-day.

Now that he was definitely gone—with a
certainty that he would not be back until late
in the week—all the juniors felt that they
could talk openly and freely.

“Well, to-day’s Tuesday,” remarked Hand-
forth. ‘I don't suppose the colonel’'s funeral
will be until Thursday—so it’s more than
likely that we shan’t see Corcoran again until
Friday or Saturday. I wonder what the
dickens he's going to do about the Blue
Crusaders #”

‘““Goodness
“You saw
didn’t you7”

“Yes, rather!” put in Harry Gresham,

“Things are worse than ever! Now that
the colonel is dead there’s nothing but chaos.
The papers are hinting that the Blue
Crusaders will go out of existence. They're
saying that the club will be wound up, and
that it will die a natural death.”

“I should hardly think that,” said Nipper
thoughtfully. ““Of course, it’s possible that
Corcoran will sell his interest in the club.”

only knows!”

said Nipper,
the newspapers

this morning,

THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

‘““His interest |” echoed. Handforth. “ That's
everything! e owns the club!”

“It's a rummy situation,” said Nipper. “I
mean, a schoolboy owning a Second Division
frotball elub!”

““Not that it affects us in any way,” con-
tinued Handforth grufily. *“ As I said before,
Browton i1s hundreds of miles away. So
what’'s the good of us talking about the
%rusaders? Weo shall never be able to see
them.”

The Wednesday passed without any word
from Corcoran, audpcm Thursday it was just
the same. The newspapers had cut down
their paragraphs about the Crusaders, and
the whole affair was beginning to die down.
Nobody quite knew what was going to happen
to the club, and, according to the reports,
the management had not found a new ground.

There seemed a good deal of mystery about
the Blues.

On Thursday night, late—just before the
fellows were getting ready to go to bed—
Lionel Corcoran unexpectedly returned. He
was looking tired, and yet, at the same time,
his eyes were glintirig with a purposeful light.

“Jolly glad to see you back again!” said

X}

Armstrong heartily, as he welcomed him. “I
suppose you’ve had a pretty tiring day?”
“We didn’t expect you back until to-

L morrow at the latest,” said Griffith,

“I thought it just as well to come away
immediateﬁy after the funeral,” said Lionel
quietly. ‘““What was the good of staying
behind? There aren’t any ties to keep me in
Browton.”

“What about the Blue Crusaders?”

““I’ve bgen thinking about them,” said Cor-
coran, with a nod. ‘“And I decided that it
was better for me to come straight away.
My uncle has gone now—the funeral went off
very quietly and peacefully—and now I can
feel that I am in a position to get busy.”

But Corcoran did not explain what it was
he was going to get busy on.

CHAPTER 13.

Corcoran’s Staggering
Proposals !

EXT morning Lionel
Corcoran, looking
bright and fresh, pre-
sented - himself  at
Study € in the

Ancient House,

It wasn’t breakfast-time yet, and 8t Frank’s
was not properly awake. Within three or
four minutes Corcoran had Handforth & Co.
in Study C, in addition to the usual
occupants.

“I want a quiet word with you fellows,”
said Corcoran briskly. ‘‘Perhaps it would be
just as well for me to go to the Fourth-
Formers—but it’s a question of football, and
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vou're the leaders of football in the Junior
mchool, aren’t you?” _

“Well, I suppose so0,” admitted Nipper.

“Good enough, then,” nodded Corcoran.
“As vou kunow, I got back last night.”

“Yes, we heard.”

“Well, I had a rcason for rushing back to
St. IFrank’s so quickly,” continued Corcoran,
“There was rgeally no reason why 1 should
rematn in Browton——"

The door opened and Buster Boots entered,
followed by Bob Christine and Armstrong and
Griffith and four or five other leading lights
in the Fourth,

“Then i1t's true!” said Boots sternly,

“What's true?” demanded Handfortl,

“This—this new chap has come to you
fellows for a consultation, instead of to the
Fourth!” said Boots indignantly. * What do
you mcan by it, Corcoran?”

Lionel smiled,

“There’s nothing private about it,” le
said. I was going to tell you afterwards—
but this has saved me the trouble. It's about
football, you see,” he added blandly. * Natur.
ally, 1 have come to the fellows who under-
stand football.”

“You—you silly ass!” said Boots grulffly.

The Fourth-Formers ecrowded in, and the
door was closed.

“I was just telling these chaps that |
rushed back to St. Frank's becaunse I had a
reason,” said Lionel. “I had better explain
that there has been some tricky work up at
Browton. There’s a First Division club there
—the Rangers—and 1 believe that their
management has been doing its best to chuck
the Crusaders out of the town for good.”

“The scheming rotters!” said Handforth
indignantly.

“Well, avyway, a lot of fishy things have
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been  going  on,” said Corcoran “For
example, a dud solicitor rang me up on

Tuesday, and got me to go over to Ban.
nington, I practically agreed to wind up the
Blue Crusaders—and then I found that he
was a fraud.”

“My only hat!”

“That's why I didn’'t come back to St
Frauk's.,” went on Corcoran. “By the way,
I've got my motor-bike here now, you know,
I didn't brine it on Monday, because 1t was
being tuncd up in Bannington.”

“Blow your motor-bike!” said Handforth,
“What about the Blues?”

“Well, this dad solicitor went to Browton
on the Wednesday and he pretended that he
had been 1nstructed by me,” continued
Lionel, “I meant to get there first, but
there was a bit of an acecident on the line,
aud I got a bash on the head. See this?”

He indicated a small pateh of plaster which
had been, until then, hidden by a tuft of his
hair.

“My goodness!” said Nipper.
been having an execiting time.”
“Yes, but I've done pretty well on the

whole,” said Corcoran rcflectyely. I met
all the plavers, and gave the:l‘ some special

“YNou've
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instructions. I'm the owner of the club now,
vou know, and I'm 1 a position to give
orders.  Well, after that T went on to Brow-
ton, saw MNr, Piecombe, the manager, and
told him to mark time until he heard from
me again,”™

“I don't suppose he liked that, did he?”
asked Nipper,

“He hated 1it,” grinned Corcoran. “Old
Piccombe is a eranky sort of chap, and he’s
got the wind up properly this week., He
thinks that the Crusaders are going to pot.
Still, he didn't get anything out of me—and
he won't get anything uniil I have definitely
fixed up the new arrangements,”

“What new arrangements?” asked Hand-
forth bluntly.

Licnel Corcoran abruptly changed the
subject.

“ Look here, you were telling me something
about the Bannington Town Footbail Club
on my first day here,” he said keenly., “It's
a Third Division team, isn't it ?”

“Yes; but—"

“NWell, is it true that the elub has recently
been nearly bankrupt, aund that you fellows
have been helping theni along ?”

* “Quite true,” said Nipper.
in a very rocky position.”

“Then yeu think it's possible that the elub
might accopt a tempiing offer, and clear
right out?”

“Clear out!” said Boots, staring.

..:,l'}

out of Bannington?
“Yes”

“DBut that's

“Thev've still

“Clear

dotty ™ put . Handforil,

S What would Danmington do without a biyg

football team? They've aiways been used to
one.,”

“Then they can have one!” said Lionel.
nedding, “ My idea 15 to bring the Crusaders
down to Bannmgton!”

There was  an  inslant’s  silence  after
(‘orcoran had inade this startling announce-
ment. Ie had spoken <o guietly, so casually,
that 1t was some moments Lefore the juniors
could grasp what he meant.  Then there
came a succession of srartled ejaculations and
gasps,

“Bring the Cruzadors to Bannington!”
ejaculated Handforth breathlessly,

*“What rot!” saud DBoots,

“(Cheese it, Corcoran!”

“It's not a subjcet to jnke onl’

“Of course nat

Lionel faced the storm with perfect calm-
NCSS. '
“ As it happens, T'in not jeking at all,” he
caid, when the hubbub had died down.

¥

“Not joking!” shonted Nipper. * You
don’t mean to sav that you're absolutely
seroust”’

“ Absolutely scricus!™ replied Lionel. My
wheeze is to buy up the Town ground, and
then instal the Blue (‘rusaders in Bannington
—for keeps.”

“My only sainied aunt ™

“Great Scott |7



Corcoran staggered, slithered back, and toppled over to the floor !

Crash ! Without warning Armstrong brought his right fist round, and sent it thudding into Lionel Corcoran’s
face.
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This chap’s going to be the death of us!”
said Boots, passing a hand over his brow,
“He’s too—too sudden! Ile takes my breath

a“‘ﬂyl”
“1 need to be sudden!” said Ceorcoran
grimly. “It’s Friday to-day -and to-morrow

the Crusaders have got a fixture—a home
matech, mind you—against Devon Wanderers.
And the Blues haven’t got a ground! One
must be found for them, That match isn’t
going to be postponed, as Mr. Piecombe
thinks. I've made up my mind that the
Blues® programme shall be carried on with-
out a hitch!”

“But you’ll never do it, Corcoran!” said
Nipper earnestly, “It's—it’s so outrageous!
You'll never get the directors of the Ban-

nington Town Club to listen to such a
startling proposition !”

“Why not?” asked Corcoran, “Loo!
here! Y1l put it in a nutshell! Now that

my uncle is dead 1 haven’t got any interest
in Browton. That’s obvious, isn’t 1t? And
the Crusaders have lost their ground in
Browton—and the Rangers are always schem-
ing against them. The best thing
to do is to clear the club right out.
Shift it. Uproot it, and plant 1t
somewhere else. And where else
but in Bannington? I'm a St.
Frank’s fellow now, and 1 want to
be near the elub. I want to take a
personal interest in it, I’ve made
up my mind to go ahead with this
scheme, and you’ve got to remem-
ber that money talks.”

“Money ?”" repeated Handforth
uncomprehendingly.

“Yes, maquey!” replied Corcoran.
“And whenit’s big money, it does
more than talk—it shouts!”’

CHAPTER 14,
The Surprise Packet !

LI. the juniors were
thoroughly shaken by
[.ionel Corcoran’s
daring suggestion,
Never for a moment

did they believe that it could possibly come

to anything. Dut they were intrigued by

the possibilitics. The Blue Crusaders in Ban-
nington—within a few minutes’ cycle ride of

St. Frank’s! 'This, indeed, was something to

justify their excitement !

And Corcoran was so capable, so cool, that
it really seemed that there was hope.
“Have you got big money,

asked Nipper,
“Tons of money!” replied Corcoran. “I’'m

not talking about my uncle’s personal
fortune, which I naturally inherit. No. I
mean the funds of the Blue Crusaders Club.
[t appears that my uncle gave an option on
the ¢lub ground in Browton, and an Ameri-
can firm toek up the option, and paid the

then 7"’

2 ;
THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

full price. It was a tremendous anmount of
money-—~running into tens of thousands,
That money belongs to the eiub. And I'm

going to use it for the club. T can buy this
Bannington ground, lock stock and barrel, and
still have thousands and thousands left, I
tell wvon, something must be done, The
Blues are without-a ground, and there's no
chance of getting one in Brawton. Drastice
ills need drastic remedies, you know.”

“But isn’t this a bit too drastic?”
Nipper dubicusly.
Football

askod
ly. "I mean, what about the
Associlation? Will they allow it?

"Will 1t be possible for you to shift a elub

from the north to the south?”
“I don’t seec what there is against it,”
plied Corcoran promptly.

re-
“Everything will

11 CXudcC 1€ SdIlle—olce wWe ve 0]
o on cxactly the sa ’ got a
keep 1ts

new ground. The club will still

Crash !

Without warning Armstrong brought h

face. Corcoran staggered, sli
[ place in the Second Division, and every
tixture will stand. What difference does it

make where the club 1s situated?”

“No difference at all!” said Handforth
enthusiastically, “Corcoran, old man, this
idea of yours is a top-notcher!”

“Some years ago the Woolwich Arsenal
Club moved from Woolwich to Highbury,”
remarked Lionel, with a smile, “That
wasn’t such a big jump—but it was possible,
wasn't 1t7 :jnf] the Arsenal have been doing
bhetter th ever at Highbury., Why

Ld
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shotildn’t a change of location benefit the
Blue Cruwsaders? And now that all my
interests are down in the south, I want the
club in the south.” :

“But there's Bannington Town to be con-
sidered,” put in Buster Boots, “That's go-
ing to be the problem. Whera are they
gomng to?”

“That's for them o dectile,” replied
Corcoran, without hesitation. " If I make them
a tempting enough offer, they’ll sell. You say

| ﬁﬁr{ir

and sent it thudding into Lionel Corcoran’s
toppled over to the floor !

they're in a very bad way finaacially—and
here’s their chance to put their house 1n
order. 1f I make it worth their while they’l]
soon find another location. There's nothing
to worry about there.”

““What does your manager, Mr. Piecombe,
say about this?” asked Church.

“ Nothing,” said Corcoran,
told him yet.”

“Oh » :

“No need to tell old Piecan,” went on
Corcoran. "“He’s a sound chap, but he’s a

“I haven’t
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bit cranky. Iar better keep him out of it
till it's ali settled. That’'s why I’ve left
him up in Browton with Smart, the trainer.
By the way, Tich Harborough is there, too.
but he’'ll be down to-morrow with Piceombe
and Smart. And by the time they get to

Hm;)nington I want everything to be fixed
up.

“You're a speed merchant, aren’t you?”
said Nipper, with a smile. *“Even if thig
thing is possible, I don't see how you can
get it fixed by to-morrow, Cor-
coran, 'The notice is tea short.”’

“There’s nothing like money!”
sald Corcoran. “And I'm in a
position to pay—I've arranged all
that with Lord Shevingham. I told
him what my plans were, and he
thought the idea was a pretty good
one—if it could be worked. He's
my uncle’s executor, and, with his
permission, everything will be O.K.
That’s why 1I'm safe. And I’ve got
a free ”hund to use the club’s
money. o

“My hat! It’s beginning to look
posstble !” said Bob Christine, with
shining eyes,

“You know the manager of the

Bannington Town Club, don’s
you "’ asked the new fellow.
“Old Billings?"’ said Nipper.

“Yes. He's a decent sort of chap,
too—and he likes us. We've helped
the club a bit, and he'd do prac-
tically anything we asked him—
within reason,”

“Then he’s the man to approach
first,” said Cercoran promptly.
“T'm going to ask forspdcial leave
this morning, and I'm going to sce
Mr. Billings. 1 shall want two or
three of you fellows to come with
me."’

“We shan’t be able to get off!”’
said Handforth, with a grunt.
l “0ld Crowell won’t exeuse us from
Pas0ns,”’

“1 think he will!” replied Corcoran. “I'll
have a word with my own Housemaster—and
then I'll huve a word with vours. You
fellows must be with me. I'mm a stranger to
Billings, but you know him intimately. I
shall need your support in this business.”

Sure enough, Lionel Corcoran worked the
oracle.

After breakfast he had a quiet talk with
the two Housemasters. He explained some-
t?fin& of the situation to them. Mr. Goole
didn’t pretend to know much about football,
and he promptly gave Corcoran permission to
be away from lessons. Mr. Nelson Lee, the
Housemaster of the Ancient House, was per-
fectly reasonable. He guessed at once that
Lionel had some scheme afoot with regard to
the Blue Crusaders. And so Nipper & Co.
and Handforth & Co. found themselves ex-
cused from morning lessons,

There were many rumours floating all
about the school now, and there was a good
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deal of excitement, too, Everybody was
tulking about Corcoran’s plans, but hardly
asybody would believe that the rumours

could be founded. on fact. It scemed too
fantastic to credit that the Blue Crusaders
were teally 1o be brought to Bannington,
The party, when it was ready, consisted of
Cecreoran, Buster Doots, Armstrong, Nipper,

Tregellis-West, Watson, IIandforth & Clo.
and Travers. All the other fellows were
tremendously  jealous, but they could do

notling,

“There’s ocne thing Pve got to tell you.”
said Corcoran, before they set out. “The
Blue (‘rusaders are now 1in Bannington.”

“*Whal 1™

“Tt's a fact!” said Corcoran, with the
atisost  coolness,  They've been in Ban-
nington  since  Wednesday.,  But I don't

want to -sce them to-day—not till to-morrow,
when eld Piceembe is here,. So when we get
into Bannington we shall have to be pretiy
carcful, Tf T spot any of the Blues T'll give
vou chaps the wink, and you’ll have to crowd
reund me,”

“But why all this mystery ?” asked Nipper,
staring.

“I've told all the players—Fatty Towkes
and Dave Moran and the rest—that they can
relv. on me!” said Corcoran stubboruly.
“And I'm not going to let them down! T've
assured them that evervthing will be all
right.  So we've just gof to make these
arrangements to-day. I've wiped the word
‘failire ' out.of my voecabulary.”

e —— ——

CHAPTER 15.
A Shock for Mr. Billings !

BILLINGS, the
manager of the Ban-
nington Town Club,

was 1n hig oflice when
the crowd of St

I'rank’s fellows arrived. They did not go 1mn-
mediately to the office, but, having entered
the ground, they went on to the playving
pitch and inspected it.

Lionel Carcoran was keenly interested.

“TIt'll do!” he said, taking a decp breath.
“It’'ll do fine! 1It’s a first-class enclosure!”

“One of tiue best on the South Cloast !’ said
Handforth, as though he owned it

“Not so hig as Moor Field, of course, but
there's plenty of room for enlarging the ter-
racing and the grand stand, if necessary,”
went on Lionel.  “It's a full-sized playing

Ko oat s etetoeessstssososesX
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pitch, too. Any First Division c¢lub ncedn’t
be ashamed of playing Lere.”

“But the Blue Crusaders are in the Second
Division,” said Handforth.

“They are—at present,” nodded Corcoran.
" But next season they’ll be promoted to the
IFirst Division.” ’

“There's nothing like being optimistie!”
chuckled Vivian Travers,  ““I only hope that
vou'll be able to push the business through,
and settle the deal. But you’ve got to remem-
ber that the directors of this club are local
tradespeople, and they’'re hable to be slow.”

“TI shall have to wake them up,” nodded
Corcoran.

He took another look round the ground,
and he was very pleased with it.

“A lot of money can be spent on  this
pTaf;u." he rewmarked. “There's room for
improvement, and fortunately my ¢lub has got
plenty of capital. 1 can sce this enclosure
growing into one of the best in the whole
country,”

“Well, boys, this 1s a pleasant surprise!™
camne a cheery voiee from  the rear. I
theught you youngsters were at work at this
hour on a Friday mormng 7V

They turned, and beheld Mr,
approaching them,

"Morntng, Mr, Billings!” said Nipper
briskly, “As a matter of fact, we're here
on business. At least, Corcoran is. Let me
introduced Lionel Corcoran.”

Billings

“Why, bless my soul!” ejaculated the
manager, staring, “Not the Lionel Cor-
coran?”

Lionel grinned,

“You fcllows had better do a bit of salaam-
ing—I'm famous!” he said dryly. “Awfully
sorry, Mr. Billings, but T happen to be the
chap vou menfion. I'm Corcoran, of the Blue
Crusaders !*’

“Tut 1t there, yvoung gentleman ! said Mr.
Billings heartily. “Gosh! But I'm pleased
to sce you, sir! I never thought I'd have
this pleasure.”

All the St. Frank's fellows stood round,
chuckling, whilst Mr. Billings enthusiastically
grected his distinguished visiror.,

“Things are rather bad up
aren't theyv?” went on Mr, Billings, chang-
ing his tone. “ Your eclub is in a pretty bad
mess, by all that I can see.”

“Not so bad as vou might think, Mer.
Billings,” replied Lionel. * IFinancially we're
all right—more sound than we’ve ever been
The trouble 1s we haven't any ground. That’s
whe I've come here.”

Mr. Billings looked puzzled.

“Why you've come here?” he repeated.
“TI've never scen Moor IField, but I've heard
that 1t was a fine ground. Still, vou'd have
to go a long wav to find a better one than
this,” he added loyally. “The trouble is,
we've been having a lot of bad luck tlns
season.,’’ E

“Now, look here, Mr. Billings, T don’t want
to beat about the bush,” said Corcoran
quretly. “And I want to unpress upon you,
at the outset, that I'm in earnest, You know,

don’t vou, that I'm t‘lw sole owner of the
Blue Crusaders Club?”

at DBrowton,



THIE NELSON LEIL

“So I understand, from the papers.”
“*Well, for once the papers are right,” said

Lionel. "The Blue Crusaders Club belongs
to me. To-day is FFriday, and we're booked
to play Devon MWanderers to-morrow—at
home. And we haven’t got a ground.”
“That's very awkward, sir,” said Mr.
Billings gravely.
“It’s a problem that must be solved—

to-day,” replied Lionel. *“ Now, look here,
Mr. Billings, I'm going to put it to you
straight from the shoulder, Can yvou get in
touch with your directors this morning, and
can you give me a price for this enclosure,
frechold 7

“A price?”’ echoed Mr. Billings, without
comprehending. i

“Yes, a price,” repeated Corcoran. *‘I want
to buy it,”

“You want to buy—
Eaﬂséd, catching his breath in.
uy this gruunﬁ?”

“For spot cash!” said Corcoran, nodding.

“Now, now, young gentleman!” protested
the manager. “ A joke’s a joke, but——"

““I told you before I started, Mr. Billings,
that I wgg in earncst,” broke in Lionel. *I
am in earnest. I'm prepared to buy this
ground—the grand stand—everything con-
nected with the entire ground. I want to
buy 1t to-day, and I'll pay for it to-day.
I'm not joking, because the position is
sertous. The Blue Crusaders must have a
eround for to-morrow.”

At last Mr. Billings realised that he was
dealing with a’ solid proposition. He went
red at first, then he turned quite pale,
Finally he became agitated.

“But—but this
catching his breath in.
posing, Mr, Corcoran,
possible !

“Why is it impossible ?”

“My dear young sir!” said the manager.
“Surely vou must realise! This 1s our
ground—the Bannington Town ground! We're
a Third Division club, and we can’l shift out
like—like a lodger going out of a bed-sitting-
room !”’

“Your team 1s playing away to-morrow,
isn't 1t 77 asked Lionel, |

“Yes, but the Reserves are
[riendly with Helmford Athletie.”

“A friendly doesn't matter,” put in Lionel
Corcoran. ‘Tt can casily be postponed—or
abandoned altogether, 1f it comes to that,
Virtually this ground is available for to-mor-
row. The Blue Crusaders want it, Mr. Bil-
himgs. And the Blue Crusaders are prepared
to pay your own price for the ground. Not
merely for to-morrow, but for always!”’

I tell you the thing 1s fantastic!” pro-

13

Mr. Billings

[

i1s ridiculous!” he said,
“What you are pro-
is absolutely 1m-

playing a

tested Mr, Billings., “You don™t seem to
understand-——" _
“If 1T am prepared to bring the Blue

(Crusaders down from Browton, then there’s
no reason why you shouldn’t take Bannington
Town somewhere else,” said Lionel pointedly.
“The Blue Crusaders are a Second Division
club, .and I’'m proposing to shift them some
hundreds of miles. Why can’t Baunington
Town go to some other town? I've been given

“You want to
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to understand that your elub has been doing

very badly this scason, Mr. RBillings. A
change of locatton might do it good.”

The manager seratehed his head.

“There’s that about it, of course,” he
admitted. “We've been doing rare badly.”

“And you're in debt, Mr, Billings,” said

Nipper quictly. “We happen to know most
of your troubles, becauso we've been
assoctated with you for some weeks. And
we know that the Bannington Town Club 1s
in low water, There’s a chance for you here
—to pay all the club’s debts, and make a
handsome profit on the sale of the ground,
and to have a good deal of money in hand
after you have bought a new ground.”

“A new ground!” echoed Mr. Billings.
“Where? Not in Bannington! There's no
room here for two clubs!”

“Why not Helmford ?” put in Handforth
eagerly. “Helmford Athletiec! It’s only an
amateur team, but I've heard that the
Athletic ground is almost as good as this.”

And then Mr. Billings caught his breath
m, and a gleam of excitement came into his
eyes !

CHAPTER 16.
The Settlement !

ATH -
LETIC!” muttered
Mr, Billings, “CGosh!
It's a queer thin
thing that you shoulc
mention that, Mr. Handforth!”

“Why is it queer?” asked Handforth.

But Mr. Billings did not explain. He
was standing there like a statue, thinking
deeply. He remembered the words of one
of the directors at the last meeting., Tired
of losing money, sick of the long, weary
tale of trouble, one of the directors had
impulsively suggested clearing right out of
the town. And he had actually mentioned
the Helmford Athletic ground. Some years
earlier Helmford Athletic had been in the
Southern League, but then, after a bad
season, theyv had dropped out of it, and
were now a merely local team. The ground
was altogether too large for them, and they
were never able to make ends meet. They
were even in a worse position than the Ban-
ningion club.

“What T want you to do,. Mr. Billings,
is to call your directors together,” said Cor-
coran ecarnestly, ‘“There’s no foolery about
this. 1 was never more scrious in my life.
Just think it over, sir! I'm prepared to
bring the Blue Crusaders to Bannington,
but that means that Bannington Town must
go somewhere else.  Tf there 1s somewhere
else, here’s your chance to put your elub on
its fect.” -

“Wait—wait " said Mr. Billings huskily.
“There’s just a chance But, look here,
Mzr. Corcoran!” he added, garzing fully into
Lionel’s eyes. ““Is this absolutely on the
square? Are you prepared to pay real, solid
money for this ground ?”
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“Real, solid money—to-day,”

“How can I be sure of that ?” asked Mr,
Billings. *J don’t doubt you, sir, but iy
directors——"

“"The Blue Crusaders Club
(‘orcoran. *“ Locd Shevingham is my unecle's
exceutor, and, in a way, 1 suppose he can be
called my guardian, 1 have his full authority

is mine,” said

for carrving on with this plan, and Lord
Shevingham's  solicitors heve received  full
immstructions.  These instruetions have been

passed on to the Bannington branch of my
club’s bank. So ycu see, Lir. Thl]mga it will
only be nccessary for vou to come with me to
this bank, and the transfer will be definitely
S0 Hl} ] M

“Gosh ! said Mr. Billings.

all lined up preperly !
“I've had to do some hard thinking,” said

Lionel quictly, *“The Bluea must have a
ground to-morrow. If I can’t get this gzmmd

“You've got 1t

[ shall go on to Helmford-—and T haven't the |

u]rrrhi{*-t doubt that I shall got that one,
The thing must be settled to-day—so if your
directors are inclined to be pig-headed, they’ll
lose the opportunity.”

“I'll see them at once!” said Mr. Billings
hurriedly. “I'll  collect them together.
They're 111 in the town this morning, as I
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know for a fact, and I'll have them here in
my oflice within fifteen mmuivs.”
He was as good as his word,

Before a quarter of an hm:r lhu
four gentleman arrived—four c¢f the lecal
tradesmen.  They were all leoking startled
and bewildered. And when they . heard tho
propowttmn they were staggered. At fiest
they pooh-poohed the whole thing as pre-
posterous—as hopeless—as fantastie.

But Mr. Billings, who had been thinking
the thing out, waxed enthusiastic,

“Listen, gentlemen!” hLe said  keenly,
“The boy's scheme sounds madness at
first, but it isn't 0. It's sound. He's willing
to pay us our own price for this ground. We
shan’t need to rush him over 1t, but he's in
such a pfmtmn that he's willing te pay a

elapsed,

' high price.

“PBut there's no time——"" began one of the
direclors,

“The ecircumstances are peculiar,” said Mr,
Billings., “If we don’t grab this opportunity
with both hands, it will never come our way
again. The club iz in low water, as you
kuow perfectly well, We are l-mnh in debt.
If we accept voung Corcoran's proposal we
can pay every debt that the club Las on its
books; we can buy the Helmford Athletic
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ground and start afresh. We can start with
a ciean shect—and with assets!”

“But if the club is shifted to Helmford it
won’t be a Bannington club any longer,” said
one of the directors.

“Does that matter 7 replied Mr. Billings
impatiently. * We shall still be known as
Bannington Town, although, after a scason or
two, perhaps we can change our name tao
Helmford Town, What's the odds? You all
know perfectly well, gentlemen, that the
Helmford people are enthusiastic. They
would welcome us with open arms. They fill
our enclosure regularly. Helmford is a big
town, and it could easily support a Third
Division club. We could enlarge the
Athletic’s enclosure, and 1 know for a fact
that we could buy that ground dirt cheap.
It’'s been a white elephant ever since it was
constructed. It’s on the market for next to
nothing.”

“I sce your point, Billings, but it's all so
suelden,” said one of the other directors, ““It’s
J—it"ﬂ;, an upheaval! It's utterly revolution-
ary !

“It’s no more of an upheaval for us than it
is for the Blue Crusaders, sir,” replied Mr,
Billings promptly. “If they're willing to
shift all the way from Browton, why should
we mind shifting a matter of twenty miles to
Helmford? We shall still be in the same
dhstrict—we shall still be a local club. It
won’t make a mite of difference to our pro-
gramme. Yet we shall have a good ground,
money in the bank, no liabilities, and a set of
hearty supporters. Those Helmford people
are enthusiastic football-goers. T tell you, the
whole proposition 15 sound. It’s sound,
gentlemen! I’m not trying to rush you into
it. But, on the face of the thing, it’s the
chance of a life-time. It doesn’t even need
thinking about.”

The long and the short of it was that
Lionel Corcoran was called in to the con-
sultation. He again gave his assurances that
all the arrangements had been made; the
bank was even rung up on the spot, and
Lionel’s statements were confirmed. After
that the directors began to get excited.

Lionel was told that he would know some-
thing definite during the afternoon. So he
and all the other St. Irank’s fellows went
back to St. Frank’s to await the result.

In the meantime, Mr, Billings became
intensely active. He got into eommunication
with the Helmford Athletic Club; he even
went over there, and placed his proposition
before the officials,

In the afternoon Tionel was urgently re-
quested to go back at once to Bannington.
He was invited into a big solicitor’s office;
he signed papers and all sorts of legal docu-
ments.

In a nutshell, the deal had been completed,
" Without hesitation, Lionel paid the full
price that was asked for the Bannington
Town Ground, and he considered that he had
obtained a bargain. He was only using the
money that had been paid to the Blue
Crusaders Club for Moor Field, and not
much more than a third of that money had
been expended. '
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And now the Blue Crusaders had a new
ground-—a permanent enclosure. And they
were in a sound financial position, with tens
of thousands of pounds in the bank—much of
this to be spent on new buildings and general
improvements.

It was quite obvious that Lord Sheving-
ham had sanctioned all this because he was
an old Blue Crusader himself, and he hated
the idea of the club going out of existence.
He, like Lionel Corcoran, was ready to go to
almost any length to save the club from:

extinetion. |
Now it was saved. The Blue Crusaders
had a new home., The things was done, and

Lionel was able to breathe freely.

CHAPTER 17.
A Present for the Head !

UT the new fellow’s
busy day wasn’t over
yeb.

His next task was
to send a long tele-
gram to Mr. Ulysses Piecombe, the Blues’
manager. Having attended to this, he got
on the telephone and spoke to the manager
of the Devon Wanderers. He made that
gentleman  fully  understand  that the

Crusaders’ match with the Wanderers was

not postponed. It was to be played accord-

ing to the official fixture list, but the Devon’

Wanderers were to come to Bannington

instead of travelling north to Browton. That

was the only difference. '

After that, Lionel paid a visit to one of the
biggest printers in Bannington. He gave a
rush order for hundreds of great posters to be.
printed—that very night, '%;‘.IBSL‘: posters were
to be plastered all over the town en the
morrow at the earliest possible moment.

Then Lionel tackled the editor of the * Ban-
nington (Gazette,” and gave that gentleman a
large amount of special “copy.” He left na
stone unturned, and he was proving, indeed,
that he was an exceptional sort of youngster.
He felt his responsibility, and he was proving
cqual to 1it.

When he got back te St. Frank’s and
anunounced his news, he was literally mobbed,
There were still a good many fellows in the
school who believed that it was all a spoof—
a gigantic jape. It was incredible to them
that this new chap 1n the Fourth could really
be the owner of the Blue Cirusaders (Club,
and that he could have decided, off his own
bat, to bring the celcbrated Blues to Ban-
nington,

But this

impression was soon altered.

| Nipper and Travers and Handforth and Pitt

and Buster Boots and a good many others

went about giving assurances that Lionel
Corcoran’s story was true. And it would he
proved on the morrow when the Blue

Crucaders played Devon Wanderers on the
Town ground.
has

“The chap worked a miracle!”

declared Handforth firmly. “There’s no
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other word to desertbe it. It’s just the sort
of thing that I might have done—?"
““Ha, ha, ha!”
“Good old Handy!”
“It “was accomplished

through sheer

determination and forcefulness!” continued
Handforth. “The only regret I've got is

that Corcoran should belong to that mouldy
old hutch, the Xast House! Iiverybody had
better be warned., Corcoran is going to make
things hum at 8t. Frank’s, and it’s up to the
Remove to be ready for him.”

*Rats!"” yelled the Removites,

“The Fourth has never done anything—and
never will do anything!” sauid De. Valerie.
“And even Corcoran won't be able to put
life into the I"ourth, You can't make bricks
without straw !”

“Why not?” asked Handforth,
“I've never seen any straw in bricks

“It’s just an expression, old man,” said
Fuﬂwnni patiently.

Amid all the excitement Corcoran himself
gat in Study No. 12 in the Kast House, with
Timothy Armstrong and Louis Grifiith,
Doth these latter juniors were enthusiastic
now—they had accepted Corcoran as the
leader of their study, and they were ready
to obey him in all things, The change in
Armstrong was very remarkable,

A good deal of his bluster and swank had

staring.

)2 ;
-

gone. That fight had knocked a lot of the
conceit out of him. Privately, he was
probably relieved to be free from the

lcadership, which bad always been a farce.
As a follower, Armstrong would probably be
a very sound man.

Lioncl, of eourse, was very pleased; he
had hated the idea of being at loggerheads
with his study-mates, and he even went out
of his way to be very friendly with -.rm
strong.

“Haven't you finished yet #7 asked Griffith,
as Lionel sat at the table with a fountain-pen
in his band. “You've been on the go all
dayv. and it's about time you had a rest.”

“Taere are so many things to be done yci
that I don't know where to start [ confessed
Lionel. *“For example, what about all the
follows? I want them to sce this matceh to
morrow afternoon—and, as owner of the club,
I'm going to give free scats in the grand
stand all round.”

“Good man!” said Armstrong heartily.
“PDo I get one?”

“You get the first!” nodded Corcoran.
“(irillith gets the second. There’s another
idea in my head, too. I've a dashed good
wind to eive the Head a season ticket.”

ik \""itattﬂr .

“Why not ?” mused Corcoran. *“IHe ought
to take it as a compliment. Besides, 1011
rive the elub a good tone if the Head shows
up now and again. It will definitely asso-
ctate the Dlue Crusaders with St. Frank's!"

“There’s that about it,” admitted Arm-
strong.  “But how arce you going to du 1t?
Have vou got a scason ticket?”

“I've got paper—and ink!” replicd Cor-
ccran,  “I'll maka out a special ticket fur
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the Head. It'll do on a half-sheet of note-
paper.”
He drew thoe paper towards him, and wrote

across the top: “BLUE CRUSADERS
FOOTBALL CLUB.” Then he added tne
words: “Admit Dr. Malcolm Stafford. Lo

the Bannington Town Grand Stand for any
or every match during the season. Signea,

{:I{‘?NEL CORCORAN (Sole Owner, B.C.
'1- 1'}.11
“T'hat ought to do the frick!” grinncd

[.ionel, as he penned a swift note.

Five minutes later they sallied out into
the T'riangle, and lLionel collared a fag ara
gave him the lotter. Chubby Ifeath, who was
the tag in question, looked at it suspiciously.

“What's this?” he asked.

“I want you to take it to the Head—and
deliver it to him personally,” said Lionel.
“And as it's rather important I'm going to
give you a bob.”

Chubby Hedth's eves gleamed,

“Where's the bob?" he asked promptly.

It was handed over, and then Chubby
grinned.

“This is the casiest bob I've ever had!”
he said cheerfully. *The Head's just coming
through Big Arch, with Fenton of the

Chubby went off, chuckling. With all th»
assurance in the world, he raised his cap
to the Head, and held out the note.

| Sixth.”

“What, may 1 ask, is this?” said tho
Head, adjusting his glasses, and looking

from Chubby Heath's face to the note.

“For vou, sir!” said the fag. “I've been
told to deliver it into your hands, sir.”

The Head took it, and Chubby Heath
vanished like a streak of lightming. Dr.
Stafford opened the letter, adjusted his
glasses again, and glanced at the “ticket ™
and the accompanying note.

“Upon my word!” he ejaculated, startled,
“What—what 1s this? ‘Shall regard it as
an honour if you will be kind enough to accept
this scason ticket——" Good gracious! Cor-
coran! That boy again! This—-this 1s too
bad, Fenton!” -

“Yes, sir?” said Fenton inquiringly.

“Insolence—sheer, outrageous insolence!
said the headmaster hotly.  “Fenton, be
good cnough to find Corcoran of the Fourth,
and bring him to me! You have a cane
with you? Good! Give it to me!”

Fenton handed over the cane, and at the
same moment he caught sight of Lione! Cox-
coran near the Fast House with Armstrong
and a group of other Fourth-Formers. they
were watehing him, and he moved forward
a pace or two and beckoned,

e ¥ he called.

e

Jorcoran [V “Come here!
You're wanted!” N

“Well, that's pretty prompt!” said Lionel,
with a grin, _

He hurried across the Triangle, and doffed
his cap as he halted in front of the Head.
Somehow, Dr. Stafford did not appear to be
very grateful. His eves were blazing, and
his whole face was expressive of anger!*
¥
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‘“ My wheeze,’” said Lionel Corcoran calmly, ‘“is to buy up the Bannington Town foothball ground, and

then instal the Blue Crusaders in Bannington—for keeps | **

A series of amazed shouts went up. The

whole scheme sounded impossible !

CHAPTER 18.
A Slight Mistake.

R. MALCOLM STAF-
FORD  thrust
note and the impro
vised season ticket 1n
front of Corcoran’s

eyes. _ '
“(orcoran! Are yvou responsible for this—

thig trick?” he demanded, in a dangerous

voice. ‘ _
“Trick, sir?” repeated Lionel, in surprise.

1)

“It’s no trick, sir
“Are you responsible?”
Head.
“Yes, sir.” . .
“Then let me tell you, Corcoran, that it
is an impertinence |” said tho Head angrily.
“Hold out your hand! I am going to cane
you !”’
Corcoran was startled.
“Caning me in publie, sir, scems to be a

demanded the

favourite pastime of yours,” he said.
“There’s no impertinence-—"

“Silence !”

“But you don't understand, sir!” urgerl

Jorcoran. “1 was foolish, perhaps, in think-
ing that you would do me the honour to
accept that season ticket.”

the |

“Season ticket!” thundered Dr. Stafford.
““Have you the audacity, Corcoran, to stand
there and mwaintain this—this nonsense?
What do you mean by pretending that you
have the authority to give me a season
ticket for the Bannington Town Football

Ground 77

“But I've bought the ground, sir

“Knough!” stormed the Head. ‘You are
only adding to your impudence, Corcoran !
Ho!d out your hand!” _

“Yes, sir!” said Lionel quietly. -

Swish! Swish!

Four times the cane descended—twice on
either hand. When the punishment was

LB ]

ever Corcoran dropped his arms to his sides,

and stood there with compressed lips.

““I hope this will be a lesson to you, my
boy!” said the Head sternly. “Do not dare
to practise any of these ridiculous jokes
again! You are apparently incorrigible!”

“Not at all, sir,” said Corcoran. “Y¥You
secm to have forgotten that I am the owner
of the Blue Crusaders Football Club.”

Dr. Stafford started.

“The owner?"” he repeated. “ Why, good
gracious! Your uncle Ahem! I am sorry
my boy! I must confess that I had over-
looked——"

“Now that my uncle is dead, sir, I am

the owner of the club,” said Lionel, as the
Head paused. ‘“So I've bought the Ban-
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nington Town ground, and the Blue Crusa-
ders will now make it their permanent home.
[ rather thought that it would be fitring, sir,

il I made yvou a present of the first scason

ticket for the new ground. I am sorry you
arce so offended.”

“Really, Corcoran, I-—I——" The Iecad
paused, looking startled and worried.

“Good gracious! I really thought that this
was an absurd practical joke!™ He loolked
at the scason ticket again, and then coughed.

“Ahem! Then this—this document 15—
anthentie?” _ _ ‘
“Quite, sir,” said Lionel. “I wouldn't

dream of presenting you with a dud,

“] am cxcecedingly sorry, Corcoran,
I should have so misjudged you,”
IHead in some distress. **Really, T had no
idea-—— Thank you, Corcoran, Yes, certainly
I shall be very pleased to accept this season
ticket. ﬂ]][ll('tlﬂ.te the spirit in which the
gift 1s made.”

“Then it’s all right, sir,
cheerfully. “Thank's
“It is not all right,
the Head

He

that
saidd the

" smiled Corcoran
very much.”
Corcoran,” frownea
“1 have—ahem !—severely caned
wave—ahem !—severely cane

1]

“Oh, that's nothing, sir,” interrupted
Lionel. *“We'll look upon that as not having
taken place.”

“You aro a very remarkable boy, Cor-
coran!” said the Hcead, with some relickl
“Yes, by all means! If that is suitable 1o
vou, I shall be most gratified. 1 entirely

mhapprcl rended  yvour motives, and—— |
trust I did not hurt you severely 7" ho added,
with concern,

“Nothing to speak of, sir,” replied Lionel.
“And as it wasn’t actually aneant, we’ll
look upon it as though it never happ{*neu
Thanks awfully, sir!”

He raised his cap, and cheerfully walked
awav—amid the disereet grins of a large
number of Removites and Fourth-Forme:s
who had heard the entire conversation.

The Head turned to Fenton.

"I am afraid T was somewhat hasty,
ton!” he murmurcd regretfully.

“(orcoran doesn’t mind, sir,” said Fenton
in a reassuring voice., “It's not the pain of
a swishing that hurts—but the injury to a
fellow’s dignity.”

But the Head continued to look distressed,
and he vanished .out of the Triangle rather
hurriedly, There was a good deal of laugh-
ter after he had gone, and Lionel Corcoran
was chipped endlessly by the juniors,

e was very much of a lion that evenine,
teo, Iiven now the fellows could hardly
Lbelieve that he had suceeeded in his extra-
ordinary project. It seemed allogether too
goott to be true—too fantastie,

Yet it was a fact., The Blue Crusaders—
probably the most famous professional club
in the country—were permanently coming to
Bannington., .t was their new Imnw—ﬂnwr
jwunnnent address. And Corvecoran, of the
I'ourth, was the sole owner of the club! This

L]

Fen-
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was a novelty indeed—and the whole of St
IFrank’s could talk of nothing else,

The ecnthusiasm was even greater in the
morning. For it was Saturday, and the Blues
were to play their first match on the new
ground to-day. There was much speculation
as to how the players would take the new
order of things,

“I'11 bet they'll play an awful game!”
Tommy Watson.
roundings, and
sctiled. Devon
give them o

said
“They'll be in strange sur-
thev'll be nervous and un-
Wanderers will probably
terrific hiding.’

NEXT WEDNESDAY waanvanannan

&

“Don’t
“The Blues are going to win—and win hand-

you believe it!” sard Hdndfmih

It']]l be their |
and they'll be

somely, too.
Bannington,
for a win.”
“That’s
Nipper.
Handforth, of course, wanted to be excused
from lessons, so that he could accompany
Corcoran to Bannington. DBut it didn’t work.
Lionel went off alone immediately after the
mid-morning interval. It was an exeeptional
cecasion, and Lionel had no difficulty in get-

iTst appearance in
“on their toes’

my idea, IHandy !” nodded

too,

ting a pass, He had arranged to meet DMr,
Ulysses Piccombe, the elub manager, at the
station. Smart, the trainer, was coming, too

—to say notlmlg of Tich Harborough.

The morning at St. Frank's passed rather
feverishly, and as soon as lessons were over
a number of juniors wanted to dash straight
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away for Bannington. But they were pesx-
suaded to think better of this hasty idea.

As Nipper pomnted outy; Corecoran would
probably be very busy with the manager and
with the members of the team. It was far
better to wait until after dinner, and then
arrive at®*the ground about an hour before
the match was due to begin. They would
then have plenty of time to find out how
things had becen going.

So it was nearly two o'clock before the

crowds of St. Frank’s juniors appeared in
Bannington, When they arrived they could
AfLANAN

“THE REMOVE
CRUSADER!”

Two Blue Crusaders at St. Frank’s |
Lionel Corcoran in the Fourth, Tich Har-
borough in the Remove. And the Rémove
are inclined to think that they have the
best of the bargain. There can he no
denying, however, that in °‘ Corky,’’ the
Fourth have got a corker of a leader !

Thanks to Corcoran—although Tich
Harborough doesn’t thank him !—Tich
makes an amusing and amazing entry to
St. Frank’s. He arrives with a face covered
with blue streaks—and doesn’t know it !
And when he goes to interview the head-
master— Dr, Stafford nearly has a fit. So
does Tieh, when he discovers the truth ;
and as for the Remove, they realise that
the Fourth has ‘‘ put it aeross *’ them !

In next week’s yarn Edwy Searles Brooks
has really excelled himself. It’s a story
all readars will thoroughly enjoy.

“WHAT'S WRONG WITH
THE ROVERS?”

Another instalment of our amazing
cetective serial, featuring Nelson Lee and
Nipper.

v ORDER IN ADVANCE!

not fail to see that the whole town
agog with excitement,
There was generally a good deal of activity

was

in Bannington on a Saturday afternoon when’

there was a big football match on. But
never before had there been such animation
as this. It was phenomenal.

IFor the startling news had struck the town
suddenly, abruptly—and without warning,

Nobody had known of the change until
the lccal paper had come out that morning.
And there, 1in the *'Bannington (zazette,” a
whole page was devoted to the staggering
NCWs, Rannington Town had left—had
migrated to Helmford. But in place of the

old favourites came the celebrated Blue
Crusaders !
After the first shock of it was over, the

townspeople were unanimous in their opinion
that they had gained far more than they had
lost !

SCHOOL STORY

~wonder.
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CHAPTER 1v.

The Blue Crusaders !

7
\J HE sensational transfer
of the Blue Crusaders
from Browton to
Bannington was not
merely a local
It was the wonder of the entiro
country. All the big London dailies had got
hold of the story, and they bhad come out
with startling headlines. Kast, west, north
and south, the country was talking of nothing
else but the great surprise. Lionel Corcoran’s
name was on everybody's lips; he had become
famous.

Naturally, Banninglon itself was the centre
of all the animation. There were some
people, perhaps, who regretted that Fred
tHearne and his fellow players of Bannington
town would not again appear on the local
pitch. But the Blues were taking their place
—s0 who cared?

It would have been different, perhaps, if
the Blue Crusaders had been an ordinary
Second Division Club. But this they wero
not. The Blues had a glamour all their own
—a fame that was widespread. On the top
of all this there was the recent trouble that
the club had been passing through. Every-
body wanted to see the Blue Crusaders play-
ing. -

?ﬁannin ton counted itself lueky that it ba
secured this redoubtable club.

When the St. Frank’s fellows got to the
ground, they found that most of the gates
were already closed; the turnstiles were
idle. The enclosure was packed so tightly
that there was no room for any further spec-
tators—and there were still thousands of
people cager to get in. KEverywhere there
was a sort of electrical tension in the air.
The most vital Cup Tie had never caused
such excitement as this.

lLionel Corcoran was in very boisterous
spirits when he greeted his schoglfellows.
All their seats had been reserved, but before
going to them they were taken along behind
the stand into the private quarters—whero
the manager’s office was situated, and where
the dressing-rooms were placed.

“Kverything’s all right, von chaps!” said
Lionel happily. “ All the Blues are here, and
they’re as pleased as Punch!”

“They’re not sorry about leaving Browton
for good?” asked Nipper.

“T dare say they'll feel the wrench a
bit, but it’ll soon pass,” replied Corcoran.
“They're here for keeps now, and before
long I'll take vou and introduce you to the
plavers. They're a fine crowd. Sportsmen,
every one.”

And then Mr. Ulysses Piecombe arrived on
the scene, and he gazed at the St. Frank’s
fellows with some suspicion. Mr. Piecombe
was rather an extraordinary-looking in-
dividual, He was tall and gaunt, with a
lcan face.  Perched on his leng, thin nose

-y
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was a pair of pince-ncz. His clothes hung
loosely about his figure, and altogether he
was a character. Incidentally, Mr, Ulysses
Liccombe had, until fairly recently, been a
sports-master at Halsbury—a famous Publie
school in the North.

“Mr., Piccombe—the chaps!” said Lionel,
waving his hand. ‘“Chaps—Mr. Piecombe !”
~ “DPleased to meet you, sir!” chorused the
]LEIIIUFE.

“1 am declighted to—er—reciprocato your
greeting, my boys!” said Mr. Piccombe in a
deep, boomin~ voice. ““You will, I am sure,
forgive me just now. My hands are quite
full. No doubt we shall become better
acquainted in fhe—er—future.”

“*How do you like the new enelesure, sir?”
acked Handforth.

“I must confess that I am considerably
startled by all these—er—mancuvres,” said
Mr, PiccombBe, “I can only trust that every-
thing will turn out for the best. There 1s
some consolation, at least, :n knowing that
we now have a permanent ground. DBut as
to the advisability of this—er—drastic step,
I cannot even vouchsafe an opinion, The
responsibility, however, is not mine,” he
added, with a direet look at Corcoran.

“Don't you worry, Mr. Piecombe!”
grinned Lionel.  “I did this thing off my
cwn bat, and I am willing to stand by the
consequences.”’

“1 lLiope the consequences will not be—er
—disastrous,” said Mr. Pilecombe dubiously.

He bustled off, and most of the juniors
were grinning, :

“Queer old bird!” said Handforth.

“He's a bit ecranky—but he's all there!”
replied Lionel.
and they get on well together.”

“ife looks a bit shaken up,”
Nipper.

“The poor old boy is going about in a sort
of daze,” replied Lionel, with a chuckle.
“He doesn’t know whether he's on his head
or his heels. He’s a precise sort of man,
and all this commotion has pushed him right
out of his rut. Until this morning he hadn’t
the faintest idea that I had decided to shift
the Blues from Browton to Bannington. e
was knocked all of a heap.”

“It was a bit thick to keep him in the
dark, wasn't it ?” asked Buster Boots,

“T couldn’t do anything else,” replied
T.ione!, becoming serious. “He would have
kicked up the very dickens of a fuss if he had
known about it; he would have done his best
to stop it. DBut I'm the owner of the club,
and I'm going to do jolly well as I like.”

“You've proved that, old man!” said
Nipper dryly.

Soou afterwards they were taken and in-
{roduced to the players.

All the St..Frank's juniors were at once
impressed by the personalities of the DBlue
Crusaders, They were nearly all young men,
and at present they were bubbling over with
a lieree kind of joy. The week of uncer-

remarked

| be a good goalie.

“The players like him, too,

\ ever
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tainty was over, and now they were as happy
as a lot of sandboys.

Fatty Fowkes was huge. He weighed zix-
teen stone, and Handforth, at least, was
dubious as he regarded him. He could not
understand how this cumbersome fellow could
Yet the fmme of Will
Fowkes was gpeat. It was a recognised fact
that he was the best keeper in the Second
Division, Many, indeed, held the view that
Fatty Fowkes was the finest goalie in pro-
fessional football.

Then there was Dave Moran, the quiet,
steady, resourceful skipper, who played at
half-back. And Ben Gillingham, the right-
back-—ugly, bow-legged, rugged and blunt.
A rare good fellow was Ben. And Rex Car-
rington, the enterprising centre-forward—
debonair, dandified, but ecapable. Wally
Simpson, Penniworth, Andy Tait, and the
others. They were all Ilikeable, cheery
fellows. And last, but by no means least, tho
Hon. Tom Silward Harborough, known to all

and sundry as “Tich.”
Tich was a Halsbury schoolboy, of just
about the same height and slimness as

Reggio Pitt. He was always grinning,
always ready with a joke. He had taken
after his ceclebrated father, Lord Sheving-
ham, who, in his day, had been one of the
most famous Blues,

There was not much time for talking now.
The players were almost due out, and
Nipper discrectly suggested that he and the
other juniofs should go to their seats. After
the game, perhaps, they would have a
better opportunity of getting on friendly
terms with the players.

So all the. St. Frank's fellows went off,
and took their scats in the stand.
They had an idea that thev were booked

for a fine display of football—and in this
belief they were not mistaken !

CHAPTER 20.

Entertaining the Blues !
HE game, in truth,
proved to be a
glorious affair,

The Devon Wan-
derers’ teamm was a
capable, businesslike combination, but they
were knocked off their game, run off their
feet, Dby the overwhelming enterprise of
the Blue Crusaders.

In the very first minute Rex Carrington
ran through and scored. Then, after another
quarter of an hour, Tich Harborough got
a goal on his own. Then Penniworth
scored, and Rex followed with another
unbeatable shiot,

By half-time the Blues were four goals
to 'the good, and the Deven Wanderers had
not been able to reply once.

In fact, the game was the best that had
been scen on the Bannington Town
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Not that the Devon players were
incapable. ‘They were simply playing against
a team that had them Eealvn In every
phase of the game., 'T'hey put up a tre-
mendous struggle, but it was hopeless.

In the end the Crusaders walked off, amid
tumultuous cheering, having won their first
game in their new enclosure by six goals
to nil.

The spectators went crowding out, over-
joyed. The coming of the Blue Crusaders
to Bannington had suddenly put that town
definitely on the map! And there could be
no doubt about the tremendous success of
the Blues’ first appearance

Handforth and Nipper and Boots, and all
the other St. Frank’s juniors, stayed behind,
and very soon after the last of the pnlzht,
had been ushered out of the exit, lionel
Corcoran came running on to the piteh,
where the juniors were standing.

“I've got a bit of news, you fellows!”
said Corcoran briskly. ‘‘Tich has definitely
dedided to come to St. Frank’s!”

Immediately a chorus of
delighted shouts went up.
coming to St. Frank’s!
glorious news!

“Good egg!” said Handforth.
do with him!”

NELSON

ground.

~ amazed and
Tich Harborough
By Jove, that was

“We can

LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

33
“He’s been at Halsbury, you know,” went
on Lionel. “But now that the Blue

Crusaders are here, and as he plays regularly
for them, he’ll naturally have to change his
school, He wants to come to St. KFrank’s—
with me.”
“In the Fourth?” said Boots keenly.
“I'm not sure about that,” replied Lionel.
“He may go into the Remove——"

“Naturally he’ll come into the anove!”
said Handforth. “It’s likely that we're
going to let you fatheaded Eourth I‘-ﬂrmerﬂ
have two Crusaders!”

Tich himself joined them shortly after-
wards. He was cager and excited, and most
of the juniors had already taken a big lik-
ing to him.

“My pater’s in town this week-end,” he
said breathlessly. “T’'m going straight off
now-—by the very next train! Old Piecan
has given me leave, and I'm not delaying.
By Monday I hope to be with you chaps
again—as a St. Irank’s fellow! I'm just
going to ferce my pater to agree to it.”

“Need you go in such a hurry?” asked
Nipper. ‘““We want the whole team to come
over to St. Frank’s. We're getting up a
big feed, and we want to welcome the

| Crusaders.”

SAME AUTHOR! SAME PRICE!

SAME DAY!

say to your newsagent :

The BOYS REALM also.”

In this week’s REALM

footer yarn, entitled,

The famous Blue
| Crusaders robbed
of their ground!
Fatty Fowkes and
the others sent
packingi  Don't
miss the thnlls in
| this amazing yarn,

[.ads, when you fetch your copy of The NELSON LEE Library
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You will then be able to read the
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fun and excitement
waiting for you?
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“That’s jolly decent of you.” said Tich
uncomfortably. * But, if vou den't mind,
I'd rather be excused. You wunderstand,
don't you? If pessible, 1 want my pater
to fix the thing up this evening—he can
casily ring up the headnraster. Then I shall
be able to come down on Monday.”

“Go ahead, then!” said Handforth
promptly. *And we wish you luck, old
man !’

““Hear, hear!” chorused the others.

Tich Harborough was soon off, bubbling
over with animation. ILionel Corcoran was
at St, Frank's, and he wanted (o be at St
I'rank’s, too!

After he had gone, Fatty Fowkes came
out with all the other players, and they
cheerfully accepted the invitation to St

IFrank’s.

“Will we go, boys?” shouted Fatty, grin-
ning all over s ample face.

“You bet we will!” said DBen Gillingha,
with a chuekle. *“There's going to be a
feced, 1su't there?”

““A regular royal feast!” said Lionel.

“Then  it's  scttled,” roared the big
sixteen-stone goalie.  “Where's St. I'vank’s?
How do you get to it?”

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“If ever there’s a feed anywhere, you
can always be certain that Fatty will be on
the spot!”” smiled Dave Moran., A feed
attracts  hun  like a magnet attracts a
necdle.”

The more the St. Frank’s fellows saw of
the Dlue Crusaders, the more they liked
them. They felt, teo, that they had a sort
of persenal interest in the famous club.

With Lionel Corcoran in the Jourth, and
with every chance that Tich Harborough
would come into the Remove, the St Frank’s
juniors scemed to have a kind of ownership
in the club. 8o they took the DBlues to
thetir bosom.

Futty IFFowkes was casily the most popular
member of the team. He was so jolly—so
free and casy. And later on, at St. IFrank’s,
in the Junior Leeture Hall, the Crusaders
were royally entertained.

They were feasted and checred, and the
entire junior school attended the function.
Fatty Fowkes & Co. were the honoured
?‘llﬁst:&, and they enjoved themselves to the
il

IF'or once the prefeets and masters took no
notice of the din that was proceeding from
the lecture hall. They winked at it, They
knew what was going on, and thev con-
veniently turned their cars the other war,

At the end of all the festivities Itdward
Oswald Handforth insisted upon making a
specech.  He had already toasted the guests
once, but he was not content with that,

“Gentlemen——" he began.

“Hear, hear!”

“Go it, Handy!”

“Only don't be too long, because we want
IFatty Fowkes to do a bit of spouting.”

“(Good!” "

“Go it, TFatty!”
“Here, wait a minute!” roared Hand-
forth, “I have even started vet.,”

THAE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

. Ha, ha, ha!” )
Gentlemen, I regard this occasion as an

important one!” bellowed Handforth, "It
is the beginning of a new epoch!”
“That's good!” murmured Travers. “1

rather like that!”

“The beginning of a new epoch!” repcated
Haundforth firmly, “Thanks to the enter-
prise of Corcoran, of the Fourth, the Blue
Crusaders have come into this district. Of
course, 1it's all rot that Corcoran should be
in the Fourth. The Remove is his right
place e

“Cheese it, Handy!” roared the. Fourth,

“But he's a St. Frank’s chap, acvhow,
and that's the thing that really matters,”
pursued Handforth, "“He's one of the best,
and we're glad to have him in the s hool,
And we want all our guests to-night—ail the
Blues—to wunderstand that they'll be wel-
come any time."’

“Hear. hear!” shouted the erowd.

Then Nipper made a specch—a  rather
nore sedate one—in which he welcomed the

lues te 8t. Frank's, and prophesied that
the footballers and the schoolboys would
alwavs be the best of friends.

Then Fatty Fowkes was given no rest until
he had replied, and the genial Fatty caused
roars of laughter by his witty speech.  He
gave it as his opinion that the Blues had
tuken the most decisive  step of  thewr
existence when thev had uprooted themselves
from DBrowton, and had planted themselves
in Bannington.

“It’s the beginning of a
declared the big goalie.

“Enoch!” murmured 'I'ravers.

“Ha, ba, hat”

“Fpoch, then!” chuckled Fatty Towkes.
“The Blue Crusaders, instead of passing
out of existence, are now entering npon the
most successful phase of their carcer. DBoys,
listen to me! In Bannington, we're gomng
to go from success to success, and ' not

pry

nesy cra.

boasting when I sav that we shall be 1in
the IFirst Division next yvear.”

“Good old Tratty !”

“IFirst Division next vear!"

And a hearty toast was drunk fto that

effect—in lemonade, ginger-beer, and similar
beverages.

After the party .had broken up, and the
Blue Crusaders had returned to Bannington,
St. I'rank’s became more like its old self.

But there wasn’t the slightest doubt that—
to use Iidward Oswald Handforth’s term—
this dayv indeed marked the beginning of a
new epoch !

THE END.

(How's that for a fine yarn, lads? Lionel
Corcoran cortainly 18 an amazing and like-
able character, 1sn’t he? And of his entry
to St. Frank's was startling enough, that
of Tich Harborough, who comes to the achool
next week. 18 sensational! ' The Remove
Crusader ! 1s one of the finest yarns Fdwey
Searles Brooks has written for a long time.
Look cut for it next Wednesday.)
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~< BETWEEN
OURSELVES//

OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READER

shall be pleased to
remarks aa are
majo
EDWY
Editor,

E, 8. BROOKS.

native town and where 1 live now—
George William Korrest (Liverpool)—I
might as well tell you that I was born 1n

SINCE you seem so interested in my

London, although I am of Kast Anglian
parentage, and 1 reside at Halstead, In
Essex. i . *

I can’t forgive you—C., W, Pearce (Lewis-
ham)—becauze there’'s nothing to forgive,
Write to me just when you feel inclined, and
don’t feel guilty if a few weeks slip by
between each letter. You know that 1 am
always delighted to hear from such old
readers as yvourself. Your photo appears this
week, as you’ll see above. There’'s no founda-
tion in your fear that it will keep our readers
from buying next week’s copy.

So I don’t write enough about football—
Thomas Page (Manchester)—for your liking.
Perhaps you’ll be interested to know that I
am now writing the “ Blue Crusader” stories
in one of our companion papers—*‘* The Boys’
Realm.” These stories are all about profes-
sional football and footballers. There's
plenty of fun and adventure in the stories,
too, and they're extra long. They more than
half-fill the story contents of the paper, and if
you do decide to subscribe regularly to this
periodical, you'll t.d that Nipper and Hand-
forth, and lots of my other St. Frank's
characters, will be appesring in these ‘“ Blue
Crusader” yarns. As to your repeated request
for the introduction of ‘“The St. Frank's
Questionnaire” in the Old Paper, if there is
any general desire for this, it will ultimately
become one of our regular features—a set of
questions about 8t. Frank’s one week, and
the answers the next.

] - -

You don’t need my permission to start an |

“ All Nations Correspondence Club”—Thomas
W. Hutt (Sydney).—You and your cobber,

ﬁ}:il Methim can go ahead as soon as you
ike.

L] L L ]

Long before this—B. R. Davis (Duflield— |
you will have received my photograph in

NOTE.—Il] any reader writes
comment upon such
] kel
rity. AU letters s
SEARLES BROQKS
THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL
STORY LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, kK.C.4.

to me, I

to intercat the
d be addressed :
c/o The

0. W. PEARCE.

exchange for yours. If you are really
anxious to send me a photograph of your
dog, “Tim,” you’re welcome to do so. But
I'm much more interested in rcaders’ photo-
graphs, and I certainly shan't send one of
mine to your dog in exchange. He'd prob-
ably chew it up, or something. Oh, by the
way, when sending it, you'd better mark it
plainly “Tim”—otherwise I mig'.t think it’s
another one of you, in a different pose |

» L ]

Thanks for your permission to publish your
“dial"—Leshe S. Tarrant (Streatham Hill}—
but this ecan’t be “did” unless you send me
anpther photo of yourself. The snap 1
already have in my album is of a group,
and, although I am delighted to have 1it, it
won’t do for reproduction purposes. Snaps
are seldom any good for such an exaeting
process.

L] * *

Sorry to disappoint you—Peggy Wilson
(Belfast)—but my hair is light brown, not
dark, as you imagine. That’s why I look
nearly bald-headed in my photograph, and

‘why specially pencilled eyebrows have been

provided for me. Of course, I'm not really
bald—Y've got a considerable mop of hair.
You needn’t run down your own letters, for I
found the one you sent me most entertaining.
It’s a very good idea to jot things down just
as they come into your head. Thanks for
yvour drawings, which are excellent.

* L ] *

(Glad to hear that you will soon be return-
ing to England again—Terence Sullivan
(Adelaide)—and that you will then resume
your regular weekly letters. You don’t know
how much I have missed this particular
weekly tonie, d
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NELSON LEE AND NIPPER—DETECTIVES ! START THIS SERIAL NOW !

1 -
- ; ; ’
- @ kel 1

Whats Wrong with
# the Rovers ¢

i e e e I e e S S e R e i e e i i e e e s afe ST S S S

The mystery deepens! Nelson Lee and Nipper find ihemselves flounder-

g in a maze of extraordinary bappenings which are akin fo a jigsaw

puzzle.

They're all connecled in sonmiec way—but bow ?

B e il - P A A A - - %

The 8S8hot in the Night!

Harbour Holel afier
Loe

EAVING the
l dinner that night, _
Nipper turned up the collars of their

Nelson and
overcoats against the thin, persistent

drizzle. and set off for Edward Colton’s Liouse. |

Work on the wharves had ccased long ago.
A red-sailed trawler was slowly making its
way out of the inner basin, but the only sign
«f real activity was on the railway company’s

nier opposite, from which the night boat was |

about due to leave for Holland.

Nipper was feeling a littie subdued. Ile
had hurried back to the hotel with the news
of his discovery-—a discovery which definitely
connected at least one of the Rovers with the
men of whom Edward Colton stood in such
fear—only to find that his chief had bought
a photograph of the tcam at a local book-
setlers, and had promptly recognised the
burly centre-half as the man they had seen
with Colton’s shadower on the train,
- ITe had been interested in Nipper's account
of his meeting with Dick Ridley, but inclined
to think his young assistant was prejudiced
in favour of the voung footballer who was
such a hero to him. In a quite dispassionate
way the famous detective had sumined the
situation up.

Jamee Ridley had disappeared.

'I'ne police theory was that he had worried
about the ill-success of the team in which he
had taken so great an inferest, and was wan-
dering somewhere, sulfering from loss of
MLOTY,

Colton's theery was that his old friend had
been murdered, and that his nephew, Dick
Ridley, was either directly or indirectly con-
cerned with that murder. .

*1 wash out the police theory,” said Nelson
Lee, as they walked along together through
dreary, almost deserted, streets.  “There's
obviously a lot more in this business than the
fact that Northmouth Rovers are doing
badly, so badly as to affcet the brain of a
man who appears to have Dbeen a pretey
shrewd old boy. Besides, Ridley, on the verge
of a breakdown, would not have gone to
Colton and told him thar there was sxmething
wrong with the Rovers. That wiust have
been palpable to anyone who has taken the
least interest in the team, let alone an mflu-
ential director.

“Ridley spoke of some discovery he hored
to make, and that scems to e the crux of
the affair. Somecone had & very strong
motive for that discoverv not belog made,
and 1t looks as though that somcone had suc-
ceoded.”™

“And 1t looks as though that someone was
this Bert Barter,” said Nipper, as they turned
from the main street into a road of large,
detached houses; a quiet, deserted road, with
rain dripping from the leafless trees on tho
edge of the pavemeoent,

“Or that Bert Barter waz working with
voung Ridley, or someone else,” put in
Nelson Lee. *“Colton may be able to throw
some light on the situation. He was in such a
blue tunk yesterday that it was almost im-
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poggible to get a connected story from. him,
and [ did not want to call upon him in day-
light. 1 passed his house this morning ; that’s
the place over there. You can see that this
road after dark is eminently suitable for
knocking a man over the head.”

Nipper agreed. They had now reached a
very lonely part of the road, with big, old-
fashioned houses standing back in large
grounds. On a dark, gloomy night like this,
with rain pattering dismally from the leaf-
less trees, with no street lamps, and not a
soul about, a man whose life was in peril
could scarcely have chosen a worse spot to
visit.

“1 wonder Colton doesn’t move!” the boy
said, with a little shiver, as they groped
their way into a broad drive through an open
gate,

*1 shouldn't be in the least surprised if he
does,” replied the detective. ‘““I shall advise
that he—— What’s the matter?”

Nipper was sniffing.

“There’s a car standing somewhere near
here.”

It was still some distance from the house,
but there was certainly the smell of warm oil,
and the next moment they were upon a car
pulled up close to the thick evergreens that
bordered the drive. It showed no lights, but
the radiator was hot. Nelson Lee’s pencil-
like electric torch ran over it. It was a
Morris Cowley four-seater, with hood and
side curtains up. He noted the number, and
stooped to examine the tyres.

Bang !

The sharp bark of a revolver came from
the direction of the house. Impetuously
Nipper dashed off up the drive, his chief
pocketing his torch and following him.

Craszh!

A tinkle of glass, and a harsh voice in the
darkness. Three shadowy forms racing down
the drive. They were almost upon Nipper
bnfm*r: he saw them. He hit out at a man,
and his fizt came into sharp contact with flesh.
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In the distance he heard a girl’s voice
screaming for help, and then something came
whiZzing through the air, hit himn full in the
face, and sent him crashing backwards to the
drive,

And as stars leapt before his eyes, and
biackness was engulfing him, he was vaguely
conscious that someone had piteched heavily
on top of him!

In the Dark !

IPPER came out of the darkness with
N a feeling that he had suddenly come
up out of a pitch-black pit by a very

swift lift.

“ Better now, old man ?” a kindly voice was
asking, and he knew it was the voice of his
chief, though it seemed to come from someo
distance away.

“Yes,” said the boy faintly.

He raised a hand and tenderly felt his ach-
ing nose. By the sense of touch he was in-
clined to think that he had some of his face
left, though he had been inclined to doubt it.

He remembered something hitting him with
terrific force, and then someone falling upon
him. Now, with returning consciousness, he
sat up hastily and looked round in the dark-
ness, but could only see his chief knecling
beside him, dabbing at an ear that was bleed-
ing a little,

“What's happened ?” he asked.

“Sandbagged!” said Nelson ILee shortly.
“Those fellows were experts with them. 1
just saw the one that smashed into your face,
and then I got one on the side of the head
that sent me down on top of you. I don’t
think T could have lost consciousness for more
than a few moments, for T heard the car
driving away, though I was too helpless to
do anything. Feel fit enough to get up?”

Nipper felt like nothing on earth, but he
pluckily staggered to his feet. Memory was
working again: he remembered the zhot and
a girl’s scream.

Enalish League.

anolther man,
amiateur.

WHAT'S GONFE
NELSON LEE, the world-fomous delective, and his assistant,

NIPPER, are staying at a London hotel preparatory to leaving for the South of
France—they are away from St. Frank's on holiday—when they are approached by

EDWARD COLTON, a director of Northmouwth Rovers, the famous foothall club with

a brilliant past history, but which is now doing badly in the First Division of 'he
Mr. Colton says his life is in danger, and that he is being
followed by a man with a rat-like face.
see James Ridley, ex-chairman of the Rovers, who has muysteriously disappearcd.
Collon thinks Ridley has been murdered, and that -

DICK RIDILEY, the ex-chatrman’'s nephew, and amateur Inlernational centre-forward
of the Rovers, is concerned in the affair,
| matter, and accordingly he and Nipper travel to Northmouth., During the journey
Nipper sees the rat-faced man who ,foifa-wsr{f Edward t’?a!tuﬂ"t'n conversation with
Arrived in Northmouth, Nipper signs on with the Rovérs as an
He is now known as Nick Parr, and Nelson Lee has taken the name o}
Mr. Nelson, they are supposed to be surveyors.
ground at Bleakridge, he nearly collides with a burly, ginger-haired chap.
boy recognises him as the fellow who was in conversation with the rat-faeed
man who followed Edward Colton to London! Nipper makes inquirice and learns
.- that the ginger-haired man is Bert Barter, the Rovers centre-half!
| (Vow read on.)

BEFORE.

This ia because he was the last man ie

Nelson Lee agrees to investigate the

As Nipper is leaving the Rovers
The
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“Do vou think there's been a murder,
guv nor?” _ <

“"T'm rather sﬁrprised there hasn't!” was

the detective's griin reply, as they hurried
along the drive. “Colton's either a crack
chot, or a most amazingly lucky one, to fire
into tile darkness and wing one of the men.”

“You think it was Colton who fired?”

“Obviously !” zaid Lee. ‘At least two of
the men were armed with sandbags, which
they were experts at using. That shows that
they wanted no gun work. Colton must have
been on the jump, seen them, and blazed into
the darkness, and he got one of the men 1n
the left arm. I saw it hanging limp as they
came upon us. I don’t know who the girl
is, or why she screamed, but we soon sghall
know. TI'll just give Colton a shout. We
don't want to chance his luck holding in the
matter of shooting.”

Despite his aching face, Nipper grinned
as they came out on to the lawn opposite a
Jighted French-window, and Nelson Lee
called out his client’s name with the assur-
ance that it was all right.

The French-window with the smashed pane
of glass was opened, and a man in evening-
dress stepped out into the darknoess.

“Thank goodness it's you, Mr. Lee!” said
an agitated voice. “I was just going to
'phone you. Be caveful what you say. DMy
nicce is in there, and must not know your
real identity. You can never trust a womnan
with a sceret., Come in—come in !

Nipper followed Colton and his chicf. The
lawn was soft, and there ought to be foot-
prints; but the men had obviously been wear-
ing rubber overshoes, for they had not heard
them on the drive until they were right upon
them, so footprints would afford little or no
clue to the identity of the men—nor would
the car. There must be hundreds of biue
Morris Cowley four-seaters in the district, and
the numbers would be false, or else it would
prove to be a stolen vehicle,

All Nippes knew was that he would like to
meet the man who had made such a mess of
his face. How big a mess that was he did
not realise until he stepped into a brilliantly
lighted and damntiiy-furnished drawing-room,
and saw the startled grey eyes of a pretfty
wirl in a white evening frock fixed upon him
in horror.

“Clarice,” the agitated Mr. Colton was
saying, “this 1s my friend Mr. Nelson, the
surveyor, and his assistant, Mr. Parr. They
et those thieves in the drive. Mr. Nelson,
my niece, Miss Clarice Colton, and By
Jove, young man, they did knock you
about !

Nipper stole a furtive glance at a gilt-
framed mirror. His nose and nupper-lip were
bleeding, and there was an ugly red patch on
his forehead, where the sandbag had struck
him. )

“It frightened me out of my life, Mr.
Nelson ! said the girl with the d -k, bobbed,
wavy hair. “I didn't know uncle had got a
revolver in his pocket, and suddenly, just as
I 'x#as looking for a piece of musie, he fired
right through the window. I sereamed, and
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brought the servants in, but unclr wouldn’t
let them give chase, or telephone for the
police,”

“No, my dear, because I had put myself
in the wrong by firing without giving warn-
ing. DBut we shan't see those scoundrels
again. I think you'd better go to bed,
Clarice, it must have been very upsetting for
you. Come along, Mr. Nelson, I'm sure you
two need a wash and a little first aid.”

It struck Nipper that the pretty girl.
who looked about ninetcen or twenty, and
who had quickly got over her shock, was
laughing at the football director with the
buiging blue eves, in which fear had given
place to a gleam of triumph.

In the bath-room Nelson Lee and his
assistant bathed their wounds. Mr., Colton
insisted upon them having a little brandy,
and then, seated comfortably round the fire
in his study, they discussed the situation.

The detective had been perfectly ecorreet in
his surmise: Colten, in his nervousness, had
looked up a revelver he had not fired since he
was a voung man. Always on the watech, he
had seen the men on the lawn and fired.

“That will have taught them something,”
he said complacently.

“But yvou mustn’t do that sort of thing, you
know,” said Nelson Lee, as he filled his pipe,
and settled himself comfortably in his deep
casy-chair. *“It's a miracle you haven't killed
someone. Juven if your life 1s in peril the
law doesn’t allow you to blaze away indis-
criminately, even at night visitors., But let's
drop that for the moment. There are several
things I want to ask voun. Iirst of all, do you
know anvthing about DBert DBarter, your
centre-half?” -

“Only that he's a somewhat erratic player,
very good when he’s at the top of his form,
Stephen Langton, our new chairman, was
impressed by him, and secured him quite
cheaply from some minor club.”

“He travelled to Northmouth last night
with the man who had shadowed you to our
hotel in London!”

Colton’s bulging eyes threatened to leave
his head. There was fear in them again—
that haunted fear the detective and his
assistant had observed when he had entered
the vestibule of that big hotel in the Strand—
but Nelson Lee soothed him, and procecded
to question him relentlessly. He was con-
vinced that Colfon was concealing something,
and had deliberately set out to frighten him.
The direetor swore that he had never scen
the rat-like man until he had observed him at
King's Cross Station, that he had not the
least grounds for suspecting Barter, with
whom he had barely exchanged half a dozen
words,

"But why do you suspeet young Ridley ?”

The question was flashed at him, and Nip-
per saw an uneasy expression come to their
wealthy elient's face.

“I have told you that on the night that
James Ridley disappeared he came to me and
spoke mysteriously about there being some-
thing wrong with the Rovers, and how he was
on the verge of a big discovery. He also told
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me that he had guarrelled with his nephew,
and was going to stop his very handsome
allowance. I connected the two things, and
certainly the disappearance of his uncle
enables him to go on drawing five hundred a
year, apart from anything he may receive
under a will that might have been altered.”

The famous detective nodded, and blew out
a cloud of smoke before replyving.

“* Admittedly there is motive there; but
what motive would there be 1n killing or
kidnapping vou?”

“He knows his uncle visited me,
think he told me a lot more that
And then there’s Clarice [V

He may
he did.

The ’plane swung round In a circle, and then disappeared down into the Rovers’ ground,
must be our aviator chairman,’’ said Nipper to Nelson Lee,

“Crumbs!” gasped Nipper. *“Is she in it,
too ?”

Mr. Colton frowned at him.

“Young Dick Ridley has been paying great
attention to my niece, but after what his
uncle had told me, I stopped the young fellow
coming to the house.”

Nelson Lee puffed at his pipe. He had got

the information he had been so kecn on
obtaining. It explained Colton’s obvious

prejudice against the young Inlernational,
but helped Jittle or nothing in clearing up
the mystery he had been set to solve.

“But, Mr. Colton,” said the detective, “if
young Ridley is implicated in the disappear-
ance of his uncle, and suspected that he had
told you something that might prove evidence
against him, it is reasonable to suppose that
yau would have gone to the police the
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moment your friend disappeared. In faet, if
vou were dangerous, you would have been
dangerous at the moment, not now. All that
he has against you is that you have refused to
allow him to visit your niece, and surely you
don’t suggest that because of that he would
have you shadowed to London, and hire
desperadoes to come (o vour house and sand-
bag you?”

Mr. Colton looked a little sheepish.

“Put like that, T’ll admit 1t does sound
feeble,”” he =aid. *But there's a lot more
behind it, and that’s what T hope you will
succeed in discovering. It's something to do

| with the Rovers, and you've confirmed that

“ That

by discovering that Barter is in some way
connected with the spy who followed me to
your hotel in London.”
Nelson Lee rose, and glanced at his watch.
“We'll be getting back,” he said. " Buy
some blanks for that revolver, Mr, Colton,

though I doubt if you will need it. 1It’s a
hundred to one those fellows will put you
down as a crack shot, a man 1o be left

severely alone. DBy the way, do you know
which way James Ridicy went wnen he left
vou on the night of his disappearance ?”

“Ob, yes,” replied the football director.
“He turned to the right, and somehow I
thought he was going to the ground, though
1 could not think why he should go there so
late.”

Nelson Lee made no comment. But he and

Nipper also turned to the right. The quiet
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road became still more deserted. A few large
houses, the fence of a private park, and then
the road became little more than a cart-
track across biecak, undeveloped building
land.

““Tasy enongh to knock anyvone on
head here,” said Nipper. * Lspecially
anyone who is an expert at sandbag throw-
mg."’

He peered round a little uneasily into the
darkness, and Nelson Lee laughed shighrly
and paused to take his bearings. Away down
in the valley bmm:d them twinkled the lights
of Northmoutl, the red and green llrrht-. of
the harbour entmm‘:u qtandmg out in the
drizzie that came in from the sea. Away
on their right a iralm‘:u wis starting away,
its lights flic kering as it crossed the pmnh
“That will be the Bleakridge tram terminus
and that lamp-post just ahcad of us will be
the onc at the entrance to the football
ground,’” remarked Nelson Lee. *“We ought
to be in time to get a tram back to the har-
bour. and Hallo! Night flying! DBut
the chap's carrying no lights.”

There was the drone of an acroplane in the
murky gloom above them, and both knew
from the sound that it was dropping rapidly,

Then a dim shape appeared, and suddenly

the

a light flickered from the lonely football
grmtml ahead. An  answering  light
flickered from the sky, and then, in the

gloom, they saw the 'planc droning round in

a circle, and disappear down into the
Rovers' ground.
“That must be our aviator chairman,”

said Nipper, with great interest. 1 suppose
he's Hown from Secotland. They said he was
up there, and Dick Ridley told me they
called him the Bat.”

“He would appcar to be a mighty good .

night flver,” remarked Nelson ILee. "I
suppose that is his car waiting for him."”

They had come out into the road in which
the ground wes sitnated. By the solitary
lamp-post outside the entrance stood a small
two-scater sports car, with side and tail lamps
on. Lven from the distance it looked pretty
elderly. Defore they could get near to i,
however, two men .appecarcd from tho
playvers' entrance, and stepped into the car;
the engine roared, and the car was driven
rapidly away.

“"So the wman in the leather coat was
Stephen Langton,” said Nelson Lee. 1
wonder who the other fellow was.”

“I can tell vou,” said Nipper, in a very
small voice. *“The other chap was Dick
Ridley !

The Bat!

IPPIER was one of the first to arrive on

N the ground at Bleakridge for training

the next morning g, and he had less of

the new boy fef-hng. It was true that

he could not juggle with the ball like the

professionals, but he could score goals against

useful playvers, whilst the Rovers had cer-

tainly done nothing in that direction just
lately.

for {
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Groundsmen were fixing up goalposts and
net, and as he walked to the dressing-room
David W 1111..1111- the Welsh goalie, overtook
hm]. '

*1 sce you are keen, and, look you, that
15 a very good thing—indecd, it is what we
need just now,” he satd, in his rather sing-
song volce, as thev walked along to the
dressing-room.  “There 1s too much leaving
it to the other man, I teil you, and you will
not win matches that way whatever! We
shall be beaten by Broadwich to-morrow, and
that will not help us!”

"1 shouldn't think it’s exaetly helpful to

expect a licking ! said Nipper bluntly.
T'he goalie looked a little offended, and
went over to speak to the rather sulky-

looking trainer.

Gradually the men rolled up; and Nipper
was thoughtful as he changed, wondering
whether tlu, young amateur mternatlmml
would turn up. He had certainly been
startied to sce him leaving the ground with
the airman about half-past ten at night; but
his chief, though apparently unfdw inter-
ested, had made no comment. It certainly
struck the youngsier that they had plunged

into a bafiling mystery. And, sceing that
Colton had been attacked, though he was not
really ngerous, the situation would cer-

tainly become too exciting to be pleasant if
their identity and their real objeet in North-
moith came out,

Nipper had just finished changing when
Dick Ridley came in, gave him a cheery good-
morning, and, lgnoring the way in which
some of the pln},ers turncd their backs to
him, stopped to talk to the goalie and Sims,
the left-half.

As they were going out on to the playing-
piteh, Nipper spotted the big, burly, ginger-
haired contre-half walking sinni} towards
them, and felt a sudden thrill.

Bert Barter’s left arm was in a sling!

“Huallo, Bert!” called a man. “What have

you been doing now ?”

The big man frowned.

“Some fool left something on the stairs
last night, and I fell and dislocated 1y
shoulder. Sickening, 1sn’t 1t? The doc. savs
I mustn't play for a week at lcast,”

“Indeed to goodness that puts the lid on it,
I tell von!"” said the pessinustic little Welsh-
man, brushing back his mane of long black
hair. “This 1s a bad business, look vou!”

But Nipper was not thinking of the
troubles of the Rovers. Bert Barter had
travelled with the spy who had shadowed
Colton, and last night-Colton had shot a man
in the left arm. Nelson l.ee had only caught
a glimpse of him in the darkness, but he had
scen he was a big man, with a lunp left
arm !

The discovery put Nipper off his work at
the start, and someone laughed at the feeble
way he took a kick. That spurred Nipper
on. }e would show 'em! Audaciously he
took the ball from the toe of a plaver with
quite a big namec n the foortball world,
raced past two men who were half afraid of
faliing over him, and sent 1n a stinging shot
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fhat had David Williams, dancing about in
coal like a Dervish, completely beaten.

At that moment Nipper became aware that
the manager was watching the kick-about,
and that someone was with him. It was at
the man with him that Nipper stared with
frank curiosity.

A man of medium height, clad in a rather
shabby grey suit, with a leather waistcoat.
Ie wore no hat, and his face was the most
siriking the boy had ever seen. His dark
hair was close eut, and a high forehead gave
the 1mpression of baldness, his nose was large
and curved, his eyes dark and penetrating,
his face curiously pale, and his lips thin and
1ight.

(- }}‘irt !!?

The manager was calling him, and Nipper
turned and went up to the two men,

“Parr, this is Mr. Stephen Langton, the
chairman of the club. 1 have been telling
him that you haye signed on as an amateur.”

The man with the hawk-like face held out
a curiously cold hand.

“You play very well for a youngster,” said
fhe echairman in a harsh, metallic voice.
“What is your usual position on the field ?”

Nipper thought of the injured centre-half;
fhiat would mean the reserve man playing
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great hope at his heart.
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said, omitting to mention that his usual place
was in the forward line.

“Oh, well, stick to it!” said the man whom
they called the Bat. Then, with little Mr.
Minter rubbing his hands as though dry-

and walked

washing them, he left Nipper,
the terrace

away towards the hangar under
at the end of the ground,

The youngster went on with his training, a
But at the end of
the morning's work that hope was dashed.
There were some alterations in the team lists
on notice-board, but his name was not
there. A man named Jones came in in place
of Barter, and another man took his place in

thoa

the rescrves, ulm were playing in a town
some thirty miles away.
Nipper changed, and sceing that Dick

Ridley was mulelgmnfr maszage, put football
aside for the moment. IHe wished he could
go into the hangar where Stephen Langton
was apparently at work on his machine.
Knowing that to be impossible, however, he
set off back to the hotel 40 tell his chief that
he was firmly convinced that Bert Barter was
one of the men concerned in the attack on
Mr., Colton. )

(The mystery sccms to get decper and
wpore baffling with each chapter. What is
Bert Barter's connection with the plot, and

against Broadwich, and a vacancy with the | kow much is young Diek Ridlcy implicated?
reserves. Don’t miss next weck’s gripping instalment,
“"I'm faiwrly useful at centre-half, sir,” he !lads.)
ANNUAL TREATS! NOW ON SALE!

“ THE GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY " EVERY BOY'S HOBBY ANNUAL " is a book which
ANNUAL." A treasure ‘trove of stories, should be in every home. It treats in an interesting and
articles and colour plates. Hours and informative way of practically every hobby under the sun.
hours of delightful reading! ALL  your Model Reailways. Amateur Mechanics, Wood-work, Wire-
{favourite  schoolboy characters appear in less, Stamps, Photography, Metal Work—all these sub-
this champion annual, too, which is another jects, profusely illustrated with drawings, photographs and
reaAson fl’_'llf “q pgpulant?' ane you h&\.e {'ilﬂﬂ'l'ﬂmﬂ are to bﬂ found in TI!'HB Iwndmmc volume,

A real treasure house of knowledge for the bov who wants

Fri_ct: 6/«

‘ooked inside this beok you will realise what a

prize you hold. Price 6/-. to know what to do and hnw to do it.
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HOW TO UOIN THE LEAGUE

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 100

SECTION READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are oftered to Members
A of the Lefigue. 1 hereby declare that I have introduced “THE NELSON

..,

LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY »” and THE ST, FRANK'S LEAGUE to one
new reader, whose signature to certify this appears on second form attached
hereto. Will you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolinent with
the Membership Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

SECTION MEMBER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS,

I, Member No......... (give Membership No.), hereby declare that I have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second formn attached hereto. This makes me ... (state number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

SECTION NEW READER'S DECLARATIOM,
I hereby deeclare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)
C to this issue of “THE NELSON LEE
1 SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY.” :
{i_"ULL EA}&IEJ ........ S EE AR E AN A EEm e R A L R R TNy ARAA TR RS SSE S AN S S SR gNSEES S ES RS e .
(ADDRESS) i, ISP RIS PR TS e R T——— Ty
INSTRUCTIONS,

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem- | writes his name and address at the bottom of
bership. Cut out TWO complete Application | the form. Now pin both forms together and send
I'orms from Two copies of this week's issue of | them to the Chief Olficer. as above. One new
1B NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY. On one of | reader will then be registered against your name,
the forms leave in Section A, crussin% out Sections | and when six new readers have been registered,
B and C. Then write clearly your full name and | you will be sent the St. Frank's League bronze
address at bottom of form. The second form is | medal, There is nothing to prevent you from
for vour new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses | sending in forms for two or more new readers
out Sections A and B, and writes his name and | at duce, providing that each pair of forms bears
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then | the same date and number.
pinued together, and sent to the Chief Officar, Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
The St. Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEE | silver medals ean apply in the same way as -for
SCHOOL STORY Lisrary, 5, Carmelite Street, London, | the bronze medal, filling in Section B. Every
E.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It | introduction they make will be ecredited to them,
will be necessary for you to obtain six new readers | so that when they have secured the requisite
for this award. For each new reader TWO | number of readers they can exchange their bronze
complete forms, bearing the same number, are | medal for a silver one,
needed, On one of the forms fill in Section B,
crossing out Sections A and C, and write your
mame and address at bottom of form. The other These Application Forms ean be pozted for
form i3 for your new reander, who fills in{ id., providing the envelope is not sealed and no
Section C, crosses out Scctions A and B, and | letter is enclosed.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You can write to fellow members living at You are offered free hints on holidays,
home or in the most dintaut outposts of the whether walking, biking, or camping.
LEinpire

You are offered free advice on chooesing a You can qualify for the various awards by
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NOTICE!

The 8t. Franl's Lengue has now attained such proportions that we are compelled to discontinue the
offer of gcld medals in connection therewith, The silver and bronze medals will still be available,
however, as herelofore, to those who qualify for them in accordunce with the rules.
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Stories by Edwy S. Brooks!

RE you reading Edwy Searles Brooks’
A yarns in the Boys’ Realm, lads?
These long complete tales of sport
and adventure are about the Blue
Crusaders,” a famous football team. The
players are as cheery a set of sportsmen as
you could wish to meet. You all ought to
make pals of them, just as yow’ve made pals
of Nipper and Handforth and Archie Glen-
thorne and the other St. Frank’s fellows.
As all N.I.L. readers know, Edwy Searles
Brooks is at his very best when writing about
football, so you can guess that hie Blue
Cfusaders’ yarns in the Boys’ Realm
are really top-notchers. If you haven’t done
so already, why not buy a copy of this grand
paper and see what you think of it?
addition to Edwy Searles Brooks’ yarn there
are many other features that are bound to
interest you., Altogether I can assure you
that the Boys' Realm is a splendid two-
pennorth. Trot round to your newsagent and
get a copy, for this week’s issue is now on
sale, :

Can You Tell Whe's Whoe?

An ingenious and enthusiastic reader of the
Old Paper sends me information about a new
kind of sport he has discovered, This 1is
guessing what people are doing for a living.

You see a crowd of individuals in the street
or on the railway, all looking much alike,
but there are fine distinctions. The smartly-
dressed fellow is not necessarily a millionaire
out taking the air, and the extra quiet person
with a well-brushed coat and shiny elbows
may not be a hard-working clerk. More likely
it is he who has the millions. Millionaires
are very careful people often enough, and
they don’t like throwing away good cash in
heavy tailors’ bills. The interest of the new
game lies in the fact that in those cases
where it is possible to discover the truth of
a guess, the latter would generally be found
to be wrong. The truth is, it i extremely
difficult in these days to tell what profeesions
are followed by the people one sees.

It was neot alwavs sn. Tn the past there
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The Editor.

Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers :
send him one now.

Address it to: The Editor,

“ Nelsan Lee School Stery Library,” Fleetway

House, Farringdon Slreet, London, F.C.A.

| were distinctive dresses. The butcher always

wore a blue get-up. The dustman had a
funny hat, rather like that of a miner. Now
he may sport a fashionable Trilby, or a
bowler. Things are far more level. The
“gentleman ” has dropped his tall silk hat.

Matters are mixed.

It is the same on the stage. In the old
plays you could always get the villain in
a twinkling. If he were a very bad fellow
he always swanked on to the stage in fault-
less evening-dress. Perhaps this was to make
up for his own faults. The man looked as if
he had just come from the outfitters’ in his
white waistcoat, and his handsome cloak which
was unbuttoned so as to reveal his shining
shirt-front, and the flashing diamond stud.
Nowadays the scamp in a play 1 content to
romp on in a lounge suit or any old thing.

They say that i1t is easy to ““fix” the
callings of most people. Bo it may be to a
trained detective who sees certain creases
which mean that the man who 1s spotted
spends most of his days sitting at a desk.
But a poet is not invariably long-haired, and
sporting a tie which flops out behind. The

cook has abandoned his white cap; a soldier

goes out in mufti, and he might pass for an
athlete; the same with a policeman in
“civvies,””  Personally, I think there are
many difficulties about this game,

How does one tell the winner in a compe-
tition ? By his expansive smile, perhaps!

For Winter Evenings.

Now that good old summer-time is a thing
of the past one wants something light and
amusing for the long evenings, and maybe
it 1s (jlus.t as well that a thoughtful individual
has dug up a bunch of the old problems
which entertained folks in the back ages.

Some of these beguiled the time in the Ark.
There is one whiskered wheeze: Sistere and
brothers have I none, but that man’s father
was my father’s son. -Another fine old
crusted joke ie: If Jack’s father is John's
father, what relation is Jack to John?

The best of these delightful queries is that
after they have been comfortably tucked up

(Continued on nex! page.)
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