


2 THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIRRARY

DANGER AHEAD'! |

-

Adrift and helpless in the grip of the deadly current, the housebeidt containing the Fourth-Formers

surged down the floodel river. Ahead, ominonsly near, loomed Beliton Bridge, azainst which the

houseboat would crash with terrible results, Then alonzside came Nipper & Co. on the barze.

‘* Look out !’ shouted Nipper to the Fourth-Formers, and pushed over the tiller. Would this
desperate attempt to avert disaster prove succsssiul ?



Readers Welcome the New Removite—Tich Harborough of the Blue Crusaders I}

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in ‘‘ The FPopular,” every Tuesday.)

e -

>

Nipper and his fellow Removites were disappoinied when that cheery

youth, Lionel Corcoran, went inlo the Fourlh Form, but now that Lich

Harborough, the famous winger of the Blue Crusaders, 15 coming inlo the

Remove, they don’t care so much. Neveriheless, Tich has good reason to

regret Lionel's presence in the Fourth, for Lionel is a greal lad al pulling
off 1apes—as Tich discovers lo bis cost.—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1,

e e e e e o o

Meeting the New Removite !

WO beams of brilliant light split the darkuess of the pitchy November evening, as

l Lione| Corcoran and the Hon, Tom Silward Harborough motor-cyeled along the

road trom Bannington to Bellton.
‘I'he evening was comparatively young, but it was inky black, and there was
a wild, blustery wind, with mere than a promise of rain in the scudding clouds,

* Better let me lead the way here!” shouted Corcoran, as he turned his head. “We
go oit to the right in a minute!”

“Carry on, then!” sang out the other rider. “ You know the road—and I don't!”

“Right!” said Corcoran,

Lionel Corcorac of the IFourth—Tom Harborough of the Remove! New names at
=r. rank’s!

Corcoran had only been at the old school for a week. and so he was quite a new +boy.
Angd Harborough was a perfect stranger to St. Frank’s; he was now being cscorted
there by s friend, But Harborough was a new chap, too. He was definilely booked for
the Remove, and he was to board in the Ancient House.

There had been a good deal of jubilation at St. Frank’s -that day.

It was Monday, and in the morning Corcoran had received a letter from ITarborough,
saying that it was all arranged, and that he would be at DBannington Station on the
evensng train from london., So 1f came about that both these juniors were now motor-
cyching through the black evening,

Laonel Corcoran wag the fellow who owned the Blue Crusaders Tootball Club, the
feliow who had created suech a sensation the previous week by transferring the colebrated
Bines from fav-off DBrowton to Bannmington. On the Saturday the Crusaders had played
their first game on their new pitch, and they had trounced Deveon Wanderers to the tune
ot six goals to mi. The whole country was still talking about that sensational game,.

And St Frank’s, naturally, was highly animated.

The IFourth, in particular, was jubilant. It was their Form that could boast of Lionel
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Corcaran, the schoolboy football club owner.
And it really scemed that the Fourth at St.
Frank’s was in for a revivau,

I'or many terms now the Fourth had been
more or lcis cotsatose. It was the Remove,
under the able leadersh'p of Nipper, which

had scored in ja pos and sports, and, in fact,
in everything. The Fourth had become so
tarne that the Romove fellows were inelined
to ignore it.

But with the coming of Lionel Corcoran
there was a big change.

Corcoran was in the Ifast. House, and he
had alrcady fought Armstrong, the one-time
leader of the Ifast House jumiors. Corcoran
was now the leader, and Armstrong leoked
like becoming his strongest friend and ad-
herent, Lionel had only been mn the school
a weck, but Armstrong was revealing a dog-
like devotion to his lcader than was even
more protiounced than the faithful slavery of
Church and McClure to the redoubtable
tidward Oswald Handforth,

In fact, a kind of warfare had been de-
clared bctween the Fourth and the Remove;
Lionel Corcoran had made it quite plain that
he was going to buck the Fourth up and

“put it on the map.” Naturally, the Remove
laughed and coolly told the Fourth to do its
worst. Yet the Remove knew perfectly well
that Corcoran was an ingenious, brainy
youngster. Lven in this mtmurdlnallly short
time he was nfusing a new spirit into the
IYourth.

As for the Hon, Tom Silward Harborough,
he was almost as famous as Corcoran himself.

Affectionately known as “Tich,” he was
the renowned schootboy winger of the Blue
Crusaders. Tich Harbumugli-l played regu-
Jarly .or the professional club, and he was a
footballer of singular skill, I‘ast as lightning,
nippy as a hare, he was the terror and des-
pair of full- backs all over the country. Tich
was unassuming, modest—a regular sports
man to his finger-tips. In a word, a top-
notcher,

While the Blue Crusaders had been located
at Browton, Tich had graced the Fifth Form
at Halsbury. Dut now that the Blues had
been shilted to DBannington, Tich had necces
sarily come south, tco.

During the week-end he !md‘pcrsua.ded hiis
father, Lord Shevingham, to make swift
arrangements for him to enter St. Frank’s.
He wanted to be with Lionel Corcoran—and
also he had taken a great liking to Nipper
and Handlorth and 1'ravers and the other St
Flrlank’s juniors. Ile wanted {o be with them
a

Lord Shevingham was an Old Blue himsel
one of the most famous footballers in thc
great history of the game. A Corinthian--
a celcbrated International. Lord Shevingham
was Corcoran’s legal guardian, too—now that
Colonel Corcumn was dead. So he approved
heartily of Tich's desire to enter St. Irank’s,

The Remove, of course. had been highly
delighted when it learned that Tich was de-
finitely booked for thot Torm. Although he
had been in the INifth at Halsbury, the St.
I'rank’s Remove was really a grade higher,
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And Tieh wanted to be in the Remove, too—
since he had taken such a liking to many of
the Removites,

Handforth had insisted upou teading a big
party to Bannington to meet the new fellow,
T,tui quite a lot of other juniors had supported
A,

But Liomel (‘orcoran, dicaring about it, had
firmly put Lis foot down. He maintained
that 1t was his privilege, as the owner of the

Blue Crusaders, to go and mecet Tom Har-
borough. ‘The fact that he was a Removite
made no difference., Besides, argued Cor-
corun, he had a motor-bike—and Tich would
be using hLis motor-bike from Bannington.
Far better that they should ecome along
together.

"‘D the Removites had resigned themselves,
and now they were getling up a big welcomne
for this celebrated schoolboy Crusader., They
felt that things were now more or less even,
The FFourth had a Crusader—and so had tho
Remove!

In fact, the Remove rather felt that they
had the best of it. For Tich Harborough was
an actual player in the team, whilst Corcoran
was only the owner. And who was the owner,
compared with the lightning schoolboy
winger ?

In the blackness of the wintry eveuing the
two young motor-eyclists sped along the
country road, and Tich H{arborouzh was fecl-
ing iather thrlled. ife was as keen as mus-
tard on entering the Remove; it was neces-
sary for him to be at school, of course, and
what better schiool then St. I'rank’s? It was
within ten minutes’ run of the Blue
Crusaders’ ground, and Lord Shevingham
had made speecial arrangements with the
Head that Tich <hould have extra privileges
—so that lic could be available for the club
vhenever it nceded his services,

* Round this way!"” yelled Lionel Corcoran,
as he swung olf the main road.

The other motor-eycle followed, and pre-
sently they were bumping along over a
narrow, ruity lane. Tich Harborough had a
vague uuplessmn that this was rather a poor
sort of appr oach to such a famous school as
St, rank’s.

But, theu, Tich dido’'t know that Lionel
Corcoran was playing a deep game!

e ——— —

CHAPTER 2.
Into the Trap !

HE HON, TOM IHAR-
BOROUGII was re-
assured when  his
companion yelled at
himi, over his

that this was a short cut. There

shoulder,
was a 1nuch better road through the village

of Bellton, but, by taking tle lane, they wero
missing the village altogether.
[ncidentally, they were also
Frank’s!
They came out on a bleak spot near the
moor, where the wind whistled and boomed.

missing  St.



. THE

And then—although Tich didn't know it—
they went back en their own tracks. In this
way they would bo appreaching St. Frank’'s
from another dircction; but, before they got

there, they would come to the Moor View
School.
Liouel had been very anxiouns that they

should not pass 8t. Frank's—for it was almost
certain that his companion would recognise
it by its many hghts and buildings as a great
Public School. But if he didn’t sce it, the
situation would be quite ditferent.

Thus, the very first lights_they saw were
those of the Moor View School—many lights
from many windows, gleaming comfortingly
out of the blackness. On such a pitchy dark
night it was 1mpossible to tell how many
buildings there were, or actually how big this
establishment was. That was preciscly what
Corcoran required,

“Steady now!”
gateway here.”

“Right-ho!” said Harborough.

They entered the wide, gravelled courtyard
of the Moor View School—for girls! And
Tich Harborough took it positively for
granted that he had reached St. Irank’s.
What reason had he to suspeet anything else ?

he sang out. “Into this

It was a h:% establishment—there were
dozens of lighted windows—and Lionel Car-
coran was a St. Frank’s fellow. Surely

Lionel knew his own school!

In the darkness Lionel was grinning to
himself as he pulled his motor-bike back on
its stand. He had timed the arrival to the
minute. At this hour all the girls would be
in their class-rooms on the other side of the
building—quite at the rear—at prep. There
was just a chance that the two schoolboys
might be spotted by somebody—but it was
only a remote chance,

Lionel had been here to tea, on the Sunday,
when he had made the acqguaintance of Trene
& Co., the cheery girl chums of some of the
St. I'rank’s fellows. Lionol liked them
immensely, but he saw no reason why he
should not perpetrate a little jape.

It was during that Sunday visit that an
idea had oecarred to him. Corcoran was
ever on the alert for wheezes, He did not
forget that he was now the leading spirit
of the East Housd Fourth. He had made up
his mind to make tho Fourth Form supreme
at St, Frank’s, and 1t remained to be secen
whether Nipper & Co. would allow such a
revolutionary change,

But Lionel's policy was one of constant
endeavonr. And Tich Harborough was a
Removite ! Surely this was an excellent op-
portunity to work off a first-class jape on
the Remove? Personal friendship did not
come into the matter; Tich was to be an
innoeent vietim of the rivalry” between the
IF'ourth and the Remove.

The IFourth, of course, knew all about
it—and the Fourth was chuckling hugely
over the joke. This would be one against
the Remove! How the Fourth-Formers
would how! with laughter later on, when
the truth came out! Lionel was quite con-
vinced that Tich would grin with the rest,
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1 afterwards.
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He was a sportsman, and he
would understand. But at the moment he
was being very neatly victimised by his
Crusader friend, '

“Not many fellows about!” remarked
Tich, all unsuspiciously, as he propped his
own motor-eyclo on its stand.

“Well, it's a cold night, and perhaps
they'ro not expecting us just yet,” repiied
Corcoran briskly. *“In fact, Tich, beforo
you sce any of tho fellows, it mlght be a
good 1dea for you to go along to- the
Houscmaster's study.”

“Think so?”

“I'm sure of it!” said Corcoran ﬁtme.
“Might as well get xt over and done with.’

*“All right, then.”

“Good !”  said the scheming  Fourth-
Former. *““Afterwards you'll bo free.”

Ho led the way boldly to the front door—
before Tich Harborough could have a chance
of looking round.

“What about my bike?” asked the new
Removite,

“Never mind about that,” said Corcoran.
“I'H sco to vour bike.”

“So this 1s the Ancient ouse, eh?” went
on Tich. “I suppose all the other Houscs
are further round—out of sight 7"

“Oh. they’'re dotted about, you know,"
said Corcoran vaguely. “Well, come on!
And don't maLe any noise. Iiveryvbody scoms
to be at prep.,” he added, with perfect truth,

“Don't the fellows do prep. in their own
studies ?"

“Of course they do,”
“Come on—this wav.”

He hurried Tich down the corridor—
although he took care to show no sign of
undue haste. Yet, 1n reality, he was on
tenterhooks, It would ruin evervthing if
one of tho mistresses appeared at this erucial
moment ! But there was not much chance
of it, sinece the mistresses were busily cm-
ploved with tho school.

They reached a door, and Corcoran gently
tapped upon it. Receivi ing no answer, he was
relieved; he opened the door, and stood
aside,

“Nobody here,” he remarked. “Well, it
docsn’t mater., You'd better go 1n and
wait.”

They found themselves in a very comfort-
able study. Only a small electrie light was
gleaming, and it was shaded. Most of the
study was in shadow, cxcept for a bright
patch in front of tho fireplace. A cheery
fire was burning in the grate, crackling andl
flaming,

“I say, do you think this'll be all right?"
asked Tich Harborough, in a dubious voice,
“The Housemaster nufrht not like it when ho
comes back and finds me in possession.”

“Rot!"” said Corcoran. **What's wrong
with your being here? Sit down and mako
yvourself at home, old man! I'll buzz out and
see about the bike.” ,

“Do yvou think the Housemaster will be
long 2"

“My dear chap, what on carth are von
worrying about?”’ s=aid Corcoran, with the
cheeriest of grins. " It’s early yet, and the

replied Corcoran.

best thing you can do is to squat down in
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that easy-chair and make yourself at home.
[ know the ropes, and I can assure you that
there's nothing to be scared of.”

He nodded, and went out, clc}sini the door.
Tich looked round, and then sank comfort-
ably into the casy-chair near the fire,

It was certainly very pleasant there. He
refleeted that he could easily jump to his
fecet when he beard the Housemaster’s foot
steps in the corridor. And perhbaps Corcoran
was right; it would be just as well to g
the interview over at the outsct. House-
masters were peculiar beings, at the best.

Tich Harborough's mind was at peace.
Not a single thing had happened to occasion
hira the faintest suspicion. Yet here he was,
in the AMocr View School for Girls, calmly
sitting in Miss Broome's study. And he was
under the impression, all the time, that he
was at St. Frank's!

Miss Broome was an under-mistress at the
girls' school—the mistress, in fact, of the
TFourtb. Incidentally, she was very much of
a Tartar—as Lionel knew! She was an
acidulated person, and when she found Tich
Ilarborough sitting in her easiest chair, mak-
ing himself thoroughly at home, the Areworks
were liable to be loud and dazzhing!

CHAPTER 3.
Waliting for the Result !
_.\_] HERE'S nothing like

nerve!” said Lione)
Corcoran blithely,

e had got out-
side, and his reliel
By sheer cheek—by un-

unbounded.
adulterated auduacity—he had succeeded in

Wik

this jape. He had escortced his unsuspicious
companion into the girls’ scheo!, and had
got out unscathed.

Now, without any delay. he shoved his
motor-bike off its stand, and rapidly wheeled
it out of the courtvard into the rcad. Prop
ping it against the grass bank, he shot back
into the courtyard, secized Tich’s machine,
and bronght that out, too. Then he breathed
another Jittle sigh of relief,

“Well, that's that!” he murmured. “]
waonder 1if the chaps are about, as they pro-
mised 7”7

[le looked up and down the dark road,
lhut could see no sign of human life. It was
blustcry and noisy, with the wind whistling
through the trees overhead, and causing the
boughs to groan and ereak.

Corcoran gave a cautious whistle.

“Is it all clear?” came a voice, from his
rear,

Corcoran spun round, but could see no-
body.

“Yes, you asses!” he =aid.
dickens are youf”

Armstrong and Griflith, of the East House,
scemed to materialise from the hedge. Then
thev leapt across the grass border of the
road, and joined their leader.

“Where the
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“We weren't sure!” said Timothy Arm.
strong. We didn't want to mess things
up.’

“Good men!” grinned Corcoran. “It
went off like a dream.”

“We saw you drive 1n,” murmured
Griffith.

“T'hen grab Tiel’s jigger, and push it down
to St. Ifrank’s,” said Lionel. “We'd better
not hang about here—we might be spotted
at any minute. Are the other fellows wait-
ing {ower l-:!c:rwn thclf l?ne?”

“Agegular crowd of 'em,” said Armstrong,
with a&lmcklﬂ. .

So, wheeling the two machines, the juniors
moved away from the gates of the Moor
View School, and vanished into the gloom.

Armstrong was a big, burly sort of junior
—aggressive and clumsy. Until the arrival
of Corcoran, he had called himself the leader
of the Kast House juniors, Actually, he had
been nothing of the sort—since Armsirong
did not possess the qualitics of a leader. He
had resented Corcoran’s intrusion, and ho
had cven provoked a fight.

But he had found that he had eaught a
Tartar! Ior Corcoran had given him the
hiding of his life. After that, rasher sport.
ingly, Armstrong had agreed to accept tho
new fellow’s ]ﬂuﬁcrship.

There was something rather compelling
about Corcoran, and Armstrong’s weaker
nature easily succumbed to it. Corcoran was
such a thoroughly deeent sort that it was im-
possible to be at enmity with him. Arm-
strong considerced, after a very little thought,
better to have Lioncl

that 1t was far or-
coran as a friend. As Lionel was in the
same studv. and the same dormitory, as him-
golf, he deemed that it would be in the
mtorests of peace if he knucklea under,

And Armstrong had knuckled under--
handsomely.

Now he was feeling very pleased about
it. He was glad enough to accept Cor-
coran’s lead, and he was proving to be a
loval supporter. Everybody had noticed the
great difference in Armstrong during the
past days. His usual surliness had gone;
for Corcoran's influence had had a remark-
able effect.

Griffith was a different proposition. He
was a happy-go-lucky yeungster, and lis
will was not famed for its strength. Ile had

very casily succumbed to Lionel Corcoran’s
swav: and he was very proud of the fact
that he shared Study No, 12 with this dis-
tinguished new chap. He was ready enough
to do anything that Corcoran told him.

Further down the lane, the three juniors
came into contact with a whole bunch of
IFourth-Formers. John Busterfield Boots was
to the fore. Boots was the skipper of tho
Fourth, and he belonged to the Modoern
[ouse. Many fellows in the Remove were
already asking themselves how long it would
be before Boots was ousted by Corcoran. It
ceemed inevitable that Corcoran would ulti-
mately become the Form captain, and not
merely the leader of the East House section
of the TForm. His personality was &0
dynamic that he couldn't be kept out of
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the supreme leadership of the whole Form
for long.

“Everything 0.K.%” asked Boots eugerlf.

“You bet 1t is!” replied Corcoran. “It
worked like a charm. Our dear friend, Tich,
is now sitting comfortably in Miss Broome’s
study.”

“My only sainted aunt!” grinned DBob
Christine. -

“He believes, in his childlike innocence,
that he is at St. I'rank’s,”” proceeded Corcoran
calmly, ““There he sits, toasting his feet on
the fender, awaiting the arrival of his House-
master. 1 wonder what will happen when
Miss Broome walks in and finds him in her
sanctum 7’

“I imagine,”” said Boots, ‘‘that there'll be
ructions,”

“Harborough will be
neck!” chuckled Christine. “And he'll pro-
bably be grabbed by a bunch of those girls,
and put through the mill first!”’

“Do you think they’ll go for him?"’ asked
Corcoran thoughtfully.

“Those girls are full of spirit!” said Bob
Christine, with a nod. “We know ’'em!
They’re just as ready for a jape as any of
our fellows—bless 'em! And when they find
a perfegt stranger in their midst they're liable
to get excited. It would be different if Tich
Harborough was krown to them. DBut he
isn’t—and he's not even wearing a St. Frank’s
cap. They won’t know him from Adam!
And he'll be so jolly flustered when he sees
th;:fm’ that he won’t be able to explain him-
self.’

“If he does try to explain himself, it’ll be
all up with him!” said Armstrong, with a
vell of laughter. “*Fancy him telling+ Miss
Broome and the girls that he thinks he’s
at St. Frank’s! He won’t be believed!
They’ll think 1t’s a lark of some kind!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Well, let’s hope that the girls do get hold
of him!” said Corcoran cheerfully,  “I’ll
admit I hadn’t thought of that possibility.
But it’s an intriguing one, My sons, I rather
think that the IFourth has ‘ put one over?’ on
the Remove. We're doing well—but we
mustn’t pet too satisfied. We've got to do
better. This i1s only just the beginuing of
the campaign.”’

“Hurrah!”

“Good old Corky!”

“Down with the Remove

“Hear, hear!”

The Fourth-Formers were very hearty and
boisterous in their shouts.

But they took care not to yell too loudly.
for they were quite near to the wall of the
Triangle. And they remained there—not
daring to enter the school premises, If they
did so; some Removites would probably spot
them, and then the Removites might get sus-
picious !

“We’ll wait here till poor old Tich comes
along!"’ said Corcoran. *“1 don’t suppose he’ll
be very long—not more than a quarter of an
hour or twenty minutes, at the most. And
won't we yell at him!”

'l”

kicked out on his
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“What a lark!” chuckled Boots. ‘““We'll
chip him for days over this—and pretend
that he went there because he wanted to be
with the girls?!”’

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“There’s one thing pretty certain,”’
Corcoran complacently, “Old Tich

said
wils

| always remember his arrival at St. Frank’s!”

CHAPTER 4.
As Tricky as the Boys !

:‘JHE HON. TOM SII.-
WARD HARBOR-
OUGIH shifted rather
uneasily in the big
chair, and then got

to his feet.
“Rats!”” he muttered,

“I don’t quite like
this! I’ve been here for ten minutes—and
nothing has happened! Why doesn’t that
giddy Housemaster come?”’

He had no suspicions about Lionel; he
assumed that Lionel had gone off, had joined
the other juniors, and that they were all
waiting for him to come out. 1t was purecly
the Housemaster’s fault.  That gentleman
had obviously got into conversation with some
of the other masters, and there was really
no telling when he would come back to his
own study,

This was the way Tich Harborough looked
at it. He began to think that it might be
just as well for him to ciear out, Yect he
didn’t want to do this—because he might
meet the Housemaster in the corridor, ani
that would be  awkward. Perhaps, on the
whole, it would be better to remain.

He looked round the study with interest,

It wasn’t quite the kind of study he had
expected to see at St. Frank’s. In fact, he
was rather disappointed with his first impres-
sion of the famous old school. He had rather
hoped to see a huge range of imposing build-
ings, with brilliant lights everywhere, and
with scores of fellows moving about.

Instead of that, he had the impression that
St. Frank’s was comparatively small, Of
course, the night was dark, and there wero
probably lots of other buildings out of sight.
But the Ancient House wasn’t the fine place
that Tich had pictured in his own mind.

The entrance hall, for example, was much
smaller; and it seemed to him that it was
rather old-fashioned. Jven this study was
peculiar, Tich didn't quite know how it wus
peculiar, but the impression persisted. There
was a nice carpet on the floor, and the desk
was solid and substantial. But he couldn’t
understand the pictures round the walls; they
were too ornamental, too cffeminate,

Then, too, on the mantclpicce there were
some pretty ornaments., They seemed rather
out of place in a schoolmaster’s study. Yet,
even with these clues, Tich rema:ned sub-
limely unsuspicious.
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He was in St. Frank’s—he was in s As for the girls, they were just as sur-
Iiousemaster’s study-—and he was waiting | prised as Tich. Expecting to find Miss
here to be interviewed by the aloresaid | Broome’s study empty—seeing that they had
ITousemaster. These were the facts that were | left Miss DBroome in the class-room—they

imbedded deeply in Tich Harborough’s mina.
At least, he thought they were facts. No
other possibility occurred to him.

“T’Il have a word to say with Lionel later
on,” he muttered, with a frown. “lle mighr,
at least, have hurried up the blessed House-
master, and told bim that I was here. It's
euch a rummy thing, being left here ali
alone—-""

He broke off, and gave a start. _

Distinetly, clearly, he had heard a sound
of laughter. Not manly laughter, not even
boyish laughter, but unquestionably the sil
very laughter of young girls!

“That’s jolly funny!” said Tich in wonder.

It was about the last sound he had expected
to hear in a boys’ school. He was even
more staggered when he became aware of
the fact that light footsteps . were coming
down the passage outside. A murmur of
voices came to his ears, too—girls’ voices!

**Must be some of the housemaids!” he
muttered, more puzzled than ever. “Yet 1
don’t see how——""

The door was suddenly flung open, and a
soft, girlish chuckle sounded. .

““Walk into my parlour, said the spider to
the Hly "’ came a laughing voice. * Buck up
with your old lines, Doris!”

Tich did not even hear those last words,
so they made no impression on his mind.
He was so startled by this sudden intrusion
that he could only stand there, as if rooted
to the carpet. _

“We might as well all go in,”” said another
voice. ‘‘Perhaps the fire wants jnaking up,
and you know what the Broome bird is—
Jlallo! Oh, my goodness! Who ever put this
in here?”’ .

Tich Harborough'’s heart missed about fou:
Leats, aud then raced on at tremendous speed,
as though trying to catch up with itseli.
There were three givls standing just inside
the doorway. Two of themm were Winnie
Pitt and Doris Berkeley —girls well known
te the St. Frank’s feilows, They were both
dark, both bright-eyed, and slim. Deris was
the one who had been speaking, and she
looked at Tich in wonder and astonishment.

The other girl was different. Tich hardly
knew how to take his eyes off her. She was
fair—and very neat. Her complexion was
wonderfully elear, with a touch of healthy
eolour in her checks. She was pretiy, too--
devastatingly pretty. Ier name was Sylvia
(ilenn, and she was a girl who had not been
at the Moor View School for long.  Tich
considered that bher eyes were positively stun
ning.

Dut hiz bewilderment was much greater
than his admiration. These three schoslgirls
had marched into the llousemaster’s study
as thougzh they had a perfeet right there!
Schoolgirls—in St. Frank’s! It was extra-
ordinary.

were naturally astounded to find a perfeet
stranger in possession. They had never set
eyes on Tich—there was nothing to indicato
that he was a schoolboy, even, for he still
wore his light-coloured leather motoving-coat.

“Er-—good-evening ! eaid Tich awkwardly.

“Good-eveming !”’ chorused the three girls.

“I—I'm just waiting, you know,”” explained
Tich.

“Bo it seems,” nodded Doris. ““I hops
you've been making vourselt comfortable 77

“*Oh, guite, thanks,”” said the junior. *'I'm
sorry it I stared at you just now, The favs
13, 1 was a bit startli:(i.” 3

“We rather wondeied what was tha
matter,” murmured Sylvia. *“ But do we look
so frightful that we startled you?”

“No, no!” replied Harborough hurriedly.
“1—1 didn’t mean that, The fact 1s, I
didn't expect to sce any girls here—in this
school.”’

The girls opened their eyes wider.

“You didn’t expect to sce any girls here—
in this school 7" repeated Doris politely.

“Well, hardly,”” smiled Tich.

“Why hardly 7’ put in Winnie, in
ment.

“Well, I mean—— After all, it isn’t usual
for girls to be dodging about In a bovs’
school, is 1t 7"’ said Tich, with a grin. “ DBut
I suppose you’re the Housemaster's daughters
-—pr visitors of his? I’'m a new chap at St.
Frank’s——"

“St. Frank’s!” echoed the three girls, iu
one voice,

“Yes; only arrived a little while ago,” re-
plied Tich. looking at them in more surprise
than ever. ““I suppose you haven’t seen
Coreoran anywhere about? He brought me
here, and told me that the Housemaster would

12

‘H Mnmaze-

come. But I haven’t seen any sign of him,
I exoect he’s over in one of the other
Houses,”’

So certain was Tich that he stood in St.
IFrank’s that even the sight of these threo
girls did not reveal the truth to himm. And
it was natural, after all, that he¢ should
take 1t for granted that they were visitors,

or that they were the  Housemaster's
daughters. He might have jumped to the
truth 1f they had come tumbling into- a

Conutunorrroom, or a Juntor study, But this
was the ITousemaster's study, and mcere or
less private.

“It’s too bad!” said Doris Derkeley, with
a sweet smile.  “IFancy keeping you hero
all this tune, like this! Housemuasters aro
<0 Inconsiderate, aren't thev? If I were you,
I shouldn't stay. He might be ages before
he comes!”

With a sheht backward movement of her
dainty foot, Doris touched her companions’
slitn legs, one after the other. And with
remarkable speed they rook this as an in-
dication that it was a time for themn to
remain silent.
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Miss Broome flung open the cupboard door.
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The interior was as black as ink, but something seemed

to be hoverinz in mid air-——-a face with streaks running down and across it—ghastly, horrible,

spectral !

In a word, Doris had takenr command of
the situation!

eﬁni
\\1)

CHAPTER 5.

!
F |
f%ﬂ : Rough on Tich !
-;'f;- HE wunfortunate Tich
e had completely given
= nimself away,

He had done so
unconsciously—and it
had only taken Doris Berkeley about twenty
scconds to realise the truth., 'The mention
of Corcoran’s name had given her the clue.
This fellow was a new boy for St. Frank’s
—he had said. so—and it was obvious that
he had been brought here by a spoofer, and
had been left in Miss Broome’s study under
tl'm]imprcssion that it was a Housemaster’s
study.

He had been abandoned to his fate.

In some way his scheming companion had
brought him into the school, and he had the
impression that he was at St. Frank’s. It
was rather a peculiar state of affairs, but
this was no time to ask for details. Doris
Berkeley saw no reason why the joko should
not be carried a little further. Yet Tich
did not even notice the mischievous light that
lurked in her dark eves.

Doris felt that it was too bad to leave
this innocent chap here, ultimately to fall a
prey to Miss Broome—who was not only

Miss Broome gave a piercing scream !

vinegary in the extreme, but liable to dis-

believe people when they told the perfect
truth. It would be quite like her to make
a complaint to the hcadmaster of St. Frank's
for this boy's unwarrantable behaviour in
invading her study.

“Of course, there’s just a chance that we
might be able to find the Housemaster,” said
Doris coolly. “Mind you, it’s only a slim
chance, but you never know your luck. You
say you're a new boy ?”

“Yes—my name's Harborough.”

“Oh!”  exclaimed Winnie, open-cyed.
“Then—then you must be Tich Har-
borough !”

“Yes, I believe so~——~ I—I mean, I am!”
stammered Tich,

“Well, just wait a minute, and we'll see
what we can do,” said Doris crisply.
“Shan’t be long!”

She fairly pushed the other two girls out
of the study, and then closed the door. They
retreated a few yards down the passage.

“What’s the 1i1dea, Doris?” murmured
Winnie, seizing Doris’ arm. “What aro you
having a game at, vou silly?”

“My dear girl, there's a chance hero for
a ripping japel” whispered Doris, her cyes
twinkling merrily.  *Poor old Tich Har-
borough! We heard that he was coming to
St. Frank’s, didn't we?”

“Yes, but—"

“He was brought here by that chap, Cor-
coran !” went on Doris. “You kngw—we mect
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him yesterday. He's played a joke en this
new fellow.”

“I like him!” said Sylvia firmly., “Ie
looks a fine sort eof chap!”

“Well, of ‘course he 1s,” said Winnie. “ He's
Tich Harborough—the boy who plays for the
Biue Crusaders,”

“Never mind that now !"” murmured Doris.
“We've got to get him out of the Broome
bird's study. S%w’ﬂ claw him to pieces if
she finds him there. In the cause of common
humanity, we've got to rescue him!”

“And smuggle him out, ¢h?”

“Yes—when weo've finished with him!”
replied Doris calmly. “DBut, first of all,
we'll stiuggle him into the Ceommon-room.
My bhat! What a rag! Won't the poor
chap be flabbergasted when he finds himnseli
pushed headlong into a room full of girls!”

“Oh, my goodness!” breathed Winnie
happily. _
“It’s too bad!” protested Sylvia Glenn.

“The poor fellow will have a fit!"”

“We cen spoof him up to the eyes de-
ciared Dioris. " lIle doesn’t suspect a thing
yet, and cven after we get him into the
Common-room we might be able to keep it
up. Why can’t we pretend that this really
1s =t. I'rank’s, and that there are lots of
girls here, too? I say, what a lark !”

She led the way back to Miss Broome's
studye, and then opencd the door sedately,

“Tt’s all right,” she said, with a swect
smile.  “You want to sce the Housemaster,
don’t you? Do you inind coming this vrav *”

“Thanks awfully!” said Tich gratefully.

He walked out of the study, and Doris
closed the door. Then, rather hurriedly,
the three girls hustled him down the passage
towards the Junior Common-room-—which,
they knew, was full of girls. Prep. was over,
and the whole ¢crowd would be round the fire.

Tich couldn't make it out at all. He
didn't know why he was being taken awavx
from the Housecmnaster’'s study, and he
couldn’t understand why these girls should
have taken echarpge of him in this fashion
It was so different from what he had ex--
pected.  He began to got rather nervous.
This was more than he had bargained for!
e began to sce that it would be decidedly
awkward at St. Frank’s if he was in constant
danger of running into girls all over the
rlace !

By this time a vague sort of suspicion wa:
beginning to form in s mind. It wasn't
definite vet—it hadn't taken chape. Iven
if he had had time te ponder, he might only
have come to the conelusion that there sas
r sort of girls’ annexe at St. Frank’s. He
<new nothing about the Moor View School
and it s close proximity to St. Frank’s, So
it was impossible for him to suspect some
thing which he did not even know existed.

But just then two things happened. The
first was astonishing, and startling.

Three girls came running out of a side
rassage. They were Mary Summers, Irene
Manners, and Marjorie Temple. They were
langhing uproarionsly, and gfary, who was
leading, suddenly pulled herself up :o
abruptly that she went skidding along the
fioor like a skater.

| 2
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Tich was bewildered. More girls! They
were everywhere!  And the vague suspicion
of his was now beginning to take shape. But
before he could have tume to think it out,
and before the new arrivals could regain
their breath, Deris caught her breath in with
a little gulp.

“Cave !” she “It's DMiss
Broome !

But it was too late An angular feminine
form hove into sight from the main hall,
and it was a time for swift action—not for
argument, X

In this part of the passage the light was
fairly dim, and, quick as a flash, Winnie
IPitt whipped open a door elose at hand, and
the other two girls understood her motive.

With one shove, they pushed Tich foreibly
through the opening, and then closed the
dcor with a slam.

The unfortunate junior, in pitch darkness,
stumbled over something, fell forward, and
then sprawled full length. His face went
piunging into a bowl of cold water. At all
events, when he had recovered his wits, it
scemed to him that it was a bowl of cold
water. He was full length on the floor, and
when he felt about him he found that there
was a wall close at hand,

“Ugh!” he breathed, shivering.

He had hardly had time to know what was
happening. Dut he guessed the truth now.
For some reason those girls had wanted to
get him ont of the way—and so they had
pushed him 1into a cupboard. He felt
gingerly about him, and—yes, he had been
right. There was a big bowl on the floor,
and in his {all he had plunged his face into
it. He pulled out a handkerchief, and hur-
riedly wiped himself down as best he could,

Outside, he could hear voices—one of them
particularly acid.

Miss Broome, az a matter of fact, was mak-
ing inquirics. She wasn’t sure, but it had
scemed to her that some of the girls had
opencd the door, and had quickly closed it.
And Miss Broome had an inquiring turn of
mind.

“What were vou doing here, all of you?”
she asked severely. “Who went into thar
cupboard just now?”

“Cupboard, Miss Broome?” said Winnie,
with a pgasp.

“Yes, cupboard!” insisted Miss DBroome.
“There is a girl in that cupboard——"

“There isn't—honest Injun!” said Doris
truthfully. “You're quite wrong, Miss
Jroome ! There’s no girl in that eupboard !

“Then 1f there 1s no girl in there, vou
have been up to some other nonsense !” said
Miss Broome sourly. *Stand aside, please!”

She fairly pushed her way forward, and
lung the cupboard door open. The girls fell
back, fecling that all was lost.

The interior of the cupboard was as black
as ink, but there, at about the same height as
Miss Droome’s face, something seemed to be
hovering in mid-air—a face with streaks
ranning down and across it!—ghastly. hor-
rible, spectral!

Mizs Broome gave one piercing scream,
and fainted on the spot!

murmured,
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d) [IAT’S done it!” said
Dorizs Berkeley in a
hollow voice.

But the other girls
were uttering piere-
ing little screams. Two or three of them had
fallen back, horrified,

“Look!” shrieked Mary.

“What—what is

it ?"’
“ Here, I say—what on earth’s the matter?”’
asked Tich Harborough, in dire alarm.

12

“There’s nothing _
““Oh, it’s you!"” eried Sylvia, with relief.
“I'm not a ghost!” ejaculated Tich, with

some impatience, ‘‘Look at this lady! 1

believe she's fainted—"

“It's all right—we’ll look after her!” said
Doris quickly. “‘It’s not the first time she’s
fainted-—she’s rather eubject to them, although
she does look so jolly strong.”

Marjorie and Irene were looking at Tich,
however—looking at him with staring eyes.

“What's—what's the matter with him?”’
breathed Irene, horrified.

But Doris was pulling at Tich’s arm.

“You girls look after Miss Broome!” she
gaid hurriedly, ‘““Come on—quickly!” she
urged to Tich. ‘“This way! Sorry, and all
that, but there'll be the most frightful ructions
if you're found here.”

“ But—but—-"’

“We were going to jape yon, but it's too
late!” whispered Doris, “You're in the
wrong school, you know—this 1s the Moor
View School for Girls—not St. Frank’s!”

“Eh?’ gurgled Tich Harborough. “But
—but—"

He was not allowed to say anything further.
The front door had been reached; he was
simply whisked ouiside, and- then the door
was rapidly closed.

“Thank goodness!”” murmured Doris, *“We
might do the trick, even now!”’

“But—but his face!"” panted Winnie.
“What was the matter with his face?”

““All streaked with blue, you mean?”
nodded Dotvis.

1 y’PEliF

“That’s nothing—only Mary’s dye.”

“Mary’s dye!"” said one of the other girls
faintly.

“When we pushed him into the cupboard, |
we forgot all about that bowl of dye on the
floor!” said Doris. “You know as well as
I do that Mary has been dyeing that frock of
hers on the q.t. She hung it up, and left
the bowl underncath to cateh the drips.”

““ And—and that chap must have fallen over,
and dipped his face into it!"” said Mary, a
licht beginning to dawn upon her. ‘“‘But
who is he? Why do you want to push him

off like that——"
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“Can’t tell you mnow!” replied Doris.
“We've got to seo about Miss Broome. And

| don’t forget—leave most of the talking to

CHAPTER 6, me!”’
~ The other girls could understand now how
Saved ! it was that ich had looked so awful. Miss

Broome had flung the door open, and he,
standing there, had been in just the righs
position for a moonbeam, falling through the
hall window, to strike his face. Blue as it
already was, the moon had finished tha
general effect, and he had looked positively
frightful.

Miss Broome was just recovering. When,
at last, her eyelids fluttered, and she came to
her senses, she found a group of girls col-
lected round her. Doris was on her knecs,
dabbing the mistress’ face with an Eau-de-
Cologne-scaked handkerchief, Winnie was
holding a glass of water ready.

“Good gractous me!” exclaimed Miss
Broome faintly

“It’s all right, miss—you'll be better in a
minute!”” said Doris soothingly.

“But—but 1 don’t understand !’ murmured
Miss Broome. ‘“What has happened? Why
am I lymg here———  Oh, yes! That cup-
board—that—that awful figure &

“Please, Miss Broome!"” urged Douis,

“Where is it?”’ demanded the Inistress,
sitting up, and looking about her with star-
ing eyes. “Where is it, I say?”

“Where is what, Miss Broome?"

“That—that Thing.”

wThing 1™

“There was a ghastly face looking at me
from the cupboard!” breathed Miss Broomo
feebly, **A horrible face—blue and terrible!™

“Perhaps we had better feteh a doctor!™
said Doris, in a voice of concern.

“No, no—I won’t have a doctor!”’ said Miss
Broome, trying {o struggle to her feet. “‘Tell
me! Did you sce that face, tool?”

She stared at Doris anxiously, and Doris
smiled in a kindly compassionate way.

““Please don’t excite yourself, DMliss
Broome ! she said gently. *“‘There isn’t a
blue face here!”

“Of course there isn't!”’ echoed the other
girls in unison.

“But—but didn’t you sece it?” asked the
mistress tremblingly.

“Oh, I say!” murmured Doris. “You
don’t really believe, JHMiss Broome, do you,
that there was a blue face looking at you?”

“There was something in the cupboard!”
whispered Miss Broome. “I tell you, there
was something there! I couldn’t have been
mistaken—I'm pot so fanciful as all that!”

“I don't think youw’re feeling well, miss,"
said Doris firmly. “‘I mean, doesn’t it sound
funny ?”’

“It is not funny!”’ enapped Miss Broome.

“No, I mean funny in the other way!" said
Doris. I mean—peculiar.. You surely don’t
believe that there are blue faces about the
school, Miss Broome? It's—it’s so horrid!”

The unfortunate lady caught her breath in
sharply. *
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“Terhaps I was mistaken!” she murmureq
haskily.  *‘Of course—of course! Naturally,
there could have becn no blue face thers.
Huw ridiculous !

“The cupboard’s quite empty, DMise
Lroome!” said Sylvia, indicating the opeu
door.

“Yes, 1 see it is empty!” murmured Miss
Droome. ‘“‘Please help me. I—1 think I’
go to my reom! Really, I'm not feeling a!
u!ll well! 1 sball have to lie down for an
hour!”’

“You couldn’t do antyhing better, DMiass
ioome!” said Winnle, with conviction.
“Poor Miss Broome!”’

“We do hope you'll soon be better!” said
Doris compassionately.

Two or three of the girls gently led Miss
Broome away, and escorted her to her own
ioom.  After she had gone Doris leaned
back against the wall and held her slim sides,

“Ob, give me a handkerchief, somebody!’
she breathed feebly. “If you don’t, I shal
seream like the dickens!”™

“We're saved!” ejaculated Winnie. “Oh,
my aunt!”

“ And—and the Broome bird thought tha:
¢'ic had been seeing things!” gurgled Doris,
ncarly bent double with suppressed laughter,
“Oh, wasn't it too bad? Poor old Broome
Livd! The joke of it is, she did see the
b'iie face, and now she thinks that she didn’t!
“he'll be as tame as anything for wecks after
this!”’

“*\Well, it’s about time she was tame
Mary.

They went along to their Common-room—-
but nct until Doris had opened the front
door and had cautiously looked out. But
Tich, of course, had gone, and there was now
no sign of him,

In the Common-room there were many
girlish squeals of laughter—silvery outburst-
of mirth. Doris was telling the other girls
all about it, and they came to the conclusion
that it was excruciatingly funny.

Perhaps it was—but the Hon. Tom Silward
Harborough, as he made his way out of the
gravelled courtyard, couldn’t for the life of
him see the point of the joke!

1"* said

CHAPTER T7T.
Tiech on the War Path !

ICH, in fact, was fairly
boiling.
“The spoofer!”’ he
muttered furiously.
“The awiul, tricky
spoofer! I never thought he had it in him!”’

His bewilderment was beginning to vanish.
After the first ehock was over, he knew how
completely he had been taken in. Thaose
words of Doris Berkeley’s, whispered in his
ear, had given him the final enlightenment,
But even then he had found it difficult to
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believe that he owed this predicament to the
awiul duplieity of Lionel Coreoran,

Yet it was as obvious as daylight.

Tich knew that he wus at the Moor View
School—for girls, Now he could understand
the peculizrities of that study; he couid also
understand why those three girls had coms
in. Furthermore, he realised, with a bit of
a shock, that they had been preparing to
jape him when Miss Broome had come on the
scene. 'Tho:e girls had actually been leading
him *“up the garden,” too! If Migs Drcome
hadn’t appeared, goodness only knew what
would have happened to him. '

“The-—the little bounders!” panted Tich
breathlessly., “I'm dashed if they’re not just
as bad as the chaps! They found me there,
and instead of telling me where I was, I'm
hggered if they weren’t going to keep up
the joke!”’

His astonishment gave place to indignation
as he again thought of Lione! Corcoran, ¥

“T’ll slaughter him for this!”” vowed Tich
darkly. “‘It couldn’t have been an accident—
he couldn’t have made a blunder. He took
me into that echool deliberately, and then
degserted me. Left me there—to my fatel
My only bhat! I wouldn’t have believed it!
And why? Why? That’s what I want to
know! Why did Lionel play such a trick on
me? I’ve never done anything to him!”

he

Bubbling over with indignation
searched the courtyard and found no sign-
of his motor-cycle. That had gone, too.
Lionel had walked off with it. And Tich
had not the faintest idea where he was. He

L didn’t know which direction to take to get

to St. Frank’s. For all he knew, St.
Frank’s was three or four miles away. Or,
n]n the other hand, it might be comparatively
close.

He went out into the road and stood
there in the buffeting wind, looking up and
down the pitchy dark lane. He turned up
the Lig collar of his leather motoring coat,
partially hiding Lis face. He did not know
whether to go to the left or to the right.
Overhead the scudding clouds were looking
ragged and angry, and every now and again
the moon would peep out between the rifts.

Tich Harborough thought that he had
elucidated everything.

But he had completely forgotten that
incident of the cupboard; although, true
enough, he couldn’t quite understand why
the mistress should have been so frightened
at his appearance. Probably the good lady
was nervous, and the sudden sight of him
had startled her.

The unfortunate Tich did not know that
his face was covered in.blue streaks, which
gave him a most extraordinary appearance.
He had dipped his face fairly and squarely
into that bowl of dye, and the hurried use
of his handkerchief afterwards had only
removed portions of the stuff,

But i1t had felt just like water, and now
that his face was dry again he never gave
it a thought. It was a perfectly natural
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assumpticn cn hi- part to take it for granted
that he was normal in appearance.

He listened, and then he heard footsteps
approachiog—trudging, elumszy foctsteps.

He waited for a moment or two, and then,
peering ferward, he beheld the figure of a
country yokel in the mocnlight. Dut just

then the moon went in, and the figure
became merged into the Dblackness and
gloom.

"1 say, just a minute!” said Tich, stepping
forward.

“Lor' sakes!” ejaculated the countryman.
“Ye¢ gave ine a rare start, young gent. 1
didn't know ye was there!”

“Sorry!” said Tich. *“Can you tell me
which ¢ the way to St. Frank’s?”

“Why, certainly !” said the jokel.
come pasi it, not five minutes ago.
down the road it is, young gent.
%"

“1t’s not far, then?”

“"Why, nc. Only three or four hundred
yards——"

Then suddenly the yokel broke off. The
moon had skipped out

"1 just
Straight
Can’t miss
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middle of the road. The moon had gone in
now, for quite a long time, by the look
”fz the clouds that were banking up in the
sky. :

“That you, Tich, old son?” came Lionel’s
cool voice.

Tich balted in his tracks, then he gave a
gulp and ran forward.

“Corcoran!” he roared.
ing rotter——"

"IHa, ha, ha!”

A wild yell of laughtcr rang out, from
dozens of throats. The next moment the
lane swarmed with juniors. The Fourth-
Formers came crowding round, laughing at
the top of their voices. And Tich Har-
borough stood there, freshly bewildered.

“How did you get on with the girls, old
man ?" asked Lionel politely.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good e!d Tich!” grinned Buster Boots.
“You're a regular lady-killer!”

“Hn, ha, ha!”

“Wasp’t satisfied with coming to St.
Frank’'s, so he had to barge into a girls’
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“You—you spocf-

from behind the clouds
again, and  without
warning the schoolboy’s
blue-streaked face was
revealed, The moon-
light playing upon it

WHEN THEY
WERE FIRST AT

school,” said Arm-
str_ong. “We're sur-
prised at you, Tich.

Naughty, naughty |”
“Ha, he, ha!”
“You cackling

lunatics |” roared Tomn

gave it an uncaunily ’ Harborough wratn-
phar;torﬂ-like ‘ ﬁppeab St. FRANK S ! E'ELI}%;I“:;EI ﬁzt:’tmmk
e, as inhuman, : . , V't !
o, ' The early adventures of Nipper We do think it's
Ti2h saw the & g funny I gasped Bob
labourer's eycr_open and Co. of the Remove appear 1n Christing, ,imll)&ftg s
wider; e saw & 1aw ' : o &
fil':);, anda thlea-I Eﬁﬂl't THE think it's a pn’snwe
clay pipe that had been | scream., And if you

in his moath fell to the
ground and splintered
into fragments,

POPULAR

EVERY TUESDAY

don’t mind we'll do a
bit more screaming.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The Fourth-Formers
were positively rocking

“I say! What’s she
matter ?” burst out
Tich in alarm. " You
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needn’t look so scared
“Help!” guasped the man. _
He took to his heels like mad, running
along the lane as though demons were after
him. Never bhefore had Tich seen a man
bolt so abruptly. Tich, in fact, was startled.

“Everybody’s mad!” he muttered, taking
deep breaths. “They’ve all gone dotty!”

The sounds of the running yokel vanished
a2 a heavy gust of wind came along, causing
the trees to creak and sigh. Tich shivered,
drew the collar of his coat more round his
face, and then started trudging down the
lane towards St. Frank’s.

Sure enough, as soon az he had turned the
bend he saw a number of lights gleaming
cheerily from lots of windows, comparatively
near at hand. He could tell that there was
a big range »f buildings there, an enormous
range. This was more like the St. Frank’s
he had pictured.

He had almost reached
when he beheld a form

wall
the

the school
vaguely in

with laughter, and 1t

was so infectious that even Tich found his
anger oozing away. And at length he was
compelled to grin. It was clear to him that
there had been do malicious intent, and
Tionel had perpetrated the joke with the
full knowledge of all these other fellows.

“Oh, cheese it!” said Tich at last. “I
suppose 1 was an ass to get wild. It was a
practical joke, eh ?”

“Of course-it was, old son,” said Corcoran
heartilv. “No offence, of course, but we
couldn’t resist the temptation!”

CHAPTER 8.
Very Strange !

a pity that I
should have tempted
you!” said Tich, with
a certain amount of
bitterness. “Why pick
What have I ever done to you?”

on me?
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“Necthing, old 1man,” said Corcoran,
clapping him on the back., "“We're the best
of friends—always have been, and as far as
I can tell, alw®ys will be. It wasn't
you I spoofed up at the Moor View School.”

“It wasn’t me?”

“Of course i1t wasn’t,” said Corcoran
firmly. “It was just a new Remove chap.”

“Well, ’'m that new Remove chap, aren’t
I?”

“NBE

“Then what the dickens are you getting
at'?l?

“Merely that I'mm in the Fourth,” ex-
plained Corcoran. " All these other fellows
are m the Fourth. And the Fourth IForm
at St. I'rank’s is now going full speed into
a big campaign against the Remove. Japes,
my &ind. The more japes we can play on
you the better. We just want to show the
Remove that we're the top dogs.”

“Hear, hear!” yelled the FFourth-Formers.

And then Tich Harborough understood.

“Well, it’s a bit thick!” he complained.
“I’'m not in the Remove yet, 1 haven’t
oven arrived at the dashed school, and yct
you pounce on me and play these tricks.
Still, I’il forgive you!"” he added, with a
grin. " After all, it was a pretty brainy
jape. And I suppose I am a Removite?”

“You are, and you're fair game,” said
Boots heartily. “Good man! We knew that
you wouldn’t cut up rusty.”

“But you needn’t crow so much,’
on Tich. “I'm in the Remove, am 1? Aund
the Remove is up against the Fourth? Well,
you laughing hyenas, the Remove will have

went

something to say about this . later on.
There’s gomg to be a little matier of
revenge.”

“Go ahead!” chuckled Lionel. "That’s
just what we're after. The hotter we can
mike the game, the better. There’s nothing
like a bit of life to while away these dull
winter days.”

And they all chuckled afresh. None of
themi had noticed anything strange about
Tich Harborough’s face. The moon hadn’t
come out again, and they could only see
him as a mere blur in the gloom. Also
the big eollar of his motoring coat, turned
up, partially hid his features.

He condescended to explain something of
what had happenced to him. They howled
with fresh laughter when they heard how
the girls had taken him out of the study, and
how Dorvis had okviously schemed to keep up
the joke. But Tich didn’t say anything
about that cupboard incident; at least, he
did not mention the bowl of water. Ie
thought 1t quite unnccessary to give these
fatheaded  Fourth-¥ormers  that added
pleasure.  He only intimated that Misg
Broome had come alonz, and that the girls
had managed to shove him outside.

“Tt was a pity that silly mistress came
along and spoilt everything,” said Lionel
recretfully. “You'd have had a lovely time
with all those girvls, Tich.”

“Ass!”
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“Well, we'd better be going indoors,” said
Boots, *“I expect thosc Remove chaps are
wondering what the d:cken: has happened to
the new chap. We'll probably come over
later, Tich, and help in tﬁe celebratious.”

Tiel Harborough was feeling his cheery self
again now. All his doubts and troubles were
over. These Fourth-Formers had playved a
harmless practical joke on him, and it was
ended, Now he eould go into St. Frank's,
#s though nothing had happened, and
thoroughly enjoy himself.

When rthey got into the Triangle, Lionel
took Tich by the arm and led him towards
the Anclent House.

“If it’s all the same to you, old son, we
won't eome n,” he said politely.

“Why not?” asked Tich, with fresh sus-
pieions.  “Is thiz another jape 7"’

“No—honour bnght!” grinned Corcoran,
“But it's more than likely that the Remove
chaps will be a bit peeved when. they hear
what has happened, Much as 1 should enjoy
a free fight in the Ancient House lobby, it
wouldn’t be exactly diplomatie, Drefects
have a habit of springing out with canes.
They’re generally lurking about somewhere
when they're not wanted.”

Tich grinned.

“1 hadn’t thought of that,” he said.
right, I can casily look after mysclf. I'm
not going amongst strangers, anyhow. I
know XNipper and Handforth and Travers,
and all those¢ other chaps.” :

“They'll all be waiting for you—with a

“All

royal weleome,” suid  Corcoran, nodding.
“So long, Tich!”
The IFourith-Formers scparated into two

grouns, and went to the Modern House and
the liast House, chuckling immensely 'lich
mounted the Ancient House steps, opened the
d2or and strode in,

As it happened, Nipper was in the lobby,
talking with Ilandforth and Church and
McClure and a few others. Travers and
Gresham were chatting with Potts, and Full-
weod was looking rather anxiously at his
watch.

“He cught to have been here half an hour
ago!” Nipper was saying. “Not that there's
any rcason to worry——"

“Of course not!” broke in Handforth. “I
expeet that fathead, Corcoran, has kept him,
They were pals before they ever came to
St. Frank’s, and—— Why, what the—-
How the (ircat Scott! \What's that?”

“Eh? cjaculated the others, startled by
Handforth's tone, |

They saw that the celebrated leader of
Study D was staring dazedly at the door,
which had just opened. Ani there, framed
in the half-open doorway, was a most remark-
able sight, A schooiboy, attired in a leather
motoring-coat, and with a face that was
covered in blue streaks! |

**Hallo, you fellows!” sang out Tich, grin-
ning. “I'm here at last, thank goodness!”

A blank silence was the only reply.  All
those juniors in the lobby stared at him in
amazement. And Tieh, who was still in
pitiful ignorance of the state of his face,
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regarded them in wonder. What was the
matter now ? Ile evin glanced down at him-
scelf, but he could sce notinng wrong.

Somebody suddenly started laughing, and
thie others took it up and yclled at the top
of their voices. Tii¢" one obvious thing in this
situation was that Tich didn’t know that his
face was streaked with blue! 'Fhat was the
excruciatingly humorous thing about it! Ii
he had known he would not have been so
astonished at their bebaviour.

Nobody could understand why Tich was
ignorant of the truth, but it was apparent
that somcbody bad been plaving a joke on
him—in the dark, perhaps. And he really
was so fuuny that they simply couldn’t hold
their laughter back.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The lobby echoed and re-cchoed with the
shouta of mirth. Tich’s smile vanished, and
he glaved.

“What the dickens are you howling
about?” he shouted wrathfully.

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Handforth. “It’s
Tich, you chaps!”

“Of course it's Tich!" agreed Fullwood.
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The others echoed his laughter, and in the
midst of it Biggleswade, of the Sixth, came
sailing into the lobby. cane in hand.

“Here 1 say!” ho yelled protestingly.
“Cut it out, you young fatheads! What's
all this infernal noise 7"

“Cave!” yelled somebody.

The juniors, with one accord, bolted.
Perhaps they had an idea that a master was
coming, but the main reason for their flight
was different. They wanted to get away, so
that they could finish their laugh in comfort.
They could ecolleet the new fellow later, after
somebody had gently told him the truth.

Tich  Harborough's bewilderment was
supreme, Before entering  the Ancient
House, he had thought that everything was
now plain satling. Dut it obviously wasn't
so. It had occurred to him that these juniors
were indulging in a jape of their own,
Perhaps thev thought 1t funny to shout with
laughter at him, just to fool him.

But this 1dea was soon scotched—for
Biggleswade, of the Sixth, was fairly
goggling at him-—and 1t was ridiculous to
suppose that this prefect was in the joke,

Tich advanced into the lobby with an im-
patient stride, and it was just his bad luck
that there was no mirror on any of the walls.

CHAPTER 9.

i

//f/; Browne Keeps 1t Up !

IGGLESWADE closed
his eyves, opened them
again, stared, and
then gave voice.

“Well I’ m

hanged!” he ejaculated blankly.
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“Look here, what's the game?” asked
Tich Harborough, striding up. “Is there
anything the matter with me?”

“Eh?” gasped the prefect. *“Oh,
goodness! Take it away!” '

“Take what awav ?”" roared Tich.

“Does 1t hurt?” asked DBiggleswade,
staring, fascinated,

“Doces what hurt ?” howled Tich.

In all probability, Biggleswade would
have made some pointed remark about the
junior’s blue face as a result of this question,
but just at that moment William Napoleon
Browne, of the Fifth, strolled leisurely into
the lobby. And William Napoleon Browne
halted in his tracks and gazed coolly and
calmly at the phenomenon,

Browne was a lanky senior, and he was
renowned for his imperturbability. He had
nover been known to express astonishment;
in &all ecircumstances he was calm. Iven
now, when viewing Tich’s blue-streaked faceo
for the first time, and after coming upon it
suddenly, he only revealed a kindly interest.
He had not turned a hair

“I say!” burst out Tich, running up to
him. “Everybody in this school scems to
be dotty! Is there something wrong with
me? Can you see anything rummy about
my appearance ?”

“A stranger within the gates, 1 perceive,”
said Browne bencvolently, ignoring Tich’s

my

question.  “*What, brother, may be your
name 7"

“It may be Julius Casar—but it happens
to be Tom Harborough,” grunted the

schoolboy winger.
at St. Frank’s——" ;

“Ah, now I have 1t!” said Drowne.
" Brother Harborough, let me officially wel-
come you to this great school. As its most
prominent individual, I regard it as a duty
to’_.___“l"

“If it’s all the same to you, can’t you
lecave your duties out of the question?” in-
terrupted Tich mmpatiently. “I want you
to tell me 1if there's anything the matter,
As soon as I came in the door, a whole crowd

“l've only just arrived

of fellows started yelling at me. They
howled tike mad.”
“Alas!” murmured  Browne. * Such

crudity !”
“And this—this chap has asked me if it
hurts ?”” went on Tich, glaring at Diggles-

wade. “What’s the joke? 1 Deliove vou're
all in the plot together! T was spoofed by
the Fourth, and now everybody else 1s

!ll

spoofing me

It was this conviction in Tich’s mind whicl:
prevented him from jumping to the possible
truth, Knowing nothing of his blue face, and
feeling no pain, he did not really think that
there was anything wrong with his appear-
ance. It was just a jape.

“l.et me assure you, brother, that both
Brother Diggleswade and myself are far
above the form of amusement you indicate,”
said DBrowne gently “I trust you are
feeling well 77

“Of course I'm feeling welll”
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“1 deplore this bluntness of speech,” said ]

Browne, shaking his head. “ Let mo impress
upon you, brother, that 1 am concerned for
your well being, I take it that you are
alwuys like this 77

“like what?” asked Tich thickly.

“l.ike you are.”

“Of course I'm alwayvs like it,” retorted

the exasperated new boy  “How else did
yvou think I should be?”
“Well, of course, wo all have our own

little peculiarities,” AL
the same time——""

“Is there any dirt on my face?”

“As far as I can see, none, brother.”

“Then what were all those fellows laughing
at ?”

“It 1s indeed a difficult task to understand
the laughter of mere juniors,” replied
Browne kindly *“ At times they have even
laughed at me, and that, as you can well
unagine, is inexplicable,”

“I think evervthing’s inexplicable!” said
Tich wearily. “ Look here, do vou mind tak-
ing me to the Housemastey ?”

“Nothing would give me greater pleasure
—only T regret to say that the Housemaster
is absent for the moment,” replied Browne,
with keen sorrow. “1 can well imagine
Brother l.ee’s cat-like leap upon catching
sight Well, no matter!” he added. “ Let
us not conjure up these painful visions.”

“I'm going to the Head, then!” said Tich
grimly. “I'm fed-up with all this! Where
can 1 find the headmaster? I've got to re.
port myself to somcbody, so I might as well
go to him.”

Browne looked interested.

“You really wish to be escorted to the
ead?” he asked gravely.

“Yes, I do!”

“Lxactly as vou are?”

“Yes—exactly as I am!” roared 'Tich,
“You can't fool me! 1 know there's nothing
the matter with me! You're just trying to
keep up the joke!”

“Steady, young 'un!” said Biggleswade,
with a slow grin. * You'd better not go to
the Head——"

“Who are we, Brother Biggleswade, to
deter this determined youth from his pur-
pose 7" interrupted Browne sternly. “If it
is his desire to be presented to Brother
Stafford, then it shall be my pleasure to act
as his escort. He shall have the most dis-
tinguished escort in the school—to wit, my-
self.”

“Don’t be an idiot, Browne!”
Biggleswade, startled.

“Come, brother!” murmured Browne, pat
ting Tich kindly on the shoulder.

Before  Biggleswade could make anvy
further protest, they had hoth vanished out
into the Triangle. Little did Tich guess
that in William Napoleon Browne he had
fallen upon the greatest practieal joker in
the whole of §t. Frank's! Browne was cele-
brated for his “stunts.” And Browne rightly
held the view, in this case, that if Tich
Harborongh wanted to he taken to the Heall,
then that was a good and suflicient reason
why he should be taken

agreed Browne,

ejaculated
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Who was he-—Browne—to interfere?

They arrived at the lHead's house, afier
crossing Inner Coutt, and when the door
was opened, in response to Browne's knock,
Phipps stood there,

Phipps was the IHead’s butler—and at cer-
tain times of the day he was Archie Glen-

thorne's wvalet. Archie claimed full pro-
prictorship in Phipps, but he was only
allowed to stav on at St. I'rank’s on tho

condition that he undertook additional duties,

“Thank you, Brother Phipps,” said Browne,
with a large wink. ‘““We have here a young
gentleman who 1s anxious to interview the
headmaster., I trust that Brother Stafford
is available?” ,

Phipps, after one glance at Tich, became
mmrobile,

“T think the headmaster i1s alone, sir,” he
said smoothly.

“Excellent 1” beamed Browne, “ Brother
Harborough, the fates are kind to us. Allow
me !’

He went to the door of the Ilead's study,

| tapped, and waited,

“Come in!” came the Head's deep voice,

Browne opened the door, and stood aside.
And Tich Harborough, feeling that he would
be free from the japers at last, strode in!

CHAPTER 10.
No Ill Feeling !

R. MALCOLM STAF-
\  FORD

looked up
from hie desk as
Tich entered, and

then he started like
a frightened ~tag. The glasses fell from his
nose, and thudded to the desk.

Tiech Harborough felt his heart sink. Even
the Head himself was affected just the same
as the boys! He was staring with goggle
cyes—as though he were gazing upon some
grotesque phenomenon,

“Good-cvening, sir! said Tich, trymg to
sprak steadily. “T thought I'd better come
and repert

“What—what 1s the reaning of this?”
interrupted Dr Stalford thunderously.

“Eh?” gasped Tich. *The—the meaning
of what, sir?”

“How dare vou!” stormed the headmaster.

“But I don’t understand '” panted Tich,
backing awav. “I don't know what yon
mean, sir,’”’

“Are vou telling me, young man, that you
don't know that vour face—— Nonsense!”
he added angrily. “It is guite impossible !
This 18 obhviously deliberate!”

“My--my face, sir?” babbled Tich.

“Go!” shouted Dr. Stafford, pointing to
the door. “Leave this room at once!”

“Yes, sir, but——"

“And come back to me when vou arc
more presentable!”  ordered the Head
sternly. * You impudent voung raseal ! How

L1

‘dare you play these tricks upon me ?”
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Buster Boots and the other Fourth-Formers scannasd the list that had just b2en put on the notice-

board by Nipper.

had been selected !

It contained the names of the players who had been selected to represent the St.
Frank’s Junior Eleven against the Blue Crusaders Reserves.

Buster Boots turnei to N.pper anzrily.

And nnot a single Fourth-Former
““ What’s the meanianz of this 2 >

he asked coldly.

Tich Harborough staggered out of the
study somehow. He looked round the hall
dazedly, expecting to sco Browne. But that
lauky young gentleman had  discreetly
vanished, and was, at the moment, pro-
ceeding across Innor Court with long strides,
chuckling to himself,

Browne had been ready, at a moment’s
notice, to enter the Head's study and inter-
cede on Harborough's behalf. But that was
not necessary now,

“I believe I've come into a lunatie asylum,
mstecad of a  school!” breathed Tich
desperately.  “Everybody’s crazy [

“Might I inquire, sir, if you are aware
of the condition of your face?”” asked a quiet,
sedate voice,

I_Tich gpun round, and found Phipps near
im.

“My face!” he yelled. *“Evervbody keeps
talking about my face! There's nothing
wrong with it! Do yeu think I don’t know 7"

“Kindly come this way, sir,” said Phipps
gently.

He led Tich acrnss to the hall mirror, and
then stood aside. The unhappy Tich gave
one look at his reflection, and then he

reeled back, as though somebody had struck
him a blow,

“Mv only he
hoarvsely.

He beheld a face which was covered with
vivid blue streaks. He couldn’t. eyen re-
cognised himsclf. Chin. cheeks, Torchead—
his entire face was a mass of blue strezks!

“Help !” gurgled Tieh. “Oh, why didn't
somebody teﬁ me? No wonder they yelled ™

“1 suggest, sir, that you repair, without
loss of time, to a bath-room,” said Phipps
inperturbably.

*“A bath-rcom!” ejaculated Tich. *“ But-—
but I can't wash this off! T must be ill!”

“1 hardly think so, sir,” said Phipps. “I[f
I may suggest 1t, sir, I should hazard a
guess that your face, in some way, received
an coating of dye, Such tricks are not en-
tirely unknown in this school, sir.”

“Dye!” muttered Tich, as a great light
flashed upon him.

He remembered that incident at the Moor
View School; he remembered tumbling into
that cupboard, and splashing his face into
a bowl of something. fle had taken it to
be water—and had never given the incident
another thought, from that moment to this.

sainted aunt!” gasped
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But now, in & second, he knew the truth.

That bowl had contained dye-~and he had
dipped his face right into it.  Frantically he
took out his handkerchicf., Yes! His hand
kerchief was deeply stained,

“Oh, my hat!” he breathed. “ And—and
I went In to the Head like this!”

He fled. He stumbied to the door, tore
it open, and rushed out into the night.
As he was flying through Big Arch, nto
the Triangle, a form loomed up, and he re-
cognised the lanky figure of Browne.

“You rotter!” he gasped. “Why didn't
you tell me about my face?”

** Alas, brother, you would not permit me
to do so,” said Browne, with a sigﬁ. “ How-
cver, there 1s no need for vou to be con-
cerned.  The headmaster, I am assured, did
not recognise you. If you fail to return, I
doubt 1f there will be any inquiry. My
caruest advice 1s for you to get yourself
clcansed at once, and then to forget the
entire matter—trusting, at the same time,
that the Head's memory will be faulty.”

“You're all a lot of spoofers!” said Tich
grufily.

He went back into the Ancient House, and
in the lobby he found Handforth & Co., with
their overcoats on,

“Hallo!” said Handforth. “We were just
coming out to look for you, Tich. We
thought you'd got lost, or something! By
George! Your face is worse than ever!”

“TI know all about my face!” said Tich
thickly., “You rotters! Why didn’'t you
tell me? Instecad of standing there and yell-
ing, why couldn't you have given me the
tip? Where's a bath-room? Be sportsmen,
and tell me where I can find a bath-room!”

Handforth & Co. promptly escorted the
new boy upstairs, and for necarly a solid
half hour Tich serubbed away at his face.
But that dye was tenacions, and after
frantic efforts he only succceded in getting
the worst of it «fil.

By the time he had finished, and had

brushed his hair, his face still had a slightly |

bluish tinge—although he now only looked
as though he were o trifle ill.

“That’s fine!” said Handforth
ingly.

“Do I really look all right?”

“0Of course you do!"” sard Edward Oswald.
“You've got a bit of a bilious look, but
that doesn’t matter. Anybody's liable to be
bilious. If it comes to that, you probably
will be bilious later on in the evening!”

“And what makes you think that I shali
be bilious?” asked Tich, in surprise,

“Come down to our Common-room—and
see!”’ prinned Ilandforth.

When Tich Harborough finally presented
himself in the Junior Com:mon-room of tha
Ancient Ilouse he was accorded the longz-
delayed ““royal welcome.” Nearly the entire
Remove was present, including Reggie Pitd
and his merry men from the West Ilousc.
The Common-room was filled with heavily-
ladcni tables, Every preparation had been
mode for a huge feast.

“But why all this?"’ asked Tich, in wonder.

approv-
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“In your honour, old man,” replied
Nipper. ‘“As captain of the Remove, it s
my pieasant duty to welcome you into St.
Hrank’s. I had a speech all ready, but
there’s been such a lot of delay that I’ve
forgntten it.”’

“Thank goodness!”” said Handforth feel-
ingly,

“Hn, ha, hal”

“DBut it’s all rot!” protested the schoolboy
Crusader. “‘I—I mean, all this fuss! You
don’t always do this when a new chap arrives,
do you?”’

“Rather not!” =aid Nipper, grinning,
“The average new chap thinks himself very
lucky if he is invited into zomebody’s study
for a snack, during his first week.”’

“Then why all this special treatment for

.EE . » Lk P - '
me ?"’ demanded Tich. “1 appreciate it, of
course, but I don’t see why you should treat
me differently from any other new kid.”

Nipper chuckled.

“You're too modest,
man!’ be replied. ‘‘You're a very special
sort of new chap. The Remove is honoured
to have you in its midet, The Blue Crusaders
have come to Bannington, and you are one
of the regular players for the Blues. So you
can bet your boots that we're glad to have
you with us!”

““Rather!”’

“Good old Tich!”

“Three cheers for the Blue Crusaders!™ -

“Hurrah!”’

The cheers were long and loud. Tich Har-
borough felt that there were, after all, many
compensations in this life,

viarborough, old

CHAPTER 11,
Feasting the New Fellow!

N the midst of all the
cheering and commo-
tion, a plainlive voice
made 1tself heard.

“T say!” came the
protest. ‘' Aren’t we ever going to start the
grub, you chaps? I’m feeling so empty that
when I touch my waisteoat T ring hollow!”
"“Good old Fatty!"" chuckled Nipper. “All
right, my son. Go ahead! The feast is now
ofticially open.”’

Fatty Little, of the West House, lost no
time in getting to work,

“Is he your Junior goalie?” asked Tich,
with a grin,

“Who? TIatty Little?”
with a glare.
Junior goalie!”’

“Sorry!” said Tich. “But your own pet
Fatty reminds me of the Crusaders’.”

“Fatty Fowkes i an exception.” said
Nipper. “He may be big, Lut he’s as nimble
as a kitten. Rather a pity he isn’t here to-
night,” he added dryly. ““He would =oon
make some of this grub fly.”’

i said Ilan‘forth,
“You silly ass! I'm the
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“I'd better go pretty easy on it, if you
don’t mind,” said Tich, looking at the rich
foodstuffs with a wary eye. “Old Piecombe
is hot on grub, you know. He'll have a fit
if he finds out that I've been eating these
things.”’

“Why let him find out?’ asked Reggie
Pitt blandly.

“By all that T ean hear, old Diecombe is
a bit of a food crank,” said Nipper. * And
vou mustn’t take too much notice of food
cranks,  They mean well, but good grub
never hurts anybody.”

So Tich Harborough threw his seruples to
the winds, and entered wholeheartedly inte
the feed. He did not fail to recognise the
honour thut was being paid him. He was
more pleased than ever that he had persnaded
his father to send him to this great school.

During the feast he entertained his hosts
by giving an account of his adventures. He
did not spare himsell, either, He told the
whole story, and there were many chnckles
when the Remove heard of the part that the
Moor View girls had played in the night's
doings,

“They’re a lot of lads—ihose girls!’ gaid
ITandforth, grinning, “It’'s a jolly od
thing for you, Tich, that Miss Droome came
along when she did. If those girls had got
vou into their Common-room, " they would
have ragged you unmercifully.”

Tich heaved a sigh,

“I'd rather be ehoved into a den of lions!”’
he said feelingly. *‘‘No disrespeet to the
ladies—but I'm frightened of ’em. A fellow
feels so—so helpless!”

““Yes, you had a
Nipper.

“By the way, who's that exceptionally
pretty girl 1" asked Tich, with a carcless air,

“Irene  Manners!” replied Handforth
promptly.

“Mary Summenrs!” said Nipper.

““Doris Berkeley!” declared Reggie Pitt.

“Reggie’s sister, Winnie!” vowed Full-
wood,

They all spoke at once, and there was a
general yell of laughter.

“They’re all pretty, I know!”’ grinned Tich,
““But there's a fair one—as pretty as a pic-

lucky escape,” said

ture.” .

“Irene!” insisted Hundforth: “And look
here, Tich, my lad! Ircne is my special
chum——"'

““Is Irene the one with fluffy hair?”

“Well, no .

“You're safe, Hande!"
“Fle means Sylvia Glenn.”

“Oh, Sylvia Glenn!"’” said Handforth care-
lessly. “‘You don’t call her pretty, do you?”

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

““I thought she was rather ripping,”’ con-
fessed Tich. “‘I shall have to get some of
you chaps to take me along one day, and

introduce me properly.”’
Tho juniors duly promised that they would

undertake this duty, and then the conversa-

grinned Nipper.

l
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tion changed to Lionel Corcoran and lis
doings.

“We've got to face the facts, you chaps!™
satd Nipper, becoming  serious. ** Those
Fourth-Formers worked off a good jape on
the new chap this evening. They’ll be crow-
ing all over the school to-morrow. And we
can’t blame them, can we? They’ve scored.”

“They’d better not crow in my hearing,”
sald Handforth darkly.

“The Fourth is awakening from its long
slumber,”  continued Nipper.  “Corcoran
scems to have imbued the whole Form with a
new spirit.”

“Good luck to the Fourth!’ said Reggie
Pitt heartily.

“Hear, hear!” nodded Nipper., “Nothing
better could have happened. It's high time
that we had some real rivalry in the Junior
School, But we mustn’'t allow the Fourth
to get too active,”” he added. “*Corcoran is
a fine chap, and we all like bim, It’s his
ambition to make the Fourth the ecock Form
in the Junior School. Are we going to les
him succeed 7"’

“*Never!”’ roared the Remove.

“Then it’s up to us to avenge this jape
that the Fourth has perpetrated this even-
ing,”” said Nipper. “We've got to makea
Corcoran and his merry men uuderstand that
they’re the underdogs.”

Handforth leapt to his feet.

“I know!” he shouted excitedly., “Let’s
make a raid—now! Let’s buzz into the Fast
House, wipe up all those fatheads, and i

“There’s no need to start a riot, Handy,"
interrupted Nipper gently. “A jape is a
Jape—but you scem to think that a free fighy
is the best thing to be done.”

“There’s nothing like a good old scrap!”
declared Handforth.

“We're not going to whack the Fourth
like that!” declared Nipper. “We're going
to do it by .well-thought-oit methods. It's
only Monday evening, and we've got the
whole week before us.”

“The whole week!” echoed Handforth,
aghast. ‘“‘Do you mean to say that we might
not jape the Fourth until the end of ths
week 2" :

“It’s quite likely,”” said Nipper. “‘It ali
depends wpon how things go. We don’t
want to do anything *precipitate. War has
been declared, and victory will come to tha
better general. In my opinion, this fight is
going to be won by strategy.”

Handforth, naturally, was bitterly against
the proposal. He was a fellow of action, and
he wanted to rush out then and there and
do something drastic. But the Remove
}nyalliy supported Nipper, and Handforth was
squashed

“It's always the same!” he confided
grumpily to Church and McClure, after they
had returned to Study D. ‘“Whenever I
make a suggestion, the chaps jump on me!
By George! If I was the skipper of this
Form——"

“It's a shamel’” said Church stoutly.
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“Eh? What’s a shame?”’

“Why, the way the fellows shut you uy
as soon as you open your mouth,”

“Oh, do they?” said Handforth, bristling.
“T’d like to sce the fellow who could shut
me up!”’

““So should T!” murmured McClure.

Handforth didn’t hear that remark,
Church waved his hand.

“Well, we won’t quibble,” he said sooth-
ingly. “Perhaps the fellows don’t shut you
up, Handy. They squash you.”

“They do what?” demanded Handforth
wrathfully

“They squash you whenever you make a
guggestion—-"

“Why, you silly, hulking, fatheaded ass!”
rocared Handforth. “Are ycu standing there,
Walter Church, and telling me that the
fellows pyquash me?”

“But you just said it yourself!” gasped
Church

“Eht"

“You just said—"

“Oh, rot!” snorted Handforth, turning red.
“1f the Remove thinks that it can squash
me, the Remove had better think again.
Iverybody knows that the Tourth is going
to do some big things. Those fatheads have
already started. Old Corky is a giddy live
wire, and there’ll be no holding him once
he gets fairly on the warpath. Why wait
until he scores another victory? My policy
1s to attack, and keep on attacking!

And he glared at Church and McClure
as though he would at the slightest provoca-
tion attack them. But they were not in a
mood for an argument, and they agread
wholeheartedly with their leader’s views.
In fact, they agreed so much that after
about five minutes Handforth had nothing
further to argue about, and his eloquence
gradually petered out, like the gas when
the meter nceds a shilling in the slot.

and

L

CHAPTER 12,
tlipper’s Brainy Idea !

EXT day the Hon.
Tom Silward Har-
borough lost no time
in shaking down into
his new surroundings.

He found his companions of the Remove

very congenial, and he liked Bt. Frank’s

generally. He was compelled, however, to
do mest of his admiration indoors, for it
was a perfectly wretched day.

It was pouring with rain when the rising-
bell rang, and it was still pouring with rain
after morning lessons. The wind was howl-
ing, and the countryside was bleak and
cheerless

“This isn’t poing to do Little Side much
good!” said Handforth glumly, as he stood
locking out of the Common-room window.

1

-

-~
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“Just what I was thinking!” said Nipper.
“We've got a match on Saturday afternoon
against the River House crowd. 1 expect
i’ have to be postponed.”

“Why " asked Temmy Watson.

“If this rain goes on there’s bound to be
a general order prohibiting the use of the
playing-fields,” said Nipper, with 'a frown.
“It always hoppens. And I daresay the
beaks are night. A good ground can be
ruined 1if it’s played on when 1t’s in a boggy
state.”

Harndforth grunted.

“I don’t believe in these newfangled
notions !” he said. "There never used to be
any rules like that. Anybody might think
the giddy football field was a bowling-
green!”

“Well, it's no good kicking, Handy,” said
Nipper. “And if the game’s off, it’s off.”

“What about the Bannington Town
ground ?” asked Tich Harborough.

“The which?”

“The Bannington Town ground.”

“I suppose you mean the Blue Crusaders’
ground ?” said Handforth severely.

“"Sorry !” grinned Tich, “But I thought
perhgps you knew it better by the old
name.

“The Blue Crusaders’ ground is one of
the best in the country!” said Handforth
firmly. *1It never gets flooded, and the turf
i3 always firm.”

“Yet it's quite near the river,” said Tich.

“That doesn’t make any difference,”
replied Handforth. “The high terracing
runs all along by the river bank, and it
acts like a big dam. It doesn’t matter how

much the river gets flooded, the ground is
always O0.K."”

“Well, that’s one consolation, anyhow,”
said Tich with relief. “"When I saw the
river so near I was a bit windy. You get

a few floods down this way, don’t vou?”

“Now and again,” replied Nipper. " By
the look of things, we shall have one this
week  The Stowe soon overflows its banks,
but as a rule the floods aren’t serious. Only
the marshes and meadows, you know.”

At this moment Lionel Corcoran walked
coolly in.

“*On him!” yelled Handforth.
with the Fourth!”

“Pax!” said Corcoran. “It’s no good,
Handy; I'm crossing my fingers!”

“Blow your fingers!”

“That won’t do any good, they’ll still be
crossed.”

Lionel walked leisurely into the. middle
of the Common-room and looked round him
with a cheery smile.

“Well, I’ve heard a bit of news about
the Blue Crusaders,” he said. " Considering
that I'm the owner of the club, it’s not very
surprising. But I must say that old Piecan
has got a weird and wonderful brain.”

“What’s he done now?" asked Tich with
interest “There’s never any telling with
old Piecan. He’s a cautioal”

“Down
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“Io’s hired a houseboat!” said Corcoran.
“What!"” yelled the juniors.

“Fact!” nodded Lionel. “I was knocked
sideways when 1 heard about it, over the
’phone. This morning, in the pouring rain,
he carted all the players off to the house-
boat and dumped them on board. It seems
to be a rotten old hooker, because when
Fatty Fowkes jumped on board he went
clean through the planking and fell into
one of the cabins.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“The planking needn’t necessarily have
been rotten,” said Nipper.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But what's his idea?” asked Handforth,
staring. “What does he want to put all the
players on to a houseboat for?”

“He’s goine to keep them there; it’s their
new home|” replied Corcoran. “One of
Piecan's brilliant wheezes, you know. The
Spartan life. I've a pretty shrewd idea,
too, that he wants to keep all the boys
under his eye.”

“He’s mad!” grunted *Tich. “He was bad
enough when we were up at Browton. 1
thought perhaps he’d get better down here,
but he scems to be worse.”

“He wouldn’t let the players go into
lodgings, and he didn't tell them a word
until this morning,” continued Corcoran,
with a chuckle. “And if that isn’t like our
gentle Ulysses, what i3, Tich? 8o they’re
all aboard the Skylark, or whatever the
houseboat is called, and I should imagine
they’'re having a pretty damp time of it."”

Handforth grunted expressively.

“The Blue Crusaders Club belongs to you,
doesn’t it, Corcoran?” he asked.

;' You know it does,” said Lionel. “Why
ask ?"

“"And old Piecombe is employed by you
as manager?”

lil’es'lf

“Then what’s the matter with you?”
demanded Handforth. “Why the dickens do
yvou allow the man to carry on like this?
Why don’t you give him the sack?”

Lionel shook his head.

“Old Ptecan may have a few weird ideas,
but he’s a jolly good foetball manager,” he
replied. “He Lkeeps the players up to the
mark, too. Some of his training wheezes
are wild and woolly, but the proof of the
pudding i1s in the eating. The Blues are
doing better this scason than they’ve ever
done before. So why change the manager?”

And even Handforth couldn’t argue the
point,

“No.” went on Corcoran. “Piecombe
leads the boys a dance, but they like him all
the same. I think he's only got this house-
boat for a few weeks. We've rented a big
old mansion, you know, just near the
ground. We're turning it into a huge elub-
house, a kind of headquarters. There'll be
accommodation for all the players, with
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bed-rooms club-rooms, and everything. t
it won’t be ready until near Christmas. So
I expect old Piecan thought that this house-
boat would do in the meantime.”

“What about going over to-morrow to
have a look at them ?” suggested Handforth.
“1t’ll be a half-holiday, and I don’t suppose
we shall be able to use Little Side.”

“Yes, rather!” said the others.

“Talking about Little Side put: an idea
into my head,” said Nipper thoughtfully.
“If this rain keeps on we shan’t be able to
have that match against the River FHouse
So that leaves us with Saturday
vacant. The Blues are playing away this
weck-end, aren’t they, Corky?”

“They're going over to Devon, to play the
Wanderers.”

“The return match, eh?” said Nipper.
“Well, what about the reserves? Have they
got a match fixed up for this end?”

Corky looked rather troubled.

“I'm afraid not,” he said. “You see, the
reserve fixtures were rather messed up when
the elub moved down from Browton. They
gencrally played local teams; in the Brow-
ton combination, and the smaller leagues.
Now they’ve come down here they can’t
keep these fixtures.”

“But there are plenty of local leagues
round about Bannington,” said Handforth.

“I know,” agreed Corcoran. “And cld
Piccombe is fixing up some matches. But I
rather think that next Saturday is vacant.”

“That’s a pity!” said Tich. “The reserves
ought to have a game of some kind, if
only to keep up the local interest. It'll be
rotten to shut the ground altogether.”

“That’s what I told Piecan—but he says
it’'s no good having a match unless it's a
good one,” replied Lionel. “He's the
manager, and I allow him a free hand in
these things. He knows best. And I believe
he's right, too.”

“A good one, eh?" said Nipper keenly,
“Then it"s settled, my sons.”

“Settled ?” repeated Corky. “How ?”

“The St, Frank's Junior Eleven will go
over fo DBannington and play the Blue
Crusaders Reserves!” replied Nipper coolly.
“How’s that 7”

There was an immediate buzz, and Lionel
Corcoran opened his eves wider.

“A game between you fellows and the
Blues' Reserves, ¢h ?"” he said breathlessly.
“By Jingo! That's not an idea, Nipper—
it's a brainwave!”

“I was just going to suggest tho samo
thing!” ejaculated Handforth excitedly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do you think Mr, Piecombe will agree ?”
asked Nipper.

“Leave it until to-morrow afternoon!” re-
plied Corcoran confidently, “If Piecan raiscs
any objections, I'll have a word with him on
the qutet. My sons, vou can look upon this
fixture as a cert.”
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CHAPTER 13.
Tough on the Fourth !

R. ULYSSES PIE.
COMBI was rather
dubious when the
proposition was put
before him on the

afterneon of the next day. At first he didn’t

want to agree, but in the end, after Lionel
had spoken to him for a bit, he gave way.

But he mainly did so, not because of
Lionel Corcoran’s arguments, but because of
the behaviour of Curly Hankin.

This latter gentleman was the centre-half
of tho Reserves—a thick-set, surly-looking
individual. The St. Frank’s fellows
hadn’t seen much of him until that
alternoon—and now they came to the
conclusion that he was a bit of a
bad egg. "

Curly Hankin yelled with derisive
;anghter at the idea of the Blues’
Reserves playing against a schoolboy
tcain—and a junior schoolboy team
at that., In fact, Curly not only
swore that he wouldn't play, if any
such match was arranged, but he
even had a fight with Handforth,
and Mr. Piecombe only just arrived
in time to stop it, before it got
serious. ™

The disturbance was patched up,
after a style, and when the St.
Frank’s fellows went away they were
feeling more or less satisfied. The
houseboat that Mr. Piecombe had ac-
quired was not so bad after all—although
Fatty Fowkes and his fellow players were
not particularly enthusiastic about it.

It scemed that Curly Hankin had two com-
panicns in the Reserves—fellows named
Brewer and Parr. Thev were his own par-
ticular pals, and these three always hung
together. IHandforth was rather pessimistie,
later that day, when they were discussing the
coming match round the fire in the Ancient
House Common-room.

"“There’ll be some trouble with that rotter
Hankin!” he declared darkly. “I shall be
in goal, so he can’t get at me.”

“It’s a jolly good thing you will be in
goa.'l, too, Handy !” said Nipper, “If you were
in the field, and you got anywhere near
Hankin, the pair of you would be scrappin
in next to no time. But with you in goaf
and Hankin playing half-back. there’s not
much chance of your coming into contact.”

“Yes, but he’ll go for the other chaps!”
saio Handforth. “I'm warning vou, straight
from the shoulder, that you'd better go
easy, Hankin may be a Blue Crusader, but
he’s a bad lot!”

" Oh, he may be all right on the field,”
saidd Travers. “Even I'm all richt on the
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field, you know—and yet lots of people look
upon me as a bad lot.”

Tich Harborough was looking concerned.

“ Unfortunately, Curly Hankin 1s a rotter,”
he said slowly ‘“But he's a jolly fine foot-
baller, and Brewer and Parr are keen men,
too. 1 suppose that’s why Piecombe keeps
them on. But they're not above a bit of
dirty play now and again; and after that

row this afternoon Hankin will have his
knifo into you fellows.”
“Well, let’s change rvhe subject,” said

Handforth briskly. *What about a jape on

the Fourth this evening 7%
“We've been too busy with

foothall to
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The Fourth-Formers on the houseboat uttered g
Removites, instead of trying to capture the hc

Fourth-Formers were now marooned on tl

think out any japes, Handy,” said Nipper.
“And it’s too late in the evening now.”

" It’s never too late!” retorted Handforth.
“Now I suggest that we get up two parties,
and sneak into the Modern House and the
Jeast House. We'll go upstairs and shove a
lot of golden syrup in their beds!”

”:'\nﬁ supposmg  we're collared 1n the
midaie of this intercsting enferprise 7"’ asked
Nippor.

*These incidents are fully deceriled in this week’s Bine Crusader story in ** The Boys' Realm,”
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“We mustn’t get eollared. that’s all.” Frank’s. Nipper had posted his list of
“It's a bit too erude, Handy, dear old | players on the notice board, and, although
fellow,” said Travers, shaking his head. | the Remove was very pleased, the JFourth
“And golden syrup, when all is said and | waxed highly indignant.
done, is a pretty expensive item. Besides,| Buster Boots and Bob Christine and a few

it’s made to eat.”

Handforth had all sorts of other wild and
woolly ideas, but they were all squashed. As
a matter of fact, everybody was much too
interested in football to bother about japes.

It rained practically all day Thursday and
I‘'riday, and everybody was in the dumps.
Tie wretched weather was getting on the
juntors’ nerves. They could hardly move out
of doors, and by this time Little Side was
definitely banned. The playing-ficlds were
just like one vast bog.

There were floods in the Stowe valley, too.
The river had swollen a good deal, and had
overflowed its banks in many places. By the

Friday night, when the weather set in wild
and rough, there was a good deal of alarin
round the countryside.

The river had risen

B S S—

ation as they realised the Removites’ intentions.
towed away all the rowing boats.

very considerably, and large tracts of
meadowland were inundated,

But at the Stronghold—as the Blue
Crusaders’ new ground was christened—

there was no worry. Mr. Ulysses Piecombe
was gratified by the wonderful security of the
ground. The draining of the playing pitch
was so excellent that even the turf was stilly
in a good condition.

On the Friday evening there was a bit of
a sensation in the Junior School at Bt

For the
In other words, the
“ Ha, ha, ha !’ roared the Removites in triumph,

other Fourth-IFormers came over and scanned
the notice with angry eyes.

“What’s the meaning of this Nipper ?”
asked Boots coldly, grabbing hold of Nipper’s
shoulder. " Where's my name ?”’

“Tt isn’t there,” replied Nipper.

“I can sce that, ass!” snorted DBoots.
“Why 1sn’t it here ?”

“Because there’s a better player in the
Remove,” said Nipper quietly. ‘“The sameo

added,

applies to you, Bob, old man,” he
“I'm sorry—but there

turmnfgr to Christine.
can’'t be any favouritism in selecting a footer
team. You know uas well as T do that You
haven’t been quiie up to the mark just lately.”

Bob Christine glared.

“How can you expcct me to be up to tho
mark if you don’t Pl:,l r me in any big game?”’
he asked tartly. ‘“;'hy can’'t you put me in
the forward line, instead of Gresham ?”

“Because Gresham is a better player in
that position.”

“Rats!” yelled Talmadge. “It's all a

plot !

“Of course it 1is!” said Harry Oldheld
angrily. “Nipper iz the Junior skip-
per. and just because there’s this
warfare between the Remove and
the Fourth, Nipper is giving the

Fourth the cold shoulder!”

Nipper coloured.

“You don’t mean that, Oldfield!”
he said. “I’'m not the sort of fellow
to do a thing like that.”’

“Then what’s the meaning of it?”
shouted Oldfield. “Why are all our
men left out?”

“I haye already explained that

M

“That’s no explanation at alll”
broke in Clapeon grufily. “The fact
remains that there isn’t a single
Fourth-Former in the Junior Eleven!
That list won’t do, Nipper!”

“Won't it?” said Nipper, firing up.
“I’'m skipper—and 1t’s my list!
What's more, it stands!”

“QOh, does it!” roared Boots,
“We’ll see about that! There’ll be
a first-class row over this rotten busi-
ness!”’

And then Lionel Corcoran ap-
peared. Armstrong had gone flying
across the Triangle, in the wind and
rain, to fetch him, and Armstrong had hecen
very excited and indigrant. He was leoking
more eubdued now.

“What’s the trouble here 7" asked Coreoran.

“A shight spot of bother, laddie,” zaid
Archie Glenthorne. “I can’t quite make
head or tail of the dashed affair, but it seems
that there’s a spot of bother ”

Buster Boots grabbed at Corcoran’s arm.
“Look here, Corky—I'm glad yoi've
come!” he said tensely. " ILook at 'hat list!
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It's Nipper's selection for the game to-
morrow against the Crusaders Reserves!”

~ Lionel Corcoran inspected the list with
interest,
“There's nothing wrong with this!” he

said at length.

“Nun—nothing wrong with it!”
Oldfield. -

“It's a good list!” nodded Corcoran.
“What's the matter with it ?”

“But there isn’t a single one of our chaps
down!” ejaculated Bob Christine. *“ Even
Boots isn't included!”

“That’s neither here nor there!”’ said the
owner of the Blue Crusaders. **Nipper is
skipper, and it's his job to play the best
men available. Personally, 1 consider
this team is very brainily chosen.”

“Thanks, Corky!” said Nipper quietly.

“Rats!” replied Lionel, ““No need to
thank me. The fact of the matter 1s, you
know  your job—and you're doing it
thoroughly. A realiv good foothall captain
doesn’t care a toss about public opinion. If
he's got.any strength at all, he seleets his
best men, and he doesn’ care a hang what
anybody says.”’

“And you’re in the Fourth!' said Boots
kitterly. “‘I'm surprised at you, Corcoran!
You're nothing but a traitor!”’

babbled
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CHAPTER 14.

A Chance for the
Remove !

JONEL CORCORAN
grinned; he wasn’t in
the least offended.

“You don’t mean
— that, Boots, old man!”’

he said,
“No, I know I don’t!”’ grunted DBoots.
“All the same, it's a bit thick, the way

you're taiging!"’

‘“Listen to me, all you Fourth-Formers!”
saild Corcoran, becoming serious. “‘I'm not
boasting when 1 say that I'm one of the
leaders of the Fourth. I’d like our players
to be represented equally in the Junior
Iileven. That’s as things should be.  And
in a game of this sort, when the St. Frank's
team 1s playing against the Reserves of my
club, I'm more than ever eager for the Fourth
to be fully represented., But I'in with Nipper
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all along the line. The Fourth doesn’t
deserve to be represented.”

“What ?"" shouted many of the Fourth-
Formers.

“You're all wonky!’ said Corky. “I
haven’t been at St. Frank’s long, but I've
scen a bit of football while I’ve been here.
And the Remove can wipe us up any day.
Why, we daren’t even play a match against
the Remove! We should be the laughing-
stock of St. Frank’s if we did!”

The Fourth-Formers were silent.

“86 why grumble when Nipper does his
job properly, and selects his best available
tecam ?’"’ went on Corcoran. ‘‘Of course, it’s
going to be altered. It’s got to be altered.
And the only way is for the Fourth fo
practise—and practise—and practise—until it
can whack the Remove.”

“In the sweet by-and-bye!” said Handforth
promptov, g

“Tt all depends,’” replied Corcoran. *‘If
the Fourth bucks up, and gets to work in
carnest, it'll make big strides. There ate
plenty of hefty chaps in the Fnurth--—p!n_rf:‘y
of good players, too. They only need polish-
ing up a bit."”

This was literally true, and before long the
Fourth-Formers realised, with something of
a shock, that Corcoran was right. And they
ceased to grumble at Nipper’s team. They
became imbued with the desire to improve
their own form, :

“But what's the good?”’ said Boots, with
disgust. ““We can't do any practising now—
Little Side is too boggy!”

“Well, it won’t be like this for long,”
smiled Corcoran. ‘‘The season has only just
got fairly going.”

Saturday morning., much to everybody’s
relief, the weather turned out better. Tha
rain had stopped, and the wind had dropped
a bit. ‘There were some big Hoods along tho
banks of the Stowe, however, and St. Frank’y
had a good deal to talk about that morning.

It appeared that a crowd of Removites had
been up in the early hours—before daylight—
attracted by flares from the flooded meadows.

Rushing to the rescue, they bhad found the
Blue Crusaders’ houschoat—with all the
Biues aboard! It had got adrift during the
night, had swept down the river, and had

then been caught in an eddy until 1t
grounded. And there the Blues were stuck
—marooned.

It was a pretty serious affair, too—because
the famous team, under the care of Mr.
Piccombe, had arranged to travel to Devon-
shire by the early morning train from Ban-
nington. Only in the nick of time had tha
Removites pot the Crusaders oft; and then
they had rushed them to Bellton Station, and
had actually stopped the express, so that
the Blues could get on hnari*

There was a good deal of satisfaction
among the juniors after breakfast, while the
story was being discussed.

*These incidents are fully described In this week's Blue Crusader story in * The Boys' Realm.”
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“*The main thing is, the team has been
able to get to Devonshire,”” said Lionel Cor-
coran. ‘It would have been pretty rotten if
they had really got stranded.”

“It’s all Piecombe’s fault!” said Hand-
forth, with a eniff. ‘“He shouldn’t put all
the players on that silly houseboat!”

“It’s a funny thing how it got adrift!”
said Corcoran, frowning, ““The moorings
seemed strong enough to me. I’m blessed if
I can understand it.”

“What's the teamn going to do when it
gets back ?’’ asked Boots. ‘‘That houseboat
1s aground.”

“Yes, and when the flood goes down it’il
be in a pretty hopeless position,”” said Bob
Christine, *“‘It’ll be left high and dry on the
meadows, and then they’ll never be able
to get it back to the river.”

- This remark set Corcoran thinking, and
later on he gathered the Fourth-Formers
Jgound him, and put a proposition to them
- “*Are you fellows willing to help my club?”
he asked, as a beginning.

“Rather!”

“Just say the word, Corky!"”

““Hear, hear!”
Corcoran smiled as he heard the chorus.

“Well, look here, I want you all to come
along with me to that houseboat-—directly
after lessons,”” he said. *“*My idea is to get
it atloat again, and then tow it back to Ban-
mngton, so that it is at its proper moorings
when the Blues come back from Devon,”

“Good idea!”

“We're game, Corky!”

“Rather!”

“Truet the Fourth!”

o “Tf we can’t manage to tow it all the way

“Back to Bannington. we can at least moor it
“gafely,”” continued Corcoran. “But I dare
say we shall be able to do the trick if we
take enough boats, and if we use our strength.
We shall be in Bannington then, in good
time to see the match between the Remove
and the Blues’ Reserves.”

“I’'m glad you said the Remove!” grunted
Boots. “It’s not the Junior Kleven at all!
1t’s the Remove Eleven,”

“Well, that’s our fault,”” said Corcorar
coolly. ““But we’re not going to start that
argument again, are we?”’

““No,”” said Buster. ‘‘At the same time, it
makes me a bit wild when I think about it.”

“The remedy is in our hands, old man,”
replied Lionei quietly.

This little arrangement had been made
during the interval, and after morning lessons
were over the story had got about. The
‘Remove fellows were talking about it, ani
it wasn’t long before Nipper called a fuil
meeting of the Form.

They gathered together in the Common-

room of the Ancient House, Reggie Pitt
bringing all his men over. Of course, there
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were cue or two other fellows who did not
turn up——Claude Gore-Pearce, and Gulliver
and ¥eil, for example, but cads of this kind
did not count. Tich Harborough was also
absent, because he had gone with the Blues
to Devon,

"“Look here, my sons!" said Nipper keenly.
“You’ve heard about the Fourth, haven’t
you? You've heard that they’re going to
refloat the houscboat, and tow it back to
Bannington ?”

“What about it?” asked Handforth.
“You’re not going to suggest that we should
give them a hand, are you?”

“Well, no—""

“Because that’s my idea!” said Handforth
trinmphantly. “[t’s like Corcoran’s cheek to
Jeave the Remove out of it! We're just as -
much interested in the Crusaders as the
FFourth is!””

““Hear, hear!”’

~ “Hold on!” said Nipper, as some of the
juniors began to support Handforth. “I'm
going to suggest a better idea than that.”

“Let’s it!” said Handforth chal-
lengingly.

They did hear it, and, although they were
a bit startled at first,; they soon began to
grin. Then their grins changed to chuckles,.
and finally the chuckies Dbecame roars of
laughter.

“My only hat!” gurgled Fullwood.

“This’ll be one up against the Fourth, won'’t
it 7’ ,
“It’ll be a sort of revenge ér what they
did te Tich Harborough on Monday even-
ing!"”’ said Nipper cheerfully, “We'll get
own back to-day, my sons!”

Even Handforth was reluctantly compelled
to admit that the whecze was a top-holer.

“Well, ’'m glad that you're making a
move against the Fourth at last!’ he said
tartly. ‘‘It’s about time! You’ve allowed
the whole week to go by!”’

“TIt’s always better, Handy, to await a
good opportunity,” said Nipper, ““H’s no
good rushing into a thing blindly—or rashly.
This aflternoon, directly after dinner, we're
roing to give the Fourth the shock of its
life—""

At that
hurrying in.

“I say!” he ejaculated excitedly. “All
those Fourth TForm chaps have gone off!
They've cleared away to the river-—every one
of them, to a man!”

“By George!” roared Handforth.,
we're too late!”

*“No, we're not!” said Nipper briskly. " We
thonght they wouldn’t ge off until after
dinner—but this i¢ all the better! This will
be the cream of the jape! Come on, Remove
We’'ve got to get on the warpath!”’

And the Remove, with considerable gusto,
went surging out into the open!

hear

moment Harry Gresham came

“Then



20 THIE NELSON LEE
CHAPTER 15.

Putting it Across the

Fourth !
IERE  we are!” said
. Corcoran, as he

shipped his oars.

There were quite a
number of boats out
over the flooded meadows.
the floods extended far and wide. The Stowe
itself could hardly be seen. Only the swirling
current, sweeping odds and ends of debris
along, marked the true course of the stream,
Everywhere else there were scenes of desola-
tion,

Yet tho flood was not extensive. No real
damage had been done yet—for it was quite
a commonplace thing for the marshes and
meadows to be inundated. And there, stuck
in the middle of a wide patch, was a big,
towering structure. It was the Blue
Crusaders’ houseboat.

It was an exceptionally large craft of its
type, and, by tho look of it, it had been
allowed to go to rack and ruin for many
years. Yet it was a sturdy craft, and it was
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providing the Blue Crusaders with an excel-
lent temporary home. They had the advan-
tage, at least, of all being under one roof.
Yet it had to be confessed that such a
dwelling had its dizadvantages, when it was
liable to wander two or three miles during
the night.

“I expeet old Piecan is worrying about
this houseboat, isn't hre?” asked Boots.
“"He'll be jolly pleased to-morrow when he

: ' finds that the old tub is back at its proper
In every direction | . prop

moorings, near the Stronghold.”

“All the Blues will be pleased,” said Cor-
coran, ‘I thought about getting a firm of
contractors to do the job, but why go to that
expense when I can get free labour?” o
added, with a grin.

“How aro we pgeoing to start?”’ sang out
Bob Christine, from another boat.

“Well, first of all, a few of us will get on
board,” replied Corcoran. " We’'ve brought:
plenty of tfow-ropes, and we’ll tie theso
securcly to the houseboat, and then we'll dn
some concentrated tugging, She's only just
Lightly aground, and 1 think she onght to
shift off pretty easily. After that we'll take
her along by easy stages, and get her back
into the main stream.”
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“The current i1s pretty strong!” said Boots
dubiously. “We shan’t be able to hold her.”

“Well, we can have a shot at it—and if we
fail we'll ancher her, and then I'll get a
powerful motor-boat to come along and do
the towing,’ szaid Corcoran. " But T thought
it would be rather good if the Fourth could
do tne job ou its own.”

“Yes, rather!” said Oldfield.
a shot at it!”

Before long everybody was busy. Corcoran,
with scveral helpers, got on board, and all
the other bhoats, crowded with Fourth-
Formers, floated round the towering house-
boat. She was all superstructure—all decks
and deck-houses, |

“1 say, Corcoran!”' ejaculated DBuster Boots
suddenly, as he stood on the deck. “Just a
minute: TLook at all these Remove chaps
coming down!”

“By Jove!

" Eh Y’ said Corky.
laok any too healthy!”

“Within a minute all the Fourth-Formers
wdre shouting, and there was a good deal
of excitement.

Unexpectedly, a npumber of boats had
appeared, and they were bearing down upon
the stranded houseboat. They were all filled
with Remove f{ellows, and Nipper was in the
leading craft,

“Down with the Fourth!” came a sudden
united yell.

“On the ball, Remove!”’

“Hurrah!”’

“Let’s wipe ’em up!”’

The approaching boats gained speed, the
oars flashing in and out of the murky water.

“It’s an attack!” gasped Bob Christine,
"My ounly aunt! Fancy these Remove fellows
choosing a time like tfu's!"

Corcoran made up his mi:nd quickly.

““There’s only one thing to be done!” he
sang out. " Ivervbedy come on board!”’

**But what’s the good of that?”’ yelled
Christine,

“These Remove chaps are going to seize
the houschoat!” roared Corcoran. ““That’s
their wheeze! DBut they’ll never be able to
take it if we get on board, and hold them
off. We won’t let any of them board us!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Look lively, there

The boats came bumping alongside, and all
the occupants scrambled on board and pre-
pared for action. In less than three minutes
the entire Fourth Form was gathered round
the decks of the stranded eralt, and the
juniors were relieved and trivmphant,

“Well, this will do ’em in the eye!” said
Bob Christine breathless] “If they try to

“Let’s have

It doesn’t

1-:‘.'

board us, we'll hold them off with these
pars !”

The air became filled with yells.

“Remove for ever!”

“Down with the Fourth!"'

“Rats!”’ bawled the Fourth., ‘“You’re
dished! You can’t do anything!”

By now the Remove boats were quite close,
and they swept round, coming on until they
were practically  alongside the houseboat.
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But, curiously enough, the Remove seemed
to have no idea of attack.

Nipper and his merry men were not even
looking at the houseboat; they were concen-
trating their attentions upon the rowing
boats that werc dotted round. In the hurry,
hardly any of them had been secured, and
they were just floating idly on the still waters
of the Hood.

“Now !” roared Nipper. “Don’t make any
mistake about it, you fellows! Grab every
one ol them!”

“Why not get on board and have a scrap
first "7 asked Handforth, as fiery as ever.

But nobody took any notice of him. The
Kemovites concentrated their attention upon
the boats. Within two minutes all these had
been grabbed, and they were being carried
away from the houseboat’s side.

When it was too late, Corcoran realised
what the game was.

suddenly.  “Grab

"Qui{rk!’? he ehouted
those boats, you chaps! Don’t let them go!"*

“But what are these chaps up to?” gasped
Boots. “We thought they were geing to
attack us——"

“They never meant to!”” snapped Cor-
coran. “They only came here to pinch our
boats !’

“Sorry, Corky, you're a bit too late now!”’
sang out Nipper. “You're marooned!”

“What-a-at!”

It was a long-drawn-out gasp of consterna-
tion from the Fourth-Formers. .

“Ha, ha, hal” -

The excitement was over, and the -
movites, having drawn well away from the
houseboat, eaced and rested on their oars.
All the empty boats were secured, and they
were some distance from the houseboat’s side.
And there stood that big craft, loaded with
Fourth-Formers—aground !

The joke of it was, the Fowrth had got
on board by their own efforts; they had not
been driven to take that etep. But Nipper
had anticipated that they would make that
very move.

And now they were marconed—impr.soned
on the houseboat, without any means of get-
ting out of the flood.

"1 rather think, Corky, old man, that this
is one up for the Remove!”" sang out Nipper
cheerily. "What do you say?”

“You tricky bounder!”’ roared Corcoran.

“We need to be tricky—when we’re up
against a fellow like you!” replied Nipper.
“1 hope you’ll enjoy your afternoon on the

houseboat. The scenery is very pleasant
round here %
“Our afterncon!”” gasped Bob Christine.

“You're not going to !eave us here all the
alternoon, are you?”’

“Until after the match!” said Nipper
sweetly. " Awfully sorry to deprive you of

that treat, but now and again it is necessary
to be cruel to be kind. And you children
need a lesson. T hope this will teach you to
be good little boys in future!”

The Fourth gave vent to a roar of fury,
and it was intermingled with the langhter of
the Removites. |
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“What about our dinner ?”’ shouted Clap- “Well, Tm jiggered!” said Nipper,
sOM. grinning. “They’'re still on thore!

“You'll have to go hungry for once!” re-

plied Handforth. “We're going now—and
you can get ashore as best you can. Of
L3 o - ¥
courge, you can sw.m, if you hke ’

“We can't swim in this water!” yelled
Oldfeld. “It’s as cold as ice!”

“Well, it’ll do you good!” said Handforth.
“It'1l cool you down!”’ :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Remove force rowed away, with
all the empty boats in tow. Without doubt,
the Fourth had been very sourdly whacked!

F

CHAPTER 16.
An O0!d Fri;nd !

IERE  were many
chucklee in the Re-

move during dinner.
The  junivrs  were
thinking about the
unhappy Fourth-Formers, marooned in the
flood, stranded on that ramshackle old house-
boat.

Nipper's idea had worked to perfection,
and everybody was compelled to admit that
it had been a brainy jape. Iis chief charm
had been its simplicity. It had been a
certain success, right from the very start

As soon as dinner was over Nipper made
seme inquiries, and he found that none of
the Fourth-Formers had returned. All those
juniors, in fact, had been conspicuous by
their absence, and Mr. Horace Pycraft, the
master of the Fourth, was in an irritable
mood. He promised the Fourth a hot time
when 1 finally turned up.

“Well, they’ve missed their dinner, any-
how,” chuckled Nipper. * But, of course, I
don't suppose they’ll miss the match.”

“But yvou told them that they’re not going
to be released until the match 1s over!” said
Handforth, staring.

“We'ra not going to release them, if
that’s what you mean,” said Nipper. “DBut,
my dear chap, they’ll find a way of getting
off during the afterncon.”

“Then the whole thing’s going to be a
failure!” protested Handy.

“I rather think it's been a big success,”
grinned Reggie Pitt. “And Nipper's right.
We don’t want to be vindictive, yvou know.
Corcoran and Boots and the others are
hound to get off before long, and I'll bet
we shall see them at the match.”

This had been Nipper’s idea all along,
and ho was rather surprised therefore when

all tae Remove fellows started off for
Banningten to sece the mateh. In the dis-
tance, from omne point of the road, they

caught a glimpse of ‘the housebouat, forlorn
and deserted, 1n the middle of the floed.
Many figares could be seen moving about
the decks, and there was not a small boat
to be seen on the entire landscape.

“What else can they do?” asked Tommy
Watson. “They can't swim in this icy
water, and the old tub is stuck. The only
way they can get off is for somebody to go
along to rescue them.”

“That’s bound to happen before long,”
said Nipper. " Well, the longer they’re on
there the more they'll take the lesson to
heart. After this perhaps they won't be so
keen on japing the Remove.”

There were many chuckies as they con-
tinned their journey. They were on their
bicycles, for the road wasn't flooded any-
where; it was open all the way through to
Bannington.

Jus* as they were passing over the bridge
near Bellton they noticed a smartly-painted
river barge moored to the bank, which was
very high here, quite near to the bridge.
They would have probably ridden straight
on, only Nipper found something famihiar
in the fizure standing on the barge’s deck.

“Here, wait a minute, you fellows!” said
Nif}per, with a grin. “1'm blessed if it isn’t

old Captain Pepper!”

“So it is!” said Reggie Pitt. “Hallo,
cap’n! low goes it?”

Captain Joshua Pepper, of the barge
Gladys turned about and gazed at the

crowd of juniors, who had dismounted from
their bieycles and were leaning over the
bridge, looking straight down upon the
barge's deck.

Captain Pepper was a grizzled old fellow,
and he thoughtfully removed his pipe, tipped
his peaked cap on one side, and rubbed his
bald head.

“Well, bust my skin if this amm’t a
surprise !” he ejaculated, his grizzled face
breaking into a ecrinkly smile. " Good!
arternoon, young gents! Darn my hide if
I ain't pleased to see yo again.”

They all greeted the old fellow. They
knew him well, for they remembered the
time when the Stowe had been flooded on
one other memorable occasion. The 8t,
Frank’s fellows had rescued a couple of
stranded barges, and they had encountered
(Captain Joshua Pepper during that exciting
adventuro.

“In trouble, cap’n?” asked Nipper.

“Well, it ain’t exactly what you might call
trouble!” replied Captain Pepper. ’Tain’t
what I'd like, though. "This ’ere flood has
took me by surprise, In a way of speakin’.

Can't move, neither up river nor down.”
“Can’t get under the bridge, eh?” said
Nipper.
“That’s the size of it, sir!"” said Captain
Pepper. “So I'm anchored here, waitin’
till the water goes down. 1 don't reckon

it’ll be long, now that the weather has let
up.

“The old Gladys looks smart now!” re-
marked Handforth, as he inspected the

| barge.
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Without warninz, Curly Hankin came charging up.
baek, and the unfortunate Junior Skipper went crashinz to the ground.
““Send him off the fleld ! ™’

indignant ery from the crowd.

“’Tain’t the same old barge, young gent!”
aa.-'ld the skipper, scratching his chin.
“Same name, but a new craft. A rare fine
craft, too!” . declared Captain  Pepper
enthusiastically. “I don't use the towin’
path no more, young gents.”

""80 T notice!” said Nipper.
motor-barge, isn’t she ?”

“One o' the very latest,” said Captain
Pepper, nodding. “At fust I wouldn’t ’'ave
nothin’ to do with these ’ere motor-barges.
But 1 reckon they ’ave their good points.”

1“T'll bet you can get about a lot quicker!”

said Harry Gresham.

“"Tain’t allus smooth-goin’,”
the old bargee thoughtfully. “Only last
week the engine jibbed, and i1t was a rare
time afore I could get her goin’ again. Still,
I ain’t grumblin’. On the whole, she’s a
good craft. And if we don’t progress in
these ’ere days we're left behind. Now, 1
once knew a blcke named Jerry Minns.
Maybe 1 told you about him afore, eh?”

“She's a

commented

“I shouldn’t be at all surprised!” grinned
Nipper.
“Well, this ’ere Jerry Minns was a decent

In the North
Well, he "ad one 0o
craft what couldn’t

what with the barnacles

on her keel, and what with ’er rotten
boards Well, Jerrv Minns was run down
one night, off the Dogger Bank. Foggy, it
was, an’ his old tub was cut clean in

t“'n—"_‘”‘“

“TfF it’s all the same to you, Captain
Pepper, we'll have this stery another time,"
said ‘\mpu hurriedly. “We've got to get
Ol NOW.

sort ¢ bloke, in ’is own way.
Sea fishin’, he was.
them old-fashioned

hardly keep afloat,
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He caught Nippear right in the middle of the
““Foul ! ”’ went up an

“Right ye are, young gents!” said the
old bargee complacently. "Don’t make no
difference to me. But the next time ye
sec me don't forget to mention Jerry
Minns. Then 1I'll tell ye what ’appened
arter his rotten old craft was cut in two
off the Dogger Bank.” 1

The juniors mounted their cycles and went
on their wa They remembered Captain
Pepper and EIB yarns; at every conceivable
opportunity he trotted out one of these
reminiscences, and although they were enter-
taining tht.._'f generally occupied a lot of
time, and just at present the Remove fellows
were in a hurry. It was necessary fDr them
to get to Bannington.

When they arrived at the town they found
a great deal of enthusiasm.

The populace was crowding towards the
Blue Crusaders’ enclosure, and the gate
looked like being a record one—for a
reserve match. Perhaps the weather had
something to do with this excellent attend-
ance, for the people were fed up with the
rain of the week, and now that the Saturday
afternoon was fine they were enticed out of
doors.

Everybody was keen to see the Crusaders
Reserves on the field, too, and in a match
against the St. Frank’s juniors the play
was calculated to be interesting. Banning-
ton had seen these St. Frank’s boys play-
ing against the c¢ld Bannington Town
Reserves, and 1t had been a very good game,
with the St. Frank’s juniors the winners.

But it was hardly -likely that this school-
boy team would be able to repeat its snccess.
The DBlue Crusaders were a different
proposition,
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Sam Russell, the Reserves captlain, greeted
Nipper and his men warmly, and most of
the other players were just as hearty, It
was noticed, however, that Curly Hankin
and his two cronies took absolufely no notice
of the juniors. They deliberately hung back,
ignoring the schoolboys.

This was a bad sign, for it proved that
Curly Hankin was maintaining. his attitnde
of defiance and sullenness--and that wasn’t
the right spirit for any player to be in at
the commencement of a game!

CHAPTER 17.

Professionals v.
Szheolboys !

11 nelosure was nearly
fall when the teams
came out, and the
playvers were accorded
a rousing reception.

For a reserve match the erowd was excep-

tionally large.

All the Removites, exeept the mmembers of
the eleven, were in the stand, looking on
eagerly. They felt that fhis was going to
be a keenly-fought match, although they
never really believed that the juniors had
the shightest chance of winning.

On the ficld Sam Russell was having a
final word with his men. .

“We've got. to play our best!” he was
saying. “It's no good thinking that because
these youngsters are schoolboys we can run
them off their feet. We can’t. They're hot
stuff !"”

“It’s a rotten insult to the Crusaders
we should be forced to play them!”
Hankin sourly.

“That’s not the right spirit, Curly!” pro-
tested Russell. “Dave Moran and the boys
are doing their best in Devon, and it's up
to us to do our best here on the Lome ground.
We're only playinzg a schoolboy tcam, but
thev’'re fast and they're nippy—"

“What’s this—a lecturc ?” sneered Parr,

“No, it isn’t!” snapped the reserve
skipper. “I'm just trying to make you
understand that we're here to play the game.
And don't forget that these schoolboys are

that
said

light. There mustn't be any heavy
charging.”

Curtis and Laver and the other reserves
were willing enough to take notice of

Russell’s excellent advice, but it was noticed
that Hankin and Brewer and Parr were
openly contemptuous. As Handforth had
anticipated, Curly Hankin in particular was
furious because he was compelled to play.
Mr. Piecombe indeed had threatened him
with suspension without pay if he refused
orders,

The Remove fellows were looking very
businesslike as thev lined up Nipper had
won the toss, but this gave his side little
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advantage, since the wind was blowing across
the piteh.

The St. I'rank’s Iieven was as follows:
Handforth, Church, MeClure; Fullwood,
("astieton, DPotis: Gresham, T'ravers, Nipper,
Grey, Pitt. In more than one gamc this
scason Church and MeceClure had been play-
ing in the left-back and right-buck positions
respectively, They bad developed iuto quite
a brilliant pair, and it was quite fitting that
they should form, with Handforth, the main
defence.

Castleton, of the West House, at centre-half
was a splendid playver, and Gresham was

NEXT WEDNESDAY !
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developing
season.

There were shouts of genuine enthusiasm
when the ball was set rolling. The Blues
were inchined to take it very easily at tho
start, but after abouir seven minutes’ play
they began to change  their minds.  The
schoolboys were rather ragged at first, but
they soon pulled themsclves together, and
then they revealed their true form.

IFFrom an excelient pass by (Castleton,
Reggie Pitt got away. and he was down the
ficld like a flash—playing as cleverly and as
brilliantly as Tich Harborough himself,

The Blues' back was taken completely by
surprise; he was left standing, and when Ditt
sent over a perfectly timed centre, Nipper was
there ready.

Slam |

into a first-class winger this



X i1E

Nipper sent in a glorious first-time shot,
and the Rescrves’ g'ja,]m onl} just got Lo 1t
in the nick of time. Dut he was not able
to make a good clecarance. He only scrapsd
the ball away, and Travers, running up like
a hare, drove it hard and true into the net

ool ™
“Well played,
“Hurrah1”
“Go it, the Hemove!”

Sam Russell gave his fellow players some
hard looks as they lined up. On their own

the kids!”

ground they were being beaten by these
schoolboys! And they were the Blue
P AN A %

. THE PREFECT'S
SECRET!”

Simon Kenmore drowned-—and Tatty
Fowkes of the Blue Crusaders responsible
for ‘the tragedy !

Such is the sensation ihat starties
St., Frank’s ! And the Remove and the
Fourth Form, when (hey hea: Fatty’s !
story, and after certain even!s, deecide to
hide Fatty from the police who are out
to arrest him !

Next week’s yarn is a real gripper.
It’s chock ftull of execiting ineidents and
dramatic situations ; there’s plenty of
humour, (09, when the whole Remove
finds itself invited to what proves the most
amazing feast they've ever been to !

Whatever you do, chums, don’t muiss
reading this magnificent story.

“WHAT'S WRONG WITH
THE ROVERS?”

Nelson Lee and Nipper find themselves
inveived in many more amazing adven-
tures in next week’s grand instalment
of this fine serial.

amrnannnnORDER IN ADVANCE!

Crusaders! Even Curly Hankin pulled him-
self together a bit.

The juniors were not allowed to keep their
lead for long. Within five minutes the Blues,
aroused by the reverse, got guing in eurnost,
and it was Russell himself who scored the
equaliser,

Church did his utmost to avert the disaster,
but Russell was too quick for him. He had
Church guessing, and then he took a hard
shot froin the corner of the penalty area.

Handforth l!eapt. He caught tha ball and
sent it swinging out again into play.

“Well saved, Handy!”

“Oh, good man "’

But one of the other Blues’ Reserves was
there, and back went the ball towards the
goal. Again Handforth leapt, and he even
got his fingers to it. The leather struck the
upright, bounced back into play, and fell at
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Russell's feet, There was no mistake about
it this time In a flash it was at the back of
the net, and Handforth had no chance of
saving.

‘Goat!”

“Play up, the DBlues!”

Uradually the juniors were finding that this
tearm wa: a very dillerent pmpmltmn from
the Dannington Town Sceond Eleven. The
Blues were smarter—{aster—niore brililant in
every department of the game. It was oniy
by almost superhuman ctforts that the schoc!-
boys prevented the score from mounting
betore half-time. Handforth did wonders in
goa!. saving again and again, and when the
whistle blew the ecore stil. remained one—
one,

The Removites 1n the stand had not failed
to notice that none of the Fourth-Formers
had turned up. And now it was half-titne!
Surely the unfortunate Corcoran and his com-
panions were not marooned in that houseboat
all this time,

Yet, strangely enough, this was the truth!

On more than one occasion the Fourth-
Formers had seen a beat in the distance, and
they had yelled with all their strength, and
they had waved their arms. But nobody had
taken any notice of them. Every boat }lad
continued on 1ts leisurely way, the occupunts
only waving in reply to the juniors’ frantic
signuls.

‘It’s no geod!” said Corcoran at length.
“We're done, you cha 5’ The match must’
be half over now, anyho

“We'll make those rf}tter& suffer for this!™” .
sald Doots ficrcely. “It was a dirty trick to
leave us on here like this—and diddle us-
out of the match!”

Fecling was runming high in the Fourth.
They were all fed up with their imprison-
ment. Yet they cnuf)d do nothing to save
themselves, There was no boat, and it was
certainly out of the question to swim to the
dry land.

*People think we’re only fooling, I ex-
pect!” said Corcoran grufly. “They sce us
waving and they hear us tLontmg and they
take it for granted that we’re having a lark.
That's why nobody has come Somehow, I
don’t thmk that Nipper meant us to be hero
all the afternoon. He was pretty sure that
we should be taken off.”

“There’ll be a reckoning for this!” said
Bob Christine darkly. “By Jingo! Wait

There'll be the most un-
ever happencd at St

until this evening!
holy row (hat’s
Frank’s!"

All the other Fourth-Formers were of pre-
cisely the same opinton!

CHAPTER 18.

%'

Danger [
A/ LA NWHILE the game
@ at Dannington was
axedgh not only getting ex-
citing, but un-
pleasant,
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Nipper and his men, iz the second half,
made a.tremendous effort, and they came
within an ace of scoring two or three times,
The Blues Reserves. much -as they hated
admitting it, were nearly run off their feet
by these energetic schoolboys. They were on
th: defensive for fifteen minutes on end, and
Curly Hankin, at centre-half, found it alinost
imipossible to hold the elusive Ni per

And after Nipper had tr.ckef him with
supreme ease on three occasions, Curly began
to lose his temper. Ie had hated the idea of
th" match from the first—and now “he was
enraged by the realisation that his conteript
for the juniors had been unjustified. i

Afrer that he began to play roughly. More
than once he charged the juniors in such a
heavy manner that the referee was compelled
to caution him. Brewer and Parr, in the for-
ward line, were playwg well, for they were
both excelient footballers, whatever their per-
sonal characters. They formed a very effec-
tive left wing, and in that position they had
few opportunities of fouling. even supposing
they wanted to adopt such tacties.

But it was different with Curly Hankin.

In his position at centre-balf he had endless
opportunities of playing roughly. Twice
within a minute he dispiayed very question-
able tactics., He charged Travers off the ball
¢o heavily that the Removite went sprawling,
tipping head over heels, The referee at
once awarded a free kick,

“What'’s the matter?” demanded Hankin
sulleniy, *“That was a fair enouglr charge!”

“1 don’t want any arguments!” retorted
ihe referee, “ I've cautioned vou once before,
and you'd better be careful I’

Hankin muttered nnder his breath, and went
back to his position.

From the free kick, Gresham came within
an ace of scoring. Ile sent in an cblique shot
which had the goalic guessing, and the
leather went only an inch outside the bar.

And so the game went on, hard fought,
keen and brisk.  Handforth had seldom had
so much to do in a match, and he was proving
hiz worth as a goahe Indeed but for his
able keeping the Blues would have scored
six or seven fimes. Kor the Remove buacks
found it almost impossible to hold those
enterprising forwards. and, when it came to
the pinch, Handforth was the fellow who held
the fort.

Then, with only about four minutes to go.
Nipper interecepted the ball as it was being
passed over to Parr, on the left wing. He
trapped it ncatly, spun round, and prepared
to pass out to Reggie Pitt,

And then, from behind, without warning,
Curly Hdnkm came rharg-ug up. He caughi
Nipper fairly in the middle of the back, and
the unfortunate Junior skipper went hun'mg
over, to erash to the ground helpless,

& ]|0u1!},

“Nend him off the field!”

“Penalty—penalty

It was a fact., The incident had happened
in the extreme corner of the penalty arca,
and the referee was already pointing at the

spot, 'The crowd was angry, for that charge
’

TRE

NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

 of Hankin’s had been a deliberate piece of
| dirt play. He had taken Nipper in the back,
e urt dear old fellow ¢’ asked Travers,

as he bent down over the Junior captain.
he

“It's all right!” muttered Nipper, as
sat up. “My back’s a bit crocked, I think,
but I shall be all sercne in a minute. What
happened ?”

“It was that rotter Hankin!” said Jack
Grey hotly. “Anyhow, the referce has
ewarded a penalty kick!”

“You'd better take it, Castleton!”
Nipper, as he struggled to his fect,

The referee was talking angrily to Curly
Hankin,

“ Before this incident happened, 1 gave you
two warnings,”’ he said curtly. “I'm not
going to warn you again. You're poing off
t}m field."”

“What!" ejaculated Curly, startled and
filled with consterpation. “You're mad!
You don’t know what ?ou re talking about'
It was a perfectly fair charge——-" art

“I’'m in charge of this game, ﬂu'd
better not argue!” said the referee. ou're
going off the field.”

‘But I tell you—"

“You h:.xard what I said!” snapped the
referce, pointing.

Everybody in the great crowd understood
that gesture.

“Hurrah!”’

“Good old ref!”

“Send him off the field "’

And Curly Hankin was compeiled to go—
gnashing his teeth with fury. He had
believed, in his stupidity, that thiz referee
would be weak It was only a friendly
match, and a Reserve match at that. The
officials at euch games are usually easy to get
on with. This decision took Curly I{ankm
completely by surprise.

Alan Castleton tock the penalty kick, and
he made no mistake about it.

He sent in"a low, wicked shot wlich gave
the goalkeeper no cnance.

1] Goal [l"

“Well played, the schoolbcys!”

“Keep it up, St. Frank’s!”

The St. Frank’s Junior Ileven did keep 1t
up. There were only two or three minutes
to go, and they managed to hold the fort
with success. During the last minute Hand-
forth saved tw.ce—he saved br:lliantly. When

said

'1(3

the final whistle went the enthusiasm was
tvremendous.  The 8t. Frank’s scheolboys had
won! They had beaten the Blue Crusaders’

Reserves! This, irndeed, was
1r:~u|t

It was nc consolation to the Blues when
they realised that Curly Hankin was the
cauze of their downfall. But for that piece
of toul play, there would have been nao
penalty LP:\ and, at tae worst, the result
would have been a "draw. Indecd, the chances
wera that the Blues would have won, for
the schoolboys would not have been so keen
ds umff those final minutes.

“I'm rather elad that Coreoran wasn’t here

to see!’ eaid Nipper, as he and the other

a surpr.sing
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juniors changed. “Poor old Corky! 1le’ll be
properly upset when he hears about this.”’

“About cur winning ?" azsked Reggie Pitt.

“No-—about Hankin fouling!” said Nipper.
“It’s a wonder I’mm not erocked. That charge
was terrifiec. T expect Hankin will be sus-
pended for this.”’

“And serves him right,
forth hotly.

It was noticed that Handierth did no crow-
ing. He had played the game of his life, and
et not a word of self-praise came from his
ﬁps. In any ordinary game, where he had
done some very moderate goalkeeping, hLe
would have been enthusiastic about his own
performance, but when he had done some-
thing really meritorious he said little oz
nothing about it.

But that, after all, was just Handlorth’s
way.
L:The juniors did not stop long. After the
unpleasantness with Hankin, they felt that it
would be better if they left at once. Besides,
they were anxious to find out what had hap-
pened to Corcoran and the Fourth. Nipper,
in fact, wae begmning to get a bit anxious.
He did not like the idea of the Fourth
Formers being marooned on the houseboat
all the afternoon. Nipper had never in-
tended any such drastic practical joke as
that.

As it happened, it was very fortunate that
the Removites wasted no time in getting
away from Bannington after the match.

For the ¥ourth-Formers were not only in
an uncomfortable predicament, but they were
in positive peril!

Late in the afternoon, after they had
despaired of ever attracting attention to
themselves, they became resigned to a wait.
They knew that the Remove would turn up
after the match, and Nipper & Co., of course,
would take them off.

. The high wind was returning, now that
the afternoon was growing to a close, and
the river was still rising and the floods
still extending, for water was draiming into
the Stowe from endless emall trihutaries and
from the hills. .

And suddenly, unexpectedly, the houseboat
gave a kind of lurch, shifted, and then swung
round. In a word, she had dislodged herself
from the hillock upon which she had been
resting. And now she was free—floating in
the flood again. '

“My hat!” sang cut Boots, as he looked
over the side. ‘“We're adrift again!”

“Thank poodness for that!” said Clap=on
wearily. “Now we shall probably be able to
get off1”’

But after four or five minutes had elapsed
it was noticed that the houseboat was drift-
ing gradually and insistently towards the
main stream. Corcoran, who was watching,
bezan to get worried.

“There’s going to be some trouble, you
fellows!” he said gravely. “In another ten
minutes we snall be right in the full force of
the current—and if that happens it’ll be a
case of every man for himeelf |’

too !’ S;i,id Haund-
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CHAPTER 18.
Up to the Remove !

HE Jdanger was un-
expected—dramatic in
its swift arrival.

The marooned

Fourth-Formers had
believed themseives to be as safe as though
they had been on dry land. The thought of
danger had never occurred to them. They
were inconvenienced, yes—they were angry
with the Reimeve for having perpetrated this
trick. But none of themn ever thcught ot
danger.

Now, with the houseboat adrift, and get
ting nearer and nearer to the main current,
the peril became acute.

As Lionel Corcoran had seen, they were nct
very far distant from the Bellton DBridge.
The Stowe was rushing tumultuously along
its course towards the heavy stone bridge,
and there was scarcely room for a low-lying
barge to pass under the arch. ;

What would happen when the houseboat
got fairly into the swirl of the flood, and
then went hurtling down towards the bridge?
Nothing could save it from dostruction. It
would crash against the stonework with [ull
force, and it would be madness for the juniorz
to remain cn board until that happened. For
they would be courting disaster-—¢ven death !
Their only chance would be to swim for it.

‘And this would be a drastic step—a wel!-
nigh fatal step for some of them.

For pot all the Fourth-Formers were gocd
gwimmers, and in that icy water their limbs
would be paralysed; they would not be able
to keep aflost for long. In still water the
swim would be difficult enough, but what
chance would they have in those flood waters
—full of treacherous currents and mysterious
eddies? A great many of those juniors would
never be able to reach the land. They would
be swept down by the fHood—drawn under
by the mighty pull of the swollen river.

Yet there was no panio on board that drift-
ing houseboat.

The Fourth-Formers took it gamely—yes
there were man ale faces, many startled
eyvez, as the poesibilities were discussed.

“YWhat on ecarth can we do?” asked Bob
Christine huskily. “It’s getting dark now,
and there aren’t any boats anywhere!”

"Hadn’t we better make a dive for it

now ?”’ suggested Clapson, with a shiver.
“We might be able to swim in this flood—
and perhaps the water won’t be too decp.
Bui,:’ there won’t be a chance for us later
on.
“No!” said Corcoran. “We’d better stick
on board now. It’s half a mile to the neavest
land, and there’s not one of us who could do
that swim in this icy water. Something may
turn up yet.”

“It’s impossible!” panted Yorke. “Nobody
knows that we’re in danger—and by the time
they do know, it’ll be too late!” '
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There was a good deal of truth in this.
The houseboat wasz swinging round ominously,
and rocking from side to side as the Hood
waters caught it broadside. Now, with ever
increasing speed, the craft was getting to-
wards the centre of the main stream. She
was surging through the water like a thing
alive, and with every minute that passed her
speed increased. Soon she was on the bosem
of the flood, charging down the river towards
her doom,

All those Fourth-Formers on board, faced
by this dire peril, had forgotten all the pre-
vious events of no importance. Here they
were, in the gathering dusk, rushing down
that swollen stream, making headlong for
the stone bridge. The crasgh, when it came,
would be devastating in its force.

Tor the houseboat was nearly all super-
structure, and it would erumble to fragments
—to splinters—when it hit the bridge. To
remain on board would be madness.

The only thing, therefore, was to jump
for it at the last possible moment, and fight
gamely to get to tEe dry land. They wouldn’t
all succeed, but they would do their best.

The tragedy of it was, nobody seemed to
be aware of tj;eir peril !

Yet thero were plenty of people in the
village—plenty of people all round. Btill,
what could tnese people do? Nothing could
take the houscboat out of the grip of the
stream now; she was caught too firmly in
that deathly embrace.

“Let’s yell!”’ suggested Buster Boots sud-
denly. ““Let’s all shout at oncel”
“Yes, yes!” gasped Talmadge.

ready ?”

And the Fourth-Formers, in one voice, let
out a tremendous shout: '

“Help! Help!”

It was a shout that went ringing over the
flood, only to be caught up by the high wind,
and dissipated into the disturbed atmosphere.

It was just at this timne that the Re-
movites, returning from Bannington on their
bicycles, eaught sight of the houseboat. They
were on the other side of the village, on a
rising knoll. The dusk was gathering, and
they had been on the look-out for the first
sign of the houseboat. And now, with a
dr?dful shock, they saw what was happen-
ing”

“Look!” ejaculated Iandforth, pointing.
“Bhe’s adrift!”

“Great Scott!”

“And all those chaps are on board still!”
said Nipper hoarsely. “Can’t you see? Lok
at them—like dots. They're all on board,
I tell you. And she’s rushing downstream
towards the Bellton bridge!”

“They’ll all be crushed!” said Church, in
horror. “Why don’t they jump?”

“Jump ?” roared Handforth, “Jump into
this flood? That would be almost certain
death !"”

“What can we do?” asked Reggie Pitt
blankly. “Nobody scems to be helping
them-—— :

“We got them into this mess, and we've
got to get them out of it!” snapped Nipper.

“Are yon

L
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“(iood heavens! How could we expeet any-
thing hike this? We thought thev would be
taken off hours ago. It's an awful thing!”

And then suddenly an inspiration came
to him.

“I know!” he yelled.
chaps., Pedal like mad!
to the Bellton bridge.”

ITe did not explain, and the others did
not want him to. There was not a second
to be lost. Seldom indeed had they cyeled
as they eyeled now. They put every ounce
of their strength into their pedalling, and
they fairly flew along the wet read.

They scorched through Bellton like a crowd
of lunatics, causing several of the villagers
to dash for safety, and to grow hot with
anger against these crazy schoolboys.

But Nipper knew what he was doing.

When the bridge was reached thev flung
themselves from their bicyeles and dashed
to the parapet. Nipper’s heart gave a jump
when he saw that the barge, Gladys, was
still moored there, almost beneath him. {

“Captain Pepper!” yelled Nipper, at.the
tep of his voice.

“By George!” bellowed ITandforth., “The
barge! You mean >

“She's a motor-barge!” ejaculated Nipper.
“If she can get got going In time we can
cet alengside the houseboat and then push
her cut of the current and send her aground,
But where’s Captain Pepper?”

“There won't be time-—there won’t
time!” said Tommy Watson in angush,
They all stared at the houseboat,
seemed a fair distance off yet, but she
now in the full flood of the current,
she was charging down towards them
some ugly, enormous juggernaut of

water,

“Captain Pepper isn’t here!” sand Gresham.
“He must be in the village. Iow ecan wo
find him? There's nobody on board!™ |

Nipper's mind was made up in a flash.

“"We can’t waste time in finding him!” he
said ficreely. “Come on! Half a dozen of
us will be enough. We'll see if we can't
cet the engines going ourselves!”

“Come on, you
We've got to get

he

She
was
and
like

the

5 e 0 CHAPTER 20.
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=T ?T was really a dread-
ful chance.
J) Nipper was some-

thing of an expert

when it came to
petrol engines, but he had to confess that
he was unfamiliar with the type of engine
that was installed in a big barge. And the
motor of the Gladys would certainly be
cold after two or three days of idleness,
Perhaps it would be impossible to gel her
started; perhaps if she was started the
engine would prove insufficiently powerfil
to force her way amainst the current.
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Thero scemed to be a hundred and one
chances against the success of this venture.

Yet it had to be attempted. As for
Captain  Pepper, nobody thought of him
now. Nipper. and Travers and Handforth
and two or three others were tearing at the
hatchway, aft, uncovering the powerful
engines. _

“1eve's the starting handle!” yelled Hand-
torth, “Shall T swing her over?”

“Yes!” panted Nipper. “Where’s
switch? The switch must be somewhere

“"Yes! Heve it 1s!” said Travers. “Take
it coolly, you fellows. Swing her, Handy.
I've switchud cn. Flood the carburettor,
Nipper.”

But Nipper was already doing so, having
found the petrol tap and having turned it
on. IHandtorth, with herculean efforts, was
‘pulling at the starting handle and turning
the cold engine.

Perhaps it was sheer luck which caused
the engine to fire after the second pull over.

th{;a

She spluttered, backfired, choked once or
twice, and then settled down to a steady
roar.

“Cast off the moorings!” shouted Nipper,
looking up “Hev, you fellows! Those
ropes! If you can’t do anything else, cut
them !”

It was an admirable piece of work. With-
in three minutes the barge was moving.
Nipper himself was at the tiller, and a
surge of joy passed through him when he
found thmt the clumsy vessel was slowly
making her way wupstream against the
surrent.  The engine was roaring all out,
and the propeller was churning furiously.

By this time numbers of villagers had
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come running up, attracted by the noise, and
the excitement was spreading. .

On board the houseboat the Fourth-
Formers had scen what was happening, and
they were getting new hope. Yet they could
not understand what the Removites hoped
to accomplish. But something was being
done, and they watched with burning,
feverish eyes.

It was touch and go now.

It wasn’t far to the bridge, and the Fourth-
Formers were startled and amazed when
they saw that the barge was going directly
away from them, swinging out of the river
and over the flooded meadows. It was an
incredible proceeding, and the hope that
had come to them now died away.

And then soon afterwards the meaning of
this manceuvre was understood.

Nipper had taken the barge out of the
current because he gained enormously in
speed. Then when he swung round he was
just a little above the houseboat, and he
sent the barge at full speed into the main
current, and then steered her so that she
would rapidly overtake the lumbering house-
boat, edging her nearer and nearer Towards
the doomed craft.

To have attempted anything else would
have been disastrous. For if the barge had
tried to meet the houseboat it would have
meant a terrific collision, in which both
craft would have been sunk.

As it was, Nipper succceded in sending
the Fladys alengside the houseboat, and so
gentle was the centact that there was hardly
a bump. Then he swung the tiller hard
round, and there came a grinding of wood-

(Concluded on page 43.)
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Blue Crusaders.
ON SALE NOW!

Yes, and the rippinz long comp.ete yarn of {ooter and adventure i1s worth racing

“ST. FRANK'S TO THE RESCUE!”
and 1s-written by the zuthor you al' know so well—EDWY SEARLES BROOKS. It

mtroduces the famous St. Frank’s scheolboys in a thnllmg adventure which betall:
miss this—it's a w:nner!
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E. 5. BROOEKS.

OU needn’t know any member of the
-i St. Frank's League in order to
become a member yourseli—Mervyn
Gibbons (Laverpool). The next
time the l.eague Application Forms appear,
simply buy an extra copy of the Old Iaper,
fill in the two forms according to the Iin-
structions, and send them to L}m Chief Ofii-
cer. That simple action makes you a member
on the spot. You can give the extra copy
to anybody you like—it needn’t be a friend,
or even an acquaintance. Surely it's easy
cuiough to give a copy of Our Paper away?
» * L

It doesn’t matter if you write bad English
in your letters—Edward Magnanie (Cap-d’ail,
France)—although 1 have seen no sign of
it in the one to which 1 am now replying.
No need to be afraid that your letters won’t
interest me. As for a good English Die-
tionary, giving quotations to show the appro-
priate use of words, the best cne you can

buy is the “New Uaf_urd Dictionary.” But
this is a very expensive proposition. Still,
yvou asked me to recommend a good one,

so I am only complying with your request.
L * *

There’s rnothing easier than buying the
Old Paper—Maurice Hallibardy {501110 et-
Qise, France). It doesn’t matter where in
the world you are; providing there’s a
postal delivery, you can get it. Simply send
the necessary subscription to the Publishers,
as indicated at the foot of Page 4 of cover
in every issue, and the Old Paper will be
posted to you as regularly as clockwork—
while the money lasts. When that gives out,
vou'll get a polite letter, asking for more.

* * *

There are two very essential requirements
you want to become a story writer—Isabel
W. Rintoul (Glasgow). First of all, you
must have an extraordinary amount of
patience; and secondly you must have a
capacity for sustaining hard knnol:ﬁ. Story
writing is all very well after you've had the
experience, and providing you’ve got a con-
tinuous flow of ideas. But the experience
is liable to be bitter at first, and if you
want to meet with success you'll have %
stick at it—and keep at:ckmg at it—and then

if

any trecder twrites to

likely

EDWY SFEARLES BROOKS, cjo  The
Fditor, THE NELSON LEEK SOHO,
STonRy LIBDRARY, The Fieetiwway MHouse,

Farringdon Sitreet,

me, 1
comment upon such
teo inferest Lhe
should Le addresseil

ISABEL W. RINTOUL.

London, E.U.49.

You certainly need not fear that you are
the only girl reader who has written to me—
Louwise King (Kast Ham). I have had
thousands of letters from readers of all ages
and both gexes, And a very large percen-
tage come from girl readers. Buck up, boys,

if you want to head the list! %

»* *

Rebellion  Series—Stanley  Welsby
(Fleetwood)—started in No. 82, New BSeries,
dated Nov. 26th, 1927, and there were eight
stories in the series.

*

The

* * *

Quite a number of readers have promised
to send me later photographs of themselves,
and you are one of the few to do so—Allan
G. Carter (New Lynn, N.Z.). T%®hope all
the others will spot this, and remember their
promises. I'm still waiting, in lots of cases,
to sce what they look like!

* w® *

If you don't know what to do with your
old mpir—s of the Old Paper—John W,
Lowdell (Minster)—what about sending them
round to the Ramsgate hospitals? You sy
you don’'t need any moncy for them, and 1
dare say some of the patients will he-glad
of the books—even though they are written
by me!

% x *

I note that you are a keen supporter of

Brighton & Hove Albion—James Ward
(Brighton)—and that you are particularly
anxious (o seo more footer stories in the
Old Paper. 1In that ecase, what about sup-

porting another Sussex club—the Blue Cru-
saders? Their adventures are duhr recorded
by Yours Truly every weck in “The DBoys’
Realm.” You'll meet the St. Prank’s chaps
in these yarns, too.

keep sticking at it.
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Every day the wmyslery of
more baffling and complicated.

the
Already two of the Rovers’ players are

Northioulh Rovers becomes

implicated, and now Nelson Lee discovers that the manager 1s also
concerned in the plot!
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Nipper’s Chance!

ELSON LEE was as keen on football

N as any man, and he told Nipper.

as they left ‘he hotel afrer iunch

on the Satuiday, that he was very

giad he could watch the match with Broau-

wich, and combine pleasure with business,

He had booked two front vow seats in the

stand, close to the seats reserved for the

oflicials. Nipper, though he was glad cnough

to be going to sco his colleagues play, wished

that he was thirty miles away, playing with
the reserves.

The sun was shining, put there was a nip
in the air—an ideal afternoon for football
. There had been no developmenis  Nelson
TLee was inclined to agree with Nipper thai
Bert Barter was one of the men they had met
in the drive, but they had no real evidence
against him, ond if they bad, they woull

not have produced 1t at the moment, Lee
had traced the numbers of the ecar, and
found it rightly belonged to a doctor
Living sixty miles away. As his car had not
been  stolen, 1t was obvious that false
number plates had been used.

Une thing stood out clearly. Dick Ridley

had beew abour late that night in a car. and
had et Stephen Langton when he had
descended 10 Lits acroplane upon the football
ground, Had there been a second car sorme-
where near Colton’s house? Was Dick Rid-
ey one of the three men they had met in the
drive, and had he gone on from there to the

ground? From the point of view of time, 1t
would fit in,

Nelson Lee was very silent, and that might
mean that he was puzzling or had a theory
that he was about to put to the test. For
himself, Nipper felt convinced that the
Internationai centre-forward of the North-
inouth Rovers was not the sort of man who
would descend to any dirty game, however
much appearances might be against him,

As Nelson Lee and Nipper neared the
ground the pavements were thronged.
l.oaded trams passed them, and in the dis-
tance the turnstiles were clicking merrily.
It was just the afterncon for feootball, and
hundreds of disgruntled supporters of the
Rovers, who had declared that they wero
fed up and would not patronise another fix-
ture, had changed their minds, though they
fully expected to see the home team go
down hefore their powerful visitors, who
were expected to make a bold bid for the
championhip.

Nelson Lee and his young assistant entered
by the gate for ticket holders, and it was
hard for Nipper to realise that he was
ofticially a player for the club. Ile seemed
just onc of the several thousands assembling
to wateh the malch, and azain he wished
himself thirty miles away with the reserves,
wearing the blue and white of Norihmouth.

They had walked briskly to the ground,
and there was over a guarter of an hour to
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wailt before the kick-off. Instead of making
for the stand, Nelson Lee strolled leisurely
rcund the car park, watched a little sus-
piciously by an attendant. It was Morris
Cowley four-scaters that interested the
famous detective. He did not look at the
numbers, but at the dashboards, and he had
examined three cars in different parts of
the ground, talking to Nipper as though he
were a great Cowley enthusiast, and lulling
any suspicion the attendant might have had,
when the boy saw a little gleam come into
his eyes, and he strolled carelessly round to
tha front.

“Pity to neglect a car like this,” he said
casually to the attendant, who had just fin-
ished parking another car. ‘' Personally, I'd
never drive without my speedometer work-
ing if I could help 1it. Pace iz very decep-
tive, and the man who is careless with his
car is generally a careless driver.”

“Our manager wonldn’t feel flattered,
sir,” said the man, with a grin. “And, as a
matter of fact, Mr. Minter is a very good
driver.”

“Well, I beg his pardon!” said Nelson
Lee, with a laugh, as he moved towards
the stand, followed by Nipper, but as soon
as they were out of earshot he turned and
spoke 1n a low volce:

“That was the car in Colton’s drive on
Thursday night!”

“What!"” gasped the amazed Nipper.

“I glanced at the speedometer, and made
a mental note of the figures” explained Lee.
“They were 6873 and three tenths. Perhaps
vou know that some of the earlier Morris'
were apt to chew up the fibre wheel of the
speedometer drive, and the drive was often
disconnected. The one the other night was,
so is the speedometer of Minfer’s ecar, and tho
figures are exactly the same.”

Nipper whistled softly. The Rovers were
implicated again, and it was clear his chief
had cxpected to find the car on the Rovers’

THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

ground. But before he could ask any ques-
tions they had reached the entrance to the
stand, in front of which a band was playing,
whilst there was a buzz of excited converzation
m the stand itself,

“Mr. Parrl”

Nipper, about to take his seat,
and saw Mr. Minter hurrying down
gangway after hun.

“I'm very thankful you’ve turned up,”
panted the manager. “Jones, who was (o
have played at centre-half, was taken 1ll as
he was about to leave for the ground.
We've only just got the message. QOur
reserve 18 no good except in the forward
line, and,” went on the manager, with a
hasty glance at his watch, “you've got just
three minutes in which to change and turn
out for us against Broadwich!”

turned
the

Nipper on the ball!

IPPER was not casily floored, but
N Mr. Minter, the manager of ‘the
Rovers, had him da:f.eci He had

hoped to have a chance with tho
reserves, but had been passed over. Now he
was being told that he was to play for the
famous north country team against their

equally famous midland rivals in an im-

portant Kirst Division match. _
Ho stared almost stupidly at the little

man who was dry washing his hands.
“Play! 'This afternoon!” he gasped.
“Yes, yes! You must hurry. Fool of a

landledy ought to have let us know ecarlier.
Be as quick as you ean!” urged the manager.
“Good luck '" said Nelson Lee, and moved
off to take his seat. :
“Crumbs!” murmured the dazed young-
ster under his breath, and made a bolt for
the dressing-room:. _
IHe flashed past the manager, unbuttoning

his overcoat, coat and waistcoat. lle
plunged into the dressing-room, colliding
violently with David Williams, who was

NIPPER, have promised to assist

club.

amateur for the c¢lub.

men 18 shot in the left arm.

the mystery!

WHAT’S GONE BEFORE.
NELSON LEE, the world-famous detective, and his assistant,

EDWARD COLTON, a director of Northmouth Rovers—the famous football clud
which 13 now doing badly in the English Football League—in clearing up the
mystery surrounding the disappearance of James Ridley, the ex-chairman of the

Culton thinks Ridley has been murdercd, and that

DICK RIDLEY, the ex-chairman's nephcw, and amatewr International centre-forward
of the Rovers, 18 concerned in the affair.
Ridiey before his disappearance, and the ex-chairman had told him that he was n
the point of making a great discovery concerning the Iovers.,

He is now known as Niclk Parr, and Nelson Lee has

taken the name of Mr. Nelson; they are supposed to be surveyors,

the famour delective and his assistant arve allacked by threce unknown men when
entering the drive of Mr. Co'ton's house.

The men escape in « car.

training, one of the Rowvers' players appears with his left arm in bandaqes!

ts Bert Barter, the centre-half, who is already suspeeted of being implicated in

(Now rcad on.)

(‘olton was the last man to see James
Ntpper signs on as an
One night
During the ensuing scuffle on= of the

Next morning, during

He




FTHE NELSON LEL

““Shoot ! »’ roared the crowd excitedly.

SCHOOL

STORY LIBRARY § 39

Nipper steadied himself and then shof, just as the cpposing

back crashed into him and sent him sprawling.

pulling on a pair of grubby-looking gloves.

“Land of my fathers!” gasped the =oalie,
as he saved himself from falling. “Why do
you come in like that, and so late? ‘We are
just going out.”

“Only just been told I've got to play !” said
Nipper, rushing to his locker. *““Hang on a
tick, do!”

“He bad been in many tight corners in his

young life, and had not turned a hLair, but he
was nervous now, terribly nerveus. [t
would be a big ordea! to go out and play
before that large, eritical crowd, but to have
to run out by himself would be too awful
His fingers were so awkward that he had
Gifficulty in lacing up his boots, The sound
of cheering reached the cars of the men in
the dressing-room, That meant that Broad-
wich had taken the ficld

“Referee’s gone out!” said a voice at the
door, and the Rovers werc going out into
the corridor.

Nipper belted after them, lacing up his

brand new blue and white jersev at the
neck, The goalie halted and pushed bim
in front of him.

“Do not be so worricd,” he said. “ Look

vou, vou will net be expeeted to do much.
Indeed, you are veryv vyounze and  in-
experienced, ! tell you, and vou neced not
worrv if you do not play again.”

“Well, T ought to be checred by a nice, en-
couraging chup like you,” replied Nipper,
with a grin, but the grin faded from his
face as the men left the tunnel to be
greeted by a roar of welcome from the sup-

porters who lived in hope that the home
team would soon find their true form and
bring some points to Northmouth.

Dick Ridley and Sims had given him nods
of encouragement. Rutherton, the veteran
back, stopped beside him as they were lining
up.

“Qtage [right passes off if you think of
the ball and forget the crowd, lad!” he said.

Nipper gave him a ghost of a sinile. He
felt he had been picked up and pitchforked
into the arena. It was true he had achieved
what had once scemed au impossible ambition
of playing for a First Division team, but he
had a horrible feeling that it would be his
one and only appearance among the giants.

It struck him that Broadwich, in their blue
knickers and white shirts, were a very for-
midable-looking lot, and their captain and
centre furward was a lanky man, certainly
built for speed.

Pheep!

The whistle went as Nipper was trying to
take his bearings, and the sudden excited
shout, from the crowd startled him

“Now then, hitile 'un!”

Nipper vaguely realised that the man with
the raucous voice wasz alluding to him, and
he sow the lanky visiting centre-forward
rushing upon him with the ball at lus foot.
Whatever Nipper might Jack, he certainly
did not lack pluck, and he went for the man

with the ball. But the tall man swerved
prettily, and left the ycungster staring a
little blankly after him. Two other men
raced past; the tall centee-forward bad
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beaten Rutherton: the crowd was appre-
hensive,  David Williams reminded Nipper
of that famous cartoon of him as the

Dancing Dorvish, for he was jumping about
in goal, his long hair like a disordered mane.

Plop |

The ball sped for the goal, and up leapt
the Welshman. There came a roar of relief.
Those safe hands had got to the ball, it had
Lbeen dropped to his foot and punted well out
of danger.

“Well saved, Dave!”

And then aun excited roar.

Two people had gone for the ball—a burly
man and the youngster who had been
brought into the Rovers' team at the last
moment. And Nipper had the ball, went eel-
like between two DBroadwich men, and
centred to Dick Ridley, who snapped up the
leather, and was away.

“Well done, little 'un!”

“Go on, Ridley !” i

“Shoot, man—shoot |”

Dick Ridley, quite unflurried, went on.
The goalie rushed out-—and the next moment
the ball was bouncing in the net.

“Goal I”

It was a long time since the crowd had
had anything recally to enthuse about, and
they made the most of it.

“Who's that youngster playing at centre-
half 7 people were asking each other.

Nelson Lee, sitting in the front row of the
stand, knew that unless his pupil guite lost
his head in the latter stages of the game, he
would have justified his nclusion in the
team. And though he had not told the
youngster so for fear of making him over
anxious, he had his ovn reasons for desiring
him to become at least & more or less regular
playing member,

Nipper found it very strenuous work. Ile
was making himself a nuisance to the lanky
centre-forward, who felt he would be falling
over him. The contrast between them
appealed to the crowd, and there was con-
stant laughter. Though Nipper lacked the
brilliance of the clever professionals, and
certainly could not juggle with the ball as
they did, he had a J]mhit of being where heo
was wanted, and if his passes were not always
accurate, they got very near: and if only for
his pluck and dectermination, and having
made the opening for Dick Ridley’s fine goal,
he was already a favourite with the
spectators.

Pheceeeep !

“Thank goodness for that!” murmured
Nipper to himself. as the whistle went for
half-time. ¥e had almost played himself to
a ctandstill. Fit as he was, the speed at
which the match was being played had taken
it out of him. With flushed face, and pant-
ing a little, he made for the stand.

I.Rutherton and.the goalie came up behind
1m.

“You've made a promising start, youing
fellow,” said the veteran.

“Look you that was a fine pass to Ridley,
yes, indeed it was, 1 tell you!” declared the
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Welshman., " But you are not likely to pet
such a chance again whatcefTer!”

Nipper grinned; he had n> breath for
speech. e saw a sca of faces and clapping
hands, IHe wondered what the guv'nor
thought of him, and that reminded him of
tho business that had brought themn to
Northmouth, and the fact that he was play-
ing with a team that was involved in some
big mystery. DBut he put the thought aside,
sturnbled 1nto the dressing-rocm, and sat
down: thankfully on his locker. He had a
horrible fear that he would never last the
second  half,

The surly trainer offered him the plate of
cut lemon, but made no comment on his
lay. The young international came over to

im,

“That was a jolly good pass of yours,” he
said  enthusiastically. “Don’t let them
fluster you in the second half.”

“They’ll have taken your measure by
now, look vou,” said Dismal Dave, brushing
back his damp bhair. '

“Don't you take any notice of our little
ray of sunshine!” was the big young man’s
laughing comment. " You keep your head,
and you’ll be all right,”

Nipper wondered whether he would be able
to kecep his wind, He had watched fast
games on Iany occasions, but this was the
first time he had played in one, and after
school football it was amazingly fast and
terribly accurate.

Then the teams were going out again after
a breather that geemed all too short. In
this half the visiting forwards changed their
tactics, adopting the swift, short passing
gamo that troubled Nipper. Ten minutes
after the resumption they equalised.

Then Sims nearly scored after a fine run
down the wing, and excitement became
intense,  Dave saved what scemed a certain
goal, and Nipper sent the ball out to Sims,
who got through, but failed to centre. After
that Broadwich were prossing again.

Only five minutes to go, and all the piay
round the Rovers' goal. It looked odds on
them losing even the solitary point, but
Rutherton, the veteran, rose to the occasion,
and with a wonderful punt sent the ball up
to the centre line. It fell a few yards from
the Broadwich left-back, who had come well
up the pitch, and he and Dick Ridley made
a rush for it. Nipper whe had been sent
flying in the rush upon the Rovers’ goal, had
now jumped to his feet, and was racing after
the young international, with friend and foe
dashing up behind him,

And then an amazir.,g thing happened.

Both Ridley and the Broadwich back were
over ecager. They met heavily, and both
went down. 'The ball moved about a couple
of yards, end in a flash Nipper was upon
it and racing along with it, with only the
right-back and the goalie to beat.

A roar of excitement and amazement
broke from the crowd at the sight of the
youngster dashing off with the ball, only
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two men in f{ront of him, and a little
crowd of panting men surging up behind
him,

Nipper was panting, too, and his heart

scemred to be leaping up into his mouth.
H: wished he had Dick Ridley to pass to.
Where was Sims? Ile dared m}t look round.
Ounly two or three minnles remained for
play, and he knew that if the Rovers were to
win he must score that goal. Somechow he
must last out, though his Lrealth was coming
in patnful, pdl‘ltl[l" gasps, and his feet felt
litke lead.

The burly back was rushing upon him,
another man was almost on his heels.

“Shoot 1

The shout seemed an hystarical scream.
The one thing to do was to shoot. He
steadied himself, and took & shot for the

corner of the net. The lmm. pulled him-
salf up, someone crvashed in'c Nipper, and
down he went as the 3,0:1&!~a<:0];9r mude a
mltl spring to the left.
Y1boal 17

Pnnung on the ground iike an cxpiring
codfish, with what little breath Le had left
almost knocked out of him, Nipper heard
that great roar, and now he did not care.
He lay on his back biinking at the grey sky.

He had scored a goal in lirst-class football !

“Jolly well done! Arec you all right?”

Dick Ridley was bending over him. All
around was pandemonium.
“Quite—all—right!” panted Nipper.

Phececececeep !

And at the long, shrill hlast of the referee’s
whistle, the exeited rcar became louder and
louder. The Rovers had won at home!

Nipper staggered to bkis feet. The field
seemed to be going wp and down, the stands
and the crowded hd‘lE‘F and terraces were &
mere blur,

oo Land of m‘

fathers!” said a voice in his

cdt. "It was IltLl\j Bert Darter  dislocated
his shoulder. Indctd yoii are a promising
1}1&101‘ I tell vou.’

‘Don't you get cheerful, Dave, or we shall
think that somcﬂ*mr* s wrong

Dick Ridley’s hpcvch recalled
earth, and with the plaudits of the big foot-
ball crowd ringing in his ears, fie re-
membered the rcal reasen for his presence in
Northmouth. Remembered that Be:t Barter
had not dislocated his shoulder. but had been
shot by Mr. Colton uiu‘u visiting his house
with two experts with sandbags; re-
membered Nelson Lee's sensational discovery
ini the car park, the discovery that practically
proved that Mr. A nter, the manager of the
Rovers, was invelved in the attempted attack
W pon the dircetor.

“Crumbs!” murmured
himself, as he went for his hot
is a giddy awful game:
one.
game,”

He was feeling qmte fit as he left the
dressing-room, and in the corridor he met
the manager and chairman. Stephen Lang-
ton, in a heavy belted overcoat and soft felt
hat, did not rcol{ quite so hawk-like, but

Nipper to

the youngster to
tub. " This
you can 't trust any-
You don't know whe's behind this rum
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Nipper was a little disconcerted by the
po :u‘:\tratlnr1r stare of those strange dark eyes,

“Yﬂu p! ﬂycd an excellent game for us, Mr.
Parr,” said the flying ch rairman  of the
Rovers in his peculiar harsh voice. “Where
have you played before?”

Instanely Nipper was on his guard. He
and his chief were supposcd to be in North-
mouth on an ordnance survey. To mention
St. Frank’s would be to give away their
seceret, and the man beside the chairman—the
man who had just given him his chance—
was very much under suspicion,

“Oh, I’ve only played with junior teams.
My surveying work doesn’t give me much
chance to get scttled, you see.”

“Where were you last 2”7

“London,” said Nipper vaguely.
me, Mr. Nelson is waiting for me.’

But as he hurried to join his c.hief, Nipper
wished to goodness he Lad met =ecured that
winning goal,

He had come into the limelight; he had
so distinguished himesclf t!mt fha manage-
ment of the Rovers would be bound to play
him again. But had he, in doing so. aroused
the suspicions of the men he and his chief
were out to bring to justice?

(Look out for many startling developments
in next weelk’s stunning instalment. And, by
the way, have you told wvour pals aboul this
great serial? Do your Editor a favour by
showing them this week’s issue of the Old
Paper.)

ATHLETES

TRAIN ONIT,

" Excuse

%Y There is half a cup
of English full cream
milk in every

CADBURY
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The Editor.

Your Kduor welcomes: letters from all his readers:
send ham one now., Address il o: The Editor,
“ Nelson Lec School Story Liabrary,” Fleetway
House, Farrthgdon Strest, London, E.C.4.

More Stories by E. S. Brooks!

S I write this Chat, [ have before me
a separate heap of letters, distinct

from. my other correspondence, from

enthusiastic readers of the N.L.
These letters are all written in the same
strain; boiled down to hard facts, they say.
“We want more yarns by Edwy BSearles
Brooks.”” Sensible lads and lassiez! And
their wants are easily supplied.

A story by Mr. Brooke appears every weex
in our companion paper, ‘‘The Popular,”
which comes out on Tuesdays. These yarus
are about the early adventures of the St
Frank’s characters, so they should have a
special appeal to all N.L. readers.

Mr. Brooks also writes every week in ““The
Boys® Realn,”” which is published on Wed-
nesdays. These stories—and they are long
nns !—are about a famous foothall team
known as the Blue Crusaders. The players
are a cheery, likeable bunch of sportsmen,
and they have many amazing and thrilling
adventures, both on and off the footer field,
which Mr. Brooks describes in his usual vivid
and brilliaut style.

So there's your opportunity, you readers
whe are asking for more yarns by kKdwy
Searles Brooks. Two opportunities, in fact!
“The Popular’ and ‘“‘The DBoys’ Realm,”
both cost only twopence, and they’re real
good value for the money.

Dreams of Trouble.

Albert C. writes {from Chorley to say he
i3 troubled by bad dreams. Perhaps his best
course will be to give supper a miss alte-
rether, or, at least, to have a simple one.
Ilis dreams take the queerest form. At one
time the hunt 18 up, and he i1s being chased
by a mighiy animal as large as a row of
villas, at others he finds himself travelling on
the roof of a railway earriage, and 1s in
fdread of being seraped off his perch every
time the express dives into a tunnel.

Most likely Albert does not get enough
exercise, but anyway there is no need for

him to worry. Bome peopie prefer to dream,
They go on their {ravels in dreamland, and
find the experience far more thrilling than

what they meet in the ordinary way. It 18
a matter of taste,

Dreams, they say, go by contraries, This
must be disappointing to the fellow who

dreams that he has come into a huge fortune
and is doing the generous to everybody he
knows. That is a dream to tell before break-
fast so as to give it a chance of coming true.
The amazing thing about many dreams is
the photographic exactitude of the pictures
you €ce in this nocturnal sort of cinema zhow,
People you have not spotted for doukey’s
years turn. up as large as life with every
peculiarity definitely marked.

Too Much Consideration.

An odd letter reaches .e from Glasgow,
and after reading 1t 1 felt that there is such .
a4 thing as overdone kindness. A chum of the
writer seems to be shaping badly., Fromn the
account given he is a terrific bounder, and
this i1s because people have been too gentle
with him. They said he must not have his
feelings hurt! The consequence is that he
has been permitted to bully and bounce as
if he were the only pebble on the beach.

Thiz fellow has made mincemeat of other
folks’ susceptibilities; he Is quite great at
garcasm, and 18 never more happy than when
he can ‘‘caich out’ somebody. But he,
being a rather handsome individual and
spoiled all the time, must never be ruffled,
dear no! All jolly easy for him, but this
kind of thing won’t go on, you can bet youe
boots. There will come a rough and rude
awakening, and the conceited joker will geot
it in the neck. Ile can bank on that, and
it’s a pity his real friends have not saved
him the big jolt in store by prudent treat-
ment, For who in the world has any use for
the cocky bounder, with his self-assertive,
masterful waye, and his assumption of know-
ing all there is to know?
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work as the barge drove hard against the
side of the other vessel. With her engines
still going to full pressure, and with the
tiller hard over, the Gladys was pushing
both herself and the houseboat out of the
current—off the main stream and into the
flooded zone.

For a moment it seemed that she would
not succeed. 'They were near the bridge
now, horribly near. Failure in this plan
would mean disaster for both wvessels,

“"We're going—we're getting out of the
orip of the river!” said Corcoran calmly.
“(iood man, Nipper!”

“Hurrah!”

Evervybody was shouting in wild execite-
ment.’” With a last tremendous effort the
(iladys’forced herself and her charge out of
the Stowe'’s clutches, and the two eraft went
charging towards the rising ground near the
bridge, but now completely out of the actual
river,

“Hold tight!” bellowed Handforth.

Both the barge and the houseboat struck
bottoin at the same moment. There was no
crash, as many had expeected, for the ground
rose gently and it served as a brake.
was a shock, a loud ereaking of wood, and

then a moment IEIfE‘l‘ both vessels came to a |

full stop. The barge was in no way harmed,
and even the houseboat had come off nearly
scot-free., )

“Phew !” whistled Nipper.
near thing, you chaps!”

“That was a
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"It was marvellous!” panted Reggie Pitt.
" Nipper, old man, you deserve a dozen
medals for this!”

“Rats! T deserve to be kicked!” retorted
Nipper. “We got the Fouvth-Formers into

that fix, s¢ 1t was up to us to get them out.”

The air was full of cheering, and the
Fourth-Formers, now that the danger was
over, rapidly recovered themselves,

“Corcoran, old man, I hope you'll forgive
us!” said Nipper, leaping on to the house-
boat’s deck. " Yon, too, Boots, and all the
rest of yon, We didn’t mean te——"

“Ass!” said Lionel Coreoran. " There’s
no need {o tell us that, You've saved us
from a nasty mess, and we're so pleased
that we're ready to forgive anything.”

“Yes, rather!” chorused the Iourth-
Formers.

“How did the match go?” asked Corcoran,
with his usual supreme coolness. .

But nobody wanted to talk about the
mateh then, The situation had been saved,
and that was all that mattered.

As for Captain Joshua Pepper, he be-
haved like a brick. He approved heartily
of what the juniors had done, and as his
barge had come to no harm evervbody was
well pleased.

But it would be many a day before the
Remove and the Fourth forgot those tense,
dramatic momnents when tragedy had seemed
near !

S0

THE END.

(A jully fine yarn, that, eh? .Jext week’s
is just as good, chums, so be sure nol Lo wmiss
reading it. s entitled, “ The Prefect’s
Secret!”! and Nipper, Corcoran and Hand-
forth are well to the fure. Simon Kenmore,
the rascally Sixth-Former, i3 also inlro-
duced.)
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