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Amid great cheering, Nelson Lee and the twelve juniors who had been away from the Sckool Ship
so long went up the gangway. *‘ Welcome back to the fold, you chaps ! ** yelled Harry Gresham
excitedly.
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Browne, The Bluffer ! Cricket Thrills !|

\DELATDE,

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in *‘ The Popular " every Tuesday.)
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Whai a sensation it 1s, loo! William Napoleon Browne is the cause

of i, for Browne succeeds in bringing off one of ihe grealest boaxes in

the bistory of cricket, Read all aboul 1t now in this week’s stunning
long yarn.—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1.

The Re-union !

“By Jove, yes!”
A crowd of St. Frank’s juniors leaned over the starboard rail on the promcnade
deck of the liner, St. Francis, It was early morning, and Port Adclaide, South
Australia, was already beginning to bake under the heat of the fierce, summer sun,
The month was January—practically at the end of it—but in Australia this is mid-
sumrner.

At last the School Ship had arrived. What was more, she was in good time for tho
fourth L'est Metch, which was due to start on the following Monday in Adelaide. England
versus Australial And half St I'rank’s was here, as keen as mustard on seeing the zame.

All the occupants of tha Ancient House and the Modern House were on board this
luxurious liner. It was a new idea of the School Governors, Half the school was sent
abroad, into sunny climes, the authoritics considering that the trip would be of great
educaticnal value. Lessons, of course, had continued throughout the voyage exactly the
¢ame as though the fellews had remained at home,

The West House and the East House, incidentally, did not figure in this scheme. This
half of the school remained in England, at St. Frank'’s. Doubtless the fellows would
have their turn at some future date.

The School Ship had docked during the early hours, and after the rising bell had
rung juniors and seniors alike had scrambled into their clothes, and had rushed on deck.
They found the great vessel lying snugly in dock, with Port Adelaide in full view.

And now, coming along the dockside, a group of white-clad figures ecould be secen,
There were twelve of them altogether, and rhey were in charge of a brisk, active gentle-
man, who could be easily recognised as Mr. Nelson Lee, the Housemaster of the Ancient
House—and, temporarily, the headmaster of the Floating School.

“THERE they are, the bounders!” said Fullwood excitedly.
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Breakfast was just over, and all the fellows

were on deck, eager and excited. 'There had
been rumours that the twelve “truants ™
would rejain the ship early that morning,
and a sharp look-out had been kept.
. “They're all there,” remarked Duster
Boots, of the Fourth. “0Old Handy «.d bis
miLor, uﬁhurch and McClure, Nipper, Wat-
son—

“The bo.anders will have to give an account
of themselves!” said DPe Valerie sternly.
“It's hike their cheek to get here nearly a
fortnight before us, and to miss lessons, ard
have a high old time!” p

“Well, we haven't had such a bad tine, 1if
1t comes to 'r';hat,” remarked Russell. " It's
been a topping veyage from South Africa.
I've enjoyed every mnute of it.”

“Yes, if it comes to that, we all have,”
admitted De Valerie.

Jerry Dodd, the Australian junior, was
leaning over the rail, his eyes shining, his
face flushed. He had been standing like that
for an hour or two—ever since he had gor
up. [Ile had not bothered about breakfast,
and his one desire now was to go ashore—
to set foot on his native Australia.

“By jingo! Isn’t everything wonderful?”
he asked breathlessly.

“Can’t say that T’ve noticed it,” said Boots,
with a grin. “ Everything looks hot and
dusty, if that’s what you mean|”

Jerry Dodd glared.

“I tell you 1t's wonderful!” he insisted.

“Oh, well, have it your own way,”
chuckled John Busterfield Boots. ™ Of course,
you're an Aussie, aren’t you? I'd overlooked
that for the moment! But you're not a
native of this part of the country.”

“My home 1s in New South Wales—but
this is Australia, all the samel” replied

Jerzg.
“Oh, New South Wales?” said Boots.
“Then you must be a gumsucker.”

Jerry Dodd glared.

“Idiot!” ko roared.
Victoria |”

“QOh, then you're a corncob,” said Boots,
with a nod.

“1 suppose you mean coinstalki” aszced
the Australian junior witheringly.

“Samo thing,” nodded Boots.

“Why. you—you——"

“8t., Frank's, ahoy!” eame a boisterons
hail. “ IHallo, you fellows!”

Jerry Dodd swallowed his wrath, and
looked at the dock. The twelve figures had
now come quite near, and they were waving
and shouting and grinning. In the fore-

“Gurzuckers live in

front, were Nipper and Handforth and
Traverzs, Jimmyv Potts and Archie Glen
thorne and several others were there, in-

cluding Willy Handforth, and his two chums
of the Third.

“Hurrah!” went up a rousing cheer.

“Welcome back to the fold, you chaps!\”
velled Harry Gresham.

There was a rush for the gangway. Every-
body on board had been disappointed be-
cause the order had gone forth that nobady
was to be allowed ashore until Nelson Lee
arrived. He was the Head, and the Schoo!
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Ship was now under his control again, A
number of the juniors had wanted to get up
a big party to meet the missing twelve, bub
this idea had been knocked on the head.
And now the twelve had eome on board.

There was a tremendous amount of hand-
shaking and back slapping as the Removites
end Iourth-¥orn:ers crowded round. '[he
air was noisy with langhter and shouting,
and Nelson Lee, after receiving one or two
cheers, hurried off to confer with Mr. Stock-
dale, who had been in charge since the ship
had left Durban

“Well, what have you got to say for your-
selves, you bounders?” demanded Fullwood,
a3 ho looked at. Nipper and Handiorth and
.thr*lgtheri “Come onl We're all wait-
ing!

“What do you expect ¥s to say ?’’ grinned
Nipper. ol

“You've got to give an account of your-
selves!” put in Buster Boots, in a stern voice.
“When we left Durban we woke up to find
Ll}ag vou twelve fatheads had got left be-

ind.”” . :

“Carelerss of us to miss the boat, wasn't
it 7" asked Nipper biandly.

“You miasm? it deliberately!”
Boots.

“Well, the tact is, Lord Dorrimore was
missing in South Afriea, and Tommy Watson
and Tregellis-West and T thought we'd stay
behind to help the guv'nor to look for him,”
explained Nipper. ““The rummy thing was
Handforth and Travers and Willy and all
these other chaps had the same wheeze at
the same time--so, instead of three of us
being left behind, there were twelve!”

“Yes, we know all about that,” put in
Fullwood. “We've had all the news by wire-
less. You not only saved Dorrie, but he
brought you all to Australia in his big aero-
plane, and landed you here nearly a fort-
night before the rest of us! You've been
having all the luck!”

“0Oh, have we?” said Handforth, with a
snort. “That aeroplane trip from South
Africa was as tame as riding in a hansom
cab! Absolutely nothing happened! From
the minute we started, to the minute we
landed, there wasn't even a jolt!”

H’Of

“Hard luck!” said Boots solemnly,
coursge, ITandy, you were hoping for a wreck,
weren't you? Or perhaps you thought ih
would be a good wheeze te land on a desert
island, so that you could be-marooned?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Vw’t:il, it was tame!" insisted Handforth.
“Of course, we got here quickly, and we’ve
had the langh over you chaps. But I'm not
sure that you haven’t had the best of it, after
all.’

“Where's Dorrie now ?” asked De Valerie,
with interest.

“Goodness kmows!” said Nipper. “He
just dumped vus down in Adeluif}n, and then

retorted

lew off. Wen% to Melbourne, I think—and
then on to Brisbane. Anyhow, it doesn’t
matter. We're all together again now-

we're reunited. And we're in time for thae
big Test match, on Monday.”
(Continued on page 6.)
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“To-day’s Thursday,” said Travers, nod-
ding., “Well, well! We're earlier than we
expected to be. A great many things, dear
old fellows, have bappened in a short time.
How’s-everything on board?”

“Oh, just the same as usual,” replioed
Harry Gresham. " Lessons every day, and
the ordinary routine. ‘Fhank goodness we've
reached a port, We're jolly glad of the
change.”

And the cager light in the eyes of all
the other boys proved that his words were
very true.

CHAPTER 2.

A Popular Announce-
ment !

HAT have you follows
been doing with your-
selves since yOUu
arrived in Austra-
lia 7" asked Fullwood,
with interest.

“Oh, nothing much,” said Handforth care-
lessly,  “We've been up the Murray River,
and we’ve had a tussle w1th bushrangers—-"'

“What 1"

“With bushrangers!” repeated Handforil.
“ Archie was kidnapped by a gang, and we
rescued him———"’

“Rats!” grinned Duncan.
pull our legs like this!”

“But it's true!”™ said Handforth calmly.

“Honour bright?”

“You cant

“Eh? Well, partly,” said Handforth
cautiously. “There weren't any real bush-
rangers. That was 'Travers’ dotty idea.

When we got to Renmark, on the Murray
River, Travers arranged a fake hold-up. Of
course, I wasn’t deceived for long——"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“He was the last one to be un-deceived,”
said Willy gently. = “ Poor old Ted! He'd
been pining for bushrangers ever since we
started up the river, and it was jolly dceent
of Travers to prnvide some.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You -silly young ass
forth, turning red,

“But it was a fact about Archie,” said
Nipper, becoming serious. “He was really
kidnapped by erooks, and he was only rescued
yvesterday. We've come straight down to
Adelaide, you know, because we wanted to
get here to rejoin the school.”

And crowds of fellows
whilst the recent adventures were recounted.

*” began Hand-

gathered round |

f
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“You'll love Adelaide,” said Nipper, by
way of conclusion. “It’s a wonderful city,
with glorious parklands, and heaps of splen-
did trees. Wide strects and line buildings.”

“1t doesn’'t lock much to me!” =mid
Hubbard, as he gazed ashore.

“You haven’t seen Adelaide yet,” :aid
Nipper.* ;

!J.l

- 'm looking at it

“This is Port Adelaide,” explained Nipper.
“ Adelaide is seven miles away, and I don't
SUPPOEC you'll sce it until Monday, when the

Test match starts.”

get leave to make a {rip,” saud
Fullwood hopefully. “ Anvhow, it’ll be a bit
thick if wo don’t. 1 mean, yvou fellows have
been having all the fun ”

Clang-clang !

Handforth started.

“We might

“By (George!” he ejaculated, lcoking
round, * That sounds like the bell for Big
Hall I”

“It is the bell for Big Hall,” :aid
Greshain, “That’s why it sounds like it.”

“Oh, corks! Lessons again!” groaned
Handforth, b

“This is what comes of missing the

“You fellows

L)

routine,” said Fullwood sadly.
have practically forgotten what work is like!

“Well, it won’t take us long to get into it
again,” said Nipper, with a chuckle. “We're
back for good now, my sons. Of course,
during our stay here we shall eat and hleep

on board. There’s not an inch of room in
Adelaide. The place is parked to suffoca-
tion.”

“Visitors 7”

“Thousands of them,” =aid Nipper,
““ Adclaide has got Test match fever m its
most virulent form.”

“And we’re stuck here, seven miles away !”
grumbled Russell. “And. to make things
worse, on the very morning ~f our arrival
in Australia we've got to go in to school,
just the same as usunal! These masters have
no hearts!”

They all went trooping into the huge main
lounge of the liner—which was now doing
duty for Big Hall. Tndeed. oractical'y cvery-
thing on the shin was called by the usual
St.  TFrank’s names. Thns, there were
C'ommon-rooms and studirs and class-rooms.

There was a big cheer from the school
when Nelson Lee appeared on the platform.
Everybody was glad to see him back, par-
ticularly as his enterprise had been so suc-
cessful.

“Well, it’s good to sce vou all again and
to know that evervthing has bren going on
smoothly,” said Nelson Lee genially, after
he had acknowledged the thprmg “T’m not
going to keep you long here. It’s hot to-day,
and the more open air vou can get, the

better. The School Ship has arrived in Aus-
tralta, and T think we ecan safely say that
the trip, so far, has been a very great
| success.”

“Hear, hear, sir!”

“Yes, rather!?

“Paltlcufarly for some of you, sir!”
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“Ha, ha, hal”

“I 'can assure you that I would rather have

been on board with the school,” said Nelson
Lee. ‘““But that episode i1s now over, and 1
intend to treat it as though it never hap-
pened. Let us take it, then, that we have
all been together throughout the trip, and
that we have all just arrived in Australia.
I bad originally intended that the ship’s
arrival in Adelaide should be signalised by a

whole holiday, and I see no reason to alter

that plan.”

“Hurrah |

“Oh, good egg!”

“However, T am going to make one amend-
‘ment,” continued Nelson Lee, smiling.

The cheering and the noise died down.

“To-day is Thursday, and the big Test
match starts on Monday,” said Nelson Lee.
“Well, Saturday is a half-holiday in any case,

and if you have a free day to-day I do not

think that wvery much work will be done
to-morrow. 8o, rather than do things by
halves, I'm going to proclaim a complete
loliday from now until next Tuesday.”

The school held its breath, hardly able to
believe these glad tidings. If Nelson Lee
had wanted to popularise his return to the
ship he could not have done it in a better
way than this! |

“Hurrah 1”

“Three cheers for Mr. Lee!”

“Hip, hip, hurrah !»

“Until Tuesday, therefore, the school can
do very much as it pleases,” said Nelson Lee
cheerfully, “1I place you all on your honour
to behave yourselves, and to do credit to St.
Frank’s. You will all take meals on board,
just as usual—aunless, of course, you prefer
to buy your own out. Locking-up time will
be one hour later than usual e

“Hurrah |”

“1I am, as I have said, placing you all on
vour honour,” pursued Nelson Lee. “If any
of you so far forget yourselves as to get into
trouble ashore, I shall deal very severely
with the culprits. Indeed, I will say at once
that any boys who displease me will be con-

fined to the ship indeflinitely, and no shore!

leave will be allowed.”

“You can trust us, sir 1” shouted Fullwood.
“We'll behave ourselves, sir!”

“Yes, rather!”

“And next week, after Monday, there will
he lessons only in the mornings,"” added
Nelson Lee, causing fresh delight. “In the
afternoon, while the Test match lasts, you
will be free to go into Adelaide to witness
the play.”

“Hurrah !”

“You're a brick, sir!”

“By Jove, rather!”

“Let’'s give him
fellows 1" '

And, as Nelson Lee gave the signal for
dismissal, the whole school cheered him to
the echo. Everybody had been expecting a
few concessions upon the School Ship’s arrival
in Australia, but Nelson Lee’s generosity had
taken everybody’s breath aws» :

another cheer,

you

i

1

7

Yet Nelson Leg¢ had acted wisely, He
knew perfectly Wwell that any school work
would %e a mere farce if the boys were kept
in the class-rooms. Far better to give them
their liberty during these few exciting days.
And it was very sensible to keep the school
aboard ship for eating and sleeping. Adclaide
was packed to suffocation with visitors. The
Test match, which was due to start on tho

following Monday, eclipsed everything clse.

Sl

CHAPTER 3.

William Napolson
Browne Steps In!

HERE was much ex-
citement and talk
and laughter on tho
wide deck shortly
afterwards, when

crowds of juniors gathered to discuss tho

situation.

“I suppose Adelaide is jolly excited about
the School Ship’s arrival, eh?” asked Do
Valerie.

“Well, it wasn't going exactly mad about
it,” replied Nipper, with a grin. “I saw
one of the morning papers, and I didn't sce
a line about the School Ship, yet the papers
must have known that she was due early this
morning.,

“ An oversight, I expect,” said Handforth.
“The School Ship not even mentioned?
That’s awful |”

“Didn’t Adelaide make a fuss of you
fcllows when you arrived by aeroplane?”
asked Boots.

“My dear

““A fuss?” laughed Nipper.
chap, we were completely overwhelmed!
You never saw anything like it! The whole
town went dotty over us!”

“If Adelaide went dotty over a mere dozen
of you, what’'s it going to do when we all
invade the place t” grinned Harry Gresham,

“By Jove, there'll be some excitement|”

“I venture to predict, brothers, that tho
cheering will be deafening,” said Browne, of
the Fifth. “You must remember that I
shall be 1n evidence, and —-"

“You can clear out of it, Browne!” =aid
De Valerie. ““No secniors allowed here!”

“Rats!” said Nipper. “DBrowne's one of
us ! He may be in the Fifth, but he's nearly
human, all the same.”

“I thank you for those kindly words,
Brother Nipper,” said William Napoleon
Browne gracefully. “I wunderstand, from
your simple chatter, that the worthy people
of Adeclaide appreciated your arrival #”

“We were féted and feasted until we were
dizzy,” said Handforth. “It was marvellous !
In fact, Mr. Lee sent us up the Murray River
because the Adeclaide people were so jolly
enthusiastic about us. T tell you, the whole
place went off its rocker with execitement !”

.

“I can well believe it,”’ nodded Browne.
L “You must realise, Brother Handforth, that
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Adelaide bas never before experienced the
shock of seeing you, BStaiwart and robust as
the Australiaus undoubuedly are, the shock
ol your appearance was well L.a.lcma.ted to
drive them tmupnra.r:l:, loopy.”

“11&. ha, ha!”

“ Look here—=’ began Handtorth,

“ Peace, brotber!” beamed orowne. TAll
danger is now over, since Adelaide, 1 take
it, has grown accustomed to your own
peculitar form of beauty. It 1s said by sowe
tnat even gorilias huve a certain beuuty ot
therr owan. However, to procecd. An dea
of startung brithhance bas occurred to mel”

" Well, you can go and chuck it over board !'™?

said Handtorth, with a sport, “We “don't
want to hear 1t !”
*Alas, that I should be so scorned!” sighed

Browne sadly. “1f you will give me your
attenuon for ten nunutes—perbaps fitteen
uiinutes—i will outhne this neb.e wheeze——"

“One minute, Browne—and that's alll”
said Nipper briskly.

“Man of [ew words as 1 ain, 1 nevertheless
find 1, 1mpossible to do justice to this idea in
the space of one minate,” said Browne firmaly.
“It 18 no exaggeration to say that this brain-
wave 1s bouli iasterly and brithant——"

"And you thought of 1t yourself!” put
Boots.

“1 dud!l”

“There’s nothing like modesty, 1s there?”

“True, Brother Boots—true!” said Browne

hearvly. ** Modesty, I have always held,
one of lif’'s sweotest virtues. 1f you will
take me as an vxmnple, you will never go
WIong.’

"Ha. ha ha!”

“Now, rtouching upon this matter of

Adelaide's eagerness to do homage to us,”
continucd Browne. “'It is safe to say that
the town, at this moment, 1s waiting on
tenterhooks. and with bated breath, for the
school’s arrival. The good citizens are
doubtiess prachsing thelr cheering abilities;
and 1 have no doubt lhal: the Lord .\1.1301
or the Austrahan equivalent of that digoitary
is at this precise second holding an urgent
council with his stouthearted corporation,
with a view to settling the exact form of
celebrations that shall be prepared

“AMinute's up!’ =aid Nipper crisply.

"Red carpets, without question, are being

latd in all the main streets,” continued
Browne, in a complacent voice. “ And it
goes  without saying, that the Adelaide

massed bands are practising their most vig-

orous notes It will possib'vy be considered
that fireworks are i1nnecessary, since we
shall arrive during davlight However, that
1s a2 detail. I venture to sav—— DBrothers,
brothers! added Browne sadly. “1 deplore
this lack oi attention. I would remind
Vou—

“"Talking to yourself 7"’ laughed Stevens, of
the Fifth.

“Alas, so it would seem!” said Browne,
shaking his bead. “1 fear, Brother Horace,
that these children have allowed the exeite.
ment to rot into their heads.  Singularly

STORY LIBRARY

enough, they have waldied away to the other
side of the deck, leaviug we tiat,”

It was pamtully true, MNipper and Hand-
forth and ali the other juwiors had cleared
off, and Browne pow had wo audience, len-
ton ot the Sixth stroued up, Lowever, with
Biggleswade and Reynouds.

“Ah, Brocher Fentou, e very man!” said
Browne bnghtly " You couid not nave
appearcd at a more opportune wonient,”

“"Well, if you think « n. going to usten to
your gas, you'rc sstaken, said Fenton,
smiing, " You've exhausted these junilors
with your elogquence, anu

“For the momeat, they can be forgotten
said Browne.  * You, as vapiain of the school,
arc the mgut person to listen to my words,
I must tell you. Biotner Fenton, that a sin-
gularly dazzling wea 15 afoot, When 1 tell
you that thwe man who tnought of it 1s the
brainiest 1udividual on this boat, you will
reaiise the mmportance of the occasion. It is
1no nﬂggemuon to say that this man is a

genius. Now. when 1 thought of this
1dea—"

“Oh, you!” gunmd Fenton. “You're the
gf?niuh are you '

“1s it nccessary that you should be re-
assured of that fact?” asked Browne, in
surprise.

“Wall, 1

Fenton.

L

wasn't certain,’” said
“Come on, Biggy! As 1 was saying

“Wait! urged Drowne. *1 trust, brothers,
that you are nor presaming to treat me with
the same lack of courtesy as these mere
juniors ?”

“1f you've got an idca, let's have it,” said
Fenton patiently. “The trouble with you,
Browne, 1s that you're so confoundedly long-
winded. Cut it short, old man! Let's have

it hot and brief.”
He and the other semors waited. They
that 1t would

knew, from past experience,

be better to give Browne his head for a
minute or two If they didn’t, he would
only tollow them about. and make himself a
general nulsance, Besides, 1s was impossibie
to be really cross with the great Willhiam
Napolcon, ¥is apparent terrific *“swank’
was only just his way.

“*Since you ask for this idea hot, who ain
I to say you nay 7" said Browne. * You shall
have it hot. Brother IFenton—indeed, 1 can
safely say, that you will be scorched. In a
word, I suggest that you should lead the
entire school through Adelaide in a
procession.”

“What the—="

“Let it be dignified and impressive,” said
Browne, “You must remember that
Adelaide i1s waiting to overwhelm us with
honours. A procession, led by yourself, with
me by your side, and with the rest of the
school trathing away in the rear, down to the
smallest and grubbiest fag, will be the sight
that Adelaide will never forget. And why
cshonld we denv our Australian brethren this
great treat? Let us be generous.”

Edgar Fenton looked.at the other seniors,
and then he looked at Browne.
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**I'm going to proclaim a complete holiday from now until next Tuesday,’’ concluded Nelson Lee,
The school held its breath at first, hardly able to believe the glad tidings.

“Well?” he asked patiently.
waiting, old man?”

“We're still

“Waiting ¥  repeated Browne. ‘ For
what #"
“Well, you said you had an idea—"

*1 h&vc already blistered you with this
idea,” said Browne stiffly.

“Oh, that?" chuckled Fenton.
what you call an idea? My poor chap, the
theat's affecting you. You'd betier go below,,
and get an iced lime-juice!”

“Is that

— p— — &

CHAPTER 4.
Not So Bad After All !

ILLIAM NAPOLEON
BROWNIE did not
turn a hair,

““1t 1s the fate of

all grcat men that
they should be misunderstood,” he said
zalmly. “However, let us not be hasty. DPer-
tiaps, Brother Fenton, you have not grasped
the full significance of this masterly sug-

gestion 77
“I've grasped all I

said the school captain.

want, thank you,”
“Browne, you're an

ass! What next? A procession through |

Adelaide! Do you think we want to make
an exhibition of ourselves?”

“Mad idea!” said Biggleswade,

“It’'s one of Browne’s ideas—which comes
to the same thing,” added Reynolds.

““Brothers——"

““No, it’s no good, Browne,"”
Fenton. *“*You don’t Beriﬂusly mean this, do
you? I mean, hang it, we'’ve no right to
disorganise the traffic of Adclaide by march-
ing through the town in a long procession,’

“And do you umagine for a moment that
Adelaide would resent this disorganisation
of traffic?” asked Browne, in astonishment.
“Do you not realise, Brother Feonton, that
Adelaide is already disorganised? Have you
not heard what happened to the twelve juniors
who arrived a fortnight ago by acroplanc?”

“Well, that’s true, I suppose,”’ said Fenton
thoughtfully, “They were made a big fuss
of, weren't they?”

““A fusds, brother, is a singularly inadequate
term,” said DBrowne. “I am in no way
paltering with the truth when I say that
Adelaide fought—literally fought—to.get near
those twelve juniors. At times, their lives
were actually in perli i

“Yes,

“Should we deny Adelaide the joy of
honouring the whole school?” went on
Browneg earnestly. "I say ‘ the whole school’

interrupted

'I1t—..u.|.-
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in the full knowledge that half the school is
still av St. Frank’s. However, that 1s neither
here nor there. * The whole school’ in this
cas¢ obviously refers to the overscas branch,
1* U may so put it. Now, Drother IFenton,
1, all seriousness, 1 suggest that Adelaide 1s
wrxiously awaiting the moment when we shall

arrive.”

“\Well, what's all the fuss?”’ asked
leynolds,  **Lots of fellows are arranging to
go into Adelaide. Iu fact, practically every-
body."”

“Preeisely !” agreed Browne. “And how
will they arrive in Adelaide? How will they
hit the town? In a rabble, brothers! With-
out fear of contradiction, 1 say they will
arvive in a rabble!”.

“Nonsense !”  said Fenton. “Mr. Lee
distinetly warned the school—"’

“And do you believe that such warnings
will be heeded ?” asked Browne witheringly.
‘“Alas, brother, that you should be so de-
luded! Let me remind you that the wvast
majority of juniors are scething with excite-
ment. Why should we allow them to inflict
their noisy presencey upon Adelaide? What
will this great Australian town think of St.
Frank’s? Remember that you are the cap-
tain——" '

“That's all very well, but——"’

“Wait!” said Browne, holding up a lean
hand. “1 warn vou. Brother Tenton, that
vou are shirking a great responsibility. Were
I captain of this school, I would not hesitate.
Alas, owing to some singularly blithering
blundering, I was placed in the Fifth Form,
and thus I am denied the assumption of m
richtful place as school captainl” ,

“You hopeless ass!” said Fenton, ex-
asperated,
“There you wrong me,” said Browne. "I

am not hopeless, brothe:. Never have T been
hopeless. Indeed, I way safely say, with
perfect confidence, that my optimism is un-
quenchable. ™

“So is your tongue!" growled Stevens.

“Allow these juniors to overrun Adelaide
at your peril!” said Browne warningly, as he
gazed at Fenton. “Even at this moment they
aro preparing to dash into the city, dis-
organised and noisy. St. Frank’s 1s a great
and noble school, the finest in the whole of
Fagland, and I am startled to find that you
are prepared to risk the school’s fair name.
Ere many hours have elapsed, Adelaide will
be shaking its head, and saying that theso
Iinglish  schoolboys are little better than
aborigines. And all for-the lack of a little
forcthonght,”

“You're cxaggerating, of course, but there
may be semething in what you say.” admitted
Fenton thoughtfully. “Some of these juniors
will probably make young asses of themselves.
I'm rot altogether sure that it’s a good 1dea
of Mr. Lee's to let them run wild for to-
day.”

“Then, Brother Fenton, the solution is iIn
yvour own hands,” said Browne. “ A proces-
<iom through Adelaide, with yourself at the
head, willie dignified, impressive., Much as

theso  junicrs desire to break loose and
make amimals of themselves in the Adelaide
soda -fountains, they will be reluctant ta break
out of the procession. And by the time it
is over the initial excitement wiil have passed,
and then we can safely allow ithe juniors to
go their own way. By that time Adeclaide
will have seen that the scholars of St. Frank’s
are orderly, and fully alive to a sense of {heir
dignity.”

“By Jove!” said IFFenton, stroking his chin.
“I'm hanged if this idea of yours isn’t a
pretty good one after all, Browne.”

“Well, I was thinking the same thing,”
admitted Biggleswade. "I ean’t quite under-
stand it coming from Browne, but now I
come to think it over, it might be a good
stunt. As Browne says, it would preventi the
kids getting too noisy to start with. And
most of their excitement would be blown off
by the time the procession ended.”

“The Big Parade!” said Browne, beaming.
“I trust, brothers, that you gather the idea?
A Furade—---n procession—in order to give
Adelaide a chance to overwhelm St. FFrank’s
with an Australian welcome! Can you not
picture the crowded streets, lined with cheer-
ing and waving multitudes? Let me romnind
you what happened to the original dozen!

f that handful could be so honoured, what,
then, will Adelaide do for the whole school 7

But FFenton was not Listening,

“PI1l tell you what,” he said briskly. *I'll
put it to Mr. Lee, and see what he savs.”

“Wait I urged Browne, “Let me approach
Brother Lee——"

“And waste the rest of the day?” asked
Fenton. “Nothing doing, old man!”

He hurried off, and his first move was i{o
hasten to the gangway. Wilson, of the Sixih,
happened to be there.

*“*Any of the fellows gone ashore yet ™
asked IFenton.

“Not yet,” said the other prefect.,

“Then don’t let anybody off the ship until
I give permission,’” said the school captain,
“T am glad I am in time.”

“Why, what’s the matter ?”’ asked Wilson,
with a start. “ You don’t mean to say that

there’s a hitch 77 .
grinned Fenton, "“But

““Not exactly,”
there’s a wheeze on. I'll tell you about it

later, if 1t comes to anything ”

He ran into Nelson Lee farther along the
deck, and he quickly told the [amous school-
master-detective of  William  Napoleon
Browne’s suggestion, Nelson Lee listened,
smiling amusedly.

“It 1s a typwcal Browne idea,” he said at
length, ““Of course, Browne has grossly
exaggerated the danger of the juniors making
trouble, and ¥ rather think that he has also
exaggerated the feelings of the Adelaide
citizens, However, a dignified procession
through the main streets as a kind of kick-
off is by no means a bad idea. Yes, Fenton,
go ahead, by all means. Such a parade can
do nothing but good.”

“You approve, then, sir?”

“I do—decidedly,” said Nelson Lee. ' But
I’'m not at all certain that Adelaide will go
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a3 mad over Browne
predicts.”

Fenton hwrried away, and a few minutes
later brisk orders were going round from
TI'orm to IForm, William Napoleon Browne’s

stunt was to be put into operation.

And DBrowne, beaming with triumph,
bustled briskly about, giving the school the
benefit of his advice and wisdom,

the procession as

—

CHAPTER 5.
The Bigz Parade !
LANG, clang!

“Hallo! What the
dickens ” began
Handforth, with a
start.

“That’s the bell for Big Hall again!”’ said
Chureh.

“MW hat !’

Clang, clang! :

“There’s no mistaking it,” said McClure,
pulling a long face. “My only hat! I hope
we're not going to be prohibited from going
ashore I’

Nipper came hurryving up.

“Come along!” he said briskly.
body’s getting into Big Hall?”

“What for?"” demanded Handforth.

“Haven't you heard ?”

“I've heard the bell, if that’'s what you
mean.”

““No, about Browne,” said Nipper. “He's
suggested some sort of wheeze to Fenlon, and
Fenton has given it the O.K., DMr, Lee thinks
it's good, too, so Fenton is, going to say a
few words to the school. I understand he
won’t keep us more than a minute or two."”

“What rot!” said Handforth,

- But, of course, he had to go with the others,

“Fvery-

In less than a couple of minutes the whole.

school had collected in “Big Hall,” and as
there were no masters present the place was
in an absolute uproar. Some of the fellows
were excited, others were indignant, and
everybody, without exception, was shouting.

F'enton, as he came on the platform with
Browne, began to realise more than ever
that the Fifth Form skipper’s idea was an
excellent one. If this ecrowd went into
Adelaide in ils present condition, the fair
name of St. Frank’s would in no way be
cnhanced,

“What's the matler, Fenton?” the juniors
were shouting.

“Buck up, Fenton!
ashore |”

“It’s a whole holiday to-day, and we don't
want to waste any of our time!”

“Hear, hecar!”

“Buck up, Fenton!”

Fenton went to the edge of the platform
and raised a hand.

“How can I speak while you're making all
thif,’rmise ! he demanded warmly., “Dry
Hpar

We'ro waiting to go
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The school dried up.

“ Perhaps, brother, it would be better i1f.T
made a brief preliminary speech,” said
Browne gracefully, “You can see how the
school is waiting on tenterhocks to give me
a cheer——"

“Yah! Dry up, Browne!”

“Gag him, somebody !”

“Throw him out!”

A perfect roar went up from the seniors
and juniors. DBrowne, it seemed, was not
wanted, Everybody was impatient, and
Browne's longwindedness was not popular at
such a moment as this,

“Better let me make the speech, old man,”
said Fenton gently.

Browne looked at the shouting, gesticulat-
ing crowd, and he winced,

“I1 am desolated,”” he said, in a tragic
voice, ““Alas! It is well said that the
prophet is of no account in his own country !”

And Browne retired, broken-hearted, to the
rear of the platform. Edgar Ienton, grin-
ning, held up his hand again.

“Can’t you behave vourselves for onee?”
he demanded. “ Browne warned me against
letting the school descend upon Adelaide in
a rabble, and he was right!”’

“A rabble!” yelled Handforth indignantly,
and his protest was taken up noisily by
many of the other juniors in Big Hall.

“Yes,” snapped Fenton. “If you’re as
excited as this when you get into the town,
you'll have evervbody saying unkind things
about St, I'rank’s. Don’t forget, we've got

to uphold the lonour and dignity of the
school.”

““Oh, my hat!” groaned Haudforth. “Hec's
going to give us a lecture!” :

“No, I'm not,” said Fenton. “What I've
got to say I can say in one minuie. \We're
all going by train into Adeclaide,”

“But we're in Adelaide now!” shouted

some of the bewildered juniors. -

“It's seven miles to Adelaide itseif from
the docks,” went on Fenton. “We're all
going together, and as soon as we come out
of the station in Adelaide we're going to
march through the streets in a procession.”

“My only sainted aunt!”

“Great Scott !”?

“Browne thinks that Adelaide is cager to
sec us, and we might as well do the thing
in the right style,” continued Fenton. “I'm
going to leave it to the various Form cap-
tains to be responsible for their men, T shall
lead the procession with the Sixth; Browne
will follow on at the head of the Tifth: then
Hamilton will come with the Remove, Boots
with the Fourth, and Handforth ‘minor with
the Third. That’s the order we'll take, and
the procession will go right through the
town.”

“Hurrah!”

“By jingo, i1t’s a brainwave "

" AIIE{ Browne thought of it, eh?%

1 YES-II

“Giood old Browne”

William Napolecon Browne, his heart magi-
cally mended, came rapidly back to the front
of the platform, beaming benevolently.
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“I shall now make a short speech——"" he
began.

“That’s all!” said Fenton. nodding. *As

] said before, I shall leave the rest to the
various Form captains. We're all going
ashore now, and 1 shall expect you to make
this procession a success.”

“Hurrah !”

And the fellows went erowding out, talking
excitedly and animatedly, Browne was
fciled again. Not that his speech really mat-
tered.  The school knew what had to be
done, and it would be a sheer waste of time
tc stay there, listening to Browne s “gas.’

1t was still quite early in the forenoon,
and everybody was anxious to be off. Thejr
wanted to make the most of this great day.
After being so many days aboard ship, with-
o1t roally having an opportunity of stretch-
ine their legs. they were as keen as mustard
vpon getting ashore.

And they were setting foot on Australian
soil, too! For the majority of them, this
was a new and novel experience. They cared
nothing for the broiling heat of the day.
Sentors and juniors alike, they wanted to
get into Adelaide—the Queen City of South
Australia.

Ever}'thing went swimmingly right from

he very first. There was no trouble in get-
ting into the train for Adclaide, and every-
tring was very, very orderly, in spite of the
seneral air of excitement. Onee the train
had staried, there was plenty for the school
to e“—-pienty for it to be engrossed in.

I'he names of some of the places sounded
vary familiar to the boys—Cheltenham—
Xilkenny—Croydon—Brompton, and so forth.
On that short journey, too, they passed
Finsbury Park, which was equally familhar
in sound. Then, presently, thev had got
breyond Bowden, and were now practically
within the great city of Adelaide itself.

On one hand, indeed, they could see the
houses of North Adelaide—really, the resi-
denfia! seetion of the city, with ecountless
trees and wonderful parklands. Then, at
last, over the River Torrens, and so right
into Adelaide proper, to the terminus.

When they all emerged from thoe station,
they found themselves very near to King
William Street.

Featon, with Browne by his side, led the
procession out into the open, and having
scen that everything was going well, Browne
took his place at the head of the Fifth. The
Remove followed behind, and so on.
Presently, the whole school was parading
down that fine thoroughfare, past the Post
Office, and the Town Hall, and then into
Victoria Square, past Wright Street and Car
rington Street until the South Terrace was
reached Here it was decided that the
arads should turn to the left, proceed alonp
South Terrace as far as West Terrace, and
then go right round by the cemetery and
Kingston Park past the Observatory, and
then back to the North Terrace again, “skirt-
iner the station, and then continuing up into
Nortl Adelaide, by way of Pennington Park.

SCHOOL
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But. somehow, the big procession did not
seem to pan out quite so well ag William
Napoleoz Browne had anticipated. To be
painfully blunt, in fact, the procession way a
dismal failure !

When it first started from the station, and
proceeded along King William Street, a fair
namber of citizens took notice, and smiled.
But there were no cheering crowds—no lined
sticets—no evidence of enthusiasm.

St. Frank’s had arrived, but, for all Ade-
latde seemed to care, St. Frank’s might just

¢ well have stayed a.wayl =

CHAPTER 6.
Not a Roaring Success *

ING WILLIAM
CTREET was very
busy. Motor-cars
were passing up and
down in great num-

(bers; trams, splendidly equipped, were mch

in evidence; and there were countless pedes-

trians. Iverywhere there was an appearance
of bustle and industry and ltveliness.

But, strangely enough, the St. Frank’s pro-
cession was allowed to walk on without any
commotion being caused. It cannot truth-
fully be said that Adelaide went mad with
' delight. In fact, before the procession had
got halfway down Iling William Street,
Fenton was beginning to regret that he had
agreed to the proposition.

“"We're making asses of ourselves,” he
murmured, as he glanced at Biggleswade,
who was near him.

“Seems like it,” agreed the other prefect.
“ Nobody’s taking any notice of us. Might
as well be a flock of sheep, for all the atten-
tion we're attracting!”

Similar comments were being made in the
ranks of the Iifth and the Remove and the
other Forms.

“What about it, Browne, you ass?” de-
manded Stevens tartly., ‘““Where's the red
carpet 7"

“Owing to some singular neglect, the red
carpet appears to have been overlocked,”
satd Browne,

“ And the massed bands?”

“I will agree, Brother Horace, that the
massed bands are conspicuous by their ab-
senee.”’

“And the cheering multitudes?”

“Ah, there we are nearer the mark,” said
Browne promptly, “You cannot deny,
brother, that the multitudes are on the spot,
Not, of conrse, that they are cheering. I
will grant vou that the rheermg has so far
failed to materialise—"’

“You'll grant me™ that this procession is
n fizzle!” said Stevens bluntly. “ Why, the
people of Adelaide don't care twopence
about us!”

“‘ﬁ harsh thing to say of this noble city

LB
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“Rats!” grunted Stevens. ““I'm not saying
harsh things abeut Adeclaide, or about its in-
habitants, either. You know jolly well that
{1 saying harsh things about you! You'ro
8 double-dyed idiot for persuading Ienton to
lcid this parade. It's not impressive at all.
Ii's—it's chean!”

William Napolcon Brown winced.  Some-
how, he had received the same impression
himself, Stevens had used the very word.
Ch~ap! Undoubtedly, there was something
ibat smacked of cheapness in this march
tiirongh the fair city. It would have been
quite different if Adelaide had arisen to the
cceasion, as Browne had so confidently anti-
cipated. The skipper of the Fifth was terri-
biyv disappointed.

The procession went on, but even after
Victoria Square had been passed, and the
school was getting nearer to South Terrace,
it was just .he same. Thore was far too
mach bustle in  Adelaide—far too much
trafic and commotion—for the town to take
any notice of a mere pro-
cession of schoolboys.

“I say, what’s wrong ?”
demanded Handforth, as
he looked from pavement
to pavement, and noticed

STUPENDOUS!
Think of il, chums!
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trusively as possible. And don’t forget, you
juniors. that if you're late on board this even-
ing yvou'll get into trouble.”

With that the great procession was at an
end, The wvarious Forms broke up, and
Arifted away in groups. The fellows made
un hrtle parties, and decided to do some ex-
ploring. There were plenty of interesting
spots to look at in Adelaide—the Government
buildings, the Art QGallery, the Botanie
(Gardens, and countless other atiractions,

Before they eould get out of South
Terrace, however, a big. stoutish man ap-
sroached, a smile on his heavy, clean-
shaven face  This individual was dressed in
white diill, with a big straw hat.

“Say, young fellows, you're not giving it
up are you?” he asked, as he approached the
biggest group.

“ Fhe procession?” said Fenton. “Yes.”

“You shouldn't do that!” said the man.
“It was dandy! I guess you're the English
hoys from that School Ship, eh?”

“Yes,” chorused a
number of voices.

“Thought so!” said
the man. “Well, my
name's Grant Harring-
ton-—editor-in-chief o f

FIVE

tiie indifference of the ; : : this Eif,}"s greatest news-

ihrnr‘;gs. “Don’t t he wonderful gifis given away in B it

people know we're here, I aa B e , 177 gal enton,

or what?” ONE weck ! Tf}ﬁi'i 5 wbdt the “Sure  thing!”  con-
”Thef must know INELSON LEE 1s doing mext ‘:—}P}ifg ME dHﬂII‘I'lngtgﬂ-
e ; A 1 . : ne eclail1de

e e Rt ey NS week. Dow't miss this amag-  Sentinel.

give us a glance, and
then look away again.
Talk about creating a
sensation ! Why, we
haven’t caused the slightest ripple to disturb
the ordinary life of Adelaide!”

*“*Wo ought to have had some banners!”
said Handforth firmly. “That’s the trouble!
If we had had a lot of banners, saying who
we were-—" ;

“Cheese it!” put in Fullwood. “If the
Adelaide people wanted to take any notfice
f us, we're here to be seen. Banners aren’t
needed, Handy. No; Adelaido doesn’t take
a>y in‘erest in St. Frank’s. That's the long
&nd the short of it.”

When the compavative quietness of South
Terrace was reached, Edgar Tenton ealled
a halt, Everybody was feeling very h.f,
very uncomfortable, and very sclf-conscious.
Toere is nothing more embarrassing than an
impressive procession which people stead-
fastly refuse to look at; and Adelaide's lack
of interest had been very marked.

“I think we’ll disperse now, you fellows,”
sald Tenton briefly.

“I thought we were going on a kind of cir-
cular course?” asked Boofs, of the I'ourth.

“Wa were—but that's off I" replied Fenton.
“There’'s been enough of this parade. We'd
better break up now, and distribute our-
2lves over the city as quietly and as unob-

tng opportunity, lads!

The snappiest
newspaper in thig ﬁttlo
island 17

“Never heard of it!”
said Fenton, who greatly
disliked Mr. Harrington’s looks.

“Well, sgay, you must be dumb!” de-
Jlared the wditor-in-chief boisterously, “ Never
heard of the ‘Adelaide Sentinel’? T'm tell-
ing you right now, kids, that it's going to
'nayck every other Adelaide newspaper cold.
Get me?  Stone cold, kiddoes! When I
run a newspaper, I run it right!”

“What's the idea?” asked Fenton.
you looking for copy?”

“You bet your life I'm not!” retorted the
other promptly. “I've got all the copy 1
need! 1 guess I saw your procession comse
down King William Street. Say, you kinder
gob the cold shoulder from thiz town, didn't
you 7"

“Got the what?” asked Handforth, push-
ing forward. “ You're not an Australian, aro
you 7"

“Gosh, no!” said Mr. Harvington, with a
snort. “An Australian? Me? My hame’s
Grant Harringten. I'm an American, sonny,
and I'm here to show these Australians how
to run their newspapers!”

“Are

There was somcthing very bombastic and
unpleasant about this American journalist.
In spite of his perpetual grin, there was a
note of contempt in his voige; and as he
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looked at the St. Frank’s fellows his eyes
were the reverse of friendly.

“But don’t you worry, youngsters,” he
went on. ‘‘ Maybe the other Adelaide news-
papers won’t make any mention of your
auwal I guess they're too dead. But the

‘ Adelaide Sentinel’ wﬂl sure gwe you a
snappy notice in this evening’s edition.
Watch out for it! English schoolboys, hey ?
Gee, you look it!”

And with a roar of laughter Mr. Grant
Harrington raised his hat in derisive salute,
and then walked away.

He left the crowd of St. Frank’s fellows
hot with indignation, and there were many
angry exclamations. This little incident,
coming on top of the procession fizzle, had
been rather the limit.

—
L]

CHAPTER 7.
Back to the School Ship !

* EFORE anybody could
say much, however,
an elderly gentleman
appeared 1 their
midst, and he was
lcoking concerned and worried.

“I hope you’ll pardon my intrusion, boys,
but I trust you’ll take no notice of that
umpudent fellow who was just speaking to
you,” he said earnestly. “My name Iis
Alcott. I'm proud to be a native of this
city, and to welcome you most heartily.”

Mr. »Alcott’s tone was very different from
Mr, Harrington’s, and the boys listened to
bim with respect. *

“1 suppose that man was pulling our legs,
wasn’t he, sir?” asked Handforth,

“I only wish that I could truthfully say he
was,”’ replied Mr. Alcott. “ Unfortunately,
the ° Adelaide Sentinel’ i1s an established
fact in this city; a newspaper of the * yellow
press’ type. 'This man bhas had the impu-
deneco to publish the infeinzl rag, and I am
sorry to say that it has gained a certain
amount of popularity, There are some
American methods that we like in this coun-
try, but Mr, Grant Harrington’s methods are
very questionable.”

“As long as he’s not an Australian, sir, it
doesn’t matter,” smiled Fenton.

“An Australian! Good heavens, no !’ saird
Mr. Alcott. “T hope there is no Australian
who will give you such a greeting as that
man gave veu! I merely ecame acress and
mentioned these faets to you, so that there
should be no misapprehension., T am de-
lighted to have met you, boys, Once again,
welcome to Adelaide !V

He smiled, and departed, and all those
fellows who had heard his words felt better.
Before long the majority of the juniors had
trickled away, and
seniors had gone, too. Fenton, with Biggles-
wade and one or two other Sixth-Formers,

1y

a great - many of the
' Fenton.
have realised that the times weren’t normal.
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approached William Napoleon Browne, who
wag standing alone—a lanky, drooping figure.

“Alas, brothers, I know what you are
about to say!” he exclaimed, as they sux-
rounded him. ‘ But do not, T beg you, lash
me unduly with your tongues!”

“As a general rule, Browne, your ideas
work out successfully,” replied Fenton. * But
I hope you’re prepared to admit that this one
has been a hopeless frost 1"

Browne sighed.

“1 cannot deny it, Brother Fenton,” ho
said brokenly. *I am chilled to the marrow
by this self-same frost to which you refer.
However, willing as I am to make excuses
for Adelaide, I am compelled to state that
this eity has failed—signally failed—to come
up to the scratch. I thought better of
Adelaide, brothers.”

“Rubbish 1 said Ienton. “ Adelaide’s all
right., But we were idiots not to take the
general situation into account. The whole
city is packed with wvisitors, and seething
with Test match fever.”

“True—or, to be Australian, too right, it
is!” agreed Browne. * While admitting that
my name is Mud, I must nevertheless wager
a decener that there will be a different story
to tell to-morrow ”

“Bother to-morrow!” interrupted Conroy
of the Sixth. “We've had eneugh of this
game! Why, the whole precession was a
joke, and I expect Adelaide is laughing at
us.”

“No, I don’t believe that,” said Fenton.
“The painful truth is, Adelaide 18 neither
laughing at us, nor notiring us in any other
way. at’s just the trouble. We cameo into
the city with all that big commotion, and
we've found ourseclves ignored.”

“But Adelaide didn’t ignore thnqe twelve
juniers who got here a fortmght ago,” argued
Stevens. ‘‘That’'s what 1 can’t understand.
Those twelve kidsa were féted and feasted
until Mr. Lee was compelled to send them
away up the Murray River. Yet, when we
arrive, nobody ever notices us!”

“"The explanation is simple enough,” satd
Fenten. “ A fortnight ago, Adelaide wasn't
bitten by Test match fever. But now,
nobody can think of anything clse but
cricket—or talk of anything else The town
is erammed with visitors from all parts of
South  Australia—and, I -expect, from
Victoria and New South Wales, too. Every-
body 1s concentrating on Adelaide for next
woek. It’s the fourth Test mateh, don't
forget 1”

“1 must confess that
overloeked this important face,” said Browne
gracefully.  “ Brether Fenton, you are right.
Adelaide is so full of ericket—and rightly
so—that we are, by comparison, of no im-
portance. At any normal time, however,
our procession would have been an unquuh-
fied suecess.”

“Well, 1 dare say
“That the trouble.

I.U‘

I had momentarily

vou're right,” said
We ought to
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Who are we, anvhow? A mere rabble of
unimportant kids!”

“Strong words, Brother Tenton—Dbitter
words,” satd Browne, “Yet, I will agree,
truthful words., However, you must not
imagine that I am prepared to let this matter
drop. Adelaide must be forced to realise
that St. Frank's is an establishment of some
considerable importance. TFurthermore, there
is Mr, Grant Harrington—"

“Oh, let’s be going,” put in Conraoy. “The
procession was a failure, and we'll let it go
at that. It's no good trying to do anything
else, Browne. You’ll only make things worse
if vou try any other dodges.”

“Ho won’t have a chance,” said Ienton

grimly. ““Anyhow, he won't get us to help
him 1in any more of his brilbant brain-
waves,”

And most of the seniors strolled off to
cnjoy themselves, By this time the rest of
the school had distributed itself over the
city, and the procession was alrcady for-
potten, Browne alone remembered the

fiasco, and he was not the kind of fellow to |

accept such a defeat,

During the afterncon many of the fellows
went back to the School Ship., It was tre-
mendously hot that day, and, much as the
juniors enjoyed sceing the sights of Adelaide,
they felt in need of a little rest. DMoreover,
they had found every place crowded and
packed. Restaurants, hotels, public institu-
tions—all were the same, Adelaide was filled
to overflowing. The forthcoming Test match
had added tremendously to the population.

1t was rather a relief to get back to the
broad decks of the St. Francis, to lounges
in the Common-rooms, and in the deck-
chairs under the awnings. Besides, there
wag the question of meals to be considered.
On board they were free. and the majority
of the feliows had worked up big appetites.
They really saw no reason why they should
miss the official school meals.

That unfortunate processicn, perhaps. would
have passed completely into oblivion but for
one thing. Fairly late in the afterncon, a
number of seniors arrived on hoard, bring-
ing with them some copies of the “ Adclaide
Sentinel,”  Mr. Harrington, being a live
business man, not only issued his newspaper
in the morning, but in the afterneon as well
as the evening. And these present early
evening editions were very interesting—and
very exasperating, too.

Other newspapers had come on hoard, and
the majority of the fellows were rather sad-
dened by the fact that the School Ship was
not even mentioned. Practically every
column was filled with ericket news, and so
there had been no room for a paragraph con-
cerning the arrival of the English school-
boys.

However, the *“ Adelaide Sentinel ¥ had
devoted a full ecolumn to the School Sl]if}.
and on the front page, too. 'There, right
across the page, in a glaring headline, were
the words: “ Adelaide Gives Frozen Shoulder
to English Schoolboys!” 7

On the front page, too, was a snapshot
of the procession going down King William
Street—an  atrociously  reproduced photo-
graph, but it indicated clearly enough how
the procession had been more or less 1gnored.

Handforth had got hold of one of the news-
papers, and his face was red with wrath as
he read the article—which, no doubt, had
been penned by Mr, Grant Harrington him-
self. A whele crowd eof Removites and
Fourth-Formers had gathered in the Junior
Cominon-room, and, although it was tiie for
tea, nobody thought of the meal.

This news item in the " Adelaide Sentinel ”
had aroused tho St. Frank's fellows to a hagh
pitch of indignation and anger!

CHAPTER 8.
A Bit Too Thick !
ANDFORTH quivered.

“T.ook at it!"” he
said  thickly. “By
George! Wait until

I sec old Harrington

LB

“Xeep your hair on, Handy,” said Nipper
soothingly. “No need to take any notico

of this drivel!”

“But look at this article!”” snorted Harid-
forth indignantly. “Just listen to this, you
chaps! I'll read it out:  Our young English
visitors received a jolt this morning when
therq hit the city in a lively bunch, and pro-
ceeded to march down town in parade. In
their sweet innocence, these youngsters from
littlo old England believed that Adelaido
would sit up and take netice. DBut Adelaide,
of course, knew better.” ”

“That's a bit thick!”
warmly,

“Yes rather !

“DBetter give St. Frank’s no notice at all
than publish this kind of drivel,” said Full-
wood,

Browne, who had strolled in, was looking
thoughtful and worricd. F¥or once the im-
perturbable  William Napoleon was the
reverse of langwinded.

“Proceed, brother,” he said, looking at
Handforth,

“Havoe you asked Edward
Oswald.

“1 have,”” admitted Drowne. “And of
all the cheap, sarcastie, provocative, unspeak-
able drivel, this is surely the most drivelling !

“Let’s hear the rest of it, Ilandy !’ shouted
two or three voices,

“I can’t read all of it.” said Handforth.
“But listen to this bit: * Adelaide proved its
horse-sense by giving the ieyv shoulder to this
silly parade. Theso Tnglish boys thought
they could put one over on the city, and the
city promptly showed them that it wasn't
falling for that bunk. If this bunch of eye-
glass champs likes to go around the world
in its own ship, let ’em go. But Adelaide

sald De Valerio

read: this?”
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has something better to do than stand around
gazing at——" "

“Eyeglass champs!” broke in Jimmy Potts
hotly. “ Great Scotlt!”

“It's Archie’s fault!’”” =aid Travers,
““Somebody must have spotied his window,

and we've all been tarred with the samuo
brush

“Good gad!” complained Archie Glen-
thorne. “ Dash 1t, that's a most unjust

I haven’t worn the good

accusation, laddie! T
Too dashed

old monocle for days and days
hot, I mean.,”

“ Archie is absolved,” said Travers solemunly.
“It must be merely an expression, Mr, Har-
vington believing, in his ignorance, that all
English people wear eyeglasses.”

“There's lots more—all in the
strain,”’ said Handforth indignantly.
are we going to do about it ?”

“Notbing,” said Nipper

“ Nothing 7 roared Handforth

“What do you suggest, then?”

“Eh? 1 don’t know,” stormed Hand-
forth “But I do know that Adelaide has
insulted 8t. Frank's! First of all it ignored
our procession, and now its newspapers come
out with this drivel !”’

“You mustn’t blame Adelaide for that,”
said Nipper smoothly. “Cool down. Handy!
The Australians are sportsinen. and they
won’t take any notice of this sillv nonsense.”

“Won’t take any notice of 1t?" repeated
Handforth. “But it's in an Australian
paper 1"

“Run by an American, brother.” put in
Browne. *“1 venture to predict that Mr. Grant
Harrington has made a blromer this time.
Not for the first time, I judge. he has failed
to feel the correct pulse of Adelaide. In
Brother Harrington’s anxiety to get in a
knock at England, foolishly believing that
the Austrabans who have given him shelter
will put up with it, he has overreached the
mark. Be{ieve me, brothers. the * Adelaide
Sentinel ' will not add to its circulation by
this glaring example of journalistic fat-
headedness.”

“Even the other papers ignore us,”’ said
Handforth bitteriv.

“Of course they do,” laughed Nipper,
“Why should they mention us—a party of
toaring echoolboys? Cricket 18 the all-
important thing at the morient, Handy and
we're just as interested in cricket as the
Adelaide people. tco. But. of course, this
American gentleman’s exhibition of uncalled
for spite is tco thick for words., The trouble
i1s we can't do anything to punish him!”

“No?” said Browne smoothly. “Leave it
to me, brothers, Tt is not my habit to boast,
but I say, without fear of contradiction, that
Brother Harrington will, before I have done
with himm, wish himself back in Oskkoch,
Wis., or Kalamazoo, Mich., or whatever town
he happens to come from.”

“But, my dear chap. what the dickens can
you do?” asked Nipper, smiling. "“When a
newspaper article like this comes out, the
only thing to do is to ignore it. It’s beneath
contempt,”

Ao

“What

glaring.
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“But England has been insulted ”? said
Handforth warmly. *“We've been insulied—
St. Frank's has been insulted! And by this—
this fat Awmerican. We ought to get hold of
{he c¢hap and rag him: Isn’t there a horse-
trourh somewhere tn this eity 77

“Let us not consider such erude miethods,
Brother  Handy,” murmured Drowne.
“There arc better ways-—more subtle ways.
[Leave it to me! While admivting that T have
yvet no conercte adea, T shall nevertheless
sot my brain to work. And. as you all know,
when my bramn starts working "

“Conerete  ideas  result?”?  said  T'ravers
stnoothly.  ** Naturally, dear old fellow! 1'mn
glad you admit that your brain is made
of econerete. You've vertfied somethiug thas
I've long suspeeted.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

But Browne took no offence. He mercly
waved his hand and strolled out. He knew
perfectly well that his brain was not made
of conercte, and he was determined, mores
over, to evolve some scheme that wounld
nltimately lead to the huinthation of the
egregious Mr, Grant Harrington. lhis
American newspaper owner had commitied
an act of exceedingly bad taste, and ho
should be sharply punished for it, So Browne
took it upon himseif to be the medium of
ti:at punishuent, :

The juniors, probably, would have gone on
discussing the matter, only just then some-
thing very interesting happened !

CHAPTER 9.
The Challenge !

T was Willy Handforth,
of the Third, who
gave the first intima-
tion that something

+ unusual was .- in the

wind,  Willy appeared in the doorway of the

Junior Common-room, and he gave a hail.

“You're wanted, Nipper,” he said
briskly.

“Wanted 77 said Nipper. “ Who by ?”

“Tenton.”

“What have I done now, I wonder ?” asked
Nipper, [rowning.

“Cheer up !’ grinned Willy. **Fenton culy
wialts to see you about cricket, You're the
junior skipper, you know-——"

“Cricket 7' repeated Nipper. " But
haven't lixed any game.”

“TFenton’s fixing 1t now,” said Willy cheer-
fully. “A crowd of Austrilian chaps came
on board about ten minutes ago, and there
seems to be some 1dea of arranging a match
for to-morrow.”

“What?” went up a general roar.

‘The juniors were excited at once. It was
something to look forward to the big Test
match on Monday; but, important as that
game was, it sank into insignificance compared
with a game that the juniors themselves

Wwe

J might play in.
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Handf{orth came charging along the pavement,
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He grabbed hold of Church violently : so violently,
indeed, that that unfortunate junior spun round and hit an elderly gentleman in the ribs.

‘“ Here,

steady, you idiot ! '’ gasped Church.

There was a rush on deek, and Willy’s story
was true enough. Under one of the big awn-
ings, Fenton and DBiggleswade and Browne
and a few other seniors were talking genially
with some lithe, musecular-looking young
fellows, who were typical Australians,

“1 eay, is this true ?” demanded Handforth
breathlessly. ‘“Is there going to be a match
to-morrow 2"

“I think =0,”” smiled Fenton. ““Let me
introduce Tom Warwick, of Adelaide.
Warwick, these are some of our juniors.
Hamilten, Handforth, Travers.”

“Pleased to kndw you,” grinned Tom War-
wick, of Adeclaide.

There were some more introductions, and
the juniors soon learned that these stalwart
vouths were senior schoolboys from one of
the big Adelaide colleges. One or two others
represented different colleges, too, And Tomn
Warwick was the spokesman of the party.

“They want us to fix up a game for to-
morrow,’”’ cxplained Feanton. “They've sug-
rested that the team shall be representative
of St. Frank’s, so some of you juniors will
be needed—"

“Good egg!”

“We're on,

“Rather!”

Fenton!”

“It's a challenge, really,” smiled Warwick,
a3 ho looked at Nipper. ‘' You sce, we heard
about your test match in South Africa, We
rcad about it in the newspapers, and we
thought it was a good stunt. Why not re-
peat 14 here?”

“Why not?” said Nipper promptly.

“We thought you weren't arriving until
to-morrow,” continued Warwick, “Then we
happened to see, in that rotten American-
owned paper, the ‘Sentinel,” that you had
already arrived.”

“I hecpe you didn’t take too much notico
of that newspaper report?” asked Nipper.

“Too right we didn't!"” grinned one of the
other Australian bhoys. “We know the
“ Sentinel ” too well! It's only a cheap rag!”

“ Well, about the ericket,”” said Warwick.
“We've got an Australian team ready—
chosen from a few of our colleges—and we're
~hallenging you to a two-day game, to start
at eleven-thirty to-morrow morning, in the
new Collegiate Oval.”

“TIt’s a wonderful ground,” said one of the

others. “Room for tens of thousands of
spectators, too.”
“And such accommodation will un-

| doubtedly be necessary,” said Drowne, nod-
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ting., ‘““All Adelaide will doubtless {urn up
to witness this Battle of the Giants!”

Just the sameo as all Adelaide turned up
- luok at the procession, eh?” chuckleld
ventonn,  ““No, Browne, old man. We shan’t
‘ot many spectators for this match, so don’t
ou kid vourself. A schoolboy game will be a
tame affair compared with the real Test
match, which starts on Monday.”

“But surely this i1s to be a species of test
Lmtch?” asked Browne.

“Well, ves,” put in Tom Warwick, “That’s
the very idea. A schoolboy test match—
Australia versus England—just as you played
South Africa versus England in Durban. You
wvon tbat game, too, by one run.”

We shall do better here, of course,
Lrother. * said Browne benevolently.
F'here were many chuckles. #

We expect a hard game, but if you lose
voin won't suffer any humiliation,” said War-
vick, “Our fellows have been praetising for
weeks, and we know that you bhave been
Joard ship.”

"I'be game’s the thing,” said Fenton.
“And we’ll do our best to give vou a goed
e, Warw.ck.”

That's fixed, then,”” said the Australian
wipper. “I'ine! It’s to be a two-day mateh,
overing to morrow and Saturday. [ only
wope trat we shall be able to take the game
tr & defimie result before stumps are finally
dr-wn. Of course, there’ll only be time for
one nmngs cach,”

“Well, we don't want to take the game
syond Saturday, do we?"” asked Nipper.

Jn Monday, we shall be keen on secing the
“tart of the big Test mateh.”

“Hear, hear!”

T'here wasn’t much to discuss. Details
were nxed up and after the Australian boys
wad been entertained to tea, they took their
Jdepartire, highly delighted with the success
-4 their errand.

“1 dont think we can do better than play
xactlv the same team as ar Durban,” said
Fenton, afterwards, as he consulied with
istowne and Nipper and a few others, “I've

4 the I'st here: Wilson., Reynolds. Fenton,
of he Sixth.; Browne, Stevens of the Fifth;

Tamilton. Dodd. Gresham, Handforth, of
the Remove: DBoots and Christine, of the
Fourth. That’s precisely the same team-—- "

“Too many juniors!” said Conroy major.

“They played a fine game in South
‘iriea,” argued Wilson.

“And where do I come in?”
. unray.

Sorry, old man, but you’ll have to be
twelfth man.” said Fenton smoothly,

Wait a minnte,” said Nipper. *“I rather
t~ink Conroy major should be in the team,
Fenton.” |

demanded

“ I'hat’s very kind of you, kid,” said
Conroy
“Not at all,” smiled Nipper, “But as

Lodd can’t ﬁuy ad
“ Why can’t Dodd play?” broke in Fenton.

“He's one of the finest ericketers in the
minier Bleven,”
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“You bet he is!” agrced Nipper. “ But
Jerry Dodd happ=.as to be an Australian. If
he plays at all, he’ll have to play for the
other side !

“By Jove, yes!” said Fenton, with a smile.
“I'd forgotten that for the moment. Our
team will represent Kngland, won't it? That
makes 1t rather difficult for Dodd to play.
I’'n afraid we shall have to include you, aftce
all, Conroy!”

“*Afraid ! roared Conroy.

'There was a roar of laughter, but Conroy
major was soan mollified. The only fellow
who was looking abstracted was William
Napoleon Browne. The lanky skipper of the
Fifth, indeed, had a far-away expression in
his eyes, but he came to himself with a start
as the little party began to break up.

“One moment. brothers-—-one moment!”
said Browne firmly. “There is a small
matter that must be settled without any fur-
ther delay.”

LIBHARY
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CHAPTER 10,

Browne on the Warp~th |

Y DGAR FENTON
B looked at Browne and

\ \ ]a.ugnu'l
“What i1s it?” he

asked amusedly.
* Another brainwave, old man?”

"You have settled the team, and you have
made all the necessary arrangements,” said
Browne. “But, so far, brothers, you have
nct yet decided upon a manager.”

“A what?”

‘A manager.”

“Do we need a manager?”’ asked Fenton.

““ Assuredly !”” said Browne promptly, ““ For
the “mme being the St. Frank’s Kleven will
be a kind of England test team. and, as such,
it will require a manager. Now, I have in
nind & keen, brilliant individual—a fellow of
iauhng ideas and sterling worth.”

*“Yourself, I suppose?” grinned Nipper.

“Uorrect, brother,” beamed Browne.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘But, my dear ass, you're a member of
the Fleven!” said Fenton, ‘‘Besides, why
on carth do we need a manager?”

““There are reasons——="’

“Rats!” said Handforth, “There's nothin
o marage. ‘The details are fixed up, an
there s nothing further to do. We'll simply
appear in the Collegiate Oval to-morrow——"

*“1 fear Brother Handforth, that you do
not appreciate the finer points of the situa-
tion,” interrupted Browne gently, “1 merely
wish to receive your assurance, Brother
Fenton, that T am to re”ga.rd this appointment
a3 manager as official.

Wenton laughed.

‘It it’ll please you to call yourself mana-
zor, Browne, go ahead,” he said guﬂd-
naturedly “We don't mind, Pm sure,”

"Splendid 1 said Browne genmlly “Then
atl will he well.”
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He strolled away, a look of intense satis-
fartion on hm face, Handforth shook his
head.

“Mad!” he said pityingly.
Clean off his rocker!”

But not long afterwards, in the Common-
room, Edward Oswald Handforth had reason
to change his mind. Quite a c¢rowd of
juniors had gathered there, contemplating-
annther '.mt into Adelaide. There was
plenty of time before calling-over—and this
orening, too, there would be an extra hour of
grace. And now that the heat of the day
fad departed, any amount of the fellows
wanted to look at Adelaide again, It would
te so much more charming, too, to go into
ihe town when all the lights were gleaming,

While the juniors were busily looking up
iraing, and arranging times, Drowne had
drifted into the Common-room.

“Nothing could be better,” he declared,

ns he looked round, and noted the throng.
“ Brothers, gather round, fﬂr I have some-

thing of m%rt to discuss.’

““Poor chap!

“Norry, Browne—no tlme, said Nipper
beiskly. “We're just going into Adelaide
) =

“And for that very reason, I desire this
conference,” said Browne, nodding. “To be
quite brief, I need aid.”

“You've needed aid for years!” agreed
Handforth., “If syou’ll come along with us,

1 insult that Mr.

we'll find a nice brain specialist, and we'll
leave you in his care.”
“Hi ha, ha!”

“While appreciating that your remarks are
intended to be jocular, Brother Handy, I
novertheless deplore the underlying insinu-
ation,’” said Browne. “However, we mll let
it pass. Brothers all, I have a ‘wheeze.”

“Drop it overboard !” said Buster Boots.

“1 can say, with all truth, that this wheeze
i3 a master conception,” continued Browne.
“I nave given it much thought—and that
fact, in itself, 1s an indication of the wheeze’s
s erling quality.”

“Well, well,” said Vivian Travers. “ There’s
nothing like persistence, dear old fellow.”

“But it won’t work with us!” said Hand-
forth, “We've had enough of Browne's
wheezes! Look what happened this morn-
ing | Adelaide is still laughing over the
joke——"
; “I deny that statement,” interrupted
Browne firmly. * Adelaide, on the contrary,
is still secething with indignation over the
Grant Harrington has placed
upon us. These good Australians, 1 am con-
vinced, do mnot approve of this blighted
American’s tactics. However, there may be
some Adelaido citizens who are misguided

enough to heed the blatherings of our
American friend And I propose that these
people~meamng the subscribers to the

¢ Adelaide Sentine]l '—shall be hoaxed.”
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“Hoaxed " repeated Nipper, staring. !
“Hoaxed up to the eyebrows, brother,”
William Napolcon Browne.
“ Furthermore, it 18 necessary that Mr. Grant
Harrington should also be hoaxed—in his
case, not merely up to the eyebrows, but even
to the roof of the place where his brains
We have in our midst a hoaxer
of unqualified distinetion,’
““Look here, you lanky ass——"

“Without fear of contradiction, I should

nodded

should be.
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say that this hoaxer is the world’s greatest,” } ever, ‘twas ever th =
continued Browne, "“"He 18 a man of iron ““Are you referring to us as rabble?’ de-

nerve.

Never, in any circumstances, has he
been known to shrink from duty.”

FIBRARY

CHAPTER 1i1.
The Great Wheoze !

T is sad,” said
Browne, ‘‘that great
men should be so
disdainfully  treated
‘by the rabble. How-

thus!”

manded Boots, glaring,
“ A mere figure of speech, Brother Bustar,”

“Oh, let’s clear off ”” said Handforth im- |said Browne. “As I need a certain amount
talking about himself | of assistance in this enterprise, 1 must

patiently,
again!”

Too right, brother, I am !’ said Browne | business.”

benevolentty.

Now, a hoax, in order to be successful, must | Nipper.

be carried through with a nerve that 1s not
only cast iron, but riveted in every joint and

double

you.
mcident

We'd better forget that newspaper

' know, once and

necessarily swallow my pride Now, to
“And with  justification. “And don’t forget—only two minutes,’”’ said

Browne was in no way perturbed.

: “There is to be a double purpose in this
armour-plated. I «claim to be proposed hoax,”

possessed of such a nerve.”

he said smoothly, *‘Firstly,

and most important of all, our friend from

! - tho Adelaide populace that he will be com-

: prizes. You ve got such a | pelled to pack his grip, and go back to where

colossal nerve, in fact, that we're fed up with | the cotton grows. Secondly, it is highli
l

necessary that the Adelaide populace shou

*For Browne, old .nan, you’ve | Kansas, or wherever his home town happens
spoken the truth,” said Nipper feelingly. | to be, is to be so discredited in the eyes of
When it comes to sheer nerve, you run off
with

for all, that St. Frank’s has

“And let this flabby Philadelphian go un- {arrived in  Australia. At present the

punished ?” asked Browne aghast.
“"How do you know he comes from Phila-

Knowing many Americans, who are, more-
cver, good sportsmen, I can only conclude
that Brother Harrington was biffed out of
the United States by his fellow countrymen.
It is my ambition that Brother Harrington |} .1
_should now be biffed out of the Australian
Commonwealth—or at least, out of Adelaide i
—by our fellow countrymen,”

“Hang it, Browne, you're not trving to tell |
us that a hoax will do the trick, are you?”

“An ordinary hoax, no,” admitted Browne.
“But the hoax that I am about to suggest—
Far, without exaggeration, it 1s the
most stupendous hoax that mortal brain has
ever evelved!”

Nipper looked up at the other juniors.
“Shall we hear it 7’ he asked.

yes !

delphia 7 - | “It’s no good

tA figure of speech,” said Browne, | Browne,” said
waving an airy hand. *“Be good enough to | get—?
refrain quibbling, Brother Nipper.

| Adelaide populace has apparently overlooked
this overwhelming fact,”

harping on that same string,
Nipper. “We'd better for-

“AMr. Grant Harrington has not forgotten,
and who are we to ignore the cxample of
such a distinguished man?’ demanded
Browne. “Now, it has been arranged by cer-
tain stalwarts that a species of test match
start to-morrow morning at eleven-
thirty in the Collegiate Oval. In al truth,
this will be a test match, and we can correctly
describe it as Young England versus Young

““But how on carth do you propose to get [ Australia. Am I right, brothers?”
American

; rﬂt}er chucked out of ”YEE, of course.”
Adelaide?” asked Nipper 1in astonishment. “We knew this ages ago, you long ass!”’

| the facts upon

test mateh§”

o NOI” rL‘lal‘Ed thﬂ f:]'ﬂ'.‘i'd, in a Sﬂlid ‘F(}ice. *parinug CG”(‘gES.

“That’s not very encouraging, anyhow,”
grinned Nipper.
give him a couple of minutes?”’

“But it is necessary that 1 should impress

your childish minds,”” said

¢ Browne smoothly. “Do you imagine, for
one moment—or even for two moments—
 that the good people of Adelaide will roll up
[ in their myriads to witness this preliminary

“1 don’t suppose there'll be anybody there
 at all—except a crowd of schoolboys from the

We don’'t expect anybody

b else, so we shan’t be disappointed.”

“Well, look here, shall we “But why should we be ocontent to have

“ All right, then—two minutes " said Hand- | our Australian
forth mmagisterially. “But no longer.” , | Browne. "“1 have heard, on the highest

“Hear, bhear
And all

the other juniors voiced their

our prowess witnessed only by a number of

schoolboy cobbers?’ asked

| possible authority, that the Collegiate Oval
| 13 capable of accommodating a crowd of fifty-

approval of this decision, thousand. It is my ambition to see every
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available inch occupied—and,
every seat paid for.”
"‘{‘wn minutes up, old man!” said Boots.
“Now we can go, I suppose.”
“Thank goodness!” said Handforth,
“I am about to

“Come on, you chaps!”
“Wait!” urged Browne.
the Collegiate Oval
To-morrow,

propose a plan whereb
can be filled to overflowing.
brothers, there will be no question of Adelaide
taking notice of St. Frank’s.”

“But you’re dotty!” said Nipper, grinning.
“How do you propose to work this miracle?”

““l1 could, no doubt, accomplish it single-
handed,” replied Browne. “But as we are
anxious that there should be no hitch, I am
prepared to enlist your aid, and thus make
assurance doubly sure. Why should we play
our great match against Young Australia
with a vast area of empty benches staring us

in the face? Would it not be far better to
play before a cheering multitude?”

“You’re a hopeless ass, Browne,” said
Nipper. “You know jolly well that the
Adelaide people won’t take any notice of
our match, It's only a schoolboy affair,
although we, of course, think it is prett
important. But with the real Test matcﬁ
starting on Monday, why should the people
bother to come and seo us? They won't
come and see us, and nothing will make
them.”

“I shall make them,” said Browne simply.

moreover,

“Some sort of advertising stunt, I sup-

pose 1"’ asked Boots, who was by way of being
a publicity expert himself. ‘It wouldn’t
work, Browne. Adelaide's too excited about
the genuine Test match., 1'd thought of this,
but I gave it up.”

Browne remained as calm as ever.

“Briefly, what I propose is this,” he said.
1 shall, at a fairly late hour this evening,
adopt an impressive disguise.”’

“What 7" '

“Much &s I regret hiding the features you
now sce, the necessity for such a move is
essential,” said Browne. “ And while you are
tucking yourselves snugly into your bunks, I
shall drive through the streets of Adelaide in
the largest car that money can hire.”

“But what the dickens——"

““On the windscreen of this car will be the
following  words,” continued  Browne,
“¢ Manager, England Team,” Do I perccive
the glimmerings of understanding?”’

“I'm jiggered if you do!” said Travers.
“What's the idea of all this tomfoolery {4

“A harsh term, Brother Travers, but we
will let it pass,” said Browne. “1I realise that
vou have not yet appreciated the wheeze.
Reclining gracefully m the rear of this
massive car, I shall drive to the offlices of
the ‘Adelaide Sentinel.” I shall then interview
Mr. Grant Harrington. He, of course, will
utterly fail to penetrate my disguise. I shall
announce myself as the manager of the
England Test team, and he, poor mutt, will
accept me as such., My eloguence will be
impressive, and I have not the slightest doubt
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[ that I shall lure Brother Harrington into the
snare.”’

“But what’s the idea of all this pretend-
ing 7" asked Nipper.

“The idea, Brother Nipper, is simple,”
replied Browne, “Once 1 have convinced
Brother Harrington that I am the manager
of the England Test tcam, I shall indicate to
him that there has been a change in the
plan. 1 shall be careful to tell no whoppers,
but by ambiguous chatter, I shall make
Brother Harringtén understand that the
great Test match, instead of starting on
Monday next, will start to-morrow, at eleven-
thirty, in the Collegiate Oval. And Brother
Harrington will consider that he has got hold
of a first-class: scoop for his blighted news-
paper.” _

“(Great Scott |” A

“Needless to say, the * Adelaide Sen-
tinel” will hum through the printing
machines with more than usual vigour,” said
Browne lightly, “and in the earry morning
this newspaper will be on sale in every quar-
ter of the city, with glaring headlines to the
effcet that the Test match is to start that day
instead of on Monday. Can you not
visualise, brothers, the wvast and enormous
crowds that will dash pell-mell for the
Collegiate Oval ?”

“Thinking that they're going to see
England versus Australia 7' asked Nipper.

“Exactly !”

““And they'll really turn up to see our
match against the schoolboys1”

“You have put it in a nutshell, Brother
Nipper,” said Browne. *‘ Adelaide, startled
and dumbfounded, will be in a fever of excite-

ment.”

“But it can’t be done!” raid Handforth
impatiently, ‘“Browne, you’re as mad as a
hatter!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Cheese it, Browne!”

“You couldn’t worik a hoax like that, so

you'd better come down to earth again.”

But Browne did not turn a hair as all.those
voices took up tho song of doubt,

CHAPTER 12,
Many Allies !

¢

?f,.., i
4 IRWY 1 MIPOSSIBLE !
| ”l \ Thﬂl:1 was theo
general cry.
M“ | “We'll all admit
: that vou've got

plenty of nerve, Browne, but this time you've
bitten off more than you can chew,” said
Nipper. “No, old man, it's hopeless.”

“1 regret to note this lack of faith in one
who has so frequently exhibited his prowess

as a hoaxer,” said Browne sadly. “Let me
remind you, Dbrothers, of the wvarious
episodes-——"

“No, cheese 1t,” said Nipper hastily.

“We've wasted enough time as it is. DBut
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do vou really think, Browne, that you could
pull wool over the eyes of this newspaper
editor? Such men are keen and shrewd.
Besides, Harrington will know perfectly well
that the Test match date could not possibly
be altered.”

“Of course!” chorused the others,

“The man would only laugh at you,” said
Travers, shaking his head,

“You have apparently overlooked the all-
important fact, brothers. that our’newspaper
friend 15 an American,” urged Browne,

““What'’s his nationality got to do with it ?”

“ Everything,” said Browne. “You will
have noticed that Brother Harringtorn filled
his front page with a libellous story concern-
ing ourselves, instead of devoting it to ericket,
as the other Adelaide newszpapers had done.”

“Well 2"

“Brother IHarrington, in other words, is
not interested in cricket,” said DBrowne.
“He, like most other Americans, no doubt

regards crvicket as a slow, silly,
gleepy imitation of a game. You
must know that it is the common
belief in America that cricket is
the world’s worst.”

“Well, that’s true,” confessed
Nipper. “Most / mericans think
that cricket is a fat-headed game,
That’s because they don’t know
anvthing about it.”

“And why should we believe
that Brother Ilarrington is any
exception ?” said William
Napoleon Browne. “What do
you think he Lnows of cricket?
Holding the game in such con-
tempt, he 'vill not realise that a
mere date is as Iimmovable as
the stars in the heavens. When
you realise, moreover, that he
will have the full blast of my
eloquence turned upon him, he
will have little or no chance of
using his alleged shrewdness. In
short, I shall convince him that

the date #Aas been altered. As
the manager of the England
test team——" e
“But you're not!” said Nipper.
“ Not what?”
“Not the manager of the

England Test team.”

“There, Brother Nipper, you
sre wrong,” said Browne. “I
m-‘l
“What 7"

“ Unguestionably I am the manager of the
England test team,” said Browne kindly.
“Have you forgotten, brothers, that this
matter was arranged less than an hour ago?”

“The ass means that Fenton said that he
could call himself the manager of the St.
Frank’'s team if he likes,” said Nipper, with
a chuckle. “But that’s not the same thing.”

“You will pardon me, Brother Nipper, but
it is,” insisted Browne. “ Does not BSt.
Frank’s represent England for to-morrow’s
match "’

“Yes.”

r

1
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“ Then cur team is the England test team,”
said Browne triumphantly.

" “(0Oh, my only sainted aunt!®

“Ha, ha, hal”

“For the love of Samson, he’s right!” said
Travers, “ Well, welll What a brain!”

Browne beamed.

“As I have mentioned before, I shall tell
no whoppers,”” he said. *“ When I represent
mysell as the manager of the England test
team, I shall be telling a literal truth. Need-
less to add, I shall not inform Brother Har-
rington that there happens to be two England
Test teams. And he, the poor fish, will jump
to an entirely erroneous conclusion, And who
am I to correct hm? When I find bhim
drawing his own conclusions, why should I
disillusion him 77

“Upen my word, vou chaps, I believe there

As the St. Frank’s ericketers came on to the fleld a

anger went up from the spectators.
‘““It’s not the Test maich at alll"™

l

o ‘I:Jie’u been
Krheg We wani

is ,something in_ this wheeze of Browne’s,”
said Nipper, taking a deep breath. *‘If only
he can play his part well enough, Harring-
ton might be fooled. He's an American, and
he’s bound to be contemptuous of cricket.
And when he thinks that he's gettinﬁ a big
scoop for his rotten newspaper, he’ll jump
at it.”

“He will not merely jump at it, Brother
Nipper, he will fly at its throat,” said
Browne. :

“You're proposing to go to this newspaper
office this evening, aren’t you?”

“In the neighbourhood of midnight, when
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the newspaper is on the point of going to
press, when there will be no time for Brother
Harrington to verify my statement.”

“And where do wo come in?” asked
Nipper. “Didn’t you say that you wanted us
to help you ?”

“I did,” saxd Browne. “I understand that
you are about to descend upon Adelaide, with
a view to spending a happy hour or so sight.
seeing.”

L1 Yﬁa‘,?

“Then, brothers, listen to me,”

Browne impressively.

said
“To-morrow morning,
as I have hinted, Adelaide will be shattered

by the startling news that the ‘ Sentinel’

will announce. But this startling news will
be all the more effective if certan rumours
have been going the rounds over night,”

“Rumours 1"

“Exactly,” murmured Browne. ‘' My sug-
gestion is that you should distribute your-
selves over every hole and corner of this
noble city. And shen the distribution 1is
complete, you will excitedly ask one another,
in voices than can be easily overheard, if
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there is any truth in the latest news. You
will then proceed to make mention of the
fact that the big England versus Australia
test match is to start to-morrow, at eleven-
thirty, in the Collegiate Oval.”

“My only hat I
., “Rumours~-mere rumours.” said Browne,

And we all know what rumours are. They
will be circulated like lightning. 'They will
go hither and thither, and this way and that
way. Adelaide will go to bed to-night assur-
ing itself that such rumours are ridiculous
and impossible. And then, in the morning,
t.h?_ bombshell! The report in the paper!” l

But, hang it, isn’t it a bit too thick "
protested Handforth. “A hoax is a heax,
Browne,” but I don’t see why you should
expect us to tell whoppers for you?”

“Have I hinted that I expect any such
service "

“Well, you’re asking us to tell
fibs_about the Test mg.;ltch >
"By no means,” said Browne.
‘Need I remind you that the
test match will start to-morrow ?”

“You mean our test match?”
yelled Nipper.

“What other, then?”

“Why, you—you deep
bounder!” said Nipper breath-
lessly. “He’s right, you chaps!

This match of ours will be a
test match, Iingland  versus
Australia, too! As Browne says,
there’s no need to go into any
details. When we tell one
another that the test is going to
commence to-morrow by eleven-
thirty, we ehall L~ perfectly
truthful.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Good old Browne!”

The juniors roared with
- laughter, and they waxed more
, and more enthusiastic for this

wheeze of Browne’s, which they
had so recently regarded as
“dotty.” It was omnly another
example of William Napoleon
Browne’s masterly eloquence.
He had won these juniors over,
and from that minute onwards
they were his staunch and loyal
helpers in this startling enter-
prise.

And, judging by the howls of
merriment that arose, not many fellows
doubted that the said enterprise would be a
huge success.

They would have been even more
astonished if Browne had mentioned cone or
two other details of his scheme But for the
present he kept these to himself.

The whole affair, of course, was cne of the
most audacious hoaxes that even William
Napoleon Browne had ever attempted to
bring off. And if it succeeded it would
attain world-wide notoriety. But that didn’t
worry the imperturbable IFifth-Former. All
the better, indeed!
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CHAPTER 13.

A (i e Letting

Adelaide into the
Secret !

DELAIDIE was a fairy-
land to most of the
English schoclboys
as they promenaded
through the streets
that evening.

The air was warm and gentle, with a faint

cooling breeze, Overhead, the stars sparkled
in all their brilliance, and the air was as
clear as crystal. It was a really glorious
evening, entrancing and enchanting after the
heat of the day.

And by night the juniors—and the seniors,
too—found Adelaide even more beautiful
than by day. The gleaming electric lights,
the brilliantly illuminated shops, the theatres,
cinemas, and other places of amusement; all
these were gloriously attractive. The 8.
I'rank’s crowds fairly revelled in this second
glimpse of Adelaide,

It was wonderful, standing on Victoria
Bridge, looking over the wide river and the
splendid parklands. Street-car rides were
taken to alljl parts of the city, and the school-
boy visitors, cne and all, voted that they had
scldom seen a city so beautiful and charm-
ing as this. |

The majority of the fellows had nothing
on their minds to worry them. But there
were others. particularly those belonging to
the Remove and Fourth, who had a sect task
for this evening.

In accordance with William Napoleon
DBrowne's suggestions, they had distributed
themselves widely over Noith and South
Adelaide. While some were as far north as
I'stzroy Terrace and Jeffcott Road, others
were as far south as Glen Osmond Road and
Patk Terrace. Still others conecentrated on
the busy districts—Travers and Potts, for
example, being in King William Street, and
Handforth & Co. in Rundle Street.

Browne himself, in the meantime, was ex-
cessively busy.

Not only did he visit the Collegiate Oval,
but he had interviews with warious people;
some connceted with the hospitals, others not
entirely i1gnorant of electricily and wireless
apparatus. Browne was a very busy fellow
that evening; and, moreover, he was taking
it absclutely for granted that his hoax would
be a success. The word “failure ” had no
place in William Napolcon’s dicticnary,

THE LATEST CRAZE!

Are you collecting the fine Metal Motor-
Car Badges which are being given away
every week in the ‘ Magnet' Library?
They're the goods—everybody's collecting
'em !

1
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In Rundle Strect—ono of the busy shop-
ping centres of Adelaide—Handforth & Co.
were preparing to get busy. 'They had lost
track of the other juniors, although now and
again they would probably run into an
isolated senior or two, to whom they would
casually nod and pass on,

“We want to do the thing thoroughly,”
Handforth was saying. “It’s agreed, 1sn't
it, that we shall all start these rumours at
exactly eight o’clock ”

“Seven o’clock, ass!” said Church. "By
cight o’cleck we shall have to be on our way
back to' the School Ship. If we're not, wo
shall find a pack of trouble waiting for us.”

“Well, seven o'clock, then,” said Hand-
forth. “Why make a fuss about an hour?
By George! It's nearly seven o’clock now |”

He stood there on the pavement, locking
dreamy,

“Fancy!” he said in a far-away voice.
“Here we are in Australia, wearing flannels,
under a starry sky. And back in England,
at St. Frank’s, the chaps are doing their
prep. At this very minute they’re stoking
up the study fires in the Ancient House——"

“The Blue Crusaders are in the Ancient
House, aren’t they?” asked Church. “In
any case, what does i1t matter ?”

“] was just thinking, that’s all,” said
Mandforth. “We're jolly lucky, you know.”
“You're wrong, too!” put in McClure.
“At St. Frank’s, at this very minute, the
chaps haven't long started morning lessons.”
'F_F Eh?l?
“Tt’s a fact!” grinned Mac.
“Don’t be an ass!” snorted Handforth,

“Avre you trying to pull my leg, or what #”

“My dear chap, why try to air yout
ignorance?” said McClure. “Everybody
knows. that Australian time 13 ahead ol

Greenwich.”

“By George! I seem to remember some-
thing of it,” admitted Handforth, with a
start.

“It's only just about ten o'clock in the
morning in England,” went on Mae, with a
chuckle. *“ Adelaide 1s albout nine hours fast
of Greenwich, But why waste time on this?
We'd better discuss the Test match.,”

Handforth glanced at his watch.

“Just seven o'clock!” he said. *“Right-o!
Now, we've got to be careful how we set
this rumour going. We mustn’t let on that
we're only talking about our own game——"

“Cheese it, you ass!” urged Church, “Not
so loud!”

rr Eh ?J!

“You'll give the game away, vou chump1”

“But we've got to talk loud, haven't we?”
asked Handforth, staring.

“Yes, about the Test match—but not
about our own game!” hissed Church,
“You'll give the whole thing away if you
yell like that!”

“] wasn’t yelling!”

“Forget all about our own game,” said
McClure. *‘All we've got to do is to talk
about the Test match, and ask one another

"if we've heard the latest news, Now, 1 sug-
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gest that you two fellows look in a shop
window where there is a crowd of other
people, and I'll come up to you, as excited
as the dickens, and gasp out my supposed
news,”

“That’s a good wheeze,” said Handforth,
nodding. “But I'll come up with the news,
You two chaps look in the window.”

““Are you sure you'll do it right?” asked
Church dubiously.

“If you're looking for a thick ear, Walter
Church——"

“¥m not!” said Church hastily, “ And
you'd better not start any rot here, Handy,
or you'll give 8t. Frank’s a bad name.”

In order to save all arguments, Church
and McClure betook themselves to a bril-
liant shop window, where there was a large
number Jf other people close by. And

Handforth prepared to dash up with his
news.

NELSON LEE SOHOOL STORY¥ LIBRARY

He came charging along the pavement,
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More Trouble !

RNOLD McCLURE
toock a deep breath,
“The only thing
that saved the situa-
tion was all the
noise,” he said.  *‘Luckily, ImbOdi heard
what you said, Handy. You—you hopeless
chump! You blithering cuekoo! You blun-
dering jackass!”
* Look here——"
“1 mean it!” said Mac, exasperated.

“What the dickens do you mean by coming
up to us and roaring out that there’s going
to be a speeial test match ~before the real
match on AMonday ?” .
“My hat!” ejaculated Handforth. * Did—

knocking wviolently into did ?I say that?” 454
oo Fﬂf ¥ ol o ciéﬁ-éh. , “We
was fairly gasping for only just dragged you
breath. He rabbed TEST MATCH away in the nick of
ihem so violently that MEMENTOES ! time.” '

the unfortunate Church

“T'll do it betrer now,"”

spun  round, hit an E'Uf".rj—' b{jy Surezig Evg;dd If}ff said Handforth. *“You
elderly gentleman in the ; i Fa . chaps had Dbetter find
rigs ; and i::a.used {hc lasting mementoes of England’s  another shop  window
elderly pgentleman’s hat . « : —

to fly off his head, after  VLCIOTIOUS Test Team wnow in “Hata " seid Chuoch,
which it rollegﬂ into the Australia. Buy nexl week’s “You can look in the
road, where it was run shop window, and I'll

over by a passing car.

“Here, steady!”
gasped Church, “Yon—
you silly idiot——’

MORE TO

“Have you heard the
news?” gasped Hand-
forth, in a hoarse, thick voice.

**What news??

“Why, there's going to be a terrific ericket
match to-morrow!” roared Handforth ex-
citedly.  "“St. Irank’s versus—— U%h:
What the dickens did you do that for,
Mac?” he went cn, with a gasp, as McClure’s
elbow butted him in the ribs. “ You clumsy
fathead—— Xh? Obh, my hat! I—I mean,
there’s going to be a test match to-morrow,
before the real one starts on Monday——"

“Gag him!” said Church fiereely.

Scizing Handforth firmly and resolutely
Church and McClure vanked him out of the
stariled crowd, and whisked him away. The
unfortunate gentleman who had lost his hat
was left raving to no purpose. For within
a couple of minutes Handforth & Co. had
dodged down Pulteney Street, and were in
Hindmarsh Square. And there both Church
and McClure glared at their leaderl
ferociously.

The great Edward Oswald, as a distributor

NELSON LEE and you'll have
four of them with

L tended oxeiltement.

of false rumours, was not entirely a success!

come along and start the
rumour.”’

And, for once, Hand-
forth’s chums were firm.
They knew how excitable
their leader was, and
they did not trust him
again. So, in Grenfell Street, it was Churen
who came rushing up to his chums.

“Hallo, you fellows!” he sard, with pre-
“Heard the latest?”

“What about 7"’ asked Mac.

“The Test match!” said Church loudly.
“It’s starting to-morrow morning, at half-

past elevenV
“ What |”

“Fact!” said Church, as he noticed a
number of people looking at him. “It’s
absolutely official! And it's going to be
played in the Collegiate Oval, too.”

“The Test match ?” yelled McClure.

“Yes, the Test match!”

“England versus Australia?”

“Yes!” roared Church enthusiastically.
“Ripping, isn’t 1t 7

They passed on, arm in arm, leaving all
sort: ot people in full possession of those facts
and discussing them ineredulously. Every-
kody knew that the Test match didn’t start
until the following Monday. So what were
these English schoolboys talking about?

FOLLOW i
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What could they mean by saying that the
Test matech would start on the morrow, and,
moreover, in the Collegiate Oval?

“We did that yery well!” said Handforth
complacently, when he and his chums had
reached the vicinity of the Post-Office, on the
corner of Franklin Strect.

“I like the ‘we,” chuckled Mae. “You
didn’t do a thing, Handy! That's why ¢
was a success!” _

“Well, I'll do it now!” said Handforth,
with a grunt. “You're mad!” he added
loudly. “Clean off your heads. What do
you mean by tclling me that the Test match
1s going to start to-morrow ?”

“So 1t is ! shouted Church.

And they went through the pantomime
again—Handforth, this time, taking an active
part, and, remembering to be cautious in
what he said.

“Hey, young ’un!” ejaculated a hefty
looking man, who might have been a cattle-
station hand, as he secized Handforth’s shoul-
der, “What's that you're saying about the
Test mateh 7"

“Eh " gaspcd Handforth, as he was
swung round. “I was talking to my chums

“Starting to-morrow, is it ?”’ said the-man,
with a laugh.

“Xon™ |

“You've got it all wrong, kid !
doesn’t start until Monday!”

“All right—have your own way !” retorted
Handforth. “But I know jolly well that the
test match starts to-marrow, in the Collegiate
Oval. Everybody’s talking about it!” 4

Curiously enough, this man had just heard
the rumour from another quarter, Some
of the other St. Frank’s fellows had been
talking in & neighbouring street, and the word
had passed from mouth to mouth, This
apparent verification of the story caused the
man to get very excited.

Mo> went running across the road, narrowly
escaping being hit by a passing car, and he
charged into a crowd of other men.

“The game is starting to-morrow—our boys
against the Englishmen !” he shouted, at the
top of his voica. “It’s true!”

*“Don’t you believe it!” .

*Somecbody’s been filling you with guyver.”

“You needn’t believe 1t unless you like!”
snouted the man., “ But I tell you it’s true—
dinkum ol !”

Handforth & Co, stood on the other side of
the street, watching and listening. A crowd
was already collecting, and the excitement
Was growing.

“My only hat!” murmured Church. “ We've
started scmething this time!”

““That chap looks like getting into trouble !”
seid Handforth.

“We'd better slide out of the picture,” mur-
mured Church uneasily, “Come on, you
chaps!”

“Wait a bit!"” said Handforth. *Let’s sce

The game

+

what happens. What a lark if a tremen-
dous crowd gathers!”
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But at that moment a number of young
fellows, having come to the conclusion that
the excited man needed cooling down,
grabbed a fire-extinguisher from a taxi-cab
that was standing near by. The nozzle was
bumped on to the pavement, and a hissing
stream of liquid came shooting out.

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter *went up as the cattle-
station hand—or whoever he happened to be
—recaived that stream of liquid full in the
face. lie stacgered back, roaring, and the
other men shouted with fresh laughter.

“That’ll cool you off, digger,” shouted
somebody. *“Don’t you believe these rumours
about the Test match. They’re all ribuck!”

Handforth & Co. discreetly slipped off into
another street,

‘We'd better go casy from now on,” said
Church. “In fact, we'd better be making
n raove towards the station. Which is the
way? We've got to get to North Terrace,
haven’t we?”

in the meantime, other groups of juniors
were doing the good work in various other
parts of Adelaide. The rumours were flying
about with incredible rapidity. Throughout
that great city people wcere talking about
the Test match—about the wild stories that
were being told. And, as is generally the
case where rumours are concerned, a certain
number of people were ready enough to
believe them., Iven the pecople who heard
these rumours with scorn could not help
wondering how they had got about: and so,
as the evening wore on, the situation grew
moroe and more interesting. ,

And the St. Frank’s fellows, finding them-
selves once more back on the School Ship,
compared notes, and congratulated them-
selves on the success of their enterprise. It

was now up to William Napoleon Browne to
do his big :ct!

CHAPTER 15,

—

Browne on the Job !

HUGE,

i luxuriously-
appointed

- saloon:

. car glided to a stand-
" B B85 till opposite the
“Adelaide  Sentinel”
It was mot far from mid-

offices.
nght, and the ecity was quietening down—
alﬁmugh, owing to the prevailling holiday
gpirit, the streets were still fairly lively,

People stared wonderingly at that well-
appointed car. On_ the lower part of the
wind-screen was an imposing label, carrying
the words: ‘ Manager, ENGLAND TEST
TEAM.” The chauffeur was in livery,
and behind, seated in all his glory, was a
tall, distinguished-looking stranger.

He appeared to be a man of about thirty,
with a moustache and rimless pince-nez. He
was attired in immaculate evening-dress,
with a light overcoat, carelessly left open.

editorial
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All down King William Street this car |
and its solitary occupant bhad attracted wide-
spread attention, Indeed, it had caused
no litcle excitement, For . many people
were still talking about those wild rumours
that had been going about.

And now- this car!

The manager of the England Test team
This, 1n itself, was significant. What was
the manager doing here, on Thursday night”
Of course, there was no reason why the
M.C.C. manager should not drive through
Adelaide, but, at the same time, the cir
cumstance was interesting.

Everybody who saw that car took it for
granted that 1t was connected with the
M.C.C. That it could merely contain a senior
schoolboy was a thought that occurred
nobody, William Napoleon Browne was
“made up” so cleverly that it we: ridiculous
ic unagine that he could be a schoolboy.
Browne, as he had frequently proved, was a
consummate c-ter.

The car havigg stopned, he stepped briskiy
out of 1t, walked into the “ Sentinel’” offices,
and found himself in a kind of lobby, with
an maquiry office near by, Two men w
alreadv 1nspecting him with great interest

*“Where,” asked Browne, in businesslike
tones, “can I find the chief editor?”

“Mr. Harrington, do you mean?”
one of the men.

“If he is the chief editor—yes: said
Browne., “A personal interview is absolutely
essential. = And as tune i1s money, and !
have no time to waste, this will no doubt be
& measure of Emr%my.”

And he handed a pound note to the nearest
man,

“What name shall I give?” asked the
man, in an awed voice,

“Browne—just pla‘n Browne,” said the
visitor. ‘**You may mention, at the same
time, that I am the manager of the England
test team.”

““Here, I say, sir!” asked the other man
excitedly. “Is it true about the game to-
morrow 1"’

‘““ Perfectly true,” replied Browne. “How-
ever, [ must remind vou——"

He broke off, as the man who had taken
his money hurried away. In less than a
minute the man was back, and William
Napoleon Browne was being ushered along a
wide corridor. That liberal tip had done
the trick, Browne found himself ushered
into the presence of Mr. Grant Harrington.
the  editor-in-chief of the “ Adelaide
Sentinel.”’ '

Mr. Grant Harrington, in shirt sleeves and
collarless, was in his office, working hard. His
desk was littered with cuttings, with papers,
ard there were two or three telephones with-
in reach. Underlings dodged in and out,
and the air of hustle and bustle was tre-
endous.

“Im glad to see you, colonel, but you’ve
sure called at an awkward time,” said Mr.
Harrington briskly. “And T'll tell you

asked
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right now that if you bhad been any other
man I wouldn’t have scen you.,”

“But, being the manuger of the England
est team, you felt disposed, no doubt, to
walve a point?”’ said Browne, sitting down.
“. vok bkere, my friend. I’ve got some big
news for you. I understand that this is the
most nnportant newspaper in Adelaide 7"

“T’ll tell the world it 1s!” said the editor
promptly.

“If you tell me, it will be quite sufficient,”
said Browne. “Owing to a certain sudden
decision, a big step has been taken with re-
gard to the ’%est match. If I give you this
exclusive item of news, 1 take it that you
wll circulate it to the other Adelaide news
papers 77’

Mr. Harrington's cyes opened wide.

“Sure!” he ejaculated, after a moment.

He could tell that his visitor was English-—-
extravagantly English, In point of fact, in
Mr. Harrington’s eyes, he looked a boab.
However, as Browne had intended to give
this impression, he was perfectly satisfied.

“That has lifted a great load off my
mind,” he said, with relief. “I should hate
to go from office to office, bothering you
editors,”

“Give your item to me, colonel, and T'll
see that it goes to the right quarters,” said
the American, with a nod. *Is it anything
important 7”7

“ As a matter of fact, it is vital.”

“To tell!” said Mr. Harrington politely.
“You're the manager of the M.C.C., aren’t
you? You're taking care of the English
cricketers 77 _ ‘

“I am the manager of the England team!”
replied Browne.

“But I thought some other guy had your
job?” asked Mr. Harrington, with a frown.
“Major——" i

“I have bcen recently appointed to this
position,” interrupted Browne. *But that 1s
neither here nor there, my dear sir. I desive
you to announce, in your morning's edition,
that the test match will be played to-
morrow.”

“What 7 shouted the editor.

“To-morrow,” said Browne, *‘the test
mateh will start.”

“Gee whiz!” ejaculated the editor, “Say,
are you trying to put something over? 'This

game doesn’t start until Monday.”
Browne drew himself up with dignity.

“I am the manager of the team, and I
ought to know,” he replied, with some
asperity. ““ Whatever you may have heard,
Mr. Harrington, I am now telling you, quite
exclusively, that the test match starts to-
morrow, at eleven-thirty, in the Collegiate
Oval. Tt is most important that this news
should be announced as quickly as possible.”

“Gosh, then the rumours we’ve been hear-
ing are true? 1 had a paragraph all set
u 13

“A paragraph 7’ repeated Browne, with
scorn. “The front page. Mr. Harrington!
Nothing less than the front page—and the
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whole of the front page! You don’t
to realiso that this item of news is

“Sav, 1s this on the level ?” demanded Mr,
Harrington, leaping to his feet and leaning
across his desk, his eyes gleaming. “ Now,
sir, I'm asking you—is this on the level 7"

Browne sighed,

“Do you take me for an  impostor?” he
asked coldly, “I am telling you that the test
match starts to-morrow, but if you do not
choose to believe me, 1 shall go elsewhere.
No doubt there are other editors-—"

“Say, stay right where you are!” inter-
rupted Mr. Harrington promptly. “ Now,
let me see,” he went on, seizing a pencil and
a picce of paper, “Let's get this mght.”

I1e dotted down the details, and Browne,
cool and eloquent, had little difficulty in con-
vincing Mr. Grant Harvington that the infor-

mation was not merely official, but absolutely
bevond doubt!

CHAPTER 16,

A Bombshell for Ade-
laide !

T is possible that Mr,
Grant Harrington had
no desire to inquire
too closely into the
authenticity of tho

staggering news that his visitor had imparted.

He took DBrowne at his face value, and he

took Browne’s information in exactly the

same way.

Here was tho chance of a big scoop. It
was a fact that the “Sentinel ” was losing
money, and a great "story ” like this was
sufﬁciﬁent to establish the newspaper once and
for all.

Mr, Harrington’s contempt for the English
was so great that he took it for granted that
his visitor was a brainless nincompoop.
Being connccted with ericket, he could
scarccly be anything else. Mr. Harrington's
scorn for cricket was as great as his scorn
for the English. Needless to say, he had not

the slightest intention of passing this news

on to any other editor. He intended to keep

this scoop for himself.

And Browne, who had expected to experi-
ence some little difficulty, was gratified at
his ecasy success, He had hoodwinked this
hustling Amecerican editor with supreme case,
and not long after he had taken his depar-
ture from the “Sentinel ” offices the entirve
editorial staff was working like mad.

Browne was doing the thing thoroughly.
He had taken a room in one of Adelaide’s
most exelusive hotels, and he had myited Mr.
Harrington to ring him up if he defired any
further information, and this, in itself,
scemed to be a guarantee of good faith.

However, Mr. Harrington did not ring up.
He was too anxious to kecp this story
exclusively for his newspaper.

Before !ng the printing presses were roar-

ing at full speed, and, in anticipation of theg ¢
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tremendous demand, tens of thousands of
extra copies were being printed,

The imperturbable Browne slept like a top
that night, but he was up at a very carly
hour. Having observed that Adelaide was
alrcady beginning to scethe—according to
programme—and having purchased two or
three copies of the “Sentinel,” he betook
himself off to the School Ship. He left
Adelaide 1in a condition bordering upon fever
—Adelaide, not Drowne,

When he arrived on board, he found the
fellows just turning out. Scniors and juniors
were coming on deck. to breathe in the clear,
fresh air of the cool morning.

“Greetings, brothers,”  said Browna
amiably. “If you have observed strange rum:
blings from the dircelion of Adelaide, you
will doubtless be relieved to learn that every.
thing 1s so far safe.”

“Rumblings 2"’ repeated Fenton, who hap-
pened to be there, “ We've heard nothing.”

“Then yvou do not know of the bombshell
that has been exploded this morning ?”

“What’s your game, Browne ?” asked Fen-
ton, looking straight at the T'ifth Form skip-
per. “T understand that you got special leave
iast night? What on earth were you doing
in Adelaide 7%

“Why inquire about my doings?" said
Browne. “Take a glance at this, Brother
IFFenton. But be warned in time. If you
have any brandy near by, get a firm half-
nelson on it in advance. You will need a
reviver.”

“Idiot I’* said the St. Frank's skipper.

He took the copy of the “Adeclaide Scn-
tincl 7 and opened it.®A number of «‘her
seniors, ,who had gathered round, looked cver
Fenton’s shoulder amusedly. Then suddenly
they became rigid. Fenton himself uttered a
gasp.

“Great Scott !’ he ejaculated blankly,

“1 must remind you that I gave you full
warning,” murmured Browne.

“But—but what does this mean ?” shouted
Fenton.

The other seniors were shouting, too, T'or
(here, right across the front page of that
newspaper, were the startling words:

“TEST MATCH SENSATION!”

and these words were printed in big, black

type.
Underneath

headlines:

“ENGLAND v. AUSTRALIA GAME
STARTS TO-DAY IN CITY.

there were further startling

STARTLING CHANGE IN M.C.C.
PLANS.”
“But—but—but——"" said TFenton help-

lessly.

“Read on, brother,"” beamed Browne.
“Listen to this, you fellows!” ejaculated

Fenton breathlessly. ‘“Look what it says
here:

“‘This  newspaper, with its  usnal
dead-on-the-mark accuracy, 13 able to
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St. Frank’s wanted four runs to
win, and there was only a minute
left in which to get them If only
Handforth couid score a boundary

St. Frank's would win for sure.
Handy faced the bowler. His jaw
jutted out determinedly. The ball

eame fying down and he lifted
bis bat——

anpoutice  exclusively an
change in the M.C.C.
The fourth Test match of the series,
previously arranged to ecomimence on
Monday next, has been put forward by three
days. This game will positively start to-day,
Friday, at cleven-thirty a.m., in the Col-
legiate Oval. Our rcaders will be graufied to
know that once again this newspaper has got
ahead of all its rivals. Our information 18
oflicial and guarantecd, having been m: purted
to us by the touring manager of the M.C.C.
‘himself.” .

unprecedented
programme,

“Thoey're mad!” said Biggleswade, startled.
“That's our game they're talking about.”

“Qf course it 1s!” ejaculated Fenton.
“Wea're playing to-day, in the Oollegiate Oval,
at half-past eleven! {Vhat on earth does this
newspaper mean by announcing that the real
Tost mateh starts to-day 77

A  singularly asimme misapprehension,
brother,” =aid Browne blandly. “It i1s pos-
gible, of course, that the editor of *tus rag
Elisinterprutcd my brief conversation with

i.u‘i"‘"“'"”

“What ?” gasped Fenton. “Do you mean
to say that you—— Browne,” he added
ficrcely, ‘“are you tesponsible for this?”

“Tt 1s my greatest trrumph,” said Browne
modestly.

“Why, yvou—you-——"

““Reserve your congratulations until later,
Brother Fenton,” emtled Browne. “1 am, as
you know, of a modest disposition——-"

“Congratulations be banged!” roared Fen-
ton. “You dangerous idiot! There’s no
excuse for playing a trick like this! You've
hoaxed this newspaper !”

“And I trust that the newspaper will be so
discredited that its circulation will wither
and dry up!” said Browne, nodding. “ ¥You
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may recall, Brother Fenton, that it was this
rag which printed such a libellous column
concerning oursclves onlv yesterday, Retri-
bution has overtaken this American journalist,
from Chicago, Ill., or wherever he happens to
hail from.”

Just then a crowd of juniors came along,
and they heard the news, too. Within five
minutes all the St. Frank’s fellews had heard,
and the School Ship became a sheuting, roar-
ing mob of excited fellowe. And gradually
the startled shouts changed to roars of
laughter, and they grew more and more
hilarious as the full significance of the hoax
was appreciated.

— e

CHAPTER 17,
At the Collegiate Qval !

Y George! It worked,
then!” said Edward
Oswald Handforth
dazedly. “Oh, my

only hat! Old Browne
did the trick!”’

“It’s almost too good to be true!l”
Nipper.

He and a number of other juniors were
gazing at that front page of the * Adelaide
Sentinel.” But there it was—m bold print.
All the established, respectable newspapers
of Adeclaide had, of course, niade no reference
to this scnsation. Even if they bad contamed
the news, they would not have given it any
prominence —-for they would have known,
quickly enough, that it was a hoax. But Mr.
Grant Harrington,. in his super-cleverness,
had come a cropper,

It is even possible that the American editor
had some doubts regarding the authenticity

said
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of that story, and he probably thought that
after the excitement was over the ganic would
have been worth the candle. He would have
sold tens of thousands more newspapers that
niorning, thus placing the periodical into the
hands of new readers. But these questionable
methods were not likely to be proiitable in
Adelaiwde,

And although Adelaide; as a whole, re-
ceived the news with scepticism, there were,
nevertheless, a certain nuimber of people who
believed the newspaper report. It certainly
scemed true enough, There it was in black
ancd white, and, in this report, it was no
longer a rumour. It was declared to be
official. All the other newspapers made no
menticn  of the story—but, then, the
“Sentinel” made a strong point of anuounc-
ing that this news was exclusive. It really
did scem that an unprecedented situation had
arisen, and that for some reason the great
Test match was to start to-day.

At all ecvenis, all roads leading to the
Collegiate Ovwval were soon choled with
animated humanity, And at the great en-
closure everything seemed to indicate that
the newspaper had told a true story.

FFor at the many turnstiles men were ready,
pifices had beon posted up, and th{*u, were
g1 cat bills, too, bearing the words: “ England

Austraha.” There scemed no shadow of
dc:ubt that the great match was really to start
this morning.

On the School Ship everybody was happy.
Drowne was the hero of the hour. He had
hoaxed that unpleasant, sncering American
editor,

Not only the St. Frank's eleven, but prae-
tically the cntiro school set off for the Col-
degiate Oval directly after breakfast. When
tho fellows arrived they were startled and
dumbfounded to find the place absolutely
besieged.

Seldom had they seen such great crowds,
Like wildfire the startling news had spread
throughout the city, and thousands of peoplo
were pouring into the enclosures, A large
proportion of this crowd, even now, could
not believe that the Test match was really
starting to-day. But they had come, all the
same—to see what actually would happen.

“There’s going to be some trouble before

long,” said Fenton, not without a certain
amount of uncasiness. “Bmm*o, what do
you propose to do about this?”’

“1 am wel prepared, brother,” replied
Browno calmly.

"1 hope you are!” said Fenlton. “Creat

Scott! There’ll be a riot when we appear on
tho field! Theso people are cxpecting the
rcal Test match—and you can just imagine
what their feelings will be when they find
that it's only a schoolboy game!”

“We shall probably be ‘ied to the nearest
lamp-posts,”” said Biggleswade,

“Aro we to be held responsible for the
blunderings of a _newspaper editor?” asked
Browno mildly. “Where is your sense of
justice, brothers?”
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“Never mind our scnse of justice,”” said
Fenton. *“The fact remains that these peoplo
have been hoaxed. 'T'he newspaper editor
isn't on the spot—and we arc! We shall
certainly be lucky to escape unscathed!”

“In that case, why go in?" asked Biggles-
wade,

But Browne had made all arrangements,
and the St. Frank's crowd gained admission
by a special door. Not that they wero
allowed to enter free. Iverybody, except
the members of the Eleven, had to pay to
get into the grandstand. There was a lot
of indignation about this—but Drowne

NEXT WEDNESDAY’S COVER!

.

ff’c‘E&“ GIETS for FOU =

i

was as firm as a rock. Those who couldn’t
afford to come in were kept out. Yet 1t was
noticed that Browne stalked up and down
amongst the ranks of the fags, and the more
impecunious Removites and Fourth-Formers,
distributing cash.

Anyhow, everybody got in all right, and
by this time the enclosure was practically full.
The excitement was tremendous. All tho
gates had to be closed half-an-hour before the
game was due to start, and still there were
thousands of people arriving from every
quarter of Adeclaide.

The majority who came were beset by
doubts. T En:*y could not believe that astound-
ing newspaper story; yet the way to verify
the report was to come to this ground.
Seldom had the fair City of Adelaide known
| such a sensation,
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The Australian schoolboys, captained by
Tom Warwick, were dumbfounded. The
whole thing had his them like a blow between
the eyes. They bad known nothing of it over-
night, and now they were bewildered. They
had expected to play St. Frank’s with only a
sprinkling of spectators looking on. And |
instead they found themselves faced by this
tremendous multitude, It was a multitude,
moreover, which would probably turn exceed-
ingly wrath when it discovered that the Test
match was a mere schoolboy game,

The first indications came when the umpires
appeared. They were both senior schoolboys. |

NEXT WEEK'S
EXTRA-SPECIAL ISSUE'!

FIVE
FINE FREE GIFTS

“ST. FRANK'S AT THE
TEST MATCH!”

Nipper and his cheery chums from
the School Ship *‘ look in *’ at the fourth
Test match.

“RIVALS OF THE
BLUE CRUSADERS!”

The opening instalment of a rousing
new footbhall and dirt-track raecing serial,
written by your favourite author, Edwy
Searles Brooks.

Win a “JAMES” Go Any-

where Bicycle!

All readers will have a chance of winning
this bicycle, or a Hobbs’ cricket bat, by
entering the simple and interesting compe-
tition which appears next weex,

v ORDER IN ADVANCE!

Then the players, clad in immaculate white,
sauntered out over the turf. A kind of ripple
passed through the packed enclosure; a growl.
ing, muttering sound filled the air, and it
rose rapidly to a mighty roar.

For all these people—who had paid for
their seats—could see that these cricketers
were schoolboys. Some of them were youths
of eighteen or nineteen, but others were
merely youngsters of fifteen. They were all
schoclboys! This was not the Test matoh at

all!
A great roar went welling up, angry and

infuriated. Adclaide was beginning to
realise, with full force, that it had been
hoaxed.

And the only St. TFrank’s fellow who re-

3

mained perfeetly calm was William Napoleon |
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Browne. Since he was the instigator of the
whole affair, this was pretty cool on his part.
But then, Browne was never aunyvthing else
but cool.

CHAPTER 18.
Leave it to Browne !

J’VE been swindled!”
“It’s a fraud!”
“It’s not the Test

match.at all!”

These, and many
other shouts—far more violent—rent the air
of that hot, sunny morning. One man, who
was madly excited, was gaining the attention
of a large scetion of the crowd.

“We're not going to stop here and watch
these schoolboys!”” he was yelling. “We'll
have our money back!”

“Yes, yes!”

“Too right, we will1”

And if we don't get it, we'll know the
reason why!” roared the hothcad. ™ After
that, we'll go to the * Sentinel * ofice——"

A roar of approval mect this statenient.

“We'll go to the *Sentinel’ office!”
bellowed the man. “We'll burn the place
down |

There was not so much approval now. A
fcw of the more excited spectators shouted
their agreement, but the great majority of

| tho people received this call to hooliganism

without much enthusiasm,

However, Adelaide, like every other great
city on this earth, has its undesirable element,
and it 1s a curious fact that these men gency-
ally have plenty of money to attend amuse-
ments and games. There were many In
that vast crowd who were ready enough
to commit some drastic act of violence. But
before the hotheads could gain any support,
a voice sounded tremendously in the en.
closure, booming out so that every single
person could hear.

“ Brothers—Aussies—Cobbers—lend me
your ears!” came the voice. “A word of

| explanation, perhaps, will not be out of place

before this great imnatch cominences!”’

Everyvbody was silent; everybody wondered
where that great voice was coming from,
And then hands pointed.  All over the ground
there were Dbig wireless loud-speakers.
As a matter fact, Willham Napolecon Browne
was standing on the balcony of the big grand
stand, and he was speaking calmly into a
microphone.

“ Before dealing harshly and unmezrcifully
with the editor of the © Sentinel,’ let me give
you the inner history cf this episode,” said

Browne. ‘“To begrin with, my npame 13
Browne, and T ain honoured to be in the
Fifth Form of St. It ‘nk’s College. Tn duo
course, yon wi'i =ce me on the field of play.
1 You will know e at onee when you sce the

tall, handsom~, distinguisherd looking
*Out 1t et 17
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Yells and cat-calls interrupted Browne, but
he was in no way perfurbed,

“I am more responsible for this hoax than
is the editor of the ¢ Sentinel ’,” he continued.
“Although, mark you, seldom have I known
such a fatheaded, dithering blunder to be
made.
truthfully recommend the ¢ Sentinel.” 1t was
I who gave the false information to the
editor B

Another roar of anger interrupted him,
and he calmly waited until it died down.

“However, do rot judge me too hastily,”
he continued at length. ‘At this present
moment, no doubt, you would like to rend
me limb from limb. But I would point out
that 1 am in a position of safety. You can
grasp nothing but my voice, and with that
you may do as you will.”

Everybody except the more unruly mem-
bers of the crowd were beginning to take
notice. They could not help liking Browne's
cool, conversational tone. There was, too,

something irresistibly likeable abceut his
method of speech.
“Being English, I have always under-

stcod that the Australians were true sports- |

men,” said Browne smoothly., “1 sece no
reason  why I should alter that opinion.
Brothers, sisters, let me tell you a few facts.

The *Sentinel’ was boaxed by me, and 1|

therefore urge you fo absolve the editor
from. blame. In passing, however, I would
like to remark that this American gentleman
did not keep faith with me, since he
promised {o pass on my news to every other
Adelaide newspaper. I have since learned
that he did nothing of the sort, and from
that you may draw your own conclusions.”

Incidentally, fully ninety per cent of
Browne's listeners resolved, then and there,
that they would never buy another copy of
the “Sentinel ” as long as they lived. A
newspaper that ecould perpetrate such e
blunder as this was not worthy of support.
There wasn’t the slightest doubt that the

“ Adclaide Sentinel ” was doomed to dismal:

fatlure. Mr. Grant Harrington had more
than met hbhis mateh in William Napoleon

Browne. His insult to the St. Frank’s boys
had received its reward. -

“I may frankly tell
full gathering, brothers,” said Browne
egenially. " And it was I who fixed the prices
of admission——"

A prolonged yell greeted this statement.

“Not, however, that I desire any of this
money for myself,” urged Browne, *“ Neither
do any of my fellow-players require any
recompense. Cricket i1s a game—a noble
sport—the king of games, And we, of St.
Frank’s College, play for the love of it—as,
indeed, do the boys of these Adelaide col-
leges who are soon to appear before you,”

“What are you going to do with all the
money, then?”' shouted a volice.

“Yes, what about it 1"’

“If you don’t want it for yourselves, who
gets 1t 77

As a source of reliable news, I cannot-

i,'ou that I expected a 1
1

1

.

i

s

i

I
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“That, brothers, is the point that T am
now about to make clear,” said Browne, his
voice audible in every scttion of the great
ground. “DBut let me assure you that you
will get full value for your money. I can
state, without fear of contradiction, that the
ericket you are now ahout to witness will
satisfy your most ardent desivres. And when
I told the editorial gentleman that the game
was to be Australia v. England, 1 was truth.
ful., In every scnsze of the word, this game
i3 to be a test match——-"

“What about the money?” rcared some-
body,

“Ah, the money nodded DBrowne.
“Well, brothers and sisters, the entire pro-
ceeds of this match are avaiiable, 1f you so
choose, you will receive wour money back,
and no questions will be asked, You are at
liberty to take your departure at once, if
vou want to. But, before there is a stampede,
let mo explain that if yon are content to
remain, every pound of this money—every
deener—goes to the Adelaide hospitals.”

22
!

There was a complete silence at this
announcement.

“I have taken care to make very full
preparations,” said Browne smoothly. ““Hos-

pital officials are with me at the moment, and
I must ecxplain that I have given these gen-
tlemen a complete outline of my programme.
As T said, you can geb your money baek if
you wish--but if you decide to rem:ain, and
witness this schoolboy test mateh, then you
will have the =satisfaction of knowing that
vour money is going into the coffers of tho
hospitals.”

And, as Willlam Napoleon Browne had
confidently expected, not a soul in that great
gathering moved. Somebcidy started cheer-
ing, and this was echoed by others: then,
like iagic, it swept round the ground, and
within the next second or two thousands of
throats were lifted in cheers and langhter.

Browne, as usual, had won the crowd over.

———

CHAPTER 19,

England v, Australia !
’B 00D old Browne!”

N

5 “‘fl s “Hurrah !”
o g W “By George! The
%3' man’s a wonder!”
H andforth was

shouting excitedly, and inany of the other
St. Frank’s juniors were equally anunated,
They had been expecting all sorts of trouhle,
and they were overjoyed by the way Browne
had smoothed the turbulent waters. The
crowds, instead of being hostile, were now
thoroughly good-natured. ‘LThey had secn
the humour of this situation, and, being truo
sportsmen, the audacity of 1t appealed to
them,

“You're all right, young 'un!”

“Too right, he 1s!”

“We'll stay and see the match

L3 ]
12
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“Hear, hear!”

“One more moment, and you will then be
robbed of the pleasure of hearing my voice—
which, I may add, is by no means as harsh
as these loud-speakers would have yon
believe,” said Browne genially. “It eame
to my knowledge that there was a very suc-
cessful flag-day recently. Adelaide responded
nobly to ﬁ:e call; but, at the same time,-the
hospitals failed to obtain the [full money
they so urgently required. I ecan say with
confidence that if you all retain your seats,
the moncy taken at the gates this merning
will bring the total for the hospitals to the
desired mark.”

There was more cheering at this, and then
Browne, with rare diplamacy, introduced
one of the most popular of Adelaide’s public
men to the microphone, As scon as this
gentleman’s name was heard, and as soon as
he started speaking, the vast audience rose
at him and cheered madly. It was, in a
way, the hall-mark which stamped William
Napoleon Browne’s efforts as sterling.

Only a few words from this famous public
man were necessary. He substantiated every-
thing that Browne had said, and conclu:led
by requesting the ecrowd to give Browne
three Cl'leﬂrty cheers for his extraordmarily
clever piece of work—which had resulted in
a splendid windfall for the hospitals. He
further urged that the crowds should wait
and see these valiant schoolboys in action.

And the crowds watted.

What was more to the point, the crowds
were glad that they had waited. For after
this game had started—which cverybody
expected to be tame—it was soon discovered
that cricket of a very high standard was
being exhibited.

Tom Warwick won the toss, and it was
the St. Frank’s fellows who came out on to
the field—promptly on the stroke of eleven-
thirty, as announced. The wicket was in
perfect condition, and the luck of the toss
was a very important factor in a two-day
game like this,

There was something very businesslike
about the 8St. Frank’s Eleven—something
very workmanlike in the way Fenton placed
his field. The spectators almost forgot that
they were watching schoolboys. Cricket.
here, was taken seriously, and practically
every one of those spectators were keen
critics, who knew all the finer points of the
game,

Browne of the Fifth, and Gresham of the
Remove, opened the bowling—Browne start
ing off from the pavilion end. A mighty
cheer went nup as he delivered his first ball—
for he was recognised as the tall, lanky
vouth who had been at the microphone!

And during that first over the erowd began
to realise that these vouthful cricketers were
“hot stuff.” Browne’s bowling was masterly,
and the first over proved to be a maiden.

Then ecame Harry Gresham—a mere
junior—whose father was “Hat Trick
Gresham,” who, in his own cricketing days,
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had played in Australia on many occasions—
and for England, too.

Gresham opened his over in dazzling
fushion. Ordinarily, he was a cheery, normal
kind of junior. But on the cricket field
Gresham was a different being.

With his first ball he completely spread-
eagled the Australian batsman’s wicket—
betore that unhappy youth had ecored a
sinile run. A great roar went up. One
wicket down, and not a run on the board!

“Good old Gresham !”

“Hurrah ¥
“Don't forget your pater’s name!”

But Harry Gresham did not perform the
hat trick—nor did he have the remotest idea
that any such thing was possible. Indeed,
after that carly disaster, the Australian
schoolboys settled down steadily, and the
sccond wicket partnership lasted until the
luncheon interval, The bowlers were having
the worst of it, and when the hundred went

up on the board there was a rousing cheer

of encouragement.

After Junch scarcely any of the crowds had
gone. They were realising that this match
was a kind of dress rehearsal for the great

| game which would start on Monday. Young

England v. Young Australia were giving a

| masterly display.

Immediately after the resumption of playv,
Fenton secured a wicket, and Gresham fol-
lowed this success by getting two more
wickets in rapid succession,

But the Australian juniors were by no
means done.  There was not a sign of
collapse. The score mounted steadily—200—
250. With seven wickets down, the total
had reached 315. Then came anothe¥ stand,
and the St. Frank’s players had a gruelling
time in the blazing afternoon heat, chasing
the leather,

Just before the tea interval Handferth
brought off a typical energetic cateh, which
earned him a roar of enthusiastic applause.
Bight wickets down.

Then came tea, and still more hard work
after 1t.  Finally, the last wicket fell with
*he Australian total at 412, It had been
qaick scoring—brilliant, entertaining cricket,
Not. cne moment of that day’s play had been
dull or dreary, The young Australian batsmen
had shown the Adelaide people” something
*hev had never seen before. For the gencral
nublic was not in the habhit of coming to
these school matches, and had never realised
that thev could he so worth-while,

Fenton and Reynolds opened the St
Frank’s innings, but there was very little
time before stumps were drawn. A mere
.xteen showed on the board at the close cof
play, and no wickets had been taken,

The erowds departed, ligchted-hearted, con-
tonted. And it was significant that an
enormous percentage of the spectators stated
their intention of ecoming again on the mor-
row—to see these English schoolboys batting.
IFerton and Reynolds had given them a mere
sample—but they wanted some more)
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CHAPTER 20,
Well Done, St. Franks !
ROWNE, you're a mar-

vell” said Fenton
frankly.
Williasn  Napoleon

Drowne smiled.

“1 would poimnt out, Brother Fenton, that
1 vave been aware of that fact for quite a
number of vears,” he said, in a kindly voice.
“But do not praisc me unduly. I was
born with t(hese pgreat gifts w

“How on earth wvou had the nerve to
carry it through beats me!” went on
Fenton. “I never expected to find this

crowd here this morning.”

Tt was Saturday now—and the hour was
nearly  eleven-thirty. Much to ILdgar
Fenton’s astonishment—indeed, much to the
astcnishment of all the St. Frank’s fellows,
except Browne—hardly an inch of room was
left in the enclosures. Adelaide bad turned
up again, 1 full force.

“Yesterday, they came becanse they
thought they were going to sce the real
Test mateh,” said Fenton. “ But to-day they
came with their eyes open—they knew that
they were paying money just to sce us. And
T'in hanged if they haven’'t rolled up as en-
thusiastically as ever!”

*“The people of Adelaide are sportsmen,”™
suil Browne calmly. “Had 1 not been
assured of that fact from the first, T should
not have dared to perpetrate the hoax.”

“\WWa4, good luck to the hospitals,” said
Ninper. “They'll get another big sum to-day.”
“And we've got to see .t]mt the crowd
get their money’s worth,” said I'enton garn-

estly. “It would be an awful fizzie if we
collapsed. But that Australian total is a
formidable one. 412, you fellows!”

Browne waved a hand.

“Wait until I get to the wicket,” he said
calmly., “Do not despair, brothers, The
game will be ours.”

When the play started, Fenton proceeded
to give one of the finest displays
of his carecr. The St. Frank’s captain
was on bis mettle, and although Reyuolds
left when the total was at 73, and
Wilson only scored a modest 15 runs, Fenton
carried on until he had gained his century
in masterly style.

By then he scemed to be absolutely set,
but during the very next over he gave the
very slimmest of slim chances to second slip.
and the leather was held, and Fenton was
out. He had scored 103, and he came in for
n tremendous ovation as he walked to the
pavilion.

ile had played cricket like a genuine Test
matech player, and the speetators recognised
Kentan at his true worth.

Tarry Gresham did well, too.
52, Nipper, batting brilliantly,

He scored
did even
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better., Ile mounted his individual total to
74 before he was unfortunate enough to be
stumped.

Stevens and Christine were unlucky, scor-
ing 5 and 7 respectively.

At the tea interval, after a day of excit-
ing ups and downs, the game was in an ex-
ceedingly interesting condition.  The total
stood at 320, which meant that nearly a
handreds runs were required to win tho
game, And there was hardly time.

Cvonroy major and Browne were batting,
Browne having only just come in; and the
great man of the Fifth proceeded to buck
things up wonderfully.

Browne knew that the only chance of suec-
cess was to hit, and to hit hard, Quick runs
were required.  Otherwize the time would
crreive for stumps to be drawn, and the gameo
would be a draw. Browne considered that
the only way to save the game was to po
all cat for rums, and to get the necessary
413 before the close of play.

Cenroy was good, but he was slow. Ixas-
peratingly enoygh, he scored a single now
and again, generally at the end of an over,
go that time was wasted—for Browne, the
hard-hitter, was compelled to be idle.

Then came Conroy’s dismissal, and Fenton
did not hesitate to send in Handforth,
Handforth was tenth man, and he was reck-
less. There was just a chance, however, that
he would score some quick runs. If he
failed, the game would be lost. Tor Boots
could not be expected to do anything spec-
tacular as last man.

“Runs, brother—runs!”
as Handforth passed him.

“3ust you.wateh me!” said Handiorth con-
fidently.

And not only Browne watehed him, but
the Adelaide crowds, too. They watched
him with growing wonder, marvelling that
his wicket could remain intact.

For Edward Oswald Handforth, realising
the wurgent necessity for runs, and being
horribly reckless by nature, sloshed out at
evervthing. He hit his very first ball to the
boundary, and during that one over he
should have been dismissed at least twice.

But his wicket semed to bear a charmed
ex1stence,

There was no style about Iandforth’s
play—but it was certainly spectacular., He
threw caution to the winds, swiped at every-
thing, and scored with amazing rapidity.

During that last half-hour of play those
spectators who remained witnessed the most
thrilling cricket of the day. Many people
had gone away, convinced that St. Frank's
would lose, or that the game would be
drawn. These people missed a rare treat,

['nr Browne and Handforth played dazzling
cricket,  Fours and threes were the order.
And it didn’t matter whether Browne re-
ceived the bowling, or whether Handforth
recoived it,  They were both slogging hard,
both scoring at a tremendous rafe.

murmured Browne,
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“Will they do it” asked Fenton breath-
lessly.

“By Jove, 1 wonder!” said Nipper.

“There’s only five minutes more to go, and I |

don’t think it’s possible—— Oh, well hit.
Handy'! Boundary }”

Aad another tremendous roar went up
when the 400 appeared on the board.

Twelve runs needed for a draw—13
for a victory—and only one more over
to go!

The over started, and Browne promptly
lashed out. Away went the leather, bu-
it was stopped brilliantly, and only resulted
in & single,

Handtorth swept the next ball away to the

boundary, and every St. Frank’s fellow
present held his breath painfully when the

bowler started his next run.
Clack !
“Oh, my hat! He's done it again!”

gasped Church.
1t was true. Another boundary!
score stood at 409.

Handforth set his teeth, gripped his bat
and thrust his jaw out. He watched the
bowler as a cat watches a mouse,

And the
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| Down came the leather, up went Edward
 Qswald’s  willow.

“Hurrah ¥’

A terrific cheer went up as it was seen
that Handforth, for the third time, had hit
the ball to the boundary!

“St. Frank’s wins!”

“Well played, Handy!”

It was extraordinary, Just as the St.
Frank’s fellows had beaten the South African
schoolboys’ Test team, so they had beaten
the Australian schoolboy Test team—by one
run |

Asd everybody was satisfied—inecluding all
tthose thousands of people who had paid for
admission.

And now the way was eclear for the real
Test mateh—the genuine thing—which would

definitely and positively begin  on the
Monday !
THE END.
(You can be sure that the St. Frank's

boys go and wateh that Test match. Also
look out for o great surprise in the next
stunning yarn, which i3 entitled “St.
Frank’s at the Test Mateh!”’” And don't
forget that Five Free Gifts are coming next

| Wednesday, tool)
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OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READER

FUWY
Fditor,

SEARLIS
HE

E. S. BROOKS

to yourself—Joan Sloper (Bath)—

have written to me in reply to Reg

T. Staples’ query—why do girls read

the Old Paper? In a nutshell, they all

put the reason down to the fact that girls

have got just as much sense as boys. And
with this, of course, I hcartily agree.

L 3 -*

Here are the particulars you want—T. M.

Tedeschi  (Walsall)—concerning the ISast

House boys: Cobb, Study No. 11. Turner,

Yage, No. 13. Conroy minor, Kemp, No. 17.

3 GREAT many girl readers, in addition

*

NOTE.—It any reader wriles ton me,
ghall te pleased to comment upon such
remarks as are kel
majority., Al letters should be addressed
BHOOKS
NELSON
SIORY LIBRARY, The Flectwa
Farringdon Sitreet, London,

Clifton, No. 14. Simms major 13 in the
I'ifth, and Simms minor in the Third.
Modern House: Yakama, Study No. 4.
Ellmore, No. 7. Lawrence, No. 2. West

Ilouse: Canham, Study Q. Kerrigan 1s in
the Third. Ancient House: Duncan, Adams,
Study J. Somerton, G. Between thirty and
forty Kast House characters have so far
been mentioned in the stories, but I haven’t
the space to repeat them here. Your photo

appears this week, and considering that you |

have been reading the Old Paper for nine
years, I think you mmust have started very
voung, although 1 understand the photo is
two years’ old. And this suddenly makes me
think of something. What the dickens do
you mean by asking me for all these par-1
ticulars (which I have been ass enough to
give you) when you have been reading the
Old Paper for so many years? You ought
to know as much about the school as I dol
* * * ‘
Here are the titles you ask for—Arthur
R. Thomas (Mumbles)—-107, “Loot"; 108,
“The Kidnapped Stockbroker”; 109, “ The
Case of the Crimson Feathers”; 364, “The
Horror of Bellton Wood"; 365 “The
Dragon’s Fangs "; 385, “The Remove to the
Rescue.” The 8t. Frank’s Questionnaire and
Sectional Map are still "in the air.”
You’re not the only reader who is impatient,
but you really must continue to wait. 1
dare say the Iiditor will agree to starting
the Questionnaire very shortly, if there is]
enough cvidence that it 13 wanted; but that
wectional Map i1s a gigantic task—far more
gigantie than any of you readers can possibly

imagine, and as I'm the author of these

P

to fnterest the

c/o The

SOHOQOL

I.i U'"-
lci4l'

LEE

varns, I'm the only man who can do it
properly, since the map, in its present form,
is wholly contained in my mind's eye, and in
nobody else’s. And as I am kept tremen-
dously busy writing stories, this map 18
purely a spare-timme job., Thus 1 can’t make
any promises about it, as my spare time is
very limited. 1 can only say that I'm
slowly going ahead on the job, and one day
possibly it will be ready for publication.

* 3 *

No—Rosamund Woods (Bricket Wood)—
the Sixth-Formers have no authority over
the Fifth, and it is not usual for prefects
to give lines or impositions to William
Napoleon Browne and his brethren. The
Fifth-Formers are not allowed to employ
fags, although they would much like to.
This is a privilege which only full seniority
carries with it. So you are another reader
who wants a series featuring old Browne?
If I get suflicient requests Is shall seriously
have to consider this. We cannot possibly
publish the snapshot you sent, although you
desire it.

It is not only too small, but
altogether too dark. Tet’s have that other
photograph you promised, and please let
it be a little bigger one.

#* * *

Since you assure me—Rosina Carini
(Thorpe Bay)—that your nationality is
Italian, T shall have to be jolly careful,

T was going to introduce an ltalian villain

{into one of my stories, but now he’ll have

to be a Greck. On second thoughts, perhaps
I'd better make him a half-breed. For all
T know, we may have lots of Greek readers.
You'll probably guess that 1'm only joking
here, for 1 know that all sensible overseas
readers will not be offended if I happen to
make one of their countrymen a rascal,
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NELSON LEE’S TRIUMPH !

Slowly but relenilessly the nel has been closing

round daring Siephen Langton, and at last be is forced o admit bimself beaten,
This concluding instalment 1s full of thrills and action.

WHAT’S WRONG WITH THE ROVERS?

s
' T o

. T . 3
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SR e R pe
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The " Bat’ Beaten!

IPPER grinned, and felt a little

N thrill. The two passengers looked

relieved as Nelson Lee pressed

the starter, and the machine

skimmged over the tumbled waters of the
North Seca.

Nelson Lee took a wide circle. Despite
liis impatience, lie was having to kill time
on a machine capable of travelling more
than ten times as fast as the very fast
boats they were following. But he knew
they must be near the salvage ship now,
and a sudden excited cry from Nipper con-
firmed that.

“By Jove, she’s maoving,
Smolke pouring from her funnel,
‘ Bat " must have got a move on !”

BOOM !

The four-inch gun in the bows of the
leading destroyer had flashed in the dark-
ness, and from the other warship came a
oreat sweeping, searching beam of white.

“They’ve got her!” said Nelson Lee
quietly. “I wish Langton hadn’t folded
up that landing deck of his, though.”

J !
guv nor !

The

The salvage ship was in the dazzling
beam of the searchlight now, and suddenly
Nipper, whose keen eyes were fixed abead,

zave a little cry of amazement. One of
the destroyers, guns manned—vicious,
threatening—was broadside on to the

mystery ship, which had made a signal of
surrender, but that great landing deck
was being opened.

“The Bat must have spotted us, and
wants to sce us, guv’nor! He wouldn’t
try any tricks with the guns of a
destroyer trained upon him !”

The great detective was putting tha
'plane round in a wide circle again.

“I’lIl accept his invitation when he has
some bluejackets for his guests I was his
calm reply.

ITe went round in a great sweeping
circle, droppineg rapidly. Nipper, starine
into the dazzling light, saw thie destroyer
come alongside the ship, and saw men
leap on board her. The ’plane passed gver
her, and its occupants could see armed

| sailors rounding up the men on board.
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“That's the finishi!” said Nelson Lee
quietly, and, turning with a rapidity that
startled his two passenzers, he planed
down gently on to the deck!

B having ordercd the wheels of the aero-

plane in which Nelson Lee had arrived
to be chocked, conducted the little party to
the captain’s cabin, where they found Langton
and the black-bearded Dutchman, both hand-
cuffed, being questioned by the sandy-haired
commander of the destreyer. Telkemp looked
gullen and despondent, but the “ Bat ™' greeted
them with a smile, and said;:

“You win, Mr. Nelson Lee. I had an un-
comfortable feeling that you wowd. And
now that we are such a pleasant party, and
the Chief Coustable, or whatever 1 ought to
call the gentleman who has decorated me
with these bracelets, being anxious to ques-
tion me, L am perfectly prepared to give
you a frank account of the whole affair.”

“T don’t like playing policeman,”” growled
the blunt-spoken sandy oflicer, ““but I’ve got
my job to do, and it’s only falr to warn you
that——"

“Oh, it can be used in evidence against
me if anyone likes to take it down, but I
regard it more as an informal chat,” inter-
rupted Langton, **Perbaps someone wouldn’t
mmd giving me a cigarette. These handcuffs
rather hamper one.”’

Nelson Lee crossed the cabin, placed a cigar-
ette in the mouth of each of the prisoners,
and lit them. Nipper felt a certain amount
of admiration for Langion. Ile might be a
dangerous erook, but he was certainly a cool
and brave man in the bour of defeat, and the
bearded Dutchman looked resigned.

It was a strange scene in the small cabin,
the two prisoners smoking cigarettes, the
bluff, sandy-haired oflicer in his duapper
uniform, with a junior officer in attendance.
Nelson Lee and Nipper in flying kit, and
James Ridley and Alark Mayhew giving the
prisoners anything but friendly glances.

And 1t was a strange story that Stephen
Langton told them, though every word of it
rang true,

[t seemed that he had inherited a very
large fortune as a young man, and his for-

Explanations !
RITISIT sailors were in charge of the
ship now, and a burly petty-officer,

tune had enabled him to develop his hobby
of flying. But all his life he had craved
cxcitement. He was a football enthusiast be-

cause, if one was really deeply concerned in
the fortunes of a club, there could be a
number of thrills in the ninety minutes’ play.
And then he had hit upon the idea that
would give him a great personal interest in
Northmouth Rovers, that would enable him
to play the dangerous game he had been
thinking about for some time, and he had
talked it over with Telkemp, a wealthy
Dutchman fond of adventure and excitement,
11111(1 reckless with regard to the breuking of
aAws.
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“He was a keen yachtsman, and held a
master’s ceruficate,”” went on  Langton.
“Just as T was getting control of Northmouth
Rovers, he bought econtrol of a small salvage
company 111 Amsterdam. Both of us worked
without arousing any suspicion, 1 was known
to be a man of money interested in flying
and [votball, and it was quite reasonable that,
naving put up the money that saved the
club and gave me control, I should insist on
using the ground as a private aerodreme for
my supposed night joy rides. The trouble
was that I had to have crooks in league with
me, so had Telkemp, and the crooks were
the snag.

“I enjoyed my first adventure, the kid-
napping of you, Mr. Ridley. You sce, you
were opposed to me, and were likely to be
dangerous. Minter, Barter and Coles saw
that, too, and there was always the thought
of a nice hitle ransom to be divided between
them when we removed our guarters, as we
proposed to do in a month or so. My success
made me more daring, [ smuggled in tobaceo
and spirits and——-" i '

“Dope!”” said Nelson ILee, a little secorn-
fully. ;

“No!” eried Langton angrily. “'Neither
Telkemp nor myself would touch that traflic.
The crooks we worked for persuaded us te
carry stolen geods to and fro. I did some
gun-running for a pretty poisonous crowd,
but we would not touch dope. It may be
coming inm, but that’s another case for you,
Mr. Lee, I'm hanged if I’ll plead guilty to
that!”’

“I believe you,” said Nelson Lee quietly,
“and 1 should like to say that I'm very glad
to hear it.”

Stephen Langton bowed slightly, and a
faint smile hovered on his thin hips. Ile soon
coucluded his story. He had been greatly
unpressed by Dick Ridley’s design for a
silent engine, had paid him well and insisted
upon secrecy, An outlaw against the world,
he had foreseen his aeroplane, fitted with Dick
Rudley’s invention, being years ahead of any
other machine. Then the appearance of
Nelson lee and Nipper had worried -him,
though he assured them he had had nothing
to do with the attacks upon themn save the
attempt to hold them up on the Halston Road
that Saturday mght.

Every word of his etory rang true, and
Telkemp, speaking in somewhat guttural
English, confirmed it. Both were very sport-
ing. They laid no blame upon the crooks
they had brought in to provide them with
their strange idea of excitement, but 1t was
clear enough to Nelson Lee and Nipper, il
not to the others, that the crooks had been
assuming command of the situation, and tha:
of late both men had taken part in things
that they intensely disliked. No doubt the
small crooks round them had allied them-
selves with some big, unscrupulous London
gang.

Nelson Lee looked at his watch and rose.

“Wo must be getting off,”” he said. “I

!

fancy you're sufficiently good sportsman,
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TLangton, to take your gruel like a man, and
Y'll say this—that if you and Telkemp will
epromise not to monkey with the crook game |
again, I'll use every bit of influence I possess
to get you let off as lightly as possible.”

Telkemp promised hastily, but Stephen
Langton Eesiiated, a thoughtful gleam in his
hawk-like eyes.
~ “I'll have to think about it,”” he said care-
lessly, ““1I can’t say that the company of
crooks particularly appeals to me, but 1 like
a bLit of excitemenf. It’s sporting of you, Mr.
Lee, but I'll let you know later.”

‘“All right,” said the detective, and, fol-
lowed by Nipper and Ridley and Mayhew,
he went out on deck.

The burly Duteh bully whom Nipper had
knocked down was under an armed guard
now, and almost in tears The rest of the
gang were a hang-dog looking crowd, very
different from the two handcuffed men they
had just left.

Nelson Lee was unusually silent as ho took
his place in the aeroplane and set off once
azain for England. This time there was no
fear of inquisitive searchlights, for messages
had been flashed round to another destroyor
on the prowl and to the Admiralty; short
code messages that explained as much as was
necessary to know at the moment. :

- They were getting close to the I¥nglish
coast, seen faintly in the moonlight, when
Nelson L.ee spoke,

““ Another half-hour ought to see our work
pretty well finished, Nipper.”

The youngster nodded.

“What work?"’ asked Mayhew anxiously.
All he wanted was to get home.

Nelson Lee smiled grimly as he replied:

;f‘i little settlement with the men this]
end!”’

—pr———————

[
Excitement at Bleakridge !

N AZING down upon the lights of North-
G mouth and the familiar landmarks all
round, Nipper could scarcely credit
that it was not yet ten o’clock on the
Monday night, and that on the previous
Saturday night he had been driving with
Dick Ridley and Clarice Colton in those
streets so clearly marked by their lights. So
much had happened since he and his chief
had set off in pursuit of the “Bat,” that it
scemed ages ago since he had last scen North-
mouth,

Both Ridley and Mayhew were greatiy
excited at the return to the town from which
they had been so strangely snatched away
by the daring Langton.

Nipper was excited at the thought of what
was going to happen when they came down
on the Rovers’ football ground, for which
they were now heading, Fangton might not
be expected back, and even if he was there |
micght be no one there to meet him.

But the probability was that there would
be, for it would be next door to impossible
for one man to get the machine nto ifs]
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hangar unless he was capable of taxi-ing fo
within inches.

The engine, throttled down, was so silent
as to be barely audible to the occupants of
the ’plane. They were dropping rapidly now,
Nelson Lee peering down in the faint moon-
light, seeking a safe landing on the football
ground.

Then a flash of light stabbed the darkness—
evidently a signal from the ground—and
Nolson Lee shut off the engine, and planed
down towards the light.

“You're all right, guv’'nor,”” said Nipper.
“You're coming down in the middle of the
playing pitch, and two men are bunking out
of the way.” y

'l'he ’plane landed gently, and soon came
to a stop. As the detective, followed by
Nipper, stepped from the machine, two men
whom they recognised as Minter and Barter,
came hurrying up.

“Hallo, Mr. Minter!” said Nelson Lee
genially., “‘It’s good of you to come and
meet us, but I think you'll realise now that
the game is up!”

For once in his life Nelson IL.ee had mis-
taken his man. IHe had expected the obse-
quious little erook manager with the shifty
manner and furtive eyes, to collapse at the
news. Instead Minter paled, his face was
alinost like that of a savage cur at bay, his
lips were parted in an angry snarl, and in a
flash he had whipped out a revolver and
pointed it straight at the detective’s head.

Nipper made a wild spring.

Bang!

The flash almost scorched the youngster,
but he had jerked up Minter's arm, and was
clinging desperately to it. DMinter was like
a madman, and he now tried to turn the
revolver upon Nipper., Barter had leapt at
Nelson Lee, but with a flashing uppercut, the
detective sent him rolling over on the grass
—knocked out—and dashed to Nipper’s assist-
ance. Minter found himself held in a grip
of steel; received a twist on the arm that
brought a yelp of agony to his lips, and
caused him to drop the weapon.

“Stupid thing to do,’”” said the great detec-
tive coolly., “Only means another year or
so for you, you know.”

Nipper picked up the automatic and slipped
it into his pocket. The manager of tae
Rovers F. C,, his rage subsiding, was whining,
Ridley and Mayhew stood dazedly looking on.
Then three men came hurrying across the
ground towards them, and Nipper recognised
the leader as Detective-sergeant Stone of
Scotland Yard,

“We've just had a message through from
the Admiralty to say you were flying back,
Mr. Lee, and I'd like to be the first to con-

| gratulate you on your success,”’ said Stone

heartily. “We've been in hiding, but when
I heard that revolver-shot 1 was eorry 1 had
not arrested these men before you arrived.
[’ve got Coles and Grogan under observation,
and I'll have them to-night before they get
wind of what has happened.”

!
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“I rather wigh you’d collared these sports-
men, Stone,”’ remarked Lee. “But for
Nipper I should have missed seeing them in
the dock, and I should have regretted that.
Let me introduce Mr. Ridley and Mo
Mayhew.”

There was a little procession from the foot-
bali ground.

“So you were right about Langton,”
the C.I.LD. man, a little enviously.

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders,

““No,”” he said quietly. “I was wrong!

said

21

The Settlement !

IMPER, up in good time the next
N morning, gazed out of his windew on
to the cold, frosty Town Quay, to

see two destrayers and a strange-
looking ship being berthed at the moormgs
usually reserved for vessels on the fishery
protection service. There were unusual pre-
cautions. An armed guard fell in on the
Guay, and presently a strange procession
marencd away to the police-station. The most
striking figure among them was the man in
flying kit whom astonished loafers recognised
a3 chairman of the Rovers. His hands were
manacled, but he held his head high, and
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there was a smile upon his lips—a striking
contrast to the hang-dog looking crowd who
followed between the fixed bayoncts of the
gailors.

Both Nelson Lee and Nipper had. to give
evidence at the police-court later in the morn-
ing, but the proceedings were little more
than formal, for the Northmouth Assizes
opened the next day. All the prisoners
pleaded guilty. They were committed to
trinl, or rather for seutence, for in face ¢f
the statement made by Stephen Langton and
confirmed by his Dntch friend, Telkemp, and
the statements of the clever gang rounded
up by the London police, and Minter’s whin-
ing confession, the whole story was out; it
was only a question of what the punishment
would be.

And on the ¥riday the motley crowd camo
up for sentence. Warders supported Minter;
Barter looked like fainting,

Minter was sentenced to seven years’' pena!
servitude. Barter and several of the Dutch-
men were sent to Dartmoor for three; Grogan
and Coles, who had played minor parts,
escaped with two years’ hard labour. At last
but one man stood in the doek—the *“ Bat,”
cool and calm, only a little T:ivering of the
nostrils showing that he felt this humiliation.

(Concluded on page 44.)

Football &Dirt-Track Racing Serial

Football and motor-cycle racing!

NEXT WEDNESDAY'’S

By E. S. BROOKS

[t's starting next week ; a ripping serial which introduces Fatty Fowkes
and his fellow-foothallers of the Blue Crusaders.
cheery footballers aren’t so cheery now ;
is their manager—is longer than ever.

dirt-track racing rivals—and old Piecan has got the—er wind up !

RWALSSBLUECRUSADERS/

SEARLES 5
BROOKS. ~

anyone want for a smashing, thrilling, gripping sport and adventure yarn !
Edwy Searles Brooks has delivered the real
will simply revel in the opening chapters which appear in

~ But these usually
and old Piecan’s face—Piecan
For the Blues have got rivals—

What two better subjects could

goods = and all readers

FREE GIFT ISSUE!
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ANANANS

SHOULD WL RUB IT IN

DON BRADMAN, who looks like becoming
.one of Australia’s most brillignt batsmen,

All Out to Win ?

HI England side which went to

I Australia has won the first three

Test Matches, and the priceless

“Ashes” are England's till the
summer of 1930, at any rate. Whatever
happens in, the other two Tests to be
played during the present tour, nothing
can alter that fact.

How are we going to treat those last
two games? Should the English players
treat them with the same seriousness of
purpose as they have treated the other
three, or should they, having gained the
“ Ashes,” give Austrnliu, a chance, and not
strain every mnerve to “rub it in”?

In one respeet I can give you an answer
to that question withiont “the slightest
doubt entering into it. The Pnrﬂhh
cricketers won’t allow the Australians to
win one of the five games if they can pos.
sibly help it. They will do their level best
to win all the five, and thus set up yet
another record for an England team tour-
ing in Australia,

>, QANVANARANAN ANANANARANANANAN MVANAN
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That’'s a question many people
have asked ihemselves, Having
won the first ithree Tesls, and
ibereby ihe ““Ashes,” will E rzﬁimrd
Ireal the iwo remaining games with
the same seriousness of purpose ¢
In ibis ouispoken arlicle, our
special contribulor lells you what

be Ihinks about 1l.

What Chiarman Said !

For this answer no less an authority
than the present skipper of the England
eide can be quoted. Just before he sailed
for Australia with the lads he has led so
well and who have followed so gallantly,
Skipper Chapman- was asked how quickly
he expected the side to gain the “ Ashes.”

“In the first three matches,” he replied,
with an optimism which has been justified
by events.

“Eauppose you win the
Chapman was then asked,
the other two?”

“Don’t you worry,”” he replied. “We're
all out to win the whole five.” And that,
you may take it, 1s the motto of Captain
Chapman and his men for the remamning
games—to win the lot. And, after all,
that is the only true way to treat sporting
encounters, and the only way in which the
i‘iuqtmhanq as sportsmen, would like to
be treated. They don't want anything
given to them : they want to get it, fairly
and squarely.

first three,”
“what about

Experiments Expocted !

That the intercst will be to a large
extent sustained in the remaining Tests h
this question of whether we can win t}m
whole five is certain. We lost the first
three during the last tour in Australia,
but there was greaf rejoicing when we won
one of the remaining games; we felt, not
that Australia had given it to us, but that
we had earned the vietory, and that the
victory showed that England was coming
back to strencth. '

Personally, I shall expect to see changes
in the England side for the remaining
Tests. I want to see the younger players,
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who have been kept out up to now, given
a chance, not so that the Australians can

win, but because we shall want these
vounger players in the future. And now
is the time to cnable them to get Test

match experience.

Maurice Leyland is, so far as we can sece,
one of the plavers on whom we shall have
to rely when the Australians come over
here in 1930, ILeslie Ames is also expeeted
to have improved, and be right up to Test
match standard both as batsman  and
wicket-keeper by then. These plavers are
more likely tn ‘he ready to continue the
fight for the “Ashes” if thev get some
real experience of these big matches now.

‘Looking to the Future !
In the =ame way, the defeats sustained

SCHOOL

STORY LIBRARY 43
we shall sece Don Bradman playing for
Australia in this country. He is getting
Test match experience, and so is ymmfr
A’Beckett. There are other young players
in Australia, who can now be i:wd with
advantage, so far as the future is con-
cerned. Cricketers grow old. Jack Hobbs
has said that he won't nlay for England
after the present tour; that he is plcpqrvl
to make way for the yvounger fellows.
And that's Test match ericket—the long
view. Whether a country has won or lost
it can’t afford to =it back on its oars. It
must build—build always-—for the future.

(Logl out for our Free Gifis next Wed-
nesday. chums: Metal badges of Jaek

Hobbs, Perey Chapman, Herbert Sutceliffe
and Harold FLarwood, Our contributor

]“'- \llwtl‘ﬂ]ll III;H oy l—.“1“tlllv l”"“ e to be will tell you all about these fﬂ"lﬂﬂs
a blessing in tlhguho It 18 a practical | ericketers in a special article. Tell your
ce 11‘11111}', for instance, that, in due course, | pals about this wondevful Free Gifts offer.)
e o = +++oX  pages for a long time. Manv readers have
been asking for one-—and =0 here it is. A

¢ ¢ jolly little competition dealing with England’s
*BUH WEEKLY POW-WOW! I Test  crvicketers, Who is vyour favourite
. 'l plaver? Who are the twelve most popular
' ¢ | plavers in the team? That's what you've got
Kesrsssre +<+<+¥| (s decide. Look out for the coupon next
Wednesday, chums! ;

A Record ”umhe"! g The prizes in this compeiition are well worth

ERE we are again, chums, after an| winning, The first is .a “James’” Go-
H absence of weeks, This week, hows| Anywhere bicyele listed at £7. 15s. (Now,
ever, I feit that I simply must have| you lade who have been -.wni'im; a cyele,

a word with all my readers, for I|here's vour chance!) The “James” bicycle .

~ant to say something about next Wednes.

ALav’s bumper issue.

First and foremost are the wonderful Free
(viftz. It 15 notl necessary for me to go into
detatls again regarding them-—numerous an-

souncements have already appeared in the
saper concerning this—hbut I do want to 1m-
press upon vou that they arve really handsome
affairs—souvenirs that you can keep by you
aud of which vou will be proud. Every
reader must have felt that he, or she, wanted
4 lasting souvenir of the F.ngil:eh crieket team
which has performed such wonders in Aus-
tralia, and now the NEeLson LEE i3 giving
vou  that  opportunity - embossed, coloured
swetal porfrait badges of ALIL the players!

1'he fact that FOUR of these badges, to-
gether with a superb coloured album in which
to put them, are being given awayv in ONE
week is something that has never been done
vefore, and 1 am very proud to think that
the Old Paper is the one to make this sen-
sational offer., The Album—see page 37—
hias an  attractive cover, showing Percy
Chapman, England’s popular skipper, in a
chiaracteristic batting stance.

The Competition.

So mueh for the 1'ree Gifts,
Then there’s our simple competition. The
NELSON LEE has not had a competition m its

is world-famous; its easy-running and relia-
bility on all ecounts i3 a byword, and the
reader who wins 1t can regard himself as
jolly Ineky., Delivery of this evele i1z guaran-
teed for Kaster, so the lucky winner will be
able to spend a ripping time over the holiday !

In addition to this, twelve Hobbs’ cricket.
bats are being given away as prizes. Who
hasn’t heard of a Jack Hobbs’ bat? The
very name is sufficient to guarantee that it
i3 of the very best quality,

The Story Programme!

Turning to next week's stories, there is a
wonderful programme. The St. Frank’s boys
arve in Australia, and you can bet vour boots
that they don’t intend to miss watching the
Test match at Adelaide. You'll all thoroughly
enjoy every chapter of “*St. Frank’s At The
Test Match!” As regards our new serial,
entitled, ‘““Rivals of the Blue Crusaders!”
the announcement on page 41 will tell you
what vou want to know about this,

And now for a word of advice. Again and
again I have told you to order in advance,
but I am going to say it once more here,
Next week’s issue i8 truly astonishing wvalue
for twopence, and there’s absolutely certain
to be a great demand for it. Tell your news-
agent NOW to save you a copy, and then
you won't be disappointed.
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} WHAT'S WRONG WITH THE ROVERS 7§

{{--’r}u-‘;;a e ol f.i"r”i' ff;”f:f" 41-:'
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g h b o gk e

Cstephen Lington, saud the judae slowly
“yeue posttion s an esty aordinary one, Yo
have engaged  in oertme cas yono mieln
Iiive engaved in oany sporl. You  have
taken mihtw from  dhe  procecds ol i,
and have, in fact. recompensed your vieljms,
But youiu must puy for your folly, and the

sentence of the court = that-you go 1o prison
for twelve mouths with -haed labour, and
hope you will, on your release, find something
HEre \'n'i,il'f.!l}-' 0 MOdly o hiicdd {'{:'rlr:igw arud
skifl.”’
Tk
a low voiee,
T wish

saled  Larryeton

M

yvour, my lord!™

“1 hope su,
i]u‘» ]lr.l[liltti'fﬂt:!li hitn Lo prison,
guv'nor,” said Nipper. as he and his chiet
left the eourt. “There Wa- huuullutw rafhre
fing about that chap. and 1 thondln vou wers
going {o do sowmething for hin”’

”1 have,” t-;u! N ]wm} Lec, ‘,‘l-éli,'glnu
Lum\.; he won't be in ;m-n-: {or long, 1 can’i
give you the details, ot J Saw hirt this 1o
g, and he's "‘nm to pilol @ pew ype of
inilitary phtnL lh{: Covernment “are  tiying
out.. 1t* lilL{HiJUIdtL‘- the Ridley silent engine,
.‘nd 1:1 the zearly . days . wai! }nuimh]x b
death “tap, Laut L, faricvs
I*'E,HL will get ]ﬂm.thlmmh andl (it he's
JoQing to. bu u-tf||1 o lis eouniry instead of
.4l enenry Tl B +« ¥
Qutside: JhE” court old Ridles

11

L ]

was falkine

10 _his’ t:ttmnph fricnd . Bdwaird Colton, and
].,l_l_gi\ I‘\l{HE ¢ u.t'* <l L.HIL" io ]H'F;llr}'} ﬂi[-gi:wr,i
Clarice. {..»{ﬂtm {}ar \.,:l”'[l Iris lr':f‘1ff' were

pg%‘éa ¢ NUMATIC

{MAI{ES ITS- UWN AMMUNIT]GN (Pcllsis}
{l‘au.u{}

.Hicuh Lea: hng.
-Bull: Aclivn,
(arriage

NO LICENCE REQUIRED [{) raid iniand.
G. W. GOLDRING, 1, NATAL ROAD, BRIGHTON

MENTALISM

thee selonme (hat I = eoanfid, nee,

Heiglie '1~ intvldigene,

p.J'.icr, ]ﬂu,{n rr wd  Juemopy . uiekens abseryvprion and
HHHL!b doteetive abline 2. —dMeron . U, £ by,

I\'IH.GIG TRIGKS 't:-'.--—]';u'i.-n-!.-. 26 5, N plpgh
guist’s Tustyumoent, Idvisilde, Jmjiate Birds, 0 e il
ench, 4 fur 1/--T. W, HARRISDH 239, Pe:.tﬂ:'- '
ville Road, Loudmt. N. 1
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foavtiong.,

fllrhﬂl“'.-f!
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IRt
plain

worn el ol
ared all was
fnther='" saidd a voice besile

lael :rnnn.s’]tuti‘f}‘ l'i.*f:{):_{l“-f'fl

Williams., the

voeeesrpet o] -
hainm

hos

]

Favnd ol oy
Nipper. aoul {he

i as belowging (o Dave

vovers'  gosliv, “These _are most  terepbie
doings, b edl von. They say -Ridley iz going
o b chaivipen now, ves, indeed " they do,

pnped fraeleserd fo "J.'llﬂ‘l'[*n yorur stay for the uE-EL
coel to play o the Cup mateh to-moviow |

Nipper winned ot ithe  excitable Welsh
et o, .
Widre rid of vpoaks pow ffn the Clup! ’

b s,

Aud when Novtlhoonih g m'nl ihull' Cup-

Gie--what o omateh 3t was! Never had the
enthusiastiec speefators seen such o mame
before, - Never had  Northimouth  Rovers
plaved such fine football,

Thoir opponents were o fawous Cup fight
g e uhirh Were doing splendidly in the
b esnige, hul' 1-'1*" wvers had. them beaten
Frome the time' the mateh started.  Nipper
playved the game ol his life, so” did youvny
Dick, Ridiey,. Nipper suceeeded i bottling
np the opposing international centee-forward
s completely that be was made inefTective:
and while he did this Ridled popped on the
o ls. o And when the Rovers wan h.\. throee
goals 1o one - a o bwight, bustling,  foreeful
feain taw, just s they had been in the old
davs—#  rawcons  vorre shouted our @
challenwive remark that was vegy trac,
“Phere's nathing wrong with the Roveps!™

: TUE IEX i, \
(That's the el af thal flae servied s bt
lhevi e onaller  wne  oming  wexl  wei
wottlege - by populue K. S, Brooks.  Don'f
miss  yprading  the  wprpiog Cchiipters  of
“Rivals uf the Blue Crosadops 7 swhale vey

g o, chouns)
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and Strength to my Body.” He hiav
fleagre {1 Dir atlers, hee will do 3¢ four mo.
Wiite far iy Booklit, "' How (o INcicase
Stature ' gent Post Free for 2d. stamp,—
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DON"TEE BEULILIED
Send 4d, Stawirs for Two Splendid
Lessons in Jujitsuw, the worderind
Japa-pee SelWOuhonee,  amd Hey dson
Phato Phute of Jup Chawmpicons, Taku
cire of yvourself; feir no man.
Yo ran have }.[0\*«1?1’ T1tn -
Irated * Postion for P.O. 3.3,
Bonid how C YAWARA Y (Dept.
Hunworth, Feltham, Middlesca.

A1),
Schoul Dally

P L

174, Quavtsway.

MTution Loudoen

IREARFANRE RN RN UL RT R LY R FRRLE AR YRR

All applications for Advertisement space in this pub-
Lcation should be aﬁﬁrcsse:_l to the Aﬂverﬁsemmt
Manager, “ The Nelson Lee Echool Story Library,”

The Famous (Clive "System Hever Sfing g .
Fails. : Complete Course, /- I, o ll} The Fleclway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,
ﬁr “further “partics, stamp.—P. A we.

arrock Hﬂﬂlﬂ COLWYN BAY Hurth Wales, BARIRE A A IR IEEEN AN I AR ENANRE RSN AR RSNSOI NN NI NN
Printed .;hﬂ 'IIHlJII hetl every \tuiumdd,\ Ly H.. 'rapris tl‘l]'r\ T};n t-w.,t,..m,.“l[ l'naa |l|'1 rm- Fiertway Haovsq,
F arringdon - Streel, -Londen, E.C.4. Advortwsemen; Offices:  Thoe Fieetway  Honse, l._;r“;.gql-_-n Strvet, LE.C.§.
.wrh'rlrﬂ foy {rr.rmn'nh-n h Canadiagn masatine poest, Sibserip on Baies: 1nkand il Ahroad, 11.- per antite:

Bl Tatr b ATFira

‘H'_'Elj_;lri‘:';.h " :I'q-jd " X

"_|.”1'"]JT."~ for
il New

56 for six menlhs,

New Seri~s No. 144,

(entral
ra, Lihredan

D'R

Limibted, Sale

Liwaatend,

:":' Y
&

Agonilts for Aunstralia
February 2nd, 1929,

N by,
‘-f'_.r.r-;'J



