


bS

Twelve

Who are the
YOUR SIMPLE TASK

Here is the Fifth and Final Conpan for
cnr o topping voling vornese., We have
Peen civing away during the past few
weeks portraits of the sixteen members
of the Test Team in Anstralia, amnd we
thionzht it wonkl be rather interesting to
find our readers” opinions of the popu-
larity o the various memhbers of the side,

S0, in the coupon here, are given the
names of the zixteen ericketers in alpha-
hetieal erlder. There are only two
things for vou tn do. TFirstly, write IN
INK in the space at the top of the
coupon (against the “ X ™) the nama2 of
vour own personal favourite. Thus. if
SUTCLI¥FE is vour choice, write his
name acainst the X7

Next, number off IN INK in the other
seetion of the conpon, twelve of the
sixteen men in what vou think  will
be their order of popularity among
our readers generally,  For instanee, if
you think thar HENDREN is the most
generally popnlar, pmt a2 floure 1"
acainat Lig name ;. if WHITE is to come
secomd, pat f 27 againgt his name, and
e on. When yon have {illal in the
twelve figures, put dashes in the re-
paining spaces,

Then sign and adidress the eounon, and
ent it ont.  Now gather together your
four previons coupons and enclose all five
il an envelope and address it to:

““lTeicn Lee”” CRICKETERS,

5, Carmelite Sireet, Lendon, E.C.4. (Comp.),
~¢r a% fo reach there mot later than Thurs-
day March 14th, the closing date.

Of course, if yon have not saved all the
five coupons, you may send in just as
mary as you have.

'ne #iest pPrize of a James” Cyzle faa
ilustrated) will be awarded to the reader
who eorrectly or most. nearly correetly
forecasts the popular vote, which vote
will be deternydned from the * personal
proference " votes of eompetilors gener-
ally, The other prizes will follow in
criler of merit,

The Editor reserves the richt to divide
the value of the prizes, if necessary, in
the event of ties, and his decizion on all
nmatters concerning thls contest is final
and binding. No alterations must be
made on convons, which must be &lled
up in ink. Employees of the proprietors
o ** Nelson Lee ™ may not compete,

POST YOUR EFFORTS TO REACH

Most

||||||||||||||||||||||||||||

Popular Test Cricketers ?

*“ Nelson Lee 7’ CRICKEETERS3

MY PERSONAL
FAVOURITE IS :

AMES

CHAPMAN

DUCKWORTH

FREEMAN

GEARY

G —

HAMMOND

HENDREN

—_—— —————— = =

HOBBS

JARDINE

LARWOOD

LEYLAND

MEAD

SUTCLIFFE

———

TATE

——

TYLDESLEY

WHITE

I agree to accep! the Editor's decision as final

SIGNED

ADDRESS..........

US BY MARCH 14th,



_ 3
St. Frank’s in Melbourne ! Schoolboy Cricket Thrills !
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

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

>

>

The St. Frank’s fellows are prevenied from seeing the real Test Malch

between England and Australia—thanks to the rascality of Claude

Gore-Pearce & Co.—but are they downbearied? No-o! For they

bave a Test Maich of their own—Young England v, Young Auslralia !
Read all about it in this stunning yarn, chums !—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1.
Asking for Trouble !

languidly
“Plenty of timo vet,” said Gulliver.
“Heaps!” agreed Bell.

The precious trio of Study A, of the Ancient House at St. Frank’s, had paused in the
cshade at tho corner of Elizabeth Street and DBourke Street, just against the General
Post Office, in the City of Melbourne, Australia, _

It was a busy spot, too, and although it was fairly hot that afterncon, the activity
was as great as ever.

Lessonz, on the St. ¥Frank’s School Ship, generally finished in mid-afternoon, and
immediately after dismissal, the majority of the fellows made their way into the city,
s that they could see as much of this {ine place while the St. Francis was moored in
Hobson’s Bay.

“Oh, let’s get back to the ship,” said Gore-Pearce, in a tired voice, “I'm fed up
with mooching about in this rotten heat! What about a drink before we get on our
tram?"

“There's a restaurant just down the road,” said Gulliver. “We passed it a couple
ot minutes ago——"

“Gad! We don’t want to bother with restaurants!” interrupted Gore-Pearce. “Surely
thera's a decent pub about here somewhere?”

(N

“You ass!” protested Bell. “You know that pubs are out of bounds!™

6 WH.&'&T about getting back to the School Ship?” yawned Claude Gore-Pearce
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(‘laude Gore-Pearce shrugged his shoulders,

“They're out of bounds at home, too—in
Bannington,” he said. “But we don’t keep
out of the Wheatsheaf, or the Grapes, do
we?  And what about the White Harp, In
‘Bellton? If we can go into those pubs,
surely we can go into one in Melbourne.”

“We might be spotted by somebody,” sard
Gulliver uneasily.

“Rot! We've got eyes, haven’t we?” said
(sore-Pearce,
The cad of the Remove did not really

wish to partake of a drink in a public-house,
but he felt that it would be “daring ” 1o
enter snch an establishment. Gore-Pearce
had a warped idea of manliness, and he con

sidered 1t quite manly to frequent such
nlaces. The public-houses of Melbourne, so
far as the St. Frank's fellows had seen,

were quite ecxcellent, but really they took
very little interest in them.

It was a Thursday—the very eve of the
greal Test Match. On the morrow, lngland
and Australia would be in the final struggle
of the grecat series. A great deal of interest
had been lost, of course, because England
had already made quite certain of retaining
the Ashes; nevertheless, Melbourne was
giving every indication that the game would
be patronised by enormous crowds.

Cricket, to tell the truth, was the one
subject of conversation. Iverybody was:
speculating on the game—prophesyving about
the weather—wondering whether Chapmar:
would win or lose the toss—and whether
Hobbs . and Sutcliffe would put up a big
first-wicket partnership.

Gore-Pearce & Co., moving on from the
General Post Office, soon discovered a fine-
looking public-house, and after a glance up
and down, Gore-Pearce led the way in.

“This is the stuff to give them!” he
chuckled. “By gad! It's nice and cool in
‘here.”

Thev were in the saloon, and it was

erowded with men—the majority of whom
were standing in groups, or sitting on the
lounges, all talking animatedly. Secarcely
anvhody took any notice of the three English
schoo'boys as they took their long drinks
of ieced lime-juice and soda, and sat down
on a lounge, |

“This isn't so bad,” admitted Gulliver, *1
thonght you mecant you were going to order
beer!”

“Tdiot!” said Gore-Pearce,
reckless enough for that!”

They sat drinking their lime-jnice for some
little time, listening to the discussions that
wero going on all round them. Some of these
discussions were humorous, some heated,
some carnest. Bnt in cvery case, the sub-
jeel was the same. The morrow’s Test
Mateh was the one topie.

“Gad! TI'm sick and tired of hearing
about e¢ricket!” said Gore-Pearce con
femptuonusly. He spoke loudly, and two o:
three young men, who were standing near
by, broke off their talk and looked at Gore
Pearce with no friendly eyes. Gulliver gave
his leader a nudge. |

“1'h not

“What's that for?” yawned the cad of the
Remove.

“Go easy, vou idiot!” muttered Gulliver,
“Don’t «peak o loud.”

“Why not ?”

“No need to run ericket down——

il run cricket down if I want to,” said
Gore-Peurce sourly. *1 always thought tha
cricket was a roftten game, and I'm entitled
to my opinion, I suppose?”

Ghudliver and Bell began to feel uncomfo-t-
able.  Other eyes were turned upon them.
Gore-Pearce, in his efforts to appear big, was
fairly asking for trouble. >

Nearly everybody in that saloon knew that
these three boys were St. Frank's fellows,
from the School Ship. The whole of Mel-
bourne knew of the vessel’'s arrival, for all
the reports had been in the papers. Besides,
the St. Frank's fellows had been seen every-
where during the past few days—their caps
were unmistakable.

'There were other reasons why the good in-
habitants of Melbourne should know of 3t
Frank's. 'There had been quite a lot of
publieity regarding the schoolboys of late.
Half the school had come on this trip--the
entire occupants of the Ancient House -nd
the Modern House. They had gone up into
the hush of Queensland, after leaving
Adelaide, and they had met with all sorts of
startling adventures bevond the region of (he
“never-never” land. They had been rescued
by Lord Dorrimore in a fleet of giant aero-
nlanes. They had flown to Melbourne from
Sydney, and some of them had met with an
exciting adventure cven on that comparatively
short trip.

So, at the first glance, the men in this
saloon knew that Gore-Pearce & €Co. wers
three of the St. Frank’s boys.

“COricket—ericket—cricket I’ went on Gore-
Pearce scornfully. ‘““Nothing but cricket.
I'm fed up with tho very subject.”

“Well, you needn’t air your opinions!”
said Bell, in a low voice. “Shut up, you
chump! Kveryhody's looking at us!”

“Who cares?” said Gore-Pearce, with a
snifl.  “Most of these Australians are mad|
They live for cricket—and jaw about cricket
until it's enough to make a fellow go off his
rocker! It's a pity they can’t think of some-
thing more sensible to gossip about!”

As Gulliver and Bell had half-feared,
of tho voung men moved forward,
caught Gore-Pearce by the shoulder.

1y

na

and

“Sce here, voung feller-me-lad,” he saud,
“are you trying to be funny—or 1s this just
chiack 77

“Is it what?” asked Gore-Pearce. ‘' You
can't expect me to understand your queer
Australian lingo.  Why don’t you speak

Iineiish 27

The young man flushed.

“You were talking about cericket ! he said
curtly. “And I think you said, too, that wo
Australians are mad. Do you want to go
out of this place quictly, or shall we throw
vou out?”
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CHAPTER 2
The Trouble Arrives !
NDOUBTEDLY, the

young Australian was
justified in his atti-
tude. Gore-Pearce
was not only ill-man-
nered, but positively impudent. Possibly he
thought it very clever to ventilate his warped
views on cricket in public—but bhe had
reckoned without his hosts.

“Keep your hands off me!” he said un-
pleasantly. *“I wasn’t talking to you, any-
how. Can't T come into a pub and chat with
my friends if T like?”

“Tt strikes me that you English schoolboys
are looking for trouble,” said one of the

Ciore-Pearce, astoundingly enough, did not
sce the danger signal, ~

“This is a public building, and I'm as
good as any of you,” he said defiantly, 1
suppose you think that your fellows are going
to win this last Test, eh?”

“The best tcam’s going to win,” said one
of the Australians,”

“And that toam will be England!" said
(iore-Pearce, with a laugh. “ Why, you
Australians don't stand arn carthly chance!

lL.ook how England has wiped you up
already! Your players aren’t worth tup-
pence !’

This wasn’t merely impudence and
“sauce.” It was sheer madness.

IFor Gore-Pearce knew perfectly well that
the famous Australian ericketers were bril-
liant players, dogeged fighters, and worthy
opponents. It had pleased him to affect this

contemptuous atti-

thther dmen. y ccinnng -
orward. “I always de.
understood that you THIS WEEK’S ISSUE AF} sure &s my
were sports- name’s GGeorgo

young
men—but I must have

contains handsome wmelal por-

Gordon, I'm going to

ist - ; . throw you outside!”
bPEr{'gi:S{?ri{?Pé tn'% Irait badggs Of _Wbﬁg: Mead, said the young man
judge by threo of and Ames. Trim the badges hotly.
them,” said another Here, steady!

man, “There's good
and bad everywhere,
Jim, I dare say these
beauties are the bad
lads of the school.
They wouldn't be in
this place 1if thoy
weren't, Publie- "
houses aren’t permitted—for schoolboys.

Gore-Pearce laughed. -

“If this place is good enough for you, it's
good enough for me,” he said, in his. most
supercilious manner. ‘“And if I like to speak
to my pals about cricket, I'll do so.”

“Well, don’t you run the game down—thal’s
all,” said the young man who had first
L

spoken., 1
“I'l run it down if I want fo!" said
Gore-Pearco sourly. “I'm entitled to my
opinion.”
“Confound your nerve!” said the young
man “ What are vou looking for—trouble?”

Gore-Pearce shrugged.

“You Australians are too confoundedly
touchy abount cricket,” he said contemptuously.
“You may think it’s a good game, but I
think it's a rotten game.”

“What ?"

of ithese

This time the shout had ecome from nearly

everybody in the saloon, and CGore-Pearcs
& Co. were surrounded by a hostile throng.

“He—ho doesn’t mean it!” gasped Gulliver
uneasily. ‘““He's—he’s only trying to pull
your legs!”

“That’s all!” babbled Bell,
“Then he'd better choose some other sub-

ject to joke on!” said one of the men.
“This friend of yours has got too much
nerve,”

“Too right, he has,” said somebody eclse.

with a pair of scissors and slip
bem tn your album. Or if one
crickelers 1
favourile, why mnol wear the
badge in your bution-hole ¢

ejaculated G or e -
Pearce, realising that
he had said too much.
“Keep your fiands off
me, confound you !

“Throw them out!”
shouted another man.

“That's it] Throw
them out into the street!”

“Good-oh!”

All these men were fed up with Gore-
Pearce. Cricket in Australia is regarded
more or less as a kind of religion, and on
the ove of a great Test Match, the feeling
with regard to the great game is enormously
intensified.

If any of the St. Frank’s fellows had been
there, they would bave been horrified and
furious, fndeed, they would bave hurled
Gore-Pearce out on his neck without any
help from the Australians. For they would
have deemed—and rightly, too—that Gore-

1S your

‘Pearce was giving St. Frank’s a bad name.

By a curious chance, it so happened that
three stalwarts of the Remove werce only a
short distance away at that very moment.
They weres Edward Oswald Handforth, of
Study D. and his inseparable chums, Church
and McClure. They were strolling along,
wondering whether they should go into =
restaurant and have some tea, or whether it
wvouldn’'t be a better idea to go to one of
the beaches and indulge in a bathe,

“Melbourne’s a fine city,” Handlorth was
saying. “I don't take much interest in
towns as a rule, but, by George, this place
is tophole.”

“And the beaches are jolly fine, too,” said
McClure suggestively. “We've been to St.
Kilda, DBrighton, Sandringham, and Black
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Rock, What about taking a trip out to Beau-
maris? It’s only just beyond Black Rock, and
we can get there in about bhalf an hour on a
rram,

“Oh, all right, T don’t mind,” said Hand-
torth agreecably.

All the St. Frank’s fellows had been
charimed by the splendid streets of Mel-

bourne—so wide and alry, so imposing and
handsome. The central business section,
known generally as *“the City,” was laid out
in  parallel streets, running *%rom east to
west, and from north to scuth. All the
main streets werc just on a hundred feet
wide, and most of them were lined with
creat hotels, stores, and public buildings of
nnposing architecture.

And all round the city there were hand-
some boulevards, with velvety green lawns,
trimn  shrubs, tree-bordered drives. The
famous St. Kilda road, indeed, was one of
the most entrancing that any of the juniors
had ever seen Five miles long. it wus tho
kind of road that one sometimes dreawms
about, but scldom sees. Down the centre of
it, cool and shady, was a line of trees; on
cither side there were wide, well-paved roads,
cspecially made for fast traffic. Then came
belts of grass. ornamented with flower-beds
and shrubs, and after that a section of road
for heavy and slow traffic, and finally a
splendid footway, with more grass and shrubs
and fHowers, Not many of the St. Frank's
fcHows would forget the St. Kilda road for
a long day. Once seen, once traversed, it
could not easily be forgotten.

But, then, Melbourne was full of beautiful
spots, packed with an extraordinary number
of parks and open spaces There were over
onc thousand eight hundred acres of parks
and gardens, and all were greatly used by
the citizens, and all splendidly kept.

Handforth & Co., as they prepared to find
n tram for the bheaches, little dreamed that
(‘hance was leading them to an adventure
which was certainly not to include any such
peaceful item as bathing !

CHAPTER 3

Rough on Handforth
& Co.
Y George!” ejaculated
Handforth abruptly.
Church and Mec-
Clure looked at him
wonderingly, for his
tone was charged with excitement. They
found that their leader was staring straight
ahead of him, apparently at the back of a
man who was walking some little distance i
front.

“What's the matter?’” asked Chureh.

“That man!” said Handforth tensely.

“Eh? Which man?”
“The man just in front.”
“ YWhat about him?”

SPECIAL FREE GIFT NUMBER!

“He's
player |
Don’t you recognise him

“Not by the back of his head,”
MeClure sarcastically.

“Well, he’'s Woodfull all right!”
Handforth. "I met him in Adelaide.
signed my autograph-book for me.

you remember?”

“Well, what about it?"” asked Church.
suppose that Mr. Woodfull 1s entitled to
walle through the streets of Melbourne if
he wants to, isn't he? He's a Victorian
anyway-——"

“T'hat’s not the point!” interrupted Hand-
forth. *“Why not hurry up to him, grab him,
and make him give us a few facts about tho
Test Match?” ' |

“Is he playing to-morrow?” asked Mac.
“I don’t seem to remember——"

“Never mind that!”  interrupted Hand-
forth. “He'll know all the inside informa-
tion. Come on! He's a pal of mine, and
'l introduce you chaps, too.”

Chureh and McClure, who had not met
the famous Australia player on the other
occasion, were only too glad to take advan-
tage of Handfortlh’s suggestion. So they all
hurried forward, surrounded Woodfull,
much to that gentleman’s surprise, and
brought him to a lLalt.

“Good afternoon,
Handforth boisterously.

“Good afternoon, young 'uns,” said Woaod-
full. *“Some of the English schoolboys, eh?
Haven't T seen your face before?” he added,
looking at Handforth and smiling.

“You het you have, sir,” grinned Hand-
forth. ‘““Don’t you remember where?”

“It wasn’'t in a comic paper, was it?" said
Woodfull musingly.

Handforth frowned.

“Myv photograph has been in the papers,
if that’s what you mean—although. if it
comes to that, it didn’t look a bit like me.
My face generally looks like a smudge in a
photograph *’

“"You mustn’t blame the photographer for
that,” said Woodfull, shaking his head.

Church and MeClure grinned, and iand-
fﬂrt]{ fortunately missed the point,
1 _fnu

Woodfull, the famous
said Handforth eagerly.

l?!l

Victoria
“My hat |

said
said

He
Don't

l"l

Mr. Woodfull!” said

gigned my autograph-book in
Adelaide. sir,” he said. ““Don’t you remem-
ber? I barged into the ground. Sir Arthur

LR ]

Brampton, the millionaire, let me in
“Ah, that's right,” nodded Woodfull.
remember now.” _
“We're here to see the final Test, sir,”
said Hdward Oswald. “What's the latest

I-II

| about the game?”

“The latest?” said Woodfull thoughtfully.
“Well, as far as 1 know, it starts to-morrow
morning.”

“But we know that, sir.”

“T suppose yon do,” said Woodfull.
“Well, 'm afraid I can't tell you anything
more than you've already seen in the news

papers. You can be quite sure that Australia
' will work bard for a victory, and you can
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be just as sure that England will do precisely
the same.”
They had been strolling along whilst talk-

ing, and now suddenly they became aware of.

a strange comnmotion, procceding from the
E}pen windows of a large public-liouse near
1&’,

“SJeems to be a bit of trouble in there,”
reroarked Handforth., *“We'd bLetter hurry
ou, sit.  We don’t want to be mixed up "

“Hil Rescuc!” came a shout. *“‘Rescue,
Remoye!”

“My only hat!” said Church excitedly.
“That's onc of our chaps!”

“Rescue, St. Frank’s!” came the ory.

“T rather think,”” remarked Woodfull,
“that T had better bid you youngsters good-
bye. You seem to be wanted.”

Handforth hardly heard the famous
cricketer’s words. At that magic call—
“rescue, Remove,”—hoe forgot all clse,
“Somebody was in trouble—presumably a
temove fellow, Handforth never failed to
answer such a call, .

“Come con!"” he panted. “We're needed.”

“Just a minute!” gasped Church. "This
is a public-house, you know, and all pubs
are out of bounds——""

“"Rats!”’ said Handforth, * Somebody's in
trouble, and we’ve got to go to the rescue,”

He dashed into the establishment, and
Church and McClure, knowing that they
couldn't leave their leader to face this thing
alone, dashed in with him. As it happened,
they went headlong into Gore-Pearce & Co.,
just as these three precious youths were
running helter-skelter for the strect.

There was a violent collision, a scries of
vells, and Handforth and Co, went sprawling
on the floor, just inside the entrance, Hav-
ing rushed in out of the strong sunlight,
they had been more or less blinded in that
comparative gloom, and they had had no
chance of seeing the faces of the fellows
with whom they had collided.

Meanwhile, Gore-Pearce & (o., decming
themselyves lucky to have escaped, were tear-
ing off into the next street, They had made
a sudden bolt for liberty when they had seen
Mr, (GGeorge Gordon and his friends advanc-
ing threateningly upon them, and the very
unexpectedness of the move had made it
sticcessful,

However, Mr. George Cordon and his in-
dignant companions were not altogether
“done,” for when thev pressed out of the
saloon they found Handforth & Co. struggling
to their And it was only natural,

feet.
perhaps, that Mr. Gordon and his friends
sheuld take it for granted that these three
juniors with the familiar school caps were
tlie identical three who had just bolted.
Nobody had a chance of giving Hand-
forth & Co. a close inspection, There hap-
pened to be a scuttle full of ashes close
at hand, which one of the hotel servants
had apparently left there for a few minutes,
Anyhow, one cheery individual seized the
scuttle, heaved it up, and the contents went

fiving over the unfortunate chums of Study

D. There was a large amount of soot

amongst those ashes, tool
“Gug-gug-grrreerrh I’ gurgled Handforth.

It was certainly rough luck on Handforth
& Co. They had come into this place with
the idea of rescuing some wunfortunate in
distress. Instead they had been bowled over
by some unknown miscreants—actually Gore-
Pearce and Gulliver and Bell—and now they
were half-choked and smothered, and tem-
porarily blinded,.

To cap the lot, they found strong hands
upon them. They felt themselves being pro-
pelled towards the outer door. Then, to put
the lid on the 'whole adventure, they were
literally thrown headlong into the gutter,
one on top of the other.

“Now you're out—and yvou ecan stay out!”
satd one of the Australians, with satisfaction,
“And the next time you try to air your
views on cricket, go to a placo where nobody
can hear youl!”

But Handforth & Co. were paying no
attention, They were far too occupied in
getting the soot and ashes out of their mouths
and cars and eycs and nostrils,

And it was just one of those unpleasant
tricks of fate which caused Mr. Horace Py-
craft, the master of the Fourth Form, to
turn round the corner at that precise
moment |

CHAPTER 4

On the Carpet !

i 'R. HORACE TI'Y-
= [ CRAFT was not a
| %’? pleasant man at the

- === He

best of times,
possessed an  acid
teriper, he was a busybody, and he genert
ally took a keen pleasure in getting the
juniors into trouble,

Therefore, when he came round this corner
and found three dishevelled figures in the
gutter, just outside a public-house, he was
considerably shocked. But these feelings
were mnothing compared to those which
followed immediately afterwards—whon ho
recognised a St. Frank’s cap on the pave-
ment, and when he saw two other caps in
the gutter,

“Good gracious me!” said Mr. Pycraflt,
aghast.

He could hardly believe the evidence of
his own ecyes. The thing was fantastic—
impossible. It was, indeed, horifying
Three St. Frank's fellows—thrown oul of a
Melbourne publie-house!

Mr. Pyeraft recovered himself rapidly, and
he came to the conclusion that it was his
duty to make immediate inquiries. Rathier
to his surprise, other pedestrians were taking
very little notice of the three scarccrow
figures in the gutter.
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“Who are you?” demanded Mr. Pycraft,
in a tervible voice,

“Better not touch them, chum,” sard a
veice from the doorway of the publie-house.

}lr. P’yeraft turned with a start,

“"Were you-—er-—addressing e,
“asked stiffly.

"1 was,” =aid Mr. Gordon. “Thosc
youngsters deserved all they got.”

“Oh, indced!” said Mr., Pycraft. *Per-
Lups it will interest you to know that [ am

-I;!'I'

sir 7' lie

Hiree

w St. Frank’s master !”

“Beonzer!” grinned Mr, Gordon. " You'd
better take them in charge then, We've just
tlnmm chem out of this pub!”

‘“What "’ gasped Mr., Pycraft.

“They weve in here, dlinkmg and talk-
ing, and they insulted us,” said \Ir Gordon
erunly., “So we threw them out.’

“Drinking !’ said Mr. DPycraft
‘Good heavens! In a ;)ubllc house,
lllg !:j '

“What do you think they came in for-
(o ask the time " said the other tartly.

He walked away, and Mr, Pycraft had all

hoarsely.
drink-

the evideuce that he needed, Indeed, M.
iordon's statement had been more or less
unnecessary--since the facts were ail too

ohvious. Here were these three juniors in
(e gutter, just as they had been Hung out
ot the publicchouse, In fairness to My
C‘ordon, it must be explained that le had
no idea that these three Ligures were differ-
rut from those whao had originally started
l..l"' tlt:ubl‘f
“Ciurrrrrh ! said

LE.

Handforth, as he
~trugeled dizzily to his feet, his face now
comewlhat. free from the soot and u-.h'l"S"—
althoneh he was still nnrecognisable. ™ By
(teorge! Who did that? Where are we?
What's hapnened ¥

“ Handforth 7 Mr. P
(riciupbantly.

ejaculated yeraft

“Myv ouly sainied aunt! Old Piecrust !’
grsned Handforth,
“What did you call me, Handforth?”

seapnoed the Fermeanaster. " How dare you!
You wretehod boy! Who are these com-
panions of vours?  Get to yvour feet at once !”

Clinreh and MceClure rose, startled.

“Your names !’ rapped out Mr. Pycraft.

“(‘hureh, sir.’

“ MeClare, Eil‘.”

“1 thonglit so—1 suspected so!”’ said Mr.
oeraft, hormftied. " Handforth!  Chureh!
VicChae ! You will come with me at once!
i +huil take vou straight to the School Ship,

el report you to Mr. Lee.”

“Hero, half-a-minute. sir!” said Hand
forth, " Defore we go anywhere [ want to
find  out who assaunited us! By George!

5

Whon T find those sillv fatheads-——
" Be silent 7 eommmanded the Form-master,
"1 st ashamed of you, Handforthi I have

not  the shehtest doubt that you are ihe
vivgboder in this disgusting affair!”
Handforth  stared, hewﬂderpd. Chureh

1) MaClore began to look alarmed.

““I have all the evidence I need,” went
on Mr. Pyeraft coldly. " You have been
thrown onut of this—er--public-house, and I
come along and find you sprawling in the
gutter, smothered in soot and rubbish. ]
amm positively stunncd. Handforth! You have

PR

dichonoured the good name of St. Franl's!

"But you don’t know what you're talking
about, sir!” cjaculated Handforth, *“ We
heard somebody shouting, and we :'ushvd
in, and the next moment we were—-’

“You will not Huprove your position by
inventing such a [abrication,”” said Mr. Py-
craft acidly. " Fortunately, 1 already know
the facts. I have ascertained that you were
in this publie-house, ~drinking——-"

“Wha-a-a-at!”” babbled Handforth
1 one volce.

“You were in this public-house, drinking
and you were thrown out,” said Mr. Pycraft.
“Doubtless you know why you were thrown

& (o

out betier than . At all events, I came
along and found you in the gutter. That
i1s quite sufficicnt! I am shocked -herrifivd.

(“'mne with me at once!”

“But 1it's not true, sir!” chouted Chureh
“We haven't been drinking !’
“Silenee!” thundered the Form-master.
He felt justified, in the circumstances, in
chartering a taxi-cab, and as one was handy

just at the wmoment, he sigualled to it. The
vehicle pulled up smartly, and Mr., Pycraft
opened the door,

“Now then, boys—in here!” he com

manded. “No nonsense! An example shall
be made of you—to prove to the good peoplo
of Melbourne that the St. Irank's authori-

ties do not tolerate this this disgusting
behaviour.”

"Hulf a minute!l” shouted Handforth
desperately. “I tell you, you've miade a
mistake, sir! Ask anybody in the prblic-
house! They'll explain that we 0:113 ran in
because we heard a shont, and——""

“Don’t vou believe it,” said a man who
hal jusi come out nf the public-house,
addressing Mr. Pyeraft. “T was in the '-alnnn

at the time. These boys were drinking in
there it was only lime-juice. T think—but
thev were insulting and impudent. Some of
the fellows thrvw them out. and it served
them right, tog.’

Handforth’s 1aw dropped.

“"You're mad!” he pasped. ‘“We weren't
in the saloon—we've never set foot in it!”

“The kid’s lving!” said the man contempt-
{uously, “7T was there—and T saw them.”

“T ecan arite believe it, sir—and thank
vou ! gaid Mr. Pyeraft triumphantly.
- Tandfarth & Co. wondered if they were
direaming.  This fresh witness was just as
sincere az Mr. Gordon—for he, too, had con-
fnierd these three juniors with the three who
had escaped.  Their faces were shill grimy
nd nnrecognisable, and the man's mistake
was understandable.

So Handforth & Co.,
were packed into the taxi.
climbed in after them.

dizzy and speechless,
and Mr. Pyeraft
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The indignant Australian seized the scuttle, heaved it up, and a shower of ashes and soot went
flying over Handforth and his two chums., *‘ Gug-gug-grrrr I’ gurgled the luckless Handy.

CHAPTER 5
The Chopper |

URING that ride to
- the School  Ship,
Handforth & Co.

tried hard to explain
to Mr. Pycraft, but
that gentleman silenced the juniors every time
they attempted to speak.

In Mr. Pyeraft’s view, there was absolutely
nothing to be said.

The case was obvious—it was proven to
the hilt. These three juniors had_ been
in a public-house; they had got mixed up in
a brawl; they had been thrown out into the
gutter, That was the whole thing in a nut-
shell.  Furthermore, it was amply proved,
since two independent witnesses had assured
Mr. Pycraft of the facts.

Whatever Handforth & C(Co.
make no difference,

“1 am, ashamed of you!” declared Mr.
Pryeraft scathingly. “‘1 only hope that this
disgraceful affair will not be mentioned in
the newspapers. You have brought dis-
honour upon the name of vour school——"

“There's some mistake, sir,” panted Hand-
forth. “Thoso men were telling whoppers!”

“And why, pray, should thoy tell—er—
whoppers ?" demanded Mr, Pycraft curtly.
“They were practically strangers to you, and

said could

1

they certainly had no desire to injure you.

| I am astonished, Handforth, that you should

have the audacity to maintain an air of
innocence. You are only making things worse
by adopting this attitude.”

“But look here, sir——"

“That is enough!”

“Yes, but——"

“Silence !”

Upon reaching the School Ship, Mr.
Pycraft led Handforth & Co. straight below
to Nelson Lee's cabin. As it happened, the
famous schoolmaster-detective was 1in. At
St. IFrank'’s, he was ihe Housemaster of
the Ancient House; but on the School Ship
he was the Head.

“Really, Mr. Pyeraft, why have you
brought these boys to me in this condition "
asked Lee, in surprise,

“I thought it advisable, that vou
should see them in this state,” replied the
Fourth Form-master. “This is exactly as I

s1r,

y

found them, i1n ‘the heart of the City—
sprawling in a gutter!” -
““Indeed !”
“Yes, indeed, sir,” said Mr, Dycraft.

“Thev had just been ejected from a public-
house !"

Nelson Lee’s expression became grave, aud
he looked at Handforth & Co. with troubled

eyes.

“Mr. Pycraft’s made a mistake, sir!”
burst out Handforth Dbreathlessly. “I'll
admit that we were chucked out, but it

was all a blunder. We must have been
mistaken for somebody else "
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“Qilence, Handforth!” said Nelson Lee
sternly  .“Mr. Pycraft, be good enough to
tell  me the exact circumstances of this
strange affam.”

1 happened to waik round a corner, near
"a pitblic-house, sir,” said Mr. Pycraft. *“You
can imagine my surprise when I found these
three boys sprawling 1n the gutter, nearly
choking, Two men from the public-house
u.&surmi me that the boys had been in the
saloon bar, dnnking—"

“ Drinking !”’ brﬂke in Nelson Lee Eharpljf

Du you know what they were drinking 1"’

“Lime-juice, 1 believe, sir,” said Mr.
Pyeraft, with reluctance. :
“Lime-juice,” nodded Lee, relieved.

“Well ¥#

“It scems that they were using insulting
words,” continued the Form-master. At
oll events, they enraged the Australians who
were in the saloon, and these men threw the
bovs out, These facts were given to me by
two dilferent men, and they cannot, of
course, be disregarded. I would also remind
vou, sir, that I was actually on the scene my-
s¢it. 1 saw the boys in the gutter— just
whepe they bad been flung.”

Nelson Lee pursed his lips,
looked  at
*Vves,

“I am very sarprised to ™ear this, Hand-
fonith,” he said quietly. *““I hope that you
will be able to give some sort of explanation

alihough, I fear, there can be no cxcuse
for your entermg the saloon bar of a publie-
Lbouse,  You know perfectly well that such
slaces are rigidly out of bounds. In an im-
pitlsive moment, perhaps, you led Church
and McCluie into this

“But it 1sn’t true, sir,” broke in Hand-
tarvth  exeitedly. “We didn't go into any
:mhh( hnuw-—at least, not into the saloon
iJI'l!'

w

and then ho
the three juniors with grave

But vou admit that you in the
swtablishment

“Only just-in the hall, sir,”” said Hand-
[orth, “"We heard a shout for help, and we
dashed m. Then somebody collided with
us. and somebody else chucked some soot. in
our faces, and then wo, were thrown out into

the gutter. That’s all, sir.”

Handforth hag realised, with a sudden
<hock, that he could not e\plam that they
had heard a ery of ‘““Rescue, 8t. Frank’s!”
fnat would immediately inform Nelson Lee
that there had been some St. Frank’s
fellows in the place; and Handforth had very
striet  1deas on  sneaking. Moreover, he
‘elt that such a story could do no goud
since neither he nor his companions knew
ha identities of the real culprits.

“And do you assure me, Handforth, that
this  1s all that bappened 2?7 asked lee
|[Fil‘:ti}".

S Y ow, wir™

““I'hen how do yun
that two  witnesses
that you were 1n
lime-juice 7

were

fact
Pyveraft
drinking

0aceount for the
informed Mr.
the saloon bar,

GIFT NUMBER!
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© “But we weren't, sir!” protested Hand-
forth. "“Were we, you chaps?”

“Of course we weren’t!” said Church and
McClure.

“1 am very sorry,” said Nelson Lee, “but
the facts speak for themselves, Handforth.
You would not have been thrown out of
this establishinent unless you had committed
some offence—some minor offence, erha.pa
It will be far better if you confess at once.”

“We've nothing to confess, sir,'

“It 1s only natural, perhaps, that these

 boys should attempt to whitewash their !

haviour,” said Mr. Pycraft unpleasantly. *'}
would remind you, Mr. Lee, that I founi
them in the gutter; that two men supplied

me with positive evidence——"

“T do not need this reminder, Mr.
Pveraft,” said Nelson Lee. “These boys °
have behaved in a manner which is dis-
creditable to the school. Yet I cannot be-
'ieve that they did so deliberately. If I

thought such a thing, their punishment would
be very severe, indeed. As it is, I shall let
{kem oft hghtlg,

“Really, sir—-" began Mr. Pyeraft.

“Ta-morrow, the Test Matech commences,”
continued Nelson lLee sternly. ‘“The whole
school ltas been granted a day's holiday for
the oecasion. and the school will be further
perinitted to attend the Test Match on the
afternoons of subsequent days. These three
boys will have this privilege denied them-—as
g punishment for their foolish escapad: of
tivis afternoon !

Handforth gulped, and

“You--you mean that
the Test Match, sir?” he asked hoarsely.

That 1s exactly what [ mean, Hand-
forth!™ replied Nelson Lee. “You three
boys are detained—for the entire duration of
the Test Match. You are to remain on
board this ship, and you will be wiven
extra work. so that you may bhe kept fully
occupied. That is all. You had hotter a0
and get yoursclves thorcughly clean.’

“But. sir, 1t’s not fair!™ burst out Hand-
forth, “We want te see the Test Mateh1”

“We haven't done anything wrong, sir!”
shouted Church.

“That will do!” commanded Lee. “Go!
You have heard your segtence, and [ sce
no reason why I should alter my decision.”

And Handforth & (o, rungniaintf the
note of finality in Nelrton lice's voice, de-

parted. The Chr.:ppﬂ nad come down with
a very heavy swing !

» i"i’i

-
:

breathed hard.
we're pot to ~ee

CHAPTER 6

Many Sympathisers !

’1 HE  Jintor Comigon-
. room contained quite
a number of fellows
when the chums  of
Study D arrived,
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ufter having a thorough wash, and chang-
ing their clothes.

It was very pleasant
room, with the windows standing open.
Actually, the place was one of the big
lounges of the liner, but it was always re-
ferred to as “the Common-room.” On the
floating school everything was as nearly a
replica of St. Irank’s as possible.

"There was a loud hum of conversation;
everybody was in the highest possible spirits,
On the morrow the Test Match would start,
and it was to be a whole holiday. Excel-
lent recasons, therefore, for the juniors to
be in high spirits.  Cricket, of course, was
the one subject of conversation.

But when Handforth & Co. walked in, a
kind of gloom walked in with them. TThey
scemed to be surrounded with an atmo-
sphere of tragedy. 'Their expressions were
as nearly approaching haggard as any of the
other fellows had ever seen. Handforth, in
fact, was positively pale, and his eyes had
p look of intense misery.  Church and
McClure were more or less dazed.

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie Glen-
thorne. “LEnter the Demon King and his
myrmidons, what? I mean to say, a chilly
sort of blast has oozed through the atmo-
sphere.  Absolutely 17

“What on earth's the matter, Handy?”
asked Nipper, with concern. “ What's up
with you fellows?”

The juniors crowded round, and Hand-
forth looked at him dully.

“Justice !” he said, with tcrrible bitter-
ness, “Obh, my hat! Never talk to me of
justice again!”

. “But what’s happened?” insisted Nipper.
“The worst!” said Handforth hoarsely.
“What the dickens——"

“We're gated!” said Church mournfully.
“What ?*

“.Glnted for a week !” said McClure, with
sigh,
“(reat Scott

“(Gated for the whole period of the Test
Matceh!” said Handforth, his voice becoming
thick with sudden indignation.

““Oh, my only sainted aunt!”
“Poor old scouts!”
“Tough luck !”

“Luck!” roared Handforth, *It’s nothing
to do with luck! We’'ve been victimised!
The Grand Inquisitor of Spain was a gentle
gazelle compared to Mr, Leel”

“Look here,” said Nipper,
need to rag my guv' nor—"

“He's a tyrant!” said Handforth hotly.
“He's unjust !”

“Don’t be an ass!” said Nipper. “If
vou've been barred from the Test Match by
Mr, Lee, there's a pretty good reason for it.
1 expect it's simply a difference of opinion.
You fellows thinﬁ that you've done nothing
that calls for punishment—and Mr. Lec holds
& different view.”

in the Common-

(R

“there’s no

l

| ally, we dashed jn.”

!
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“He’s no right to hold a different view!”
retorted Handforth fiercely. *““The facts arve
as clear as daylight, and we've done abso-
lutely nothing. And yet Mr, Lee says that
he has let us off lightly !"”

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Church
McClure.

“But what did you do?” asked Travers.
* Nothing !

and

“Oh, cheese i6!” said Fullwood. “You
must have done something !”
“But we didn’t!” said Handforth. “We

b3 )

happened to meet Weodfull in the City

“Woodfull ? The great Australian
cricketer ¥ 1
“Yes,” said Handforth, “We were chat-

ting with him, when we noticed a rumpus
going on in a public-house near by. Then
a shout came: ‘ Rescue, Remove!" Natur-

-

“Who was it shouting like that?” asked
Nipper,

“We don't know; we didn't recognise the
voice,”” replied Handforth, *“We barged
into the place, and then we were bowled
headlong by somebody. I suppose we col-
lided with them. Anyhow, we went down,
and then a crowd of men chucked a lot of
soot and ashes into our faces, and pitched
us out into the gutter. Then Pycraft came
along, spotted us, and hauled us here. Mur.
Lee heard everything, said that we had dis-
graced the school, and barred us from the
match., 'That's alll”

There was an excited buzz.

“But why did he bar you from
match 7" asked Nipper, in astonishment.

“Well, it was mainly Pycraft's fault,” said
Church., “And yet it wasn't altogether his
fault, either., A couple of men came out of
that public-house and told Pyeraft that we
had been in the saloon, drinking lime-juice,
and making insulting remarks about tho
Australians, They told Piecrust that they
had chucked us out deliberately—and, of
course, when Mr. Lec hecard all that, he
naturally took it for granted that we had
been in the pub. The evidence secmed to
be conclusive.”

Nipper looked relim;ed.

“Why, you ass,” he said, glaring at Hand-
forth, & what's the idea of making these
accusations against my guv'nor? He hasu't
been unjust.”

“He's barred us from the Test Match!”
retorted Handforth.

“Only beeause there’s been a misunder-
standing,” said Nipper. “He was obliged
to take Pycraft's word—and you've got to
admit that the facts look significant. You
were thrown out of a pub., and two men
came along and accused you of being insult-
ing. I suppose you have told us the full
yarn ?”

“OFf course!”

“You weren't really in that place?”

the
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“Oh, c¢huck it!" protested Handforth.
“Of course we weren't i tt—except for that
-ccond or two. It was somebody else who
used the insuiting words, and we ware so
smothered with soot and asbes that thoze
men didn’t know the differcrice.”

“'Then you can’t blame theni—or Pyerafi,
either,” said Nipper judicially, **As ] =ard
Lefore, it’s simply a misunderstanding. And
there’s no need to get the wind-up, either.
You fellows will see the Test Match all

right,”

“Ilow can we?” asked MecClure.
gated !

“My dear asses, there’s an eagy way out
for you,” said Nipper coolly. “ You've only
ﬁut to find Woodfull, and the thing will be

one,”

“Find Woodfull £
starmg.

sk Yus'l} ']

“But what for?”

“He's an important witness,” said Nipper.
“You told us that you were talking to
Woodfull when this shout came.”

“That’s right.”

“Well, then, if you find Woodlull, he'll
give evidence in your favour,” said Nipper.
“If he can satisfy Mr. Lee that you dién‘t
go into that public-house unsil you heard
the yell for hellp, it’H be clear evidence that
there’s bcen a mistake, Woodfull will soon
put things right (or you.”

Handforth's eyes gleamed.

“By George! .1 hadn’t thought of that!”
he said tensely. “It’s a wheezo! But where
can we find him? How can we get hold of
Woodfull? ‘Where does ho live? Ccme on !
Let's dash ashere, and——"

“Just a wminute!” grinned Nipper. “No
need to be so excited. You fellows can’t go
ashiore, anyway—you're gated!”

“Ob, my hat! So we are!”

“But we can get up a little party,” said
Nipper briskly., *“ We'll see you out of this
Handy, old man. I dare say we can find out
where Woodfull is by inquiring at the ericket
ground. Anyhow. he’s in Melbourne, and
we won’t be satisfied until we've got hold of
him, Three of us will be enough for the job.
As for your accusations against Mr. Lee,
they're unfair, Handy. He acted according
to the evidence that was placed in front of
him—and you've got to admit that the evi
dence was pretty strong.”

“Yes, now I come to think of it, it was,”
agreed Handforth. *“Tt was mainly Pyeraft’s
fault for being such a heastly busybody——"

~“Well, we're only wasting time by talking
like this.” said Nipper. “Let’s be doing
something, Who's coming with me?”

At least a dozen fellows wanted to go,
but in the end only Vivian Travers and
Fullwood accompanied Nipper. And they
went ashore without any further loss of time
—1n look for Woodfull '

i ‘u‘i'[\, ye

repcated Handforth,

SPECIAL FREE GIFT NUMBER !

CHAPTER 17

Out of the Frying
Pan !

it happoned  the
search for Mr. W.
Woodfull was exlra-
ordinarily  bricl.

As Nipper led
the way towawds the gangway, he observed a
supple figure coming en board, and the next
moment Nipper uttered an ejaculation.

“Well I'm jigugered!” he said. " He's
Mr. Woodfull himself '™

“Hallo! Who's iaking my name in vain?”
asked the famou: Victorian, smiling.

“Not_in vain, sir,” said Nipper, running
up. “We were just comine ashore to look
for you.”

“ About those threc youngsters who were
collared by one of vour masters, ¢h 1 asked
Woodfull, nodding. “As a matter of faet,
that’s why I'm here, too.”

" Good man!” said Nipper cnthusiastically.
“There was a misunderstanding, sir! Those
three fellows have been bharred from secing
the Test Match!”

“Too bad !”

~ “Mr. Lee thinks that they were mixed up
in_some dizgraceful scene,” went on Nipper.
‘But vou know well enough that they only
just entered that place because they heard
a vell for help. It was somehody else
who——""

“Yes, I know,” said Woodfull. ‘“As a
matter of fact, I saw the three culprits run-
ning off. although T don’t know whe they
were, "

" But they were 8t, Frank’s fellows ?”
“Undouhtedly.” said the famous cricketer.

"And T gathered that there might be some
little confusion. so I thonght I'd just come
along and do all T could to help.”

“That was very sportine of you, sir,” said
Travers. “Hi, Handforth. dear old fellow!
f.ook who’s here!”

Handforth & Co. were crowding up with
a number of other fellows, and they sur-

rounded Wooedfull in a shouting mob. The
smiling  Victorian was in no way discon.
certed,

“Where's your headmaster " he asked
briskly. “We'll get this thing settled at
once.

Which are the three boys who spoke

to me just before that unhappy little
imeident 7’

“"We're the ones, sir,” said Handforih
eagerly. “Churchy, Mae, and me. Mr. Leo

thinks we were guilty of rotten conduect, and
I must say that the evidence was as black

as ink. But you can prove——"
“Come along!” said Woodfull, with a
chuckle.

- He was triumﬁhantly led below, and a few
moments later he was ushered into Nelson
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Lec’s cabin—or, as it was called on board, [ other St. Frank’s boys came rushing out, and
Lis study. they ran off. They are the three who should
“This is Mr. Woodfull, sir—the famous{be punished, since it is fairly obvious that
Australian  cricketer,” said Handforth | they ecreated the original disturbance. I
proudly. “A friend of mine, siv.” fancy there must have been a bit of a mix-up

“A  totally unnecessary introduction, | in the hall of the place.”

Haundforth, since Mr. Woodinll and 1 are “A mix up!” echoed Handforth. *“I
well acquainted,” smiled Nelson Lee. “How | should think it was, sir! Before we could
arc you, my dear fellow?” even pick ourselves up, somgbody threw a

“Very fit, thanks,” replied Woodfull. | lot of soot and cinders over us. That's why
“I'm here on an errand of justice. Three | those men came out and told Ar. Puveraft
of these boys, I think, have recently been | that wo'd been in that place, drinking lime-
punished for some misdemeanour.” juice and——="

“ Unfortunately they were mixed up in a “A very natural mistake, Handforth,” put
brawl,” said Nelson Lee. “I do not think |in Nelson Lee. *“Mr., Woodfull’s informa-
their offence was very serious. It was rather | tion, of course, absolves you three boys from
a matler of thoughtiessness.” blame. Yet I do not reproach myself in the

“But they're not guilty,” said Woodfull, | slightest degree for having passed seuience
“These three boys are more to be sym-|on yon, According to the evidence that was
pathised with than punished. According to| placed before me, I had no alternative but to
the way I look at the thing, it's a case of { punish you."”

mistaken identity.” “And now, sir?” chorused Handforth &
“’Chat’'s what we told you, sir,” said Hand. | Co. :
forth eagerly. “Well, T think I ean safely pardon you,”

In a very few words, Woodfull explained | replied Lee dryly.
the eircumstances. He told Lee how he had ““Oh, thanks awfully, sir!”
met Handforth & Co. in the city, and how{ “By George, you're a brick, sir!”
he had been chatting with them when that “Rather!”
cry of ‘"Rescue, Remove!” had come to “This, however, does not alter the fact that
them. three St. Frank’s boys are guilty of creating
“These three youngsters were with me until { a disgraceful disturbance,” conlinued Nelson
that very moment,” he explained., “If they | Lee. “These three boys must be found—and
were in the public-house at all, they were | punished., I take a very serious view of this
only inside for a few seconds. But three | matter, and I shall not lightly dismiss it.”
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Handforth & Co. gave Woodfull sorie
warm, grateful glanees, and then they were
permitted to go. Outside they congratulated
themselves, and they were congratulated by
the others. And Wooufull was voted to be a
eplendid fellow.

“Wall, that’s that!” said Handforth
heartily. “By George! It was a pretty
narrow shave, though! Wo were nearly

barred from seeing the giddy Teset Match!”

“I'd rather have lost a term’s pocket
money !” said Church.

“You’d better go easy next time, Handy,”
said McClure warningly, “ You’re #lways so
jolly impulsive.”

Handforth looked at his chums coldly.

> “Whenever I hear a shout of * Rescue,
Removel” I'm going to answer it,” he
replied. “If I get into trouble over it, 1

shan’t grumble. And I'm surprised at vou
fellows for suggesting that any such call
should bhe ignored,

“We weren't suggesting it,” sald Church
indignantly. ‘““But there's no neel to be so
ramheaded. If we had gone inte that pub.
like human beings, instead of battering-rams,
we shouldn’t have collided with those three
fellows who were escaping.”

“By the way, who were they !’ said Hand-
forth, frowning. “The rotters! They’re the
cause of all the trouble!”

Clang-clang |

“Hallo! What's that for?” said Church,
glancing round. “It’s the bell for Big Hall !

“But why now?” said Handforth. “Ii
isn’t calling-over yet!”

However, it was useless asking questions.
Nipper and Travers and Boots and a lat of
the others were puzzled, but they were com-
pelled to go along to Big Hall with the rest
of the fellows. Seniors and juniors alike
~were obliged to answer that imperious
surmmons,

When theprefects had rounded everybody
up, it was found that there were many
absenteecs, for, as 1t was not calling-over,
many of the fellows were still ashore.
Nelson Lee appoared on the platform, and
he was looking grave and stern.

“It has come to my knowledge,” he said,
‘““that three of our boys entered a public-
house 1n the ecity this afterncon and created
a disturbance. If those three boys are here,
I eall upon them to stand forward immedi-
ately.”

There was no response.

“But, Mr. Lee, surely there is a mistake ?”?
sald Mr. Pyeraft, bewildered. “The three
bu:rs" have already been brought before vou

“Handforth and Church and McClure are
not the three boys, Mr. Pycratt,” said Nelson
Lee. “I have had conclusive cvidence
placed before me which provss that three
other hoys are the actual culprits.”

“But, really &

“We told you we weren't guilty, sir.
said Handforth, looking trinmphantly at the
Fourth Form-master.

3
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Mr. Pycraft was more kewildered than
ever, but he was not rash enough to say
anything {urther, although he mentally told
himnself that he would have an interview with
Nelson Lee immediately the school was dis-
missed. Not that that interview was destined
to come to anything.,

“T take a very serious view of this inci-
dent,” continued Nelson Lea sternly. “'The
good name of St. Frank’s has been injured.
It is the duty of you all to cenduct your-
selves respectably and bonourahly whilst
ashore; and you all know that public-houses
are strictly out of bouncds. Unless these three
culprits confess before bed-time {o-night, F
may find it necessary to cancel fo-morrow’s
holiday, and, indeed, place the Test Match
cempletely out of bounds!”

CHAPTER 8

Gore-Pearce’s Cunning !

_ﬂ] HERE was a murmur

of consternation,

L which rapidly swelled

i to a loug buzz
il Seniors and juniors

alike were startled and staggered by this
pronounccment.

, But is this fair to the school, sir?” pro-
tested Fenton, of the Sixth.
- “It will be hard lines for the majority of
you,” said Nelson Lee. “But I am deter-
mined to find out those three culprits, If
they have not confessed by bed-time, 1 shall,
as I have said, find it necessary to confime
the whole schocl aboard ship for the duration
of the Test Match. That i1s all I have to say
now. You may dismiss.”’

And the school dismissed, seething with
excitement, indignation, and alarm.

“Rather drastic, Mr. Lee, isn't it?” in-
quired Mr. Stockdale mildly.

He had joined l.ee on the platiorm, and
the Housemaster of the Modern House was
looking troubled. -

“I don’t intend to stick to the letter of
that little threat,” replied Lee, with a smile,
“You may have noticed, Mr. Stockdale, that
my words were quite guarded,”

“But why put the school
fright?”’

“Because I think there is very little pros-
pect of these three boys confessing,” replied
Lee. 1 mean confessing of ﬁ'xeir own
accord. But 1t is most probable that the
otler boyvs will know of their identities, and
they will compel the guilty trie to rome to
me and make a confession.”

“ And if they don't?

“In that case, I shall leave the school in
suspense until the morning,” replied Lee,
“ Perhaps I shall obtain the pames then, and,
if not, T can very easily ‘reconsider’ my
decision.”’ |

“Upon my word, it’s a very astute plan,”
said Mr. Stockdale, relieved. “The chances
are that these three bovs will present them-

into such a
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selves to vou before the evening is over.”

“lixactly !” nodded Nelson Lee, *I fancy
the others will see to that.”

In the meantime, “the others * were hold- |
ing indignation moeetings in the Common- ;
rooms and on the decks. Evervbody was
bubbling with excitement and consternation,
The prospect of beoing barred from the Test-
Match was simply too awful for words, And,
as Nelson Lee had anticipated, crowds of
fellows were already deciding that the three
culprits should be hounded out and forced to
make a confession. The trouble was nobody
knew who the three culprits were.

As a matter of fact, theso bright voun
gentlemen were still in the city, and stiﬁ
more or less scared by the narrowness of their
recent escape.

“It was all your fault, confound you!”
Gulliver was saying, as he glared at Gore-
Pearce. “DBell and I warned you against
sneering at the Australians! You silly 1diot!
It was only natural that those fellows in
the pub. should get ratty. You don’t think
they were going to hear you run down the
Australian cricketers——"

“Oh, shut up!” broke in Gore-Pearce
savagely. “When I want any lectures from
you, Gulliver, I'll ask for them! How the.
deuce was I to know that those men would |
flare up ?”

“Your own common sense ought to have
told you!” snapped Bell. “Now there'll ]
probably be a report—and we shall be in|
the cart. Things are a lot worse because a
crowd of our chaps barged in and collided |
with us—"

“A crowd be hanged!” interrupted Core.
Pcarce. ‘‘There were only three of them.
I ‘believe Handforth was one.”

“Well, you know what a chap Handforth
1s,” said QGulliver bitterly. ‘““He makes
enough noise for a dozen. I expect the news
of that affair is being broadcast everywhere !
" by this time. And if Handforth managed to |
spot us—"

“He didn’t!” interrupted Gore-Pearce.
“And if we provide ourselves with a cast-
iron alibi we shall be safe.”

“How the dickens can we have an alibi?”
growled Gulliver. “Talk sense, do! If we
were recognised, there’s an end to it. We
shall be questioned when we get back to the

l

ahi‘p, and——"
“By gad " muttered  Gore-Pearce
abruptly.

There was something so exultant in his
tone that Gulliver and Bell looked at him
in wonder. They chanced to be walking
past the side of one of Melbourne's big
picture theatres, and crowds of people were
pouring out through tho wide-open exit
doorways,

“ Quick !
crisply.

“But what on carth—

“Come onl”

Gulliver and Bell were bewildered by their |
leader’s sudden unexpected move. He was

1
I'ollow me!” said Gore-Iearce

A :
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coming out of the cinema. Gulliver and Deil
followed, thinking, just for a momcut, that
Gore-Pearce was trying to get into e place
“on the cheap.”

An- attendant, who was just inside the
door, placed a hand on Gore-Pearce’s arm.

“It’s all right—forgot a parcel,” said Core-
Pearce glibly. “ Left it under my seat.”

He pushed past, and Gulliver and Bell suc-
ceeded in keeping up with him, They went
round to the central aisle, and at that
moment the lights were being lowered.
Gore-Pearce dropped into a scat, and pushed
his companions into two others,

“What's the idea, you confounded idiot ?"
whispered Bell.

“Dry up—and lcave it to me!” said Gore-
Pearce. * Sit still, confound you! We don't
want any attention drawn towards us!”

He looked round rather anxiously, fearing
that the attendant might come up and ask
what their game was. Dut nothing hap-
pencd. A news-picture was on the screen,
and the orchestra was playing a liyvely tunc.

“We're all right 1” muttered Gore-Pearce,
after & few minutes had elapsed. “We shall
be safo after this, my sons.”

But Gulliver and Bell were still at a loss
to understand the wheeze. As soon as the
topical picture was over, Gore-Pearce rose to
i his feet and prepared to leave,

“This way ! he muttercd,

He did not choose the exit door by which
they had gained an unlawful entry. Instead,
he led the way up the broad aisle, and
finally he and his companions found themn-
selves in the great foyer of the theatre.

As Gore-Pearce had anticipated, & uni-
formed attendant was standing here in all
his glory. He was a big man, an ex-
guardsman by the look of his frame.

“Jolly fine show!” said Gore-Pearce, as
ho carelessly dropped a half-crown into the
attendant’s palm.

“Thank you,
prised, -

“I’'m so pleased with it—the show, T mean
—that I can’t help giving vou a tip,” said
CGore-Pearce coolly. “The big picture is a
regular corker!”

“You're some of the English schoolboys,
ain’'t you, sir—off the ship?” asked tho
attendant,

“That's right.”

“Givo my regards to the Old Kent Road.
yvoung gent, when you get back,” grinned
the man. “I'm a Londoner—born and bred
in New Cross. Glad you enjoyed the pic-
tures, sir.” .

“They were first-rate!”
Pearce enthusiastically.
were English, you know.
we came 1n.”

The man grinned.

“Well, 1t ain't very casy to miss me,
voung gont,” he replied good-humouredly.

sir!” said itho man, sur-

declared Gore-
“I thought you
I spotted you as

1 *I ain’t what you might cali & midget.”

Gore-Pearce nodded, and he and his com-
panions calmly strolled out into the main

pushing his way past the pcople who were

thoroughfare,
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U 'Well, Gore-Pearcoe
PO bovy uml!y
“* |3w@ what’s the idea?”

that's that |7 saud

cirumndmi Ledl.

“Our ahibi”
" Hh

“ Cast-iron,” said Gore-Pearce coolly. “If

there are any questions about us, we'll say
that we were in this picture theatre all the
afternoon.” _

“But we weren't!” said Gulliver. “We
can’t prove—"

“We can prove it euasily enough,” inter-
rupted Gore-Pearce. “If there are any
guestions, we'll say exactly which picture
theatre we were 1in, and. if necessary,

obtain the evidence of that doorman. After
our little chat with him, he’ll swear that we
were 1n the theatre all the afterncen. He
saw us coming out, and we told him that
we spotted him as we went in. He'll never
dream that we dodged in by one of the
exit doors only five minutes ago.”

“You deep bounder!” said Gulliver
admiringly,

“By gad! I believe it'll work, too!” said
Bell.

They were still standing just in front of
the big entrance, and at that moment
Biggleswade and Mills, of the BSixth, con-
fronted them. Gulliver and Bell wero
inclined to be scared, but Claude Gore-

Pearce remained as calm as ever,

CHAPTER 9
Into the Hornets® Nest !

OING in?” said Gore-
Pearce, nodding his

head towards the
entrance,

“Yes, we thought
about having a look at the pictures,” said
Biggleswade.

“Well, you'll enjoy the show—the big

picture is first-rate,” said Gore-Pearce.

“We've just come out, so we ought to
know.”

He strolled off, and Gulliver and Bell,
being only too pIad to get away from the
vicinity of the two prefects, promptly
tollowed.

“Well, that's clinched it.” grinned the
cad of Study A. “"We're as safe as houses
now, whatever develops.”

And it certainly scemed that there was
very little chance of their being brought to
book for their bad behaviour.

They arrived back at the School Ship,
relieved and casy in mind. The first person
they saw on deck was Teddy Long, of the
Remove. Teddy was looking very important
‘and excited,

“Better bolt, you fellows!" he advised.

J\.Frvbmly s looking for you.”

‘Looking for wus?” said
staring.

“Yes™

Gore Pearce,

- i,
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“What for!” demanded Bell nervously.

“You'll find out what for,” grinucd Teday
Long. *“There's a whole packet of trouble
waiting for you fellows.”

Teddy Long was an insignificant junior—
so insignificant, indeed, that he had been
more or less ignored ever since this trip had
commonced. Nobody ever took any notice of
At St. Frank’s he was generally active
as a sneak, but of late, mainly becausc the
ordinary school routine had been inter-
rupted, Teddy had found no openings for his
own peculiar talent, |,

“Get out of our way, you young focl!”

satd Gore-Pearce COIIthpflIDll‘ily “You
don’t know what the deuce you're talking
about !”

“0Oh, don't I?” retorted Teddy Long.

“You're the three rotiers who created a dis-
turbance in a pub. this afterncon——"
““Oh, my only aunt!” breathed Bell faintly.

“Confound your sauce!” snapped Core-
Pearce, seizing Teddy bLy the arm and
squeezing it.  ‘“What do you mean? Tll

teach you to make accusations like thar!”

“Hi! Lemme go!” howled Teddy Long.
“You know jolly well that you're the
culprits ! And everybody’s after your blood !”

“As it happens, we’ve been in a picture
theatre all the afternoon,” said Gore-Pcarce

-sonrly.

“That’s a likely yvarn!” said Teddy. with
open scepticism,  “ Nipper and Handy and
the others have been holding a meeting, and
they've been reckoning who are the chaps
who might have gone into a pub. All the
rest have been marked off, and vou three
are left. So it’s as clear as rlavhght

“Oh, po and hboil yourself!” interrunted
Gore-Pearce, pushing past.

Gulliver and Bell followed him, and they
walked to the other side of .the wide
promenade deck, retiring into the shadows

“There you are!” panted Gulliv er.
“What did we tell you? We're in the soup!
And as for you and your rotten alibi-—"

“Keep quiet!” hissed F‘orp-Pearce. ‘“As
long as you chaps back me up, we're safe!
For goodness’ sake, keep your heads!”

He was rather startled by what he had
just heard. So evervhody else had heen
climinated! And he and Gulliver and Bell
were suspected! It was a fairly obvious
process, and it was for this very reason that
Gore-Pearce disliked it so much,

“There’s only one thing to do—wn’ve got
to biuff it out!” said Goare-Pearce sud-
denly. *“And it’s no good staying here,
either.  We'll go right into the Common-
roont, and we'll stick to onr varn that we
were in & picture theatre all the afternoon.
Remember that, von fellows!  If yon let
me down, [’ll never speak to you again!”

He opened a door which led tnto a lounge,

and strode n. Passing down the wide
stairs, they reached another deck, and
strolled leisurely into the Junior Common-
room.

A yell immediately went up.
“Here they are!”
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Mr. Horace Pycraft glanced dis-
dainlully at the three dishevelled
figures in the gutter, failing to recog-
nise them as Edward Oswald Hand-
forth and his two chums of Study
D, Then the Form-master saw the
St. Frank’s caps. *‘ Good gracious
me ! ** he gasped, in scandalised
tones. Trouble loomed ahead for
Handforth & Co.

[

“CGrab ihem, you fellows!
. Gore-Pearce & Co. were immediately sur-
rounded, and they pretended to look very
surprised and bewildered.

“What's the meaning of all this*" asked
Gore-Pearce sourly.

“We've been waiting for you fellows to

come aboard!” said Nipper, in a grim
voice. “We've been waiting very anxiously,”

“Oh 7" said Gore-Pearce, “1I didn't know
wo were so popular.”

“By George! We'll soon show you how
popular vou are!” put in Handforth aggres-
sively, “You're tho three rotters who were
in that pub this afternoon! You can't
deny it—="

“Pub?” repeated Gore-Pearvce, puzzled,
“Yau're mad. We’ve been in no pub.”

“* Not likely !”” said Gulliver and Dell, in
one voice.

“T'm afraid you fellows were a bit too
prompt,” said Nipper. “That denial of
vours rather smacks of—well, insincerity,
That's putting it politely.”

“Have vou all gone off your rockers?”
aclied Gore-Pearce, 1in disdain. “We've been
10 a picture theatre all the afternoon,”

“Do vou swear that?”

“Be hanged to you!” said Gore-Pearce,
“T'm not going to swear ansthing just to
please you! But if 1t’s neeessary, we ecan
casily prove that we were at the pictures.”

“Then you'd better get your proofs
ready ! said Handforth grimly., “The
whole school is going to be kept away from
the Test Match—unless these three rotters

are found out. Don’'t you understand?
We're all going to be gated—for over a
week 1 : _

“Why jump on me asked Core-Pearce.
“T can’t help your silly troubles! And as
for ’ihe Test Match, I don’t care a toss about
it !’

A roar went up.

“leet’'s zrab them, and bump them until
they confess!” said Handforth excitedly.
“We jolly well know they're guilty ! 1 don't
believe anv of this rot!  Picture theatre,
indeed! I don’t think!”

l’l"| ¥

“ Steady on!”  interrupted  Nippor,
“There's no evidence, Handy, that thesn
three fellows are really the culprite. We've
got to take their word, I supposc.”

And in this Nipper was right. Tlero

was really no shred of evidence against
Gore-Pearce & Co. The juniors had sus-
pected them because 1t was in keeping with
their characters for them to go into a public-
house, But, after all, there were other St.
Frank’s fellows who might casily have fallen
from grace, Crowe and Webb and Crooke,
of the Fourth, for example, were not any too
particular—and they had been out all the
alternoon, and hadn’t turned up yet,

“What are we going to do now?" asked
Handforth helplessly, as he retired into a
corner of the Common-room with his ehums
and Nipper and Travers and one or tvo
others,

“We can’t do anything,” said Nipper.
“We're pretty sure that those cads are
guiltv—but without any evidence we're help-
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less; and it'll be frightfully difficult to trip
them up. Gore-Pearce is wily, and I dare
say he has provided himself with an alibi.’

“In the meantime, dear old fellow, the
whele school 1s secething,” said T'ravers
“I'rom the lordly Sixth-Former to the

grubbiest fag, everybody is foaming at the
mouth. And I've got to admit it'll be
pretty frightful if we’re all barred from
seeing the Test Match,”

Nipper slowly stroked his chin.

“Do you know, you chaps, there's an
idea slowly forming in my mind,” he said
thou lly. “Being barred from the Test

ightfu ! :
Matc%] might not be such a serious calamity,

after all

CHAPTER 10
Putting It To Fenton !

LLL, well 1”7 said
Travers amiably.
“What is this Great
Thought, dear old
fellow? Hadn't you

better get into top gear, and speed it up a

bit #”’

Handforth grunted.

“ Nothing can compensate us for missing
the Test Match!” he said tartily. “Only a
week or so ago, when we were out in the
wilds. we thought that we should never get
to Melbourne in time for the Test. And
now that we're here—actually on the spot—
there’s a dancer that we shan’t see the
game! It's—it’s unbelievable! Mr, Lee’s
a giddy torturer!”

“Qq much so. in fact, dear cld fellow, that
] doubt if he really means it,” said Travers
shrewdly. “You must remember that Mr.
L.ee didn't actually commit himself. He said
he ‘may’ be compelled to place the Test
Match out of bounds. In my opinion it’s a
wheeze.,” |

“But we can’t rely upon it,” said Nipper
shaking his head. *““And in any case, play-
ing in a test match is better than watching
a Test NMateh, isn’t 167"

“¥h? What's the—-"

“There’s nothing much in my idea—ex-
copt that it will be novel in one way,” said
Nipper. “look here, you chaps. Fenton,
I think, is getting up a game for the schoo!
against. Melbourne schoolboys, as soon as the
Test is over. But why wait until then?”

“The reason is pretty obvious, isn’t it?”
asked Mullwood. **We all want to see the
Test Match.”

“T'11 admit that it's a good reason—but
how wouid it be for us to hold a sort ef
rival test match?” asked Nipper keenly.
“Here's the stunt., Supposing we get the
game fixed 1 at once—and arrange for if
to start a‘ exactly the same minute as the.
real Test Match?”

“Po-morrow morning

“w 13

asked Handforth.

GIFT NUMBER!

1] }res'f)

“A two-day match, do you mean?

"No. I mean a junior test match, played
on the same lines as the real Test Match,”
replicd Nipper coolly. “ A fight to a finish,
my sons!”

“Phew "

“8t. Frank's

_ : against Melbourne!” con-
tinwed Nipper., “A genuine, gilt-edged,
jowelled-in-every-hole  test  mateh!  And

we'll see 1if we can’t carry it on for as long
as the big game—{for six davs, perhaps. Two
imnings cach stde, and a fight to the bitter
end !”

*Mv only hat!”
l}rt'aathh*ﬂ:-sly.
wheeze |7’

“It’s a brainwave!” said Traveys.

“Playing is better than watching, any-
how,” said Nipper enthusiastically. " And if
we get this fixed up, I don’t see how Mr.
Lee ec¢an stop it—particularly if Ienton
arranges everything. Being barred from the
Test Match won’t make any difference. Mpr.
Lee can’t very well interfere with the school
fixtures—although he can easily prohibit us
from having a whole holiday.”

“But this will only affeet the Eleven,”
said Travers. “The rest of the school will
be subjeect to the ban.”

“That won't affect us, will 1t?” grinned
Nipper.

“It'1l affeet me!” growled Church. * And
Mae, too.  Tt’s all very well for you fellows
to chortle over this—-"

“It’s all for the honour of the school.”
said Nipper coolly. “If we can have our
own test mateh going simultaneously with
the proper Test Mateh, it'll be a novelty,
and we'll see if we can't beat the big men
at their own game.”

““Let's put 1t to Fenton!” said Handforth
briskly.

A depuatation was quickly formed—Nipper,
Travers, Handforth, and Gresham. The
others were warned not to say anything just
yet.

[fenton was found in the Senior Day-room
looking very worried—as, indeed, were all
the other seniors who were there.

“What have we here, brothers?” said
Browne, of the Fifth. “Is it possible that
ine guilty ones have ecome to confess? I am
gvieved, Brother Nipper, to discover that you
wre addicted te the frequenting of publie-
houses—""

“Cheese it, Browne,” said Nipper.
haven’t come to confess anything.”

“Perhaps you know who those fellows
were, though?” asked Fenton pointedly.

“Well, we suspect three of the chaps—but
as we haven’t any proof we can’t mention
any names,’’ said Nipper.

said Harrv Eresham
“It's a stunt, vou chaps! It's a

“WE

“But I can mention names,” retorted
[Fenton. ““Gore-Pearce 18 one of theml
Am I right?”

“Well, yes,” admitted Nipper. “We've

taxed Gore-Pearce, but he swears that he
was in a picture theatre all the afternoon
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—and I don't very well see how we can
prove otherwise,”

“And we're to suffer?’ put in Reypnolds
hotly., “Because three of you young idiots
act the goat, the whole school has got to pay
the penalty! I think it’s an absolule out-
rage ! It's confoundedly unjust!”

“Steady on,” said Fenton quietly, "“Mr.
Lee's quite right—he’s the Head, and he's goi
to maintain discipline, Before the morning,
perhaps these young sweeps will realise therr
responzibility and confess.”

“Not unless they're plainly told that they
won't be severely punished,” said Reynolds
gruflly,

“Well, look here,” said Nipper. “We've
come to vou with an
idea, Fenton.”

Briefly and con-
cisely, Nipper told of
his wheeze, At first
I'enton and the other
scniors were a ftrifle
impatient; then they

FOR NEW READERS!
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for a real game—if we leave it until alter tho
Test Match, The School Ship is sctting
out on her travels again within a week. 1
fancy Mr. Lee wants to get to sca—so that
the school can settle down to hard work
again, And unless we get this match in now,
there's more than a chance that we shan't
get it in at all.”’

“Then it's settled!” said Handforth firmly,
“By George! We're not going to miss the
chance of playing against the Melbourno
schoolboys! Blow the Test Match! We want
to be in action——not just looking on!"

FFentagy was a fellow of action himself.

“Well, there's no time to be lost, if we're
to do anything,” he said briskly., “I'll run
ashore straight away,
and get  busy with
the telephone. This
idea is a good one,
vou kids—and 1if wo
possibly can, we'll
put the thing
through.”
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man. You're already in touch with some of
these big Melbourne schools, and "

“Wait!"” interrupted Fenton. *'You mean
a tecam something like we played at
Adelaide?  Young England versus Young
Australia, eh?”’

“Exactly,” said Nipper,
a genuine junior test match,
fight to a finish—played simultancously with
the Iingland versus Australia game, Don't
you think it would be pretty good ?”

“Better than watching the big game, you
think ?"’ asked Fenton.

“Personally, I'd rather be playing than
watching,” replied Nipper.

“Well, I agree with you,” said the school
captain, smiling. *““As it happens, I was talk-
ing to Mr. Lec yesterday, and he's very
doubtful as to whether we shall have time

“But this will be !
Fenton—a

agreed—heartily !

— e —

CHAPTER 11
Getting Some Speed On !

'HE school, as a whole,

"B T was not burning with
i excitement over tho
“great idea,” All

the fellows who were
likely to be members of the Eleven were
naturally bubbling with anticipation, but tho
rank and file thought the wheeze to be pretty
tame, They only thought this because there
was no likelthood of their taking part—or,
indeed, of even watching.

For if that ban was maintained, nobody
would be allowed ashore. As Nipper had
said, it was hardly likely that Nelson l.co
would forbid a school fixture, once it was
made and definitely arranged, but the rest
of the school would have to resign itzelf to
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hard work—and that was a gloomy prospect.

Two hours later the situation seemed {o be
very much the same. Nothing had appar-
ently happencd, and Gore-Pearce & Co, were
now feeling safc. Having got over the first
stile, they were not likely to be scared by
any other such obstacle. They coolly and
insolently  maintained their attitude of
innocence. They were suspected by ail the
Removites and Fourth-formers—but nobody
could bring any proof against them.

To add to the exasperation of the position,

all the other fellows had satistactorily
accounted for their own movemengs. Even
Crowe & Co., of Study No. 5 in th& Modern

House—three suspects, these—had proved
quite conclusively that they had been to
Sandringhamm  Beach, bathing. Quite a
number of other fellows had been there, too,
so there was no doubt about this,

The Junior School, at all events, had no
"doubt that Gore-Pearce & Co. were the cul-
prits; and the Junior School was getting
imto a restive mood.

A few stalwarts, headed by John Buster-
lield Boots, of the Fourth, were preparing
a very special kind of programme. 'The
L'ourth saw no reason why it should be
" dished™ out of its whole holiday on the
morrow, and there were plenty of Removites
to back up this scheme. Gore-Pearce & Co.,
had they only known it, were on the crater
of a voleano,

Nipper and Handforth and a few others
were called to a special meeting in Boots’
study ; but they had hardly got there before
they were summoned to appear before Fen-
ton. Willy Handforth, of the Third, brought
the message.

“Fenton says 'it's urgent,” he announced,
“ Five of you are wanted--my major, Nipper,
(rresham, Travers, and DBoots.”’

"By George!” said Handforth.
the ericket!”

“Marvellous!” said Travers ianguidly.
“How did you perform those mental exer-
viscs, dear old fellow?"”

“About the cricket?” said Willy, frown-
ing. “You mean this special test match
you're arranging?”’

(1] YEE.H

“Then why am I left out of this conference
in Fenton’s study ?” asked the fag. “Aren’t
I geing to be in the Eleven?”

His major waved a lordly hand.

“ Little boys should be seen and not
heard!”” he said airily, “Clear off, Willy, my
son! Go and find some marbles to play
with {”

“Will you lend me yours?’ asked Willy
sweetly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Cheeky voung fathcad!”” said Handforth,
turning red.

When they got to Fenton’s study they
found a number of seniors present, and all
of them were looking extremely satisfied.

“Well, you kids, it's all fixed up,”’ said
FFenton briskly. “T thought I'd let you know

“It’s about
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the news as quickly as possible. ‘These Mel-
bourne chaps are kecen as mustard on the
game—and they think it’s a good ideca for
the match to be played to a fighting {inish,”

“Good egg!’ said Nipper. “And what
about Mr. Lee? Docs he approve?”

“He can’t very well do anything else,”
replied Fenton, “I'm sports captain you
know—and this is a school fixture. We've
been holding a conference about the team,
and we have linally seleeted th players,”

- t{}ﬂk us a long time,’ said Reynolds,

“but we've got it out at- last. " ‘

“May we see the list?” asked Gresham
cagerly,

I‘enton handed a sheet of paper to*the

juniors. The list for the big game was as
follows : Fenton (captain), Conroy, Wilson,
Reynolds, DBrowne, Stevens, Hamilton,

Gresham, Handforth, Travers, Boots.

“Why, you chumpa " began Handforth.

" A pretty good list, Fenton,”” said Nipper,
giving Handforth a nudge. “Thanks for
including five of us _]umnrs We'll do the
best we can for the old school.”

“I know that,” said Fenton. *““And it’s
got to be a representative team, anvhow,
Rather a pity we haven’t had a chance
of getting any practice during the past few
days, but I daresay we shall be fit.”

“I wventure to suggest, Brother Fenton,
that we shall do all honour to the good name
of St. Frank’s,” said Browne. " But listenl
Do I not hear the clang of the bell for Big
Hall 17

“My hat, yes!’ said Handforth, * What's
wrong now? I hope to geoodness this match |
isn't going to be squashed!”

Outside on deck, Handforth caught Nipper
by the arm.

“What did you stop me for in there?”
he asked. "1 was just going to tell Fenton
that the Eleven he has chosen is exactly the
same as you mentioned—-""

“l know,” grinned Nipper. “It took
these seniors about an hour to decide on that
list-——and it’s exactly the same as I suggested.
But why remind them of that? Diplomacy,
Handy, 1s a wvirtue. Let them have their
little delusions if it pleases them.”

(Gresham and Travers and Buster
chuckled.

It was certainly amusing that the seniors
should have taken so much trouble over the
list, whilst Nipper had rattled it off after
only a moment’s thought.

They went into Big Hall wonderingly.
The rest of the school was all agog. It was
felt that some announcement was to be made
regarding the morrow’s whole holiday. And
the school was not far wrong.

When everybody had arrived, Nelson Lee
appeared on the platform, and he was look-
ing rather more stern than usual.

“1 think you all know why you have been
called together,”” he said quietly. "The
whole_school is present now, and T want the
three boys who broke the school regulations

Boots
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br entering a public-house this afternoon, to
stand forward.”

There was a dead
moved.

“I would like these three boys to remember
the responsibility that rests on  their
shoulders,” continued Nelson Lee. “If their
identities are not known to me to-night, it
1s possible that I ghall detain the entire
school to-morrow. Come! Are you three
going to permit the rest of your fellows to
suffer because of your own misdemeanour {”’

There was still no response. Gore-Pearce
and Gulliver and Bell tried their hardest to
look as innoeent and unconcerned as the
rest. Core-Pearce succeeded, but Gulliver
and Dell were palpably uncasy.

“I would like to add,” said Nelson Lee
grimly, “that I have been making very
searching inquiries——and I have, morcover,
persuaded two Melbourne gentlemen to come
to the ship for the purpose of identification.
Once again I call upon the culprits to step
forward. An immediate confession is very
advisable.”

Gore-Pearce yawned, but Gulliver and Bell
thad turncd a sickly sort of putty colour.
They both felt the nudges that their leader
gave them—for he was standing Dbetween
them. ;

“Very well!” said Nelson Lee sharply.
“I have no alternative but to call upon the
two gentlemen to identify the culprits,”

And even Cla.t_xde Gore-Pearce was startled
when, at a sign from Nelson Lee, Mr.

George- Gordon and another man appeared
upon the platform !

silence, but nobody

CHAPTER 12

In the Net!
A’ R. GEORGE GORDON
r was the gentleman
L_,\/rL . who had taken such
= = exception  to  Gore-

Pearce’s sncering re-
marks in the saloon of the public-house. His
companion had also been present. It was
clear enough that Nelson Lee had left no
stone unturncd to discover the names of the
guilly ones.

My, Gordon and his friend were sportsmen,
and at first they had refused to attend the
“identification parade.” They didn't want
to get any of the fellows into trouble. But
~when they understood that the whole school
would enffer unless they spoke, they changed
their minds,

As it happened, however, they were not
called upon to name the culprits—much to
their relief and satisfaction., For Gulliver
and Dell, fecling that the game was up,
nearly fell over themselves in their anxiety
to confess. 'They realised that their punizh-
ment might be lightened if they owned up
before being identified,

——

21.

“It’s all right, sir!” panted Gulliver des-
perately., “We—we didu't think we wero
doing any harm, sir."”.

“It was Gore-Pearce’s idea, sir,” blurted
out Bell. “We only went in to have a drink
of lime-juice—"

“One moment!” said Nelson Lee. “Am 1
to understand, Gulliver, that you are con-
fessing? And vou, too, Bell ?”

“Yes, sir!” they chorused.

“They're mad, sir!” shouted Gore-Pearce
savagely. “Thev don’t know what they're
talking about! We were in a picture theatro
all the afternoon.” ;

“Thank you, Mr. Gordon, but I do not
think your help will be necessary,” said Lee
quictly. “Now, Gore-Pearce, let me
examine this statement of yours. Come for-

{ ward—all three of you!”

Gore-Pearce gritted his teeth, but there
was no help for it. He and his cronies stecod
forward before the rest of the scliool.

“Now,” said Lee, “two of you have con-
fessed to being in this public-house, whilst
the third one maintains that you were in a
icture theatre. Gore-Pearce, I think you
1ave been lying to me!”

“1 haven't, sir!” panted Gore-Pearce,
“We were in the pictures all the afternoon.

I can produce the doorman, if you like N

“I don’t think it will be necessary for vou
to produce the doorman, Gore-Pcearee,"” iu-
terrupted Nelson Lee. “Biggleswade, one
moment, please !”

Biggleswade of the Sixth, locking uncom-
fortable, came forward.

“By gad!” shonted Gore-Pearce trinm.
phantly. “ Biggleswade and another senior
saw us coming out of the picture theatre

1

“And we saw you sneaking in, too!” inter-
rupted Biggleswade gruflly. .

“Wha-a-at .

“We spotted you nipping in through one
of the exit doors,” said Biggleswade, “Wo
thought you were trying to get in on the
cheap, and, in fact, we were going into tho
place in order to fish you out. But when wo
saw you outside, we came to the conclusion
that you had been playving a bit of a lark.
Now we can understand your scheme."”

“You were attempting to manufacture an
alibi, Gore-Pearce,” said Nelson Lec sternly,
“You have declared that vou were in this
picture theatre all the afternoon—but it is
perfectly elear, from what Biggleswade has
said, that you were not in the picture theatre
for more than ten minutes. Do you stiil
maintain—-"

“0Oh, what’'s the use, sir?” said Gore-
Pearce recklessly., “Supposing we were in
that saloon? There was no harm in it. We
were only drinking lime-juice and soda.”

“It would have been better, Gore-Pearcee,
if you had confessed at the commencement,”
replied Nelson Lee coldly. “I am prepared
to belicve that it was you who influenced
these other two boys—and I shall, accord-
ingly, give vou a heavier punishment. You



Handforth slipped, went sprawling, and the

But the warning came too late.
next moment the tramear had rushed into him |

** Look out | ’* shrieked Chureh, in alarm.
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not only broke the school rules by entering
u publie-housg~——"

“But it was a thoroughly respectable
place, sir!” broke in Gore-Pearce.

“I do not doubt it,” said Lee. "1 am not
questioning the respectability of this par-
ficular establishment. But rules are rules,
and you knew wecll enough that you were
breaking a rule by entering that saloon.
You also acted in an ungentlemanly manner

-in & manner that was calculated to bring
the good name of St. Frank’s into disrepute.
I am going to cane you!”

He turned to Gulliver and Bell.

" You two boys can return to your places,”
he said,  ** You will—to use the old familiar
term-— be confined to gates for the period of
one week. That means to say that you
must not go ashore during that period, This
s also your sentence, Gore-Pearce—in addi-
tton to the canmng that I am now about to
infliet.”

And Gore-Pearce got it—a rip-roaring six-

hander. The Remove and the
Fourth looked on with perfect
satisfaction—{eeling, indeed, that

the unhappy Claude was not got-
ting half enough, He had had the
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“Lucky beggars!” said Bob Christine,

with a sigh.

It was learned that one of the finest school
rounds in the whole Melbourne district had
Eeen secured for the “secondary test
mateh.” Fenton had made all the arrange-
ments, and the* Australian Eleven had been
selected from several of the Melbourne
scheools, These Australian schoolboys were
as keen as mustard on the game—so keen,
indeed, that their interest in the real Test
Match had waned.

At precisely the same minute, the two

school in a rare stew all the even-
ing, owing to his refusal to own
up.

"You may now dismiss,”’ said
Nelson Lee, after the painful
business was over. “‘I need hardly
tell you that to-morrow will be a

whole  hcliday, as  previously
announced L

“Hurrah !’

“Bravo, sir!"

“I understand that a kind of

secondary test match has been
arranged,” continued Nelson Lee
dryly. “I wish the team the best
of luck. It will be rather inter-
esting to see if Young England
and Young Australia can keep it
up for as long a veriod as their
elders. I hope it will be a good
game—a  hard-fought game.”

“Thanks awfully, sir!”’

“Hurrah!”

The school dismissed, elated and
cheerful,

““Out of evil cometh
said Billy Nation, beaming.

“In what way, ass?’ inquired
Boots,

“"Why, if there hade’t been a
chance of the whole school being

good,’ ”

gated, Nipper wouldn’t have
suggested that wheeze about a

test match of our own,” replied
Nation. “The thing is arranged now, and
you can’t back out of it.”

“Who wants to back out of it?’ asked
Buster Boots promptly. *“ We fellows in the
Eleven will miss the real Test Match—but
we shall bhave something better. We shall
be playving a test match of our own—Young
L Encland v. Youngz Australial”

““ Look out | ** shrieked Church, in alarm.
next moment the

But the warr

matches would start—and while Melbourne
hummed with excitement over the forth-
coming bigger match, 8t. Frank’s and the
schoolboys of Melbourne bubbled with glee
over their own particular fixture. _

It was to be something of & novelty in
school gamies—a mateh without a time limt
-—a game Lo a fighting finish!
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CHAPTER 13

Does the
Thing !

Fenton Right

) 1DADS 1

s B called Edga
T R IF'enton,

i ' The coin Was
tossed, and when it
catie  down, Fenton

smiled complacently, Heads it was. The
Austrahan skipper, a tall, stalwart vonng

Handforth slipped, went sprawling, and the
ed into him !

fellow of about Fenton's own age, grinned
rather ruefully.

“Well, that's that |'” he remarked, “Good
luck to you, Fenton! The wicket's perfect.”

This was no exaggeration. The ground
was splendidly kept—an ideal arena. The
day was fine, and the pavilion was crowded
with St. Frank’s seniors, whilst scores of

juntdss were all round the enclosure—-with
hundreds of Mcthourne  ~choolboys. A
onghty cheer went up from tho 8t. Frank’s
fellows when it was understoed that Tenton
had won the toss.

Strang, the Auswalian captain, was one of
tie linest fellows Fenton had ever moet—an
upright sportsman, a fair-haned giant of a
fellow, and, by all repute, a terrifie batsman.

Before long he cameo out into the field with
all his men, and they looked & sturdy,
businessiike team in their spotless white
flannels,  'The majority of them were be-
tween sixteen and eighteen years of ago-—
only one or two being perhaps a year
younger.

Jerry Dodd and Boomerang Bangs—the
latter being a new fellow in the Remove~—
were interested spectators.  They were both
Australians, but they were unable to play
in this match, since they were St Frank':
fellows.  They couldn’t very well play for
St. Frank's because they could not repre
sent Young ¥England in the school teans:
and they conldn’t play for Young Australia
because they were St. Frank's
hoye. So they had to coutent
themselves by being spectators.

Over on the Melbourne Cricket
Greund, a vast and enthusiastic
throng was already cheering the
big men of the great game; but
here havrdly a thought was given

to the genuine Test Match., "Ihis
schoolboy test match was of far
greater  iuterest-—and, in the
opmion of the fellows, of far

greater importance.

The jumors were honoured by
the fact that Fenton sclected
Nipper as his partoer to open the
innings. The Senior skipper and
the Junior skipper of St. Frank’s
walked out of the pavilion to-

gether. They were a ftting open-
Ing pair.

Nobody had any delusions about
this game. No risks were to be
taken, no spectacular batting wag
hikely. In exactly the same
manner as in the big game, these
schoolboys were to play to a
finish, no matter how long the

match lasted,

The bowler who opened for the Ausiralians
was a young fellow named Crifin—a lean,’
lanky customer, with an enormously-long
stride. = He set his field, and there was a
tense hush when he prepared to take his
first run. He came ﬁ)nping down towards
the wicket, covering the distance in a series
of extraordinarily-long hops. Then over went
his arm, and the ball was delivered to Fenton
with terrific velocity.

Clack |

Fenton drove skilfully, and a single was
obtained. Then Nipper faced the bewling,
and he kept it for the remainder of the over.
He made no runs, just contenting himself in
getting the measure of Griffin’s howling.
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A thick-set fellow named DBriggs bowled
from the other end—and his deliveries were
slow, but tricky.

It took Fenton and Nipper two or three
overs to settle down, and after that thes
commenced to open out well, although Fenton
had a narrow cscape when the scoreboard
showed 32. He was tempted to hit at a
rising ball from Grifin, and he gave a
distinet chance in the slips, Only by a
fraction did the fieldsman fail to get his
hand to the leather.

Watchful and keen-eyed, Fenton and
Nipper treated every ball which came to
them with great respect. Nipper, if any-
thing, was rather more forceful than Fenton,
and some of his strokes were exceptionally

fine.

“They're nicely set now,” said Hand-
forth complacently. ““They ought to make
u century cach on a wicket like this.”

“Optimist ! said Gresham.

“Don’t you think they'll make a century
ecach 7"

" “No, I don’t,” grinned Gresham. “Thex'll
do jolly well if they keep together to see
the hundred go up on the board.”

“Fenton ought to have let me open the

innings with him,” said Edward Oswald
sternly. “He and Nipper are too slow—too
cautious. On a wicket like this, a c¢hap can |

afford to open out a bhit,
mean to slosh hard.”

“And vou'll probably be out before you've
scored a dozen,” said Buster Boots. “You
ass, Handy! You mustn't take any risks
like that!  This isn’t an ordinary school
gatme—a two-day affair.”

“What difference does that make?”
argued Handforth. “Look at that, now!
Only, a two! And if Nipper had only opened
his shoulders a bit more, he could have
scored a bonndary as easy as winking, DBy
George!  Wait until I'm in!”

“How manv do you reckon to score, dear
old fellow 77 asked .Travers politely.

“Oh, I shall be satisfied if I get about
a hundred and fifty.”

There were many grins.

“I think Fenton will be satisfied, too, if
voi get a hundred and fifty, Handforth, my
lad !” said Wilson, with a chuckle. *“You
silly voung chump! You'll do jolly well if
vou get fifty.’

A round of applause went up when it was
scen that Fenton had reached his  half-
contury. During the last two overs he had
had most of the bowling, and he had been
scoring well.  Nipper was only 42.

But now he was facing Griffin, and twice
in succession he drove the ball to the
boundary, and another roar of applause went
up., The “100” was on the board, and there
scermred  little  likelihood of smashing  this
opening partnership vet,

Strang changed his bowling quite rapidly.
Griffin was taken on and off, and on one
occasion he was tried at the other end, but
did not do so well. A stontish fellow, named
Marlowe, was bowling now, and he proved

When I go in, I

_—
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to be a medium-paced man, with somae
tricky touches. However, bcth FIenton
and Nipper soon greow accustomed to him,
and they punished him rather severcly
before Strang took him off.

When the luncheon interval came, the
opening pair were still in, Fenton baving
scored 72 and Nipper 87.

“Very- fine, brothers—very
Browne apprm:ngh

"You' re giving us a bit of !rmﬂﬂ e, you
fellows,” said Strang, with a grm “Fine
work, though, It's a great game.’

“How's the Test going?”’ asked \1[11‘1{:-1'.

“Tho Test?” repcated Handforth, staring.

fine ! said

“My only hat! You're plaving in it, and
vou ask how it's going!”

“No; I mean the real Test,” smiled
Nipper,

“This is the real Test,” replied Handforth
coldly., “That other game 1isn't worth
bothering about !”

CHAPTER 14
Laying a Solid Founda-
ion !

L HE St. Frank's
cricketers unani-
mously declared that
the luncheon was a
stunner. Their

Australian hosts were “doing them proud.”
And when the game re-started, prompt to
the minute, everybody was feeling mightily
refreshed, and ready for further big dceds.

Fenton only added one to his score, how-
ever, before disaster befell him. He at-
tempted to hit out at a straight ball from
Marlowe, but 1t sped benecath his bat and
touched his foot.

“How’s that?”’ yelled the wicket-keeper.

The bowler was shouting, tco, and the
umpire's finger went up. Not everybody
on the field could see what had happened,
but the umpire had made no mistake., It
was a palpable case of leg-before-wicket.

“Hard  lines,” said Nipper regretfully,

“Can’t be helped, smiled Fenton., “Stick
it, young ‘'un.”

Fenton reccived a great ovation as he
walked in. He had made a masterly 73,
and he had done well.

Conroy major was the next man in, and
he came out confidently. Conroy was a good
batsman—safe and steady. He wasn't
exactly brilliant; he was not famous for
his centuries: but he could generally be re-
plied upon to tire the bowlers,

He took guard, and Marlowe bowled.

The ball sizzled of the pitch at tremendous
speed—for that delivery was as fast as any
of Griffin’s. The lecather shot across whilst
Conroy was halfway through his stroke, and
in the next flash the leg stump was rtght
out of the ground.

*Out, by Jove!

LR
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“Oh, my hat!”

Conroy major stared at his shattered wicket
in a dazed kind of way, and then his gaze
met that of the wicket-keeper.

“That was a hot one,” remarked
wicket-keeper cheerfully.

“Too right, it was!” agreed Conroy, un-
consciously using the Australian expression.

He went back to the pavilion in a gloomy
mood. He had meant to do great things
for St. Frank's, and he had scored a duck!
It was very hard lines on the Sixth-IFcrmer.

Wilson came next—much to Handforth's
indignation. For Handforth considered {hat
it was up to him to go in now and put a
stop to the rot.

There was a tense expectancy as Wilson
prepared to receive Marlowe’s next delivery.
There was a chanee of the young Australian
performing the hat trick, and the St. Frank’s
feliows were beginning to look anxious and
worried.

Ivervbody held
their breath when the

the

next, Browne.

|JJ

mari .

“Leave 1t to me, brother,” said Browne
confidently.

Most  of the fellows expected to seo
William Napoleon Browne indulging in his
usuai treworks, He was a spectacuiar bats-
man, and, as o rule, he provided exceellent
entertainment. But this afternoon he
treated the bowling with excessive cantion,
and. from a spectator’s point of view, his
work was not interesting. Yet Browne, hike
Wilson, was playing the right game. This
was a match to a finish, and there was no
sense in taking any unnecessary chances,

Browne broke his duck ten minutes laicer,
and there was much ironical clappine and
cheering, mainly from the Si. Frank’s fellows.
who felt thar they were being swindled.
Browne mercly waved a cheery hand, aud
lkept up the good work.

He was amazingly slow, and Nipper, during
the same period, was
scoring apace. A tre

Keep your end up, old

ba!l went down. Bud CRICRKET BATS FREE! mendous  burst = of
Wilsen made no ms : : cheering  went up
take. He met the ball Cricket 15 coming, and very when Nipper reached
with the fnll face of soon now yow'll be thinking his  eentury.  The
his bat; there was a . . ' junior skipper had
dull thud. and the aboul buving a new bat or reno- ot b G
leather rolled a few vating your old one. No need ness during that vital

yards up the pitch

A sigh of refief
went up from the St
Frank's spectators,
and another sigh—
perhaps ef regret—
from the Australian
schoolboys.

Wilson kept his end up

for. that.

of the over, and he treated Marlowe with | the ith
Cacknowledged it by stiekin :
cend of his bat and waving it in the air.

very great respect,

Then Nipper had the bowling. and he It
out with great confidence and power. In
that over he scored another two boundaries,
a pair of twos, and a single,

Wilson scored a single, too, breaking his
duck. much to his own relief, and when the

next over commenced Wilkson had the
bowling.
He was plaving restrained ericket, It was

somewhat dull for the ecrewd. A corrain pro-
portion of the spectators considered all ericket
dull unless the ball was shooting te every
part of the field. But the players themnselves,
and all those who thoroughly understood the
great game, knew that the bowling was keen,
and, in the circumstances, Wilson was play-
ing the right game,

Then, twenty  minutes later, having
mounted his score to 10, he attempted to hit
out, and disaster befell him, He hit out at
a ball which he should have left well alone,
and he had the mortification of being canght
at cover-point,

“Things aren’t going so
expected,” said Fenton, frowning.

well as  we
“You're

The Nelson Lee 18
grving away a number of Hobbs’
crickel bats FREE'!
page 2 for full parliculars of this
amazing offer,

five minutes while hi:
score hovered in il
ninetics. He reached
his century by a por-
fectly - timed  stroke
that sent the leather
hissing over the turf
to the boundary, well

Turn lo

- " 3
for the remainder | bevond the reach of any fieldsman. Now, as

enthusiasticully, Nipper
his cap on the

rrowd cheered

“Well played, Hamilton I’ shouted Fenton
enthuastastically, “By Jove! I was wise to
inclide these jnniors in the cleven! They're
hot. Conroy!”

Conroy major grunted.
“Trving to rub it in?” he asked sadly.
v. old man! 1 didn’t mean that,”

said Fenton. [ dare say you'll have betrev
luek 1 the second mmings.”

" Rorry,

“Laek ! said Conrov. 1 was crazy to
be dismissed for a duck! It was rotten
play . and T don’t mind admitling 1t.”

Strang himself was bowling now, and the
tirst ball he delivered to Nipper proved fatal,
Whether Nipper was a trifle careless, having
scoredd his contury, or whether the change
of howlers momentarily put himm off his
strokce., nobody could tell. But the ball
seemod to slip under the junior skipper’s hat,
and his leg-stump sagged,

“How's that *

“ Ot 1

“It's becoming a procession!” said Haend-



)

L
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forth, in alarm. “My only hat!
Lody's got to stop this rot!®”

: “You're in next, old man,” said Harry
vresham,

“By George, so T am!” said Handforth,
jumping up.  “Oh, well! There's nothing

to worry about.”

It zounded very much like boaslting, but
Haudforth was not a brageari; he was a
super-optimist.  He had an cr’xt.ruordinary
faith in his own abilitics. Sometimes this
faith was not justified,

But it was justified now, for he procecded
to open the eves of the Australian schoolboys,
who were one and all expecting him to meet
the same fate as the others. The Austra-
lians, indeed, were now hoping that the
enlive St. Frank’s eleven would be dismissed
oir the first day, although the Australians
had no desire to bat during the last half
hour. Tired after their day of fielding, they
would be at a disadvantagc.

Howcever, as 1t turned ount., there wasn't
{he slightest prospect of the Australians bat-
ting to-day, for Handforth, without waiting
to get “set,” hit out with tremendous
CLOTLY.

A burst of cheering arose- from the gpee-
Pltmi This was the kind of cricket they
ilked.
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CHAPTER 15
Making Things Hum !

HERT
pretty

was nothing
about Idward
Oswald Handforth’s
batting, but it was
. undoubtedly useful,
with an amazing con-

imbued
aud he thoroughly justified himself.
to fcel that
there wasn't the slightest chance of getting
him out.

He treated the bowling

He was
fidence,
The Australian bowlers began

with the ulmost
indifference, hitting oul at every kind of
ball, and takmg the most 1191\? chances,
But his famous luck stood him in good stead,
and he coolly kept his end up.

Browne, in the meantime, was now opening

out, and the scoring was fast. Strang
changed hig bowlers again and again, but
nothing could be doune with these two
batsmen.

Browne and Handforlh, in fact, were mak-
ing & splendid stand, and they were adding
swift and valuable runs to the Young
Ingland score,

Tea-time came, and DBrowne had already
passed his 5, and Handforth had reached
42, The total score was becoming sub-
stantial, having already mounted to just over
300.

After tea, the spectators hoped to see a
further Lh"-pl.ﬂ' of fireworks, and they were
not disapnointed. It was gi.nuruli}' fely that
Handfmtl could not last much longer, and
“that be would now soon go. But he didu't
ro. He continued to score with amazing
frecedom, and the tumult was positively
deafening when he rcached bis ecntury

“My only sainted aunt!” said Church
“0Old Handyv's done it! And

K]

wo thought he was bragging!

“You can pever tell with Handy,” said
McClure., “He's a dark horse. In tim next
innings he'll probably score about 6. But

and thiere's no telling what he'll

il

he's set now,

dU LB

“*He might be out in the next over,” said
Fullwood, “Thal’'s just the jovy of old
Handy—you never know what he's going to

{ do next.”

Handforth was not out in the next over,
and Drowne in the meantiine flicked the ball
away for a single which gave hun his own
century. The B Frank's cricketers were
doing splendidly, the juniers giving a far
better showing than the seniors,

oy

b ]

It was fitling, too, that a scnior and a
jnnior shonld now be in together, making
this splendid stand. When stumps wero
drawn, the score stood at 408 for fouy.
Browne was 102 not oui, and Handforth 114
not out.

“We've got these Aassies tied into knots [

of the Removo.
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“Don’t you be too sure, my lad!’ said
Jimmy Potts. “Cricket is an uncertain
ganmie——"

“I know that!” interrupted Hubbard.
“But the wicket’s at its best now, and the
Australian chaps will never have the chance
of scoring hke our fellows. This game is
going to be a walk-over for us.”

And many other seniors and juniors—
fellows who were not plavers themsclves—
prophesied an easy victory,

There was much  discnssion that evening
over the real Test Mateh, and while some
woere  pleased, others were

disappointoed.
Amongst the 8St. IFrank’s crowd, ?mwcver,
and amongst the Melbourne schoolboys, the
secondary test match was the game that really 1

maltterced, and. considering the state of the
rame, it was only natural rhat the Australian
EO}'!’S should be feeling just a little depressed.

But there was no depression in the rank:
of the Nt. I'rank’s throng. Before returning
to the School Ship. numbers of juniors cele
brated in the eity, and there were all sorts |
of jollifications.

Handforth, much to his delight, was the {

hero of the hour, He had made the highes:
score so far, and, whilst everybody else was
astonished at this, Handforth took it all as a
matter of course.

"What’s the matter with you fellows ?” he
demanded at lenzth, “Didn’t I tell you
betere T went i that 1 was going to score
abonut a hundred and fifty? I can’t under-

stand what vou're congratulating me for! 1 g

havoent the
yet !”
“You'll do, old man!” chuckled Nipper.
“HHadn't we better be getting back to the
ship?" suggested (Church.
to be late for calling-over, or anything like

oven  pgot hundred and

fifty

thur.”

MceClure looked troubled.

“No whole holiday to-morrow,” he said
ruefully, “Thée members of the Eleven will

have no morning lessons, but the rest of the
school will be kept in the class-rooms until
the afternoon. My only hat! I wonder how
the chaps will get on in the morning 7

“No sense in wondering about that now,”
said Handforth. " You can be ecertain that

Browne and 1 will keep going—— Hallo!
There's o©ld Grifin over the road, with
Briggs. Let’s rope them in, and cart them

off to the ship!”

“That's not a bad idea,” said Nipper, smil
ing.

EHandfﬂrth dashed across the street. They
happened to be just near the Town Hall, at
the corner of Collins and Wanston Strecte,
Handforth was reckless. He dodged 1in
front of wan approaching motor-car, and
glewed round, his eyes on Griffin and Briggs,

“Look out!” yelled Church, in alarm,

For Handforth had failed to see an ap-
proaching tramecar. He heard the sound of
shrieking brakes, spun round, and halted—
which was rather a mistake on his part,

The tram was bearing down upon him;
he attempted to dodge, but his foot slipped

| cars are in Melbourne.

“We don’t want |

on something, and he went sprawling. The
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next second there was a clattering crash,
» thud, and a series of shricks from passers-
by.

“He’s hit—he’s under the tram!” gasped
“hurch, turning pale.

“Oh, Handy !” muttered McClure.

It was true enough. The tram, unable to
stop in time, bad run full tilt into the
:prawling figure of IHandforth, The guard
nad swept him up, and now he was appar-
cntly jammed beneath the front of the heavy
car,

lKverybody was shouting, policemen were
sunming up, and the St. Frank’s fellows
srowded round excitedly.

“Handy—Handy !” shouted Church des-
werately.

“Cheese it!" came Handforth’s voice,
‘rom under the front of the tram, “Don't
nake a fuss, you fatheads! I'm not
huart !

“Oh, thank goodness!” said Nipper.

The ear was a single-decker—as a!l the

The passengers were
now crowding off, making frantic inquiries,
ind adding to the confusion.

“Better have an ambulance fetched,” said
the driver, who was looking shaky. G
ouldn't help i, young gents. I had my
brakes on hard—"

“It wasn't your fault,” said Nipper. “ He
shouldn’t have mmn across the road like
that.”

“You hewling chump !’ came Handforth’s
voice from under the car. *“ What’s the goad
of standing there, jawing? I'm jammed
in here! Lend a hand, somchodv! 'Theso
cars ought to have hetter brakes!™

It was a relief to hear him talkine so
characteristicallv—and so coolly. He conldn't
be hurt verv much.

Fenton appeared on the seene now, with
a number of other seniors, and thero vere
many willing bands. The “cateher’ appearad
to be eanght somewheore. and ¥enton was one
of those who worked the hardest, Rent
double, he strained tremendonsly, unti! the
perspiration rolled down his face,

Chureh and MeClire and Nipper and {he
nthers were helping, too. At last the gnard
was pulled elear, and Handforth was enabi il
ro emerge.  Ile was pulled ont, dusty, toin,
but apparently unhurt.

“Tm all right!” he declared, for the tont
time. “T'm not-hurt a bit."

But, as usual, Edward Oswald Handfarti
was tnduly eptimistic !

CHAPTER 16

i

Cause and Effect !

HERE were
Dressions
after
heen
and

many ox-
of relef
Handforih had

dusted down,
led away from
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the scene of the “accident.” Traffic.resumed
its normal way, and the spectators gradu-
ally dispersed.

“Well, you can thank your lucky stars
that vou got off so lightly, Handforth,” said
Fenton, ““Are you sure you're not hurt?
I canw’t believe it, you know, You were
properly jammed——" _

“I wasn't jammed,” interrupted Hand-
forth. “It was that catcher-thing that got
busted, Y seemed to be held there in a kind
of hollow,

“One of the most marvellous escapes I've
ever seen,” declared Nipper. “You might
have been badly injured, Handy. I've never
known such a lucky beggarl”

“Rot!"” said Handforth lightly. “Come on!
I'm in an awful mess, you know—and my
bags are torn in two or three places. We'd
better get a taxi, hadn't we?”

He moved a pace or two, and TFenton's
keen eyes noted that he was limping—and,
moreover, he bit his hp until it became
nearly white

“Now then, Handforth, out with it!" said
Fenton ster:ﬂy. “You're hurt! You can't
deny it! That 4eft leg of yours o

“It’s all right!” insisted Haundforth.

“Well, T don't believe it is,” replied
Fenton, *“Anyvhow, you're coming straight
to the ship now—and I'm going to have a
look at that leg of yours,”

“It’s my leg, and I'm not going to have
it messed about!” said Handforthh trucu-
lently.

“I'm the St. Frank's captain, and vou're
a member of my team!” retorted Fenton.
“Are you going to defy thc orders of your
skipper 7"

“Eh? I—I—"

“It’s no good, Handy—you've got to sub-
mit,” said Nipper quietly. * Fenton’s word
is law.”

And it was.

They managed to get a taxi, and in due
course they arrived at the School Ship.
Handforth was taken immediately to his own
cabin, and stripped. Only Nipper and I'enton
were with him—everybody else had been ex-
cluded.

“There you are!” said Handiorth
fiantly, “What's the matter with
I’erhaps vou'll believe mo now "

“You've got a nasty Dbruise on vour left
leg,” said Fenton. “Turn round. Don’t bLe
to confoundedly stubborn, Handforth! Turn
vound! That's better.”

“It’s nothing!” protested Handforth. T
dlnn't take any notice of a little bruise like
that.”

The “little bruise” was a large red pateh,
turning shightly bluish near the edges,

“How about this?”’ asked Nipper suddenly,
as he seized Handforth's right forearm.
“Doces this hurt, old man?”

“No-0-0-h!"” gasped IHandforih,

“Sure it doesn’t hurt?”

“*Not a bit,”

“You’ve got a bad bruise on vour leg,

and your arm is crocked, too!” said Fenton

de-

me ?

wineing. |

and I wasn’t hurt a bit!” -
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gruffly. “Don’t be an ass, Handforth! Wae
shall have to give you some very close atten-
tion."”
“Oh, my hat!” groaned Handforth.
Fenton straightened up, and Nipper noted
that he had a strained lock on his face.

“You seem to be hurt, too,” said Nipper
keenly.,

“Hurt ?” laughed Fenton, “It’s nothing—
only a little erick in the back. T think I
twisted myself while T was trying to haul
Handforth out. There's nothing wrong
with me.” ' .

Nipper laughed. :

“You've been ticking Handforth off for
pretending to be sound -and you're just as
bad yourself,” he said. “It strikes me that
we've got two patients.”

And this, in fact, was frue. Fenton's back
was undoubtedly strained, and later on in
the evening he began to feel the effects.

Handforth in the meantime was conveve:d
to the gymnasium, and he went through tor-
ment. At least, he” looked upon 1t as tor-
ment. Church and McClure and other willing
helpers massaged him, rubbed him with
special oils, and generally mauled him about
until he felt that life was not worth living.
Yet undoubtedly this treatment did him a
world of good. Without it, he would have
stiffened to such an extent that he would
have been a cripple ou the morrow.

Even as it was, he awoke stiff and pained,
although he maintained that he was “all
right.” Fenton suggested playing the twelfth
man—Bob Christine—but Handforth wonldn'¢
hear of it.

Fenton himself was not feeling any too
good this morning, but he was far from
being crocked.

A big crowd saw the Eleven off, and
wished it the best of Iluck. Evervbody
promised that they would be on the ground
immediately after luncheon—after the school
had been released from lessons. It was a

half-holiday in any case to-day—being a
Saturday,
Strang was very concerned when he heard of

Handforth’s condition. He had learned
about the accident on the previous evening,
but he had sssumed that Handforth had not
been hurt.

“This man had betier stand down,” he
suggested, “We don't mind a bit, Fenton,
if vou play somebody clse o

“You're talking out of the back of vour
neck !'" said Handforth coldly.  “There's no-
thing the matter with me! How many
more times have I got to say that?”

Yet, when he resumed his innings, shortly
afterwards, he was out first ball, Ile might
have been out, aceident or no accident, but
he had to confess to himself that his wrist
was remarkably groggyv, and that when he
swung his bat, an agonising pain shot right
up his arm to the shoulder. That ball was
a true one, and Handforth missed it alto-
gether, It whipped Lis bails off.
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A great burst of eheering went up from the spectators as Nipper reached his century, and the smiling
junior acknowledged it by sticking his eap on the end of his bat and waving it in the air.

Browne Jlasted until he had raised lus
score to 125; and then, in attempting a rash
run, he was run out,

Harry Gresham and Vivian Travers came |

together soon after that, and they put up
ancther stand, adding over fifty to the score
before they were separated. Gresham scored
25 and Travers 34. The rest of the S5t
Frank’s Eleven did nothing great.

However, on the whole, the St, Fraok’s
crowds were by no niecans displeased when
they arrived after lunch to find that young
England had made a total score of 517 runs.

“Oh, we're all right!” declared Fullwood.
“Over five hundred, my lads! It's mar-
vellous! These Aussies will have to go all
out to beat that!”’

‘“ Rather 17

“Wait until Gresham
bowling.”

The wicket, however, was still 1n perfeet
condition, and the Australian schoolboys went
right in to show their English rivals exactly
how much they knew about ericket. Strang
and Marlowe opened for the Meibourne
schoolboys, and they soon settled down and
performed great feats,

Even Harry Gresham, who was one of the
finest bowlers in the Junior School, could
do nothing against these valiants. Browne
was baffled. Fenton changed his bowlers
repeatedly, but it wasn't until after the tea
interval that the partnership was broken.

By the time stumps were drawn, the
Australians’ score was 204 for two wickets,
aud this, as everybody admitted, was " good

going.’’

and” Browne start

Jt was becoming more and more obyious
that this game was -going to be,a genuine,
slashing fight to the finish.

D

CHAPTER 17
The Fighting Aussies !

UNDAY intervened,
much to Edgar kFen-
ton’s- satisfaction. It
gave Handforth a
chance to make a

recovery; and Fenton himself felt the

of a full day’s rest, too.

good
need

By Monday morning Fenton was as fit as
ever, and Handforth airily declared that he
no longer felt any pain in his leg, and that
his arm was “all serene,” Yet, when Fenton
examined that arm, he did not quite like
the look of it. The muscles scemed to be
swolien, and the tendons were enlarged. Un-
questionably, that arm was not yet normal.

“T don’t think you ought to play, Hand-
forth,” satd Fenton uneasily.

“If you chuck me out of the Eleven, I
shan't play—but I'm dashed if I'm going to
give in}"” said Handforth, “I’'m fit, Fenton—
and it’s only fair to play me. Anyhow, give
mo a trial before we start the play, and I’ll
show you what I can do.”

Fenton nodded.

“ All right,” he said briskly.
foie,”

“That's only
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This was the third day of the mateh, and;
the Australian w*hon'tm_}s were in no  way
dismmayed by the big St. Frank’s {otal. They
seemied to be in a fair WH}‘ to equalling it,

Handforth’s test was satisfactory. I'enton
seng up several skyers, and Handforth caught
them with supreme confidence and case; at
the wicket he batted with all his old vin,
On the face of it, he scemed fit., But only
Edward Oswald himself knew of the pain that
he suffered. Yet he wasn't going to admit
defeat,

During the morning, however, he suffered
from acute twinges of conscience, He missed
a catch in the deep—an casy catch., Briggs,
who was scoring freely, and whose total had
already got past the half-contury, gave Hand-
forth a chance—and Handforth missed it,
He got to the ball all right, but as he leapt
upward that pain shot through hiz arm,
and when ho gripped the leather his fingers
scemed to lose their power. The ball slipped,
bounced on to the turf, end & mighty roar
went up from every Australian throat.

“Hard luck, Handy ! called Stevens, who
was the nearest fieldsinan,

But Handforth knew that it wasn’t hard
luck. Ordinarily, he would have made that
cateh without blundering. And as the time
sped on, he knew that his arm was hurting
hun more than ever. It needed rest—and
instead of getting rest it was being over-
worked.

Every time he picked up the ball, to send
it in, he was agonised. He got into the habit
of throwing with his left hand, and, in con-

seaquence, he was not so sure of his aim.
More than one run was obtained becauso of
Handforth’s faulty throwing.

Then, during the afternoon, when the
Australian total had gone over 400, Hnrry
Gresham was unfnrlunute enough to split a
finger. It wasn't a serious hurt and ho was
enabled to remain on the field—but ke could
do no more bowling that day.

The valtant Willlam Napoleon DBrowne,
overworked, was becoming stale, Theso
Australian fellows were grimly sticking to the
letter of this arrangement. It was a match
without a time limit—and the Aussies wero
taking no chances, and they were fighting
with a bulldog spirit that was wholly admir-
able,

The day ended with the Australians still
in—553 for 8. Alrcady, the St. Frank's
innings had been equalled and paszed.

By this time the interest had become so
intense that none of the St. Frank's juniors
care a snap about the big Test Match—which,
incidentally, was enthrahn# all Melbourne,

Before luncheon on the fourth day, how-
ever, the Australians were all out. Gresham
was able to bowl again, and he succeeded
in taking a couple of wickets in one over.
The Australians were all out for 572.

Fenton and Nipper opened the St. Frank’s
sccond innings, as before. IT'enton had de- |
cided that Handforth should not bat until the
next day—by then, perhaps, his arm would

1

be normal again. Handforth himself was

SPLECIAL FRELE GIFT NUMBER !

exasperated beyond all measure. He had ex-
pected that his thht injury would be abso-
lutely well by the Sundav cvenmg he did
not tmhm that his work in the ficld on tho
Monday and to-day had caused a set-bucR.

It was o very different wicket now from
the one that IFenton and Nipper had pla\ed
on at the beginning of the game. Over
thousand runs had been seored off that plrch
and 11: was considerably mauled about., It
wasn't a batsman’s wicket now—but a
bowler’s.

And disasters began carly.

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY !mmana

&Iid l:fj. S]{ﬂ-
Then, with
of the over, Fenton’s wicket
All the St7 Frank's fellows

Nipper received the first ball,
fully edged 1t away for a single.
the second ball
was shattered,
stared, dumbfounded—horrified.

The ball had come from Briggs,

the slow
bowler, and it broke awkwardly—exactly as
Briggs had intended., He was taking {ull
advantage of the inequalities of the wicket.
Fenton, whilst atteinpting to be wultra-
cautious, allowed the leather to slip past,
and he was out,

Out for a duck! 'To make matters worse,
Nipper only lasted until the middle of the
sccond over, scoring four runs, Then heo
skied a ball, and the [ieldsman made no
blunder with the catch,

Conroy major and Wilson came together
after this, and it was curious that they ahnu'd
make a much better showing in this innings
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than they had in the first, Conroy scored
25 before he was stumped, and Wilson was
good for 37. 'Then he grew rather too con
ficent. and he was caught and bowled by
Griffin.

Aud =0 the game went on St Frank’s now
fightiug desperately, their morale suffering
Browne only scored 16, and when stumps
were drawn for the day, the 8t Krapk’s toia!
was discouraging 89 for 5.

“Things look bad, vou fellows,” said Fen-
ton, in the dressing-roam. ' If we don't pull
oursclves together Yo-morrow. the Aussies arc
goitg to win hands down.”

Y
AL

“ST. FRAKK'S IN
NEW ZEALAND!”

Edward Oswalé Handiorth among the
hissing geysers and boiling mud pools !
Blundering Handy ean’t resist *‘investi-
gating *° these mnatural wonders of New
Zealand. and he pays the penalty. He
finds himself shot into the air at the top of
the geyser, and he tumbles into a mud
pool !

In spite of these disasters, however,
Edward Oswald enjoys himsell to the full.
So do the rest of the St. Frank's fellows,

Edwy Searles Brooks has onge more
preduced the real ** goods.”” As a de-
scriptive writer he takes a lot of beating,
and *~ N.L.” readers will almost imagine
that they’re In New Zealand, as they read
next Wednesday’s corking yarn !

“RIVALS OF THE
BLUE CRUSADERS!"

More exciting chapters of our thrilling
football and dirt-track racing serial.
Don’t miss next week’s execiting instal-
ment, chums |

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

"~ We shall be all right,” said Travers coolly.

Handy hasn’t been In yet—and he's beeu
telling wus that hﬂq going to score another
century, at least.’

‘SomcKody nceds to score a century, any-
way !’ said Haodforth, with a grunt. “It’s
sickeniug! We scored over five hundred in
the first innings, and now we're going all
to preces !

vicket, my son,
t1on,” said Fenton.
shall he whaecked by a better side.
Jove, we're not beaten yet!”’

Handforth’s optimism received a nasty jolt
when he awoke the next morning,

Overnight, Chureh and MeClure had in
sistedd upon massaging his arm agan. His
leg was now fully recovered--he was as
nimhle as a two-year-old—but that arm still
persisicd in causing trouble. Now, this morn-

iIs an uncertain proposi-
“If we're whacked, we

But, by

-
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ing, it was 80 badly swollerrthat Chiurel and
Mo('lure llgﬂrdbd it in (Hsmd}'.

"You can’'l play Handy,” said Church, as
Handforth sat up ' his bed, leoking
anxiously at his arm. **You'll never be able
to hold a bat.”

“Yes. I shail!"’ said Handforth stubboirnly.
“Look here, you chaps! Don't sav a word
to Fenton about this. I'ni not going to be

dished out of. my kneck to-day!”
then,
1

however, Fenton Limself looked
was all up!

Just
i --and

CHAPTER 18
A Foregone Conclusion !

DCAR FENTON shook
his head.

“lmpossible!”  he
satd  firmly. " You
can't play to-davy,

Handforth.”
"But look here—-"
“You can’t play!” insisted Fenton, who

had given Handtorth's arm an examination.
“Why, man alive, this arm of yours is worse
than ever! It neecds a week’s rest, at least—
and then you'll be fit. But if you tell me
that vou ¢an handle a bat—and handle it
clliciently—with your wrist in this condition,
then I'm guing to call you something more
impolite than an optimist,”

Handforth groaned,.

“I Dbelieve you're right!” he aduntted
gloomily.  *“Oh, my uniy hat! ‘What rotten
luck! I ean’t bat to-day, IFenton—and I've
got to admit it.”

“It's taken you the better purt of a week

Trr

to acknowledge that you're a crock,” said
Fenton tartly. ‘“*Not that your injury has
made much ditference to the mateh. It

wouldn’t be fair to the Aussies to make an
excuse of that kind. They’re keen players—
and brilliant players. Aud T shan’t forget,
Handforth, that you played magnificently in
the first innings.”

Handforth flushed.

“I did my best,” he said. “I'd like to
;:-Ln right throu;:h the mateh, but T suppose
vou're right,”

The door opmmd and Willy appeared.

-"“SNo vyou're not going to play to-day,
Ted?” he asked sympathetically.

“How did you know, fathecad?”

“One look at vour face i1s enongh. old
man,” renlied Willy. “And Bob Christine
i« on the sick list, =0 there's no twelfth
man."

* Bob on the s=sick list?” said Handforth,"
with a start. “T'hat’s done 1it! ['ve gat to
play !”

“No, you haven’t,” said I“enton,

“Christine 1s down with a kind of fever—

something to do with the heat, 1 believe,
He probably caught a chill somewhere.
Anyhow. he's in the sannv., and can't

appear.”
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“ Well, thefc';, only one thing for it,” =aid
Willy, “1 shall have to take Ted’s place.”

“You?” said his major, staring.

“I'm your brother—and why shouldn't I
deputise 1’ asked Willy coolly. “Ienton, I
don’t want you to trot out any protests that
I’m a fag and a cheeky ass. I'm scricus.

Ted can’t play, and lm his brother. And

I'm as keen on cricket as—"

“That’s all very well, kid,” said Fenton.
“ According to the rules of cricket—first-class
cricket, anyway—the twelfth man 1sn't
allowed to bat. This is a friendly, of course,
and perhaps it’s possible. I shall have to
sco what the Australian skipper thinks about

it. In any case, I shall have to get his per-
mission, !md if I do get it, you can play,
voung ’unl”

Church and MeClure stared, amazed,

“You're joking, Fenlon, aren't you?”
asked Church.

“No, I'm not,
“Handforth minor is a kecen
he's played some fino tnnings in the past. If
I can get permission to play him, Handfnrth
minor will do as a substitute, and I shall
rely upon him to put up a good show.”

Willy, flushed and eager, grabbed
I'enton’s hand.

“You'roe a sportsman!” he said breath-
lessly. “I didn’t really think that you would
agrce, Fenton—and, by jingo, I'll show you
that your ]udgment is sound !”

Fenton went out, and Handforth regarded
his minor in a fatherly sort of way.

“It’'s a bit thick that I should be out of
the game, and that you should be playing in
my place,” he said. “By CGcorge! If you
gt yuurself out for a duck, my son, I'll—
'l

“IKeep your hair on!” said Willy.
“Fenton was out for a duck, and he's the
skipper. So he can’t grumble at me if I
cqual his own performance, can hef”

“You s:lly young cuckoo!” exploded
Handforth. * What's the good of getting a
duck ? Fenton ought to boe ashamed of him-
sclf for making such a mess of things! You
listen to my advice—"

*Good-bye !” said Willy hastily.

He dodged out, and Handforth glared
after hum with muech wrath.

“Hos a checky young bounder!” eaid
Church, “I’vo never heard of such nervel
And Fenton must be off his rocker to agreo
to such a thing!”

”

said the school ecaptain.

at

“Eh?” said Handforth, starting. “ Off his
rocker? Ienton?”
SN pig 44

“What for ?”
“Tor allowing Willy to play.”
“My minor can play as well as any of

those silly seniors!” said Handferth
promptiy
“Why, you were just saying "
“Never mind what I was just saying!”

growled Handforth. “Good luck to Willy!
It's a pity I'm crocked, becauze T meant to
make another century in this injungs.”

oungster, and-
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“In spite of the crumbling wicket?” asked
AleClure.

“Oh, well, perhaps it would have been
more diflicult—but ~where there's a  will
there's a way!” declared Handforth,

“That's tho trouble with our men—they’ve
lost their pep. They think they're beaten,
and that's where they're up against trouble.”

Next morning I'enton approached Strang,
the Aussie captain, regarding Willy Hand-
forth, and Strang made no objections when
the matter was put before him; he told
IFFenton that he could play any man he liked,
For Strang, like the other Australian school-
boys, was of the cpinion that nothing could
now save St, Frank’s from disaster, It had
been a fine game, and a hard- Euught game,
but the end was obvious,

When the game was continued that
morning, two other wickets fell very quickly,
and the Australian schoolboys began to get
more and more confident., This was easy |
Seven wickets down for 93 runs!

At this period, however, Boots and Willy
came together. There was a great deal of
mterest when Willy Handforth, looking re-
markably cool in spite of his small size,
strode out from the pavilion. Everybody ex-
pected to sce him bowled within a minute or
two; even the St. Frask’s fellows were of
this opinion.

Fenton stood watching anxiously. Nearly
everybody thought it very rash on his part
to play a mere Third-Former in such a vital
innings as this, but Fenton knew what he
was doing, He had seen Willy in action on
many occasions—and, indeed, Willy had once
played for the St. Irank's IMirst Itleven, and
ho had played splendidly, too. Ienton had
remembered this—knowing full well that
Willy was just the kind of fellow to put
forth his very best when things were going
badly., Willy's temperament was of the right
kind, He was young, ho was inexperienced,
perhaps—but his spirit was indomitable, And
Fenton proved his sound common scnse as a
cricket captain when he decided to play
Willy Handforth,

For Willy, much to the delizht of the St.
Frank’s crowds, and much to the amazement
of the Australians, proceeded to face the
batting, on that bad wicket, with a confi-
dence that was positively eye-opening.

Not only this, but Willy scored runs.

Smgiesu-tnn»-—thrnes-*—and, on two occa-
sions, boundaries--flashed from his bat,
Iﬂnts, in the meanwhiie, was doing fine. A
stand by a Fourth-Former and a Third-
Former! ¥ was something that nobody had

At this critical period of the game, Willy
and Boots did much to restore the murm‘e
of St. Frank’s, Willy, the fag, scoring
casily, valiantls ! Boats, hitting out with
and knocking the bowlers
right and left |

Incredibly cnough, Willy took lis total
to 64 before he was caught out—and the
ovation he received was tumultuous.
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“Well done, kid!” said Fenton,
hiin on the shoulder.

And that was all tho reward that Willy
Handforth needed—although ho was over

whelmed with numerous other congratula-
tions.

slapping

CHAPTER 19

As It Shouid Be!
I Willy Handforth had
made twenty runs,
Lenton would have
been thoroughly
satisfied, but Willy
had  made *J:'S.l"- four—and the Third Form,
in comsequence, was pearly dehrious with
glee. 1f Willy had beer a hero to his fellow-
fags before, he was now a kind of demi-god.

In spite of his good work, however, Qr_
Frank’s were all out for 185, for the “tail™
was very quickly disnrissod.

“I don’t see how we can win,”

said Nipper

soberly. “The Aus:stes only need 131 te
win.”

“But the wicket 18 in a frightful state
now,” said Gresbam, his e¢yes gleaming.
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“It's a bowler’s wicket, too! While there's
life there’s hope t”

“Well said, brother!” declared Browne,
“Let us go into the field, determined to send
thiese valiant cobbers of ours back to the
pavilion, one after the other, in a long pro-
cession, Such things have been done before.
Wlm?zi.m‘ we to prophesy that failure will he
ours 1

Fenton spoke quietly to his men for a few
minutecs before leading them out into the
field. He reminded everybody that the
Kinglish and Australian cricketers in the big
Test match had been playing a hard, splen-
did game. It was for them—the schoolboys—
to take an example from this,

“It's any odds that we're going to lose,”
said Fenton, ‘‘but let’s go into the field i
a fighting meod-—with our blood up. The
Aussies only nced 131 to win. Can we get
them out for less than that total #”

“It doesn’t scem possible—but, by Samson,
woe'll try!” said fravers,

Browne opened the bowlings against thoe
Austrailans, and Strang, the skipper,
promptly knocked Browne to tho boundaryv.
In fact, Strang and Marlowe batted with the
apparent imtention of knoeking up the neces-
sary 131 ruuns off their own bats.

After the score had reached 30 they opened
out and became more and more confideni,
When the “507” wwent up, and no wieket s
had fallen, the Australian schoolboys com-

issue
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menced to chortle with delight, It was a

certainty now |

Gresham was bowling at this period, and
- Strang, who had made 33 runs, felt that it
would be just as well, perhaps, if the neces-
sary total was knocked up in quick time,

Possibly he beeame reckless; at all events,
he fell into a trap that Gresham had laid
for him, and he gave a very casy catch io
tlho fieldsman at cover point,

L

“Thank goodness one of them’s gone at
last!” said Handforth, who was watching
from the pavilion. “Not that there’s any
chance for us now.”

Griffin was the next man in, and a perfeet
vell went up a minute later. Gresham sent
down a ball which came well on the outside
of the off-stump, and Griffin slashed away at
it.  But, 1nstead of getting the ball full in
the middle of the bat, he felt a kind of snick,
and saw the leathar flying towards the slips.
The next instant there was a “slap,” and
Browne was grinning.

“How's that?” he asked blandly.

Griffin went back, rather downhearted.
Briggs came next, and now eversbody round
the enclosure was tense with exeitement.
Would Harry Gresham do the hat trick ?

His father was one of the most famous

|

I

- cricketers that England had ever produced— |

*Hat Trick ” Gresham !

Briggs did not look any too confident as he
faced the bowler, and when the ball came
speeding down he attempted to stonewall.
The leather came off the turf at an un-
expected angle, touched the edge of DBriggs’

“bat, and with a zip it was in the wicket-

keeper's hands.

“How’s that ?"

It

“ Hurrah!”

“Well done, Gresham!”

“The hat trick, by jingo!”

The Australians were cheering, too, for
Gresham’s feat had indeed been remarkable.

Then came a tense, hectic period.

The Australians were finding that the
wicket was indeed in a bad condition. Some
of them lasted for two or three overs, but
by now the bowlers were well on top. Tho
*100 ” went up on the board after six wickets
had fallen, and hardly anybody round the
tield dared breathe. 7

Another wicket fell—Travers bowling now,

106 for seven!

““Oh, this is too much !’ groaned Handforth.
“They’ll never do it, you chaps! They’ll
never get them all out before they scoro
another twenty«six or twenty-seven runs!”

“Don't talk!” breathed Church. *“Just
wateh ! It’s getting feverish now!”

The Ausiraliaps themselves were feelin
the tension. Their victory was not be sucg
an easy one, after all! The batsmen were
cautious—over-cautions, perhaps. Yet the
runs continued to slowly mount—a single
here, a 2 now and again,

117!

Then Browne took another wicket in the
next over,

{ breath.
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'119 for cight!

A terrifle roar of cheering went up five
minutes later. (Gresham in the next over
clean bowled the new man.

123 for nine!

A silence settled over the ground as the
last man faced Harry Gresham. The ball
came down, and the batsman ran out and
lashed away. IEverybody expected disaster,
but instead the ball went soaring off towards
the boundary. and there was nobody there
to stop 1t] :

127!

Another boundary like that, and victory.
would be with the Melbourne schoolbovs!

Now Browne was bowling again, and for
a bricf period the game remained at a stand-
still. But the fourth ball of the over was a
trile loose, and the batsman seized his
opportunity and lashed out,

Away sped the leather towards the
boundary, Another four seemed imminent.

The Aussies had won the game—-

And then a tremendous yell went ur.
The batsmen were running—and so was Willy
Handforth! He was the nearest fieldsman,
and he was streaking across the turf like a
hare, Would he be able to get to the ball
before it reached the boundary?

A mighty gasp went up when Willy was
scen to collect the ball in the very nick of
time, a foot from the boundary itself! He
spun round, and threw in with deadly
accuracy. The batsmen, who were just about
to run again, checked. It would have been
folly. The ball was in the wicket-keeper's

hand.
130!

Only 3! ‘

“A tie!” said Tenton, taking a deep

“Both scores cxactly the samel”

It was the other batsman who was facing
Browne now, and he was obviously ncrvous.
The ball came down.

Clack |

The leather sped off, and the batsmen
were running. A single was only necessary
for victory

But Nipper was after the leather, running
like mad! He fairly swooped upon it, threw
in, and the wicket was shattered!

“Out!”

“Hurrah!”

“Bravo, St. Frank’s!”

The game was over, and, In spite of the
almost certain likelihood of defeat, St.
Frank's had tied! The English schoolboys
and the Australian schoolboys had scored
precisely the same number of runs!

And this, as cverybody was willing to
admit, was a very fitting finish to the greatest
game that either side ﬁad ever played!

THE END,

(¥ext week the chums of St. Frank’s bid
good-bye to Auwstralia. They're bound for
New Zcaland—the land of geysers! All
readers will enjoy this grand story, entitled,
“St Frank's in New Zcealand!” in which
Alee Duncan, the Removite who comes from
that country, plays @ prominent part, Order
your copy now, chums/!)
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O need to ask to be excused for type- None of your letters bore :nc, as you
i writing your letter—Mauritz|suggest—Oswald Brigham (Norwich).
Kachelhoffer (Kimberley). Some | Although I haven’t given you mauny replies,

people seem to think that it is infra
dig to type one’s letters. 1f this is really so,
I must be very infra dig indeed, because I
type all mine. It would be a good idea,
too, if some readers typed their signatures,
or, if they haven’t a typewriter, pen them in
printed characters. You ought to see me
gometimes with a magnifying-glass, like
Sexton Blake, trying to decipher some of my
readers’ signatures. Here’s your photograph
at the top of the page this week, but don’t
blame me if a lot of readers mistake it for
a portrait of the late Larry Semon,

* * *

It was very nice of you—Edward Maganie
(Monte Carlo)—to send me that handsome
volume (“"Twenty-Five Years Big Game
Hunting,” by Brigadier-General R. Pigot) as
an expression of your appreciation of my
St. Frank’s yarns. Needless to say, - the
splendid book now occupies a prominent
place in my library, and I shall read it with
great intcrest.

* w *

These same remarks apply 40 you—Reg T.
Staples (\Walworth}—for sending me that
nice book, “Mr. Punclh’s History of the
Great War,” as a New Year gift. Yes,
Violet Watson and Ethel Church, at least,
appeared in the stories before the Moor View
School was opeued. I can’t tell you exactly
how many tellows there are in the Sixth.
There is quite a lot, although only sixteen
names bhave been actually mentioned.
Clarence Iellowe shares Study @ in the
West House with Timothy Tucker and
Robert Canham, and his birthday is on
February 18th. Fullwood was skipper when
Nipper arrived, and at that time Fullwood
was a bit of a rotter, and Nipper had a
terrific  scrap with him and won the
captaincy. As for Archie Glenthorne’s birth-
day, it 1s on Novewnber 11th,  Mr. Langton,
the Sixth  Form-master, guite a  nice-
looking gentleman, quiet and reserved, and
highly respected by the seniors.

i
-
! B

all your letters are treasured, as every letter
from every other reader is. I appircciate 0
very much when readers drop me a e
about a particular story which gives extra
enjoyment, or, perhaps, extra pain:. “In this
way, by receiving indicatious of approval o1
disapproval, I can best strike the note that
1s most likely to be of general appeal. So,
you see, I value your letters, and =all
readers’ letters, more than ever if they con-
tain comments, for or against, upon the
current yvarn., You mustn’t think, Os, old
man, that your letters make me tired. Yes,
certainly; you can have your photograpl
published on this page if 1t's a good snap.
But what’s the good of asking this without
enclusing your dial. Send 1t along, and
you’ll get mine in return, in any case.

* " *
As far as I know—Harold Branuey
(Nottingham)—Arthur Castleton i3 still at

St. Jim’s. I believe Alan got a letter from
him from there a few days ago, anyhow.
Willy Handforth first appeared in the B8t.

| Frank’s stories in No. 380, Old Series, in a

story called " Handforth Minor.” “The
Secret of the Old Mill ” appeared in No. 4804,
Old Series. |

* : *

The average ages of the boys—\W. G.
Gamage (Ipswich)—are something like this:
Sixth, between sixteen aund cighteen; Fifth,
between sixteen and seventeen; Remove and
Fourth, bctween fifteen and sixteen; Third,
petween  twelve and fourteen.
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IF IT'S EXCITEMENT YOU WANT, THIS IS THE STORY FOR YOU!
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SEARLES ¢
BROOKS,

Poor Rex Carringlon!

Every day and in every way ‘the breach

between him and Mr. Ulysses Piecombe is widening—and that’s jus!
whal Peter Burke, the manager of Banninglon Speedway, wanls !

Widening the Breach !

T was obvious to Rex what had hap-
I pened. The tiny piece of rubber con-
taining the small needle had been
{Iohheratniy glued in the toe of his
football boot. Thus every time he had
kicked he had compressed the rubber, and
the little point had penctrated his toc—pro-
viding him with ample excuse for miskick-
ing! No wonder he had felt such pmnI
“What's wrong with you, Carrington?”
manded Smart, the trainer, as he came
“How’s your foot? Worse, I suppose’”
“I believe it is—a bit,” admitted Rex.
He allowed the trainer to peel his stocking
off, and, in the meantime, he wondered
whether he should say anything about his
discovery., It was clear that there had been
toul play. Who

da-
up.

But who was responsible?

had been “monkeying ’ with his locker, and
his boots? ’ )
“Nothing mueh wrong  here,” suid

Growser, with a frown. “Why, it's only a
tiny bunse—nﬂnt enough to make you miskick
so badly.’

ad i i
Rex,

He decided to make no mention «f the in-
famous trick that had been played upon him. |
It was a matter that should ba reported to
the manager—and 1t would do no good to
create a lot of comment by telling nis feliow-
players.  Besides, by so doing, he might
casily warn the culprit. Better 1o keep it
to himself, and to report to Mr, Piccombe in
private.

do better in the somnd half,” said

l

|

So, before leaving the dressing-room, Rex
slipped that little square of rubber inio an
odd corner of a disused shelf. ¥le did not
know that Curly Hankin was on the wateh.
The Reserves had no match this afternoon—
for this was a mid-week gamc—and Hankin,
knowing more about that square of rubber
than anybody else, had every reason to keep
his eves wide open!

In the sccond half, Rex playved better—
but not much better.

He was no longer tortured by the agonis-
ing necdle-prick from that eruel device, but
he was still feeling the effects of the earlier
punctures. Also there was the bruise that
he had suffered in the motor-cycle fall,
although this alone would certamnly not have
affccted his play to any great extent.

But he found that when he kicked the ball
an acute pain shot through his foot; and
this robbed him of his usual confidence. On
two distinct occasions the Blues were in an
ideal position for scoring—but Rex, both
times, ruined the chances.

Andy Tait got through splendidly, but,
finding himself menaced by one of the
Stratton backs just when he was about to
| shoot, he ncatly tipped the ball to Rex, who
was splendidly placed.  Ordinarily, Rex
would have scored with a deadly first-time
shot. Now, however, e made the mistake

of attempting to use his left foot—and he

wasn't in a position for this manceuvre. As
a result, the ball went off at a tangent,
bounced in front of one of the Stratton backs,

j and the latter quickly clcared.
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“ Rotten I”

“You're no goed. Carrington !”

“Pull your socks up, Rex!”

Rex  smiled  bitterly to  himself, The
crowds were ready enough to praise hum
whoen he played with his usual brilliance:
but there were cerrain elements who were
veady enough, too, to condemin him at the
~hghtest provocarion,

Soon after this incident, Wally Simpson,
on the left, had a clear run down the touch-
hine, and he centred perfectly. [t seemed to
everybody that Rex could have got his head
to the ball, but as he was in the act of doing
so he scemed to stumble, and, in flinging out
his arin, he unintentionally handied. The
whistle blew, and a free-kick was awarded—
and <35 another chanee was utterly ruined.

Rex was [eeling very angry with himsclf.
That last mishap had had no:txing to do with
his trivial injury. He had merely caught his
foot in a tuft of grass, and his ankle had
failed him for a second. Ordinarily, per-
haps, he would have had more confidence.
and the thing would not have happened.

To-day, however, he was at sixes and
sevens, and never once did he give a glimpse
of his old form. With those two chances
wasted, the Blues did not again organise any
movemets that looked promising, and when
the final whistle blew the Rovers trooped off
the winners by one goal to nil.

The famouz Dlue Crucacders
heaten on their own ground,

The other plavers said very little to Rex,
anud they had hardlv got into the dressing-
rocm before one of the uniformed attendants
appoeared.

“Mr. Pilecombe wants von,
office,” he sard apuologetically,

“Now ?” demanded Rex, looking round,

“8o he says.”

“All right—T'lI be there in a minute,”

had been

Rex, 1n his

Rex glowered. He was  guite convimced
that Mr. Piecombe merely wanted hmum to
vent some of his wrath on hin:.. In fact, it
was a mistake on the manager's part to
demand Rex’s presence so promptly. He
would have bren wiser had he waited until
the players had changed.

Rex went to that little shelf, and felt for
the small square of rubber. It was no lenger
there! He frowned, and searched again.
But it was useless.

“Something fishy about thig”
Rex. “How did anybody know—-

“What's up %" asked Fatty, coming across,
“What are¢ yvou leoking for?”

“Oh, nothing—it doesn’'t matter,” replied
the centre forward.

He walked out of the dressing-room, and
made his way to Mr. Piecombe’s office. He
found the manager seated at his desk, his
face stern, his bony fngers gripping the arms
of his chair,

“Well, C'arrington, what have you to say
for yvourself 77 demanded Mr. Piecombe,

“T don't know what you mean, sir.”

“Yes, you 1 snapped the manager.

muttered

1)

do!
“Yon've made a pretty fine mess of this
game, haven’t von?”

Rex coloured,

“We ecan’t alwavse he at the top of our
form, sir,” he protested,

“Nonsen=e! You know perfeetly well,
Carrington, that wvou had three splendid
openings during the game,” =aid Mr. Pie-
comhe, “Tf you had not injured vour foot
by disobeying my orders, we should have left
the field as winners. Tt is not my habit te¢
hlame the plavers after a game has bheen
lost, but in this particular instance I feel
justified in making a complaint.  You de-
liberately defied me, and——"

“T didn’t play badly because of that hittle
spill T had, sir,” broke in Rex warmly

s 1t resull.

raetng, and he entéers for a race.

LI e S8€8

Blues!
exr by hook or by erook!

enters for @ race.

s a0 sharp needle.

PETER BURKE, manager of the Speedway.

fouthall und become a dirt-track rider.
The Speedway manager ig not deterred, however; he's determmed to yet
Piecan, fearing that Rex wil’ ecrock himself, forbids
the foothaller to enter the Smeedway again.
He rides recklessly, and comes a cropper, injuring his foof.
Vert day, when the Blues play Stratton Rovers, his injured foot puts him right
off his game, and he becomes almost a passenger.
time, he takes off his boot, and finds in it a small piece of rubber,
Unknown to Rex, this has been “planted >’ in hic hant hy
(‘urly Hankin, one of the Blues’ reserves, who iz acting under orders from o lc!

(Now read on.)

THE OPENING CHAPTEKS IN BRIEF

I LYSSES PIECOMBE—more commonly known as Piccan—manageér of that famous
Seeond Diviston Football ('lub, The PBlue Crusaders, ts worried; very worried
Not because the Blues are doing badly—indeed, at the moment they are playing
splendid foothall—but because a dirt-track has just been opened near the Strony-
ho'd, the Blues' enclosure, and Piecan fears thut the club’s *'gutes® will suffer

The players, howewver, seewm unperiurbed.

HEX CARDBINGTON, the Blues' brilliunt centre-foruward. _
He wins—-and his clever riding considerul/y

Fapecially
Rex 13 keen on dirt-tra. &

Burke, indeed, asks Rex to chuck uyp
Rex angrily refuses—he's not « trattor to

Rex is rehellioux, ond promptly

In the dressing-room at half-
In the rubber

m— 2. s v w * -
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“There's been foul play.
a rotten trick on me.”

“Indced !” said Mr. Piecombe coldly.
“What exactly do you mean, Carrington ?”

“During the interval, sir, I found some-
thing 1n my right boot,” replicd Rex.
“There was a little square of rubber, with
a sort of nmecdle embedded in it. This had
been glued into my boot, at the toe—so that
every time I kicked the needle-point plunged
into me. I was in awful agony during the
first half——"

“One moment, Carrington,”
Mr. Piccombe. “This 1s an—er—cxtraor-
dinary story you are telling me! 1 find it
diflicult to credit such a fantastic statemcent.

Somebody worked

interrupted

Where is this picce of—er—rubber that you

refer ta?”

“It’s gone, sir.”

“Gone? Gone where?”

“1 don't know, sir.”

And Rex explained how he had placed the
little picce of rubber on the sheli, and how
it had vanished. Mr. Piccombe pursed his
lips, and his cyes grew steely.

“PDo you scriously expect me to believe
this nonsense, Carrington?” he demanded
angrily. “Upon my word! 1 marvel that
vou bave the audacity to stand there and
cxcuse yourself by means of such a paltry
invention.”

Rex flared up.

“It’s not an invention!” he shouted.
the truth!”

“ And the proof of this story is missing?”
said Mr, Piccombe harshly. “I am surprised
at you, Carrington! You know perfectly
well that you came by vour injury thl‘ﬁltgfl
falling off the motor-cyele, on that con-
founded Specdway, and now you attempt to
hoodwink me by means of this—er—prepos-
terous rubbish !

Rex opened his moulh to speak, but he
pulled himself up in the nick of time. He
felt that if he gave utterance to the words
that were on the tip of his.tongue, he would
create n breach that could never be closed.
Just in time, he pulled himself up.

“Very wel, sir!” he said thickly, *If
vou think that of me, I've nothing more to
gy

He turned on his heel, and walked towards
the door,

CaE e

“Carvrington !” snapped MNr. Piccombe.
“1 have not finished with yvou yet. Carring-
ton! Did you hear me?”

Apparently Rex had noft, for he had

cpened the door and was passing out.
“Carzington!” roared the manager.

Dut Rex, in a rebellious mood, strode out
and closed the door after him with a slam.
I1e was hurt—ho was angry with Mr., Pie-
combe for the latter’s contemptucus com-
monts on his perfectly truthful story.

And so the breach between the manager
and the eentre-forward was widening rapidly,
and Rex, all unknown to himself, was play-
ing directly into the hands of Me Peter

I?';Li.'lxﬂ '
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| not want to invite any further sneers.

SPLCIAL FREE GIFT NUMBER!

Stepping Reckless !

EXORE Rex got back to the drossing-
room, he decided that he would say
nothing to his fellow-players about
that little square of rubber. Ile dildf

Mr, Precombe dishelieved the story, perhaps

the players would be equally sccptienﬁc
And Rex was handicapped by the fact

that he now had no prcof. "There was abso-
lutely no evidence to support his remarkablo
tale.. He pondered deeply as he made his
way from the manager's office to the dress-
ing-room,  Who could have put that in-
famnous device into his boot in the first
place? And who could have removed it
from that disused shelf ?

Obviously, somebody who had easy access
to the dressing-room,

Curiously enough, at this very point, Rex
happened to look up, and he found Curly
Hankin, of the Reserves, regarding him with
a smug, ill-conccaled expression of triumph
in his shifty eyes. They were in the passage,
and Curly, leaning against the wall, provided
an instantancous answer to Rex Carrington’s
problems,

Impulsively Rex leapt forward, seized the
startled Curly by the shoulder, and swung
Lim forward. :

“You rat!” said Rex harshly.

“Here, steady!"” gasped Curly, his eyes
alight with fright. *“Huave you gone mad,
vou fool? What arc you playing at?”’

“You were looking very pleased with your-

self just now, weren’'t you?” said Rex,
his voice vibrating with rage. * You infernal
hound! You treacherous brute! So it was

you who put that squarve of rubber into my
boot 7"

Curly’s face went to the colour of putty,
and Rex did not fail to observe the sudden
change.

“Ah, that’s bowled you over, hasn’t it?”
went on Rex contemptuously. ' By thunder!
You're not even a rat—you're only a reptile!”

Rex nceded no proof. The expression on
Curly’s face was enough for him. And, over-
whelmed by the rage which seethed throuch
him, he brought his fist round and swung it
forward with deadly effect.

Crash !

Curly Hankin uttered a loud, gurgling ery,
backed away, and fell with great violence on
the floor of the passage. At the same second,
FFatty 1"owkes and Dave Moran and one or
two of the other Blues leoked out of the
dressing-room, They were just in time to seco
the blow.

“Rex!"” roared Fatty, leaping forward.

“Lret up!”’ snapped Rex, without taking
any notice of the other Blues., " (et up, vou
skulking dog, and——"

“Keep him off—keep him off !” groaned
Curly. “He's mad! Didn’'t vou sce him,
boys? He hit me without anyv reason,”

“Yes, we saw it!" said Dave quietly,
“What's come over you, Rex? Whatl's the

idea of attacking IHankin in that brutal
way 7"
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The sight of Curly Hankin’s sneering face was too much for Rex.
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He brought his fist round in 2

terrific swing, and Curly hit the floor with a thud,

““Hankin knows!”’ said Rex fiercely. )

“It's a lie!” panted Curly, struggling to
his feet., *1 haven't done anything. This—
this cad accused me of putting sovmcthing in
his football boot! He wants an excuse for
his rotten play this afternoon!”

Rex was aghast at Curty Hankin’s audacity,
and, m the same flash, he realised that he
could not possibly substantiate his accusation.
He knew well enough that Curly was guilty—
but couldn’t prove it. What wuas the use,
then, of teliing any of the others?

“Oh, let's say no more about Iit,
muttered sullenly.

“That's all very well,” said Fatty judici-
ally, " but you can’t dismiss it like that, Rex!
You gave Curly a terrifie slesh, and unless
you cau give us a good explanation——-"

“Well ' interrupted Rex, with a truculent
air. " What are you going to do?”

“It seems to me, Rex, that you're getting
into a pretty awkward mood,” said Dave
Moran sharply. “That sort of thing won’t
lead you anvwhere. Hang 1t, man, why don't
you pull yourself together? You're not your-
gelf at all.”’

“What's this-—-a lecture?”’ sneered Rex.

“Oh, what’s the use?"” said Dave helplessly.
“l think we'd better leave you alone, Rex,
until yvou can be ecvil.”’

They knew Rex of old; they knew how
awkward and aggravating he could be, But
for quite a Jong time he had abandoned
those bad old habits, and he had been a
very decent sort of fellow. Now it secmed

" he

that he was sliding back.

Yet, really, Rex Carrington was mainly
the victim of treachery, BDBut for the plottings
of Mr. Peter Burke, and the activities of
Curly Hankin & Co., these misundertandings

would not have arisen.

As 1t was, Rex turned on his hecl, strode
off, and pushed his way into the dressing
room. He changed without a word—he did
not even trouble about his plunge bath. He
went  off, morose and (ruculent. Ifatty
Fowkes . tried to intercept hun, hoping that
he might he able to put things right, but
Rex deliberately dodged him,

The mateh, too, had served to set Rex's
nerves on edge. The Blues had lost—and he
was mainly responsible. He knew that he
had been the victim of foul play, but nobody
would believe that story. They were all
thinking that be had played a rotten game
because he was in a bad temper, and 1if they
liked to think such things of him, he didn’t
want to mix with him, That was his moocd
at the moment,

He went off on his own, and he was
attracted towards the Speedway, which was
already gleaming with lights. Just as he
was drawing near to the entrance, he came
face to face with Mr., Peter Burke, the track

manager,

“Ah, Carrington,” said Mr. Burke
pleasantly. “Have you changed your mind
yet 7"

“No,” said Rex.
“8till loyal to the Blues?”

“Yes, I am!” muttered Rex, " I'd like to
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sce Diecombe kicked out, but there's
rcason why 1 should desert the club.”
AMr, Durke nodded.

Lo

"I understand you had bad luck this after- |

noon?” he went on. “You failed, didn’t
you? I hear that the Rovers won the game "

“It’s wonderful how you hear theso
things,”” said Rex tartly.

“Come, come!” laughed Mr, Burke. “No
necd to be sarcastic, my friend. How about
coming in here? You're perfectly welcome
to compete in one of the races, if you like,
What do you say?”

A sudden fit of perversity seized hold of
lex Carrington, He knew very well that
Peter Burle was crooked—the track manager
had proved that to him. VYet he was in just
the kind of mood to do something foolish,
His eyes glittered as he looked straight into
Burke's [ace.

“All right!’ he said promptly, “That’s
a go! I'll enter one of the races, if you like
—or all of them!”

He felt that he was o fool—yet, at the
same time, this decision of his gave hiin some
measure of satisfaction. And Mr. Peter
Burke, for his own part, glowed with inward
trinph,  Much sooner than he had expected,
he was getting his vietim into the toils!

Jeers or Cheers !

URRRRRRH !
z The big handicap race at the Bann-

ington Speedway was about to com-

mence, Rex Carrington, having reck-
lessly  decided to ride, was estride his
borrowed mount, and a fierce exultation had
gripped hold of him. Mr. Ulysses Piecombe
could go hang! Rex told himself that he
could do as he liked in his own free time—
and he wasn’t going to be browbeaten.

Smiling Billy Ross was compcling in this
race, too—to say nothing of several other
men, more or less unkwown. The big
champions of the dirt track—Gold Helmet
Kemp and Droadside Dick Somers, among
others—were no longer at the Speedway.
They had only been introduced at the open-
ing, as an extra atiraction.

The competitors had  their crash-helmets
on their heads in readiness; one or two of
them were wearing masks, too—and they
looked fearsome monstrosities in the glaring
cleetric lights, and amid the smother of ex-
haust smoke.

Rex had been rather surprised at the light.-
ness of his helmet—for it looked so extremely
licavy. Aectually, it was made of some sort
of fabric, the outside being varnished and
highly polished. There was an excellent
reason for this polish; for when a rider fell,
the smooth surface of his helmet offered no
ereat resistance to the track, and the man
would skid along, and the shock would be
considerably lessened,

The broad, brown track was well lit by the
ercat lamps, and now and again a rider
would shoot past, spraying the dirt in a great
cloud, Rex himself was surprised at his own

SI'ECIAL FREE GIFT NUMBER !

eagerness. Keen as he was on foolball, he
had a fceling that this new love held s
greater attraction for humn,

“Get off the ficld, Rex—you’re no good!”

The Blue Crusaders’ centre-forward started.
He knew that voice—the voice of one of the
Blues’ supporters. He looked into the crowds,
and he was instantly aware of a mild sense of
hostility.

“Yah! You're rotten
looking youth, “No good at football—and no
good at this game!”

“Well, he can't make a worse mess of
things than he did this afterncon!” shouted
somebody else,

A roar of jeering laughter went up, and
Rex bit his lip. He realised that the Speed-
way enclosure contained a large number of
people who had been at the football match
that afternoon. They had scen his lamentable
display—and now they were jeering at him.

But he wasn't allowed to think much on
the subject, for it was practically time for the
race to start. Soon he was crouching over
his motor-cycle, helmeted, goggled, leather-
covered—a tense figure, almost part and
parcel of the machine itself.

The starting signal came, and off they
went, Rex forgot his troubles, he forgot
those jeers that had made his cars burn, He
lived only for the moment—for the thrilling,
exhilarating excitement of this mad ride.

Rushing, thundering, roaring over the .
track, spurting up the dust, and broadsiding
giddily—away they went, the rear wheels of
those machines tryving their hardest to chan]ga
places with the front, Only the skili of tho
riders kept the quivering mounts in control.

“Rex—Rex !

“Clome on, boy—you're winning!”

1t was the last lap, and round the bend
Rex Carrington was slowly but surely gain-
ing a winning lead in the finishing straight.
He broadsided with devastating recklessness,
and it seemed inevitable that he must
crash over. But no; he held his machine
in control with amazing confidence, and with
perfect skill. Bucking and skidding, he came
well into the finishing straight, roaring
triumphantly past the other competitors—
sometimes so close that there was scarcely
more than an inch to spare.

“Qoooooh " gasped the erowd.

It scemed that Rex was over, but up he
came again, and the judge’s flag was held
high in readiness.

“Hurrah !”

“Rex wins!”

“Bravo, Carrington!”

There were cheers now—tumultuous, roar-
inz cheers.  Rex had ridden the finest race
that had yet been seen in the Speedway.
By only a split second, he had robbed
Smiling Billy Ross of victory.

(Another race won! This is sure to make
Rex more enthusiastic than cver over dirt-
track racing. Will Burke be able to tempt
him away from footer 7 -Look oul for
another exeiting instalment of this fine
serial next week, chumsl)

R
L

shouted a raw-
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QOur Free Gifts.

AVING collected this week’s three
H handsome Free Gifts, all NersoN LEE
readers should now have a complete
set of portrait badges of all the
English cricketers who have done so well in
Australia. Those readers who have missed
any of the badges can still obtain the missing
ones—see page 19. And 1 certainly do advise
you to get them, for it would be a shame
to have an incomplete set. An opportunity
of collecting souvenire of ALL the Test
players doesn’t occur every week—what a
triurnph for the NELsoN LsE!—and so every-
body ought to take full advantage of the Old
Paper’s wonderful offer.

Many of you, I expect, have put your
badges in the Album which. was presented
with the issue of the NErsoNn LEE containing
the first of our Free Gifts. A splendid idea,
too, for that was ‘why the Album was given
away. However, these badges can be put
to another use. Everybody has a favourite
cricketer, and YOUR favourite is pretty sure
to be among those players whose badge has
"been given away during the last five weeks.
Then why shouldn’t you put the badge of that
particular player in your buttonhole? Why
shouldn’t you proudly display your favourite
to all and sundry? Many readers have written
and told me that they intend to do this, and
it certainly strikes me as being a tophole
wheeze.

The Fifth Test Match.

At the present moment, of course, every-
body is talking about the Fifth and last Test
Match, which 18 due to start at Melbourne on
Friday. England has won four of the
matches, and the chief topic of conversatior
now is: Can she win the Fifth as well and
thus create a record! England stands a good
chance of doing it. She will enter the field
with the knowledge that she’s already won
four right off the reel, and that is sure to
spur on Chapman and his merry men. On
the other hand, Australia has been doing
better and better; the fourth Test Match was
lost by a mere twelve runs. The Aussies will
go all out to turn the tide of battle and
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Z" By o
The Editor. .

Your Editor welcomes letiers from all his readers ;
send hem one now. Address it (o The Editor,
“ Nelson Lee Schoo. Story ILabrary,” Flectway
House, Farringdon Street, London, K.C.4.

prevent themselves suffering the ignominy of
losing all five games. The Fifth is sure to
be a titanic struggle. How I envy the St.
Frank’s boys out in Australial

Next Week's Story!

And now for a few words about next weelk’s
story programme, Nipper and Handforth and
all the St. Frank’s boys are leaving Austra-
lian territory-——leaving 1t with the knowledge
that Australia 1s a wonderful country.
They’ve had some amazing adventures during
their sojourn in the Commonwealth, but still
they’re thirsting for more—you bet!—and so
they’re going to sample New Zealand.

New Zealand is another wonderful country,
according to Aleec Duncan, of the Remove,
who 18 a native of that land. Unfortunately,
from the St. Frank’s boys’ point of view,
they’re not staying there long—a matter of
days. However, they fully intend to malke
the best of 1t!

“Qt, Frank’s in New Zealand 7 is the title
of next week’s stunning varn. It’s one of
the best Edwy Searles Brooks has written
in this series, and that i1s saying a lot,

Mr. Brooks is also living up to his reputa-
tion as a writer of really exciting stories in
“Rivals of the Blue Crusaders!”” This serial
ie going great guns; there is no doubting its
popularity, judging by the cnormous number
of letters I am receiving from enthusiastic
readers. Another gripping instalment will
appear 1n next week’s bumper issue of the
NEerLsoN Lre. Get yvour newsagent to reserve
a copy for you, chums!

THE KEDiTon.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

C. T. Browne, 74, Victoria Road, Lower
Edmonton, London, N.9., has for sale several
bound volrnes of the Nrwson LEE, old and
new sariec  All letters answered.

Norman kcdgeley, Yew Tree Dairy, Milton
Road, Weston-super-Mare, Somerset, wants to
correspond with readers interested in siamp
collecting.

Frank O’Neill, 20, Cairo Street, Kirkdale,
Liverpool, wants to hear from readers who

will help to form a ¢l L.
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All readers will be inlerested in these wnuish2l!
biographies about the three famous crickciers whe
form the subjects of this week’s supero Free Gifis.

PHILIP MEAD

HARLES PHILIP MEAD cannot be

C described as a really great figure in

cricket, Lecause he has never, for

some reason or other, captured the

popular imagination. Bul there cannot

be any gdoubt that as a cricketer he is a

most efficient “workman,” and thoroughly
capable,

I have heard bowlers describe hLim as

the most difficult man to get out they have

ever come across, for his defence is so
round. He doesn't bang them to the
boundary in double-quick

time, or anything like that,
but he has laid on the wood
to such an extent that he
has joined the small com-
pany of cricketers who have
made a hundred hundreds
in first-class ericket.

And lest we should forget
it, here is a reminder that
Philip Mead holds at least
one enviable record. 1In
1021 he played an innings
of 182 not out for Englaud
and that is the highest total ever made
by an English batsman in a Test match
against Australia played in the home
Country.

As he is just about passing his 42nd
birthday, there was some surprise that he
should have been taken to Australia, but
he is the sort of batsman who is well fitted
for Test matches without a time limit,
aud if the other England batsmen had not
Leen in such good form Mead would have
played in more of the Tests of the present
series.,

There is real romance in the early story
of Mead's career. As a lad he used to
attend at the Oval--which was near his
home. Later he
went on  the
ground staff of
the Surrey
club, but they
did not find
>Poccasion o
utilise his ser-
Y &% vices, so he
$.500 qualified for
Hampshire. He
bats left.
Landed, aud is

a useful change
Lowler, ‘

J.C. WHITE

One of the Englaud men who has had
his first taste of Ausiralian cricket condi-
tiong during the past few months is John
Cornishh White, who plays for Somerset-
shire at home. But Jack White is not on=
of the youngsters of the side. He is 38
years of age, having been born on the
nineteenth of February, 18821.

Yet at the age of 3% Jack White has cer-
tainly justified himself as an England
player., There are men who have been
responsible for more spectacular perform.

ances during  the H}re.qent
serics of Tests, but there is
no plaver who has filled a

corner  more  completely
than the vice-captain.
He is what might he

called a stock bowler, and
a stock bowlev is always
wanted in Australia: that
is, a man who can keep
down the runs. In the third
Test match, and in the first
innings of Australia, he re-

' turned the analysis of one
wicket for sixty-four runs. There does
not seecm anything particularly wonderful
about such figures, but actually White's
figures were wonderful. Iu that innings
ie bowled 57 overs, thirty of which were
maidens, and the average number of runs
per over scored from his bowling was just
over one.

Ho has been called a bowling machine.
This description is accurate in the sense
{hat it conveys an idea of the amazing
accuracy of Lis bowling. But he is more
than a mere machine. He thinks, and in
the fourth match he just kept on getting
the Australians oul when onr star bowlers,
such an Larwood and Tate, were helpless.

Known as © Farmer White,” heo strolls
up to the
wicket and
sends down A&
seemingly
harmless  left- 4
hand delivery. {54
But therve 13 5¥3
guile in every R &
hall. He hasg
bowled thir-
teen successive
maiden  overs
against York-
shire.

L -

R G e T




THE NEILSON LEE SCHOOIL STORY LIEBER.IRY 13

*... ¢.+.‘.*‘.*.4-4~+++++HH* calmost good cneugh te be played in an
anridwl side for In-; battinoe alone. Last

’ ENGLAND & SELECTED § *:E‘ﬂ'ﬁﬂﬂ Le scored 1,666 runs for Kent, and

i 4
(Continued from previows peaje.) M i‘-'-’l I the bat in hand he is & most enter-

 taining player to watch.

But Ames did more than score those
[11111*1 for Kent last season. He broke all

* @ A P A G +++++*

LESLIE AMES | existing records for the number of victims
When the Ingland team went to Aus- credited to amy one ':‘”f*l\f‘t”k”’l'*“ in a
tralia it was fully expected that Leslie Season. His total bag was  107.

Amwes would play a prominent part im the Obviously thm.wmket—kfepmg had a great
Test matehes. But the lnok of Ames has | deal to do with the fact that a Kent
been out.  Owing to the extraovdinarily bowler, Freeman, also created a record for
gaod form of Duckworth, Amcs has not the number of wickets gained by onc
heen able to get a place in any Test match. bowler.

. ; e : Ames is only 23 years of age, and it is
But he need mot worry_abeut this un- | {Lat faet which makes us confident that
duly. Ife lias gained valuable experience |1 will play for England in due course.
in Australia, and if theve is any certainty | Ajso, his progress has beou Femir kably
flh?“t things connected with erieket, thf_:u: rapid, for he did not make his debut for
it is certain that sooner or later Ames will | Rept until 1926, and it was only in the
play for England. season before Jast that he became recog-

There are people who think that he |nised as the regular keeper in suceession
conld have played in the present series of | to Hubble.
cames without affecting the wicket-keep- Ames is also a footballer, and before he
ing adversely, and at the same time im- | could go to Australia he had to get the
proving the batting. IFor this is one of t:nn-,ent of the Clapton Orient Club, for
the strong ]“:quntra ahout Awes: that he is | whom he had qlgned as an outside- r1ght_
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FREE | Art Catalogue. .
- - JUNO CYCLE CO. (Dept.U.2), | particulars.
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Drive the Nzght Mail

‘lel“ niecht mail's due cut in five munutes . ... H*’r“ you got the
Dule of York™ vready Billd .... Y, pd it hl__lu,n Crossing
and Drawing Room Branch line to Iﬂl ¢ the points are rishi
this time . . .. Long sleeping cars, mih ghu surung vans fore and aft
o Jimmy, just see the pick-up is wuiking DYODEILY « » o « 88 o v o « FHi ]
Right away !
* * E

Drive ithe express yourself.  You can get the engine, coaches,
the complete model railway FREE, in exchange for B.D.V. Coupons.
Start saving to-day and get vour {riends to help you. Send coupons by
registered post. '

GET THE 96-PAGE GIFT BOOK — -WORTH 5 COUPONS

[t contans tull particulars of the Bassett-Lowke and Bing model railway systems. Write

to Godlrey Piullips Ltd., (Gift Dept. N, L)) 112, C-GIIIIﬂEtCEut St~eet, London, Li

— —— i ———
BING “VULCAN " BASSETT-

. Egcé:gg LoW B.é-_;:tgﬂhb .

\ I

COUPONS ||| COUPONS ||

BING TANK || || LA.S. GOoODS ||

E%’gfgﬂ , | : Hif«-.:; fg; -.

COUPONS | C l G A R E T T E s COUPONS f

| |

PASSENGER “—jusi like hand made’ TIV0-ARM |

[ :,u,-jén | ) : M%’gm |

O . '

S— - 10for éd. 20 for 111d. Plain or CorkTips i coupons i

H _ | Coupons also in every packet of . 't

| e ————e | BDV Tobacco, 114 per oz, == |

Lol - —




