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~he St. Frank’s Junior Eleven gazed at the scene in amazement., They had come here expecting
to find a fully equipped cricket ground. Instead they saw a stretch ol wasteland, with heaps of
rubbish and tin eans dotted about in the coarse grass !



Réad About the Adventures of Nipper & Co. in Leeds and Newcasiia !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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Already the Bovs of St. Frank's bave bad many stirring advenliures

during their trip on the School Train, but thev're still thirsting for

more—and they're nol disappoinied. Leeds and Newceastle see fo

that ! You'll vote this the best varn in the series so far, chums.  Starl
reading il now.—ED.
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CHAPTER 1.

St. Frank's in Leeds!

- OW’S that 2"
“tutl” _ 0
Fdward Oswald Handforth, of the St Frank's Remove, gazed indignantiy

towards the boundary, A white-clad figure had just seut the bal!l shooting up
inio the heavens, and the umpire had fairly chortled the verdiet,

“What rot!"” said Handforth. * That was a sixer, wasn't it?"

“Not this time, old man,” grinned the wicket-keeper. **It was a gond drive, but vou
aidn't quite get behind it. Dixon brought off a ripping cateh, and you =t Frauk's chaps
are all out!"”

Handforth looked at the score-board, agzhast,

*“All out for 131!" he ejaculated. * My only sainted aunt'!"

“Don't forget you're in Yorkshire,” said the wicket-keeper carelessly,

Handforth and the other batsman went off the ficld with thoe Yorkshira schooalboyva,
I'he St, Frank's juniors were playing the Moorliouse Collego Junior Eleven—and, by the
lcok of things, they were 1in for a thrashing,

Tho St. Frank'as innings was just over, and Handforth had had the mortification of
secing batsman after batsman caught oul or bowled wlilst he strove to make the ruuns,
When the last man was in, it was Handforth himself who had recklessly lashed out, and
had given a chanco in the long field.

It was a hot, sunny, early June afiernoon—Wednesday, aad a Lalf-folidaz
—and the playving-fields at Lawnsdale weve looking brilliant. Tu addicion to crowds of
Mocrhouse spectators, there were considerable numbers of St Frank's juniors,
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The Touring School was in Leeds.

them how to play cricket.

“Well, we've done rottenly,” said Nipper
bluntly.

The Remove skipper was in no way bitter,
however, as he looked at the members of his
team in the pavilion. One or two were 1in-
clined to pull long faces, and Handiorth
pulled other faces, too.

““It’s all rot!” he snorted. *‘*What's the
good of 1317 Why couldn't some of you
chaps help me to stop the rot1”

“I'll tell you why,” said Vivian Travers.
“The bowlers wouldn’t let usl”

“Fathead |”

“The bowlers liad a sort of conspiracy,
dear old fellow,” continued Travers, ‘‘They
got together, and decided that we should be
all dismwissed before tea, That's the worst of

these bowlers,”
© “The fact 1s, we're stale,” said Nipper.
“It's not our fault, either, Not altogether
our fault, anyhow. Since we left St. Frank’s
on the School Train, we've had no regular
practice—and that makes a tremendous
difference.”

“It does,” said Reggie Pitt sadly. *“*We're
rusty, my sons. Didn't you hear Handy's
joints creaking as he carried his bat int”

“You ass!” said Handforth, ‘“That was
my padsi”

*“Oh!” grinned Reggie.
know "

“We've played rottenly—and these Leeds
chaps are going to whack us!” went on
Hand{orth accusingly. “'[hat’s a nice start,
isn’t it? This is the first real game wec've

layed on the tour, and all we can get 1s
31 all out. It's a terrible score.”

The other players were not quite so excited
about it as Handforth. The score was poor,
it was true, but it was not hopeless. Ii the
St. Frank's bowlers put in some good work,
the game might end successfully, after ali
Not that there was much chance of these
Yorkshire boys f{atling to take advantage o1
their opportunity.

HE St. Frank’s School Train had been
“located ” at l.eeds for some days,

and 1t was due to move on to Now-

‘“How was I tc

castle in the small hours of Friday.

morning.  Cricket had been somewhat
neglected since the beginning of the tour -
not because the fellows had lost their interest
in cricket, but because it had been difficult
to arrange any early fixtures.

Nipper was now doing his best to settle
the forthcoming matches well in advance.
He knew, pretty accurately, where the School
Tratn would be on each half holiday during
the tour, and so he was getting into touch
with the captains of all the big schools within
handy mﬂ.cﬁ of the various towns.

Nothing, however, had yet been fixed for
Newcastle. For the tour was still young, and
Nipper had not been able to obtain the
necessary information. This Leeds match had
been arranged quite hurriedly, and the York-

:'?Hd‘
these Leeds schoolboys had been showing |

I and we're in Leeds.

shire schoolboys were giving their rivals
from the South an excellent game.

It was a fact that Nipper and his men
were handicapped. The one disadvantage of
the School Train was that it could not carry
its own playing-field. At St. Frank’s, it was
the custom to be out on Little Side carly
and late—putting in practice continually.
Since this tour had commenced, hardly any
of the fellows had touched a bat, or fingered
a ball,

“We've been doing too much sight-sceing,”
said Nipper accusingly. ‘“That’s the main
trouble. In Sheflicld, for example, we ought
to have found a ground, and even if we
couldn’t get a match we might have wangled
some practice. That's going to be altered
now. As soon as we get to Newcastle, we'll
practice—even if wo have to use a ploughed
field "

<
~HE St. Frank's Eleven went out to fieid
Vl amidst loud cheers from the Moor-
house boys—and a few derisive cheers
from the assembled Removites and
Fourth-Formers from the School Train.
They were disappointed with their team
They had expected the Junior Eleven to do
heaps better than this.

But Moorhouse College was a very famous
school, and its cricket was of a high order,
These playing fields at Lawnsdale were ex-
tensive, and they were splendidly equipped

“I'm not losing hecart yet, Reggie,” said
Nipper cheerfully. "“Wc've got.one or two
surprises for these Leeds chaps, I believe.
Wait until Boomerang starts his bowling.
They looked upon him as a joke when he
was batting—but I'll bet he’ll make them sit
up !”

Boomerang—in  other words, Charlie
Bangs, the new boy from New South Wales
--was chatting with Jerry Dodd, who was
also a Cornstalk. DBoth these Australian
juniors were keen on cricket. Jerry Dodd
was a tried and valued member of the Junior
Iileven, but Bangs had had very few oppor-
tunities since the season had started.

Nipper opeued the bowling with Harry
Gresham and Charlie Bangs—Uresham start-
ing off from the pavilion end.

Jrummond, the Moorhouse skipper, began
the scoring with the fourth ball of the over,
driving Gresham to tne boundary cleanly and
neatly. He followed this up by a two, and
then another boundary hit,

“That chap’s hot stuff,” said Church, who
was watching.

“He'll pr(hmbfy score a century,” noddedd
MeClure. *“We're completely out in the
cold in this game. DBut what else can you
expeet? Our chaps have had no practice—
Everybody knows that
Yorkshire is hot on cricket,”

“Bangs is going on to bow!l now,” said
Tommy Watson eagerly, “Let’s hope he
egives these Yorkshire chaps a surprise—just
as he gave us one, the first timo he bowled
against us.”

Boomerang Bangs had taken rhe ball, and
was preparing to take his run. Bangs was
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an cxtrasrdinary-looking junior.
near!y a head taller than tho average fellow
for his age, but he made up for this by
being excessively thin, Ie looked as though
Le had been placed in a stretcher, and pulled
out. His legs and arms seemed no thicker
than broomsticks; his nceek was long ana
seraggy, and scemed to find somo difficulty
i supporting his head on his bony shoulders,
I: was a habit of his always to have a straw
sricking out of the corner of his mouth,

The Moorhouse boys were grinning. Bangs
lcoked such a freak that they could hnrdT}'
credit that he could bo dangerous. Io was
more of a joke than a menace. But Bangs
was a dark horse,

True. he had shown no genius as a Dats-
man. Going in towards the end of the in-
nines, he had stonewalled for five balls of
a over, and had attempted to cut the sixth,
That one effort at scoring had cost him hisz
wicket, and tho Yorkshire bovs, not au-
naturally, assumed that he was more for
ornament than use. Perhaps he was a good
mare in the ficld—on account of his height
and reacli. The Moorhouse crowd had cer-
tainly not expected to see him put on to
bawl,

Bangs took a eurious run. It wasz somc-
thing between a hop and a skip to begin
with, then it developed into something more
rapid, and when the ball left his bony grip
it sped down the piteh with startling velo-
citv. The Moorhouse boy at the other end
raised hiz bat in readiness. He did not think
he would hLave any difficulty in dealing
with the dehvery. In some extra-
ordinary way, however, the batsman lost
sicht of the leather for a fatal second, Panic-
stricken, Le lashed out.

(‘rash! i :

He was too late. From somewhere in his
roar came an ominous sound, and when he
spin round he found that his middic stump
was missing.,

“ How's that?” velled the wicket-keeper.

al ® 15  i

All the Moorhouse boys were astonishied.

Lt the vnhappy vietim of Bangs' opening

delivery was fairly staggered.

“I ean't understand it!" he ejaculated,
looking at the shattered wicket.

“ Av, hut that was a chamnpion bull,” sang
out Drummond, the skipper.

There was something fearsome about
Doomerane Bangs. He looked so harmless
—and vet he was so deadly. The secret of
hiz deadliness lay in the fact that he had
invented a new kind of googly. His de-
liverv was fast., and he managed to get a
turn on  the leather which momentarily
caused an unwary batsman to lose sight of
i,

Onee thoroughly accustomed to Dangd
tricks, hiowever, a batsman might score fairly
freelv off him,  Bangs' value wags at the
opening oi an innings, when he counld cateh
{lie cilein v l_aj,' Htrp]‘isi‘.

[t was so in this case.

The next wicket fell after only two more
balls had Ueen delivered. Then a single

Ho was |
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was scored, and Drummond got the bowling.
He played carefully, but never scemed really
troiibled, and when the next over com-
moenced, with CGresham bowling again, the
homesters were gaining more confidence.

However, Gresham was a dangerous sort
of bowler, too. Much to Drummond’'s sur-
prise he lost his own wicket during this over.
A single had been scored, and Drummond,
facing tho bowler, was playing with con-
fidence. Ie looked like pgetting set. An
casv one came down from Gresham. At all
events, it looked easy. Drummond hit out,
and there was a loud slap. Nipper, in the
slips, had madoe no mistake.

“Well, I'm dashed!” said
blankly,

Y the time forty runs were on

B board, four wickets were down.,

Bangs was being treated witl ulira-

respect. Not many of the Yorkechire

bovs felt conflident enough to score oft this

Australian freak. They may have laughed

at him as a batsman, but he was a regular

terror with the ball. He secured two more

wickets before the score had been taken to
the hundred.

Six o wickets down for 92 runs.
looking pretty good.

“Dy Jove, we've got a chance of winning
vet!” said Nipper, as the field crossed after
an over. “‘Only four more wickets to fall,
and 1f Bangs does a few more of his fancy
triclks we'll pull the game out of the fire.”

Unfortunately for Nippers' hopes, how-
ever, the two Moorlhiouse batsmen who were

Drummond

the

This was

proceeded to make a

in
valiant stand.
thing against them.
they treated Bangs with the utmost indif-
ference, driving him to all parts of tne field.
In fact, he was so expensive tnat Nipper was
compeiled to take him off.

now _ grim A
Iven Bangs could do no-

They became sct, and

“What's the matter with you, Boome-
rang ?" asked Handforth, during a pause.

“Nothing,” replied the Australian junior,
with a grin.

“DBut these chaps have been scoring off
vou at a tremendous rate.”

“Too right, they have,” agreed Bangs
“These Enghish pitches are different frons

those I've been used to 1 Australia. Be-
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eldes, we can't always do miracles. Iven
Tate and Larwood are casy to play at times.”

The two batsmen continued to score freely,
and the partnership was not broken until
the total had been carried to 119—by which
time the visitors’ chances of victory were
dwindling into significance.

Doomerang Bangs was put on again as
soon as the new man came in; but the new
man took no chances. He was satisfied to

keep his end up until the over was finished,

and then the other batsman procceded to
knock up the runs.

Nipper and his men had renewed hopes
when a wicket fell with the scoro at 123.
The Yorkshire boys needed only nine runs
for victory, but there was always the chance
that the “tail ” would completely collapse.

However, it didn't happen.

The game finished a few minutes later—
with the Moorhouse Junior Eleven the vie-
tors by two wickets.

CHAPTER 2.
Fixing Up the Next Match!

" ARD lines, old man,” said Drum-
mond, smiling.
“Rats!” retorted Nipper. “I'm

not making any excuses for St.
Frank’s indifferent play. The

better side has won, that’s all.”

“We're all out of practice,” said Hand-
forth grimly., “That's the trouble! You
Yorkshire chaps wouldn't have won so jolly
casily if we had been in proper form.”

“We're not all Yorkshire,” smiled Drum-

mond. “I'm from Northumberland, My
prople live just outside Newcastle,”
“That's funny,” said Handforth. “We're
roing to Newcastle to-morrow night.”
“What 1s there funny about it asked
Nipper. “Newcastle 1sn’t so very far
awav., Perhaps Drummond will be able to

give us a few tips about the place.”

““As many as yvou like,” said Drummond
agrceably. ““Now that the match 1s over,
we want vou to come along to——"

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” interrupted
Nipper. "1 want to get 1t in first, We've
hixed up a special feed for you in the School
Train—and our motor-coach is a particularly
bir one, so it'll take the lot of us.”

The Moorhouse boys were gratified.
Drummond insisted that it was up to the
home téam to entertain the visitors; but
Nipper pointed out that there was an ex-
ception to every rule. And as the majority
of the Yorkshire boys were as keen as mus-
tard on seecing the School Train, they were
casily persuaded.

The train, as usual. was located on a siding
some  distance outside the eity, but within
casy reach  And as the Lawndale ground
wits on the other side of Leeds, it was neces-
sary to go right through the city,

It was an entertaining ride for the St,
I'rank’s fellows. They had seen a good deal
of Leeds sinee their arrival, a few days
earlier; but Leeds was so full of entertain-
g spots that many of them would have to

For the School Train was
travels on the following

go unexplored.
off agam on 1ts
night,

The coach went through crewded Briggate
as far as Boar Lane, and so through City
Square—with its fine equestrian statue of the
Black Prince, by Sir T. Broeck, R.A., and
regarded as one of the most impressive
statues in England. The fellows had learned
that this statue had been presented to Leeds
by Colonel T. W. Iarding. There wero
other statucs in City Square, too—and some
artistic bronze figures.

The coach went onwards along Wellington
Street, and so into Kirkstall Road. Before
long it was bowling out of the congested
arca, and getting ncarer to the more or less
rural spot where the School Train was In
its siding.

“You've got some wonderful beauty spots
round Leeds,” remarked Ninper, as he sat
chatting with some of the Moorhouse boys.
“"We went to the Kirkstall Abbey ruins
and we thought they were topping.”

“They're some of the most perfect ruins
m Yorkshire,” said one of the local school-
boys.  ‘*Have you been out to see Foun-
tains Abbey, by the way?”

*“Well, no,” said Nipper. “ We haven’t had
a chance of getting out much., Besides,
there’s such a lot to see in and about Leeds.”

“It’s a pity vou haven’'t been on the
moors,” said the other. “There’s some
glorious scenery within a short run of Leeds,
Harrogate 1sn’t very far, and—"

“Yes, I know all about that, but, yon sece,
we're not on a holiday tour,” smiled Nip-
per. “Kverything is going on as usual,
Jnst as though we were still at St. Trank’s,
We only have a bit of free tfme in the even-
ings and on half-holidays—and Sundays.
But . nobody’s grumbling.”

“Except for cricket practice, eh?” asked
Drammond.

“I'm afraid that’s been mainly our own
fault.,” admitted Nipper. “Where there’s
a will, there’'s a way. And in future we're
going to put in our practice. We'll find
playing fields somewhere—even if we have
to trespass, We're not gning to let this alter-
noon's defeat be repeated.’

“You ass!” said Drummond.
have beaten you, anyway.”

| HERE was  general  astonishment
I amongst the Leeds schoolboys when
they were escorted over the School
Train by the St. Frank’s {ellows.
Every school in the country, of course, had
heard about this famous train; but not until
they came into contact with it did they
realise its wonders.

It was a complete travelling school. There
were class-rooms, dormitories, dining-coaches,
and even private studies for the juniors as
well as for the seniors. Nothing had BHeen
forgotten when this train had been built,

As Nipper had said, the tour meant no inter-
ruption to school work, ILessons were not

”I“'e <honld

| interfered with—mot even by the train’s
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motion. For she only moved from place to

place at night—whilst the school was sleep- |

ing. By day there was nothing to inter-
fere witle the normal routine.

“Sn vou're going to Newcastle next?”
asked Drummond, as he chatted with Nipper
during the big feed. "I can give you some
tints about Newcastle, if yvou want them.
I'nv a Tynesider, in a way of speaking.”

“We shall be only too glad of hints,” re-
p'ied Nipper,

They were at the end of the long junior
class-room coach, where the feed was being
held, It was naturally an informal affair,
and the fellows enjoved it all the more be-
cause of this. The visitors had been divided
up into groups, and they were being enter-
tained by Handforth and Reggte Pitt- and
Travers and Archie Glenthorne and Boots,
and other prominent stalwarts,

“What about cricket?” asked Drummond
thoughtfully.

*“1 want to fix up a
match as soon as we
get  there,”  replied
Nipper promptly.
“We o shall  arrive
<arly on  Friday
morning, and 1if we
can get a mateh fixed

CORRESPONDENCE WANTED!

Do you wanl to correspond wilh
fellow *“ Nelson Lecites ” either al
honie or abroad,

“There’s not a fellow in the club older than
sixteon, It's different from anything else
vou've ever come in contact with. it’a a
wheeze of Cornwallis'. I've already told you
that he's a go-ahead chap.”

“1 shall be pleased to meet him,” said
Nipper briskly.

“But don’t blame me if you're given the
hiding of vour lives,” warned Drummond.
“T'm telling you in advance what to expect.
I forgot to mention that it’s a junior club,
so you can fix up with the first eleven
quite safely. DBut don’t forget that you'll
be playing against the pick from the Tyne-
side schools.”

“The best is only just good enough for
St. Frank’s,” said Nipper blandly., * What's
this chap’s address, by the wayt If I drop
him a line to-night he’ll get it in the morune
ing, and T'll ask him to wire me.”

“That's a good wheeze,” said Drummond,
nodding, “In fact, 1
was going to suggest
it myself. If you ask
him to write, thewve
might be a delay.
Offer the match, and
ask him to wire ac-
ceptance. If yvou ad-

chums 2 You'd

: : dress vour letter to
for Saturday }afrtr}r:- like fo, ¢ch? Turn fo page 44—  the Newcastle &
noot, so much the o = ' TP School-
better What about  Ibere’s readers galore who are S h{iﬂ*.:-ticket Club
the big schools? Do et : G 1 The Pavil; May-
shi Khiow thaud waiting lo bear from you . L ]?;{:IQT' Ay

“I know Newrastle
pretty  well,” said Drummond, nodding.
“There's more than one good school, but you
couldn't do better than get in touch with
Cornwallis.”

“Who's he?”

“The honorary secretary of the Newcastle
and Gateshicad Schoolboys' Cricket Club,”
roplied Drummond. * Incidentally, he's the
skipper of the eleven, too. A go-ahead,
cnergetic fellow. If vou ask him for a
mateh, he'll go crazy with delight, and he'll
fix things in no time.”

* That's handy to know,” said Handfovth.
wio had joined them. "Good ege!
better write to this chap, Nipper!”

“1I'm going to,” said Nipper.
Drummond.™

“Don’t mention it," said Drummond
smingly., “After whacking you this after-
noon. there's no reason why I shouldn't do
svou a good turn. But I warn you—you’ll
probably be in for another whacking.”

“Is this eleven so hot, then?"”

“Hot isn’t the word,” said Drummond. 1
don’t want to deceive you 1n any way, so I'd
be(ter explain that this elub seeures
best cricketers from all the Newcastle and
Cateshead schools. There are lots of elevens,
aud they play each other, and hold a kind of
competition amongst themselves. Naturally,
vou'll fix up with the first eleven.”

“But why?" asked Nipper. “We
usaally play seniors.”

“Thev're vot seniors!” said Drummond.

“Thanks,

dﬂli’t

You'd | hopeless hash of to-day’s game,”

castle, it'll reach him

all right. I've forgotien his private address
for the moment.”

“Isn’'t ho a boarder at his school, then?"

“No; a day boy,” replied Drummond.
“Hizs school doesn’t matter, anyhow. St

Frank’s could easily beat the school cleven,
but it'll have a job to tackle this club.’

ATER, after the visitora had gone,
I Nipper had a few words to say with

members of the eleven,

“Now, vou chaps, I'm not going to
preach or give a lecture, but we made a
he said
erimly. “I couldn’t say much in front of
those Moorhouse fellows, but vou know as
well as 1T do that ordinarily we could have
whacked them.”

“On our heads!” said
Handfortl, with a snort.
with you all? You, Nipper! Only twelve
runs. Travers only sixteen; Gresham out for
a misgerable three; Boots with a duck!”

“You didn't do so much better!” retorted

Edward Oswald
“What's the matter

:; Boots.
the

“By George! T'd forgotten that!" said
Handforth, with a start.

“We all did badly,” said Nipper. “When
it came to bowling, we were just as poor.
And the sole reason is becanse we've
neglected our practice. We'll get some to-
morrow, somehow, and some more on
Friday, after we pet to Newcastle. We'va
zot to whack those Tyneside chaps!”
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He aroused a great deal of enthusiasm,
and all the members of the eleven promised
that they would give up sight-seeing and
devote most of their time to hard practice at
the nets. If it came to a pinch, they could
even fix the nets up beside the railway and
put in some practice on the spot.

5 HO’S it from, Handy?” asked
Church.
Handforth started. It was

getting near to calling-over, and
the leader of Study D was sitting on one of
the footboards of the train, taking things
easily. It was still warm and sunny, and
the June evening was altogether delightful.
The air was filled with the humming of
insccts as they were either winging their

way homewards for the night or coming out
from their haunts in preparation for
nocturnal adventures.

“Clear off!” said Handforth grufily.
“This letter is private.”

I1{e stuffed it into his pocket rather
hastily. It had evidently arrived by the

evening post, for mails were delivered at
the School Train, just as at St. Frank's.

“Of course, we don’t want to pry into your
private affairs, Handy,” said Mc{;‘lure, as
he and Church stood looking at their leader.

. “But why become mysterious? You seem
quite scared about something.”
~ "Scared be blowed!” =said Handforth,

rising to his feet. “I should probably have
told you all about it if you hadn’t been
so inquisitive, As it is, I'll keep 1t to my-
self, and let it come as a surprise.”

“Let what come as a surprise ?”

“Why, Marjorie’s visit to Eh?" he
added, with a start. “You can’t get it out
of me like that, you fatheads!”

“Well, well!” remarked Travers, strolling
ap.  “What’s the trouble here? Is this
yours by any chance, dear old fellow?”

IHe picked up an envelope, and was about
to pass it to Handforth when he smiled. He
glanced at the handwriting, and then sniffed
the envelope.

“Eau de Cologne,” he murmured. “Or is

“It’s

it Lily of the Valley?”

“Give it to me!”’ roared Handforth.
mine !”

“So I notice,” said Travers. *“There’s no
mistaking a girl’s handwriting, is there?
And it’s not Irene’s, either. Handy, you
firt, what have you been up to? Is this a
Leeds girl you’ve been ’

“No, it isn't!"” yelled Handforth, turning

red.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tell that to the Marines!” grinned
Church. "My only hat! He was making

eyes at a girl in a restaurant yesterday--
one of the waitresses in York Road.”
“You—you silly clown!” howled Hand-
forth. “This letter is from my sister, Ena!”
“Ina!” said Travers sceptically. " Come,
come! In fact, now, now! Do you expect
us to believe that, Handy? Your sister,

indeed! For the love of Samson! That’s a
thin onel”

“All right!” panted Handforth desper<
ately. “Look at it!”

“Do you really want me to?”

“Look at it!” insisted Edward Oswald.

Travers took the letter reluctantly, but
did no more than glance at the beginning
of the letter, and at the signature.

“Dear old fellows, we must apologise,”
he said, looking at Church and McClure.
“A young lady who begins her letter with
the words ‘ Dear Old Rhinoceros’ is very
obviously a sister. And this being the case,

PR

why is it that you blushed just now, Handy 1

“I didn’t blush!” snorted Handfoith,
“I’m wild because you say such dotty
things. Ena will hear about this as soon
as she arrives, you mark my words, and then
yoi’ll have to answer to her.”

“As soon as she arrives?”
Church, staring. “ Arrives where?”

“In Newcastle, of course.”

b “Newcastle 1”

“You know jolly well that she’s going to

be in Neweastle for the week-end, with Irene

repeated

and Doris and Marjorie and Mary and
Winnie,” said Handforth impatiently.

“You're dotty!” said MceClure. "We
knew nothing about it. By jingo! Is this

the secret you were going to keep fo your-
self 7"’

Handforth started.

“Secret?” he said blankly. “By George!
I'd forgotten——"

“Too late!” chuckled Travers. * It's out
now, so you might as well tell us the whole
story.  Gather round, fellow-countrymen.
There is good news. Newcastle 1s evidently
going to show us some bvauty spots that
we were not anticipating.”

Nipper and Gresham and Bob Christine
and quite a few others came round, keenly
interested. Any attempt on Handforth’s
part to keep the secret was now out of the
question,

"(GGood gad! T mean to say!” ejaculated
Archie Glenthorne.  “Good old Marjorie
coming North, what? Are you quite sure
you're not pulling our legs, Handy, old
checse? 1 mean, it’'s a bit of a far cry
from 8t. Frank’s, isn’t it? Sundry hundreds
of miles, if you know what I mean.”

“It’s a special occasion,” replied Hand-

forth, with an important air. “You all
know that Marjorie 18 the champion
swimmer of the Moor View School. Well,
this year she’s eontering for something
special.”

“Good pad! Not—not the dashed
Channel 7"’ asked Archie, aghast.

“Nothing so commonplace as the
Channel!” replied Handforth, with scorn.

“Ena says that Marjorie is going in for
some competitions. I don’t know the details
exactly.  Anyhow, she’s booked to meet a
champion swimmer at the Newcastle Baths

on Saturday evening—some charity stunt, of



THE NUELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES 9

ELTLT ) |
"'_-q'-
peg-4

_.,.-'.---_.-.
g 1

_. _ -
- - - r

¥ . e S -
T i

i

--.-_-.—-r‘-“_'l';=;=i "

. — T
a

Travers sniffed at the envelope of Handforth’s letter, and then he glanced at the handwriting, *‘ Eau-

de-Cologne,’”” he murmured.
been doing ? Is it a Leeds girl this time ? *’

** And it’s a girl's handwriting.

Handy, you flirt, what have you

A ripple of laughter went up from the onlooking

juniors, while Handforth turned a flery red.

course.  And the other girls are coming |
North with her as an escort.”
“I'm surprised that their headinistress

allowed them 1o make sueh a plan,” said

Nipper, “Or perhaps Miss Bond is going
with them?”
“No. It seems that Doris’ people have got

some friends who live somewhere near New-
castle—Jesmond Dene, I think,” said Hand-
forth., *They're going to their place for the
week-end, and they're taking the girls with
them, just so that Marjorie can compete in
the swimming. Anyhow, Xna says that
thev'll all come and see us on Saturday.”

So the forthecoming move of the School
Train to Newecastle-upon-Tyne promised to
be doubly interesting, especially as on the
morrow a telegram came for Nipper from
Corawallis, enthusiastically agreeing to a
match with the St. Frank’s Junior Eleven
for Saturday afternoon.

There was much to look forward io
week-end !

this

CHAPTER 3.
Among the Tynesiders!
ELL, there’s plenty of smoke!”

said Handforth ecritically., * Aund
grimo and dirt and fumes, too!

W
My hat! What a place!”

“Don't be too lasty, you fathead!” said

Church. “What about Shefheld?
cityv, Sheflield 18 about the
smokiest spot you can think
glorious just outside. We've
Newcastle vet.”

It was F¥riday afternoon, getting towards
tea-time, Lessons were over, and con-
siderable numbers of St. Frank’s fellows were
having a look at Newcastle for the first time
—for although the train had arrived in the
eatly hours of that morning, it had, as usual,
“parked " well outside the busy area.

Handforth & Co. and a few other Re-
movites were now having a look at New-
castle from the High Level Bridge—the old
bridge which was built by Robert Stephenson
in 1846.

It cannot truthiully be said that the view

In the
grubbiest,
of—but 1t's
hardly seen

was Inspiring, although it was certainly
busy. Iooking down upon the teeming
quayside, there was a tremendous lot of

activity to be seen—with the belching chim-
neys in the distance, and with ships loading
and unioading.

Just on the other side of the Tyne, Gates-
head was much in evidence. Any stranger
might reasonably have supposed that New-
castle and Gateshead were the samo town.
There was really nothing to indicate that
they were distinet and separate places.

“Well, come along,” said Nipper briskly.
“We'll go back now—we don't want to go
into Gateshead. Our job is to find the
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Mayfair JFields, I've asked one or two
people, but they don't seecmi to know ir.

Rather rummy, eh?”

“Jolly rummy!” said Handforth, frowning.
“If it’s the playing grounds of this big
schoolboys’ club, it ought to be known te
everybody. But you know what people are!”
he added, with a sniff. “They're generally
bound up in their own affairs, and know a
jolly lot less about their home town than
visitors.”

A train went roaring overhead, stopping
conversation for the moment. This old
bridge not only carries the railway across the
river, but there is a road and footway
beneath it.

“(ive me the old cities!” said Handforth,
“These new places are too noisy and
modern !”?

“That's right—air your ignorance again,”
paid Church tartly. *“Fancy calling New-
castle a modern city! You hopeless ass!”
If you come with me to the Moot Hall I'll
show you the remains of am old Norman
fortresss. And what about Castle Garth—
built by Henry the Second in 117277

Handforth looked suspicious.

“Have you swallowed a guide book ?"” he
asked tartly.

“No!” retorted Church. “But I've made
an point of reading up history—and the par-
ticular history of each town we wisit. It
helps a lot. It was Nipper's idea, and |1
thought it was a jolly good one. I'm going
to start reading up about Glasgow and Edin-
burgh next, so that I shall be in the know
by the time we get there next week.”

Handforth was somewhat abashed.

“So that’'s why the study has been lit-
teved up with history books all the week,”
he said. “Why the dickens didn’t you tell
me before? Then I might have swotted up
some local ecolour.”

“We've been telling you all the week,”
csaid McClure patiently, ‘““Why, Newecastle
was occupied by the Romans. It was here
hefore the Conquest!”

Nipper grinned.

“Let’'s see who knows the
chuckled. “What was Newcastlo
before the Conquest, Handy 7"

“Well, it ought to have been called Old-
castle if it’s that age!”

“It was called Monkchester,” replied
Nipper. “Incidentally, it was destroyed by
the Danes in the minth century. 1 think
there was a battle on Gateshead Fell—"

“And it was destroyed again by Wrlliam
the Conqueror,” put in Church triumphantly.
“And then Robert of Normandy built a
castle in 1080—after he got back from slosh-
ing Malcolm, the King of Scotland. See?
It was a new castle. That’s where the town
got 1ts name from.”

“Rats!” said Handforth sceptically.

“But it’s a fact!” roared Church. ‘ Robert
of Normandy built a new castle in 1080, and
from that time the city has been called
Newoastle. Do you think I'm trying to pull
your silly leg?”

most,”” he

called

;
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“Well, I'm blowed!” said Handforth.
“Funny how these towns get your names,
when you come to think of it.”

“ Newcastle’s had tons of ups and downs,”
said Nipper. ‘‘As far as I remember, it was
fortified Iﬁf somebody against Williamm Rufus
—Robert de Mowbray, 1 think. Then it was
scized by the King of Scotland, and restored
to the English again in 1157, Then Henry
the Second rebuilt the castle, Why, during
the fourteenth century the city was attacked

by the Scots on three different occasions.”
“All right—all right!” said Handforth
hastily. “1 give you best! But, by George,

I'm jiggered if you’ll catch me when we
get to Kdinburgh!”

The St. Frank’s fellows were not likely
to find many traces of antiquity in New-
castle, however, for most of these have been
destroyed in its modern growth., Yet New-
castle-upon-Tyne really owes its origin to a
Roman station at a bridge over, the river.
There are some slight remains of the old
walls, which for strength and magificence
far surpass all the walls of the cities of
England, and most of the towns in Europe. ,

The re-erected castle, built by Henry the
Second, was at one time the strongest
fortress in the North of England; and even
to-day its keep is one of the finest specimoens
of the Norman stronghold remaining in the
country., The walls of this keep are fourteen
feet thick, and in a state of excellent pre-
servation,

The schoolboy tourists soon found, how-
ever, that many of the modern streets of
Newcastle are spacious and handsome. They
were greatly struck by Grey Street—with s
wonderful scheme of Grecian architecture—
and by Grainger Street. The boys found,
too, that there were some very fine shops
and theatres and cinemas—to say nothing of
splendid publie parks and recreation grounds,
particularly the beautifully wooded grounds
of Jesmond Dene. Jesmond, of course, is
the chief residential suburb, and it was here
that the juniors expected to find the head-
quarters of the Newcastle and Gateshead
Schoolboys’ Cricket Club.

But they were quite wrong.

In fact, it was some considerable time
before they fournd Mayfair Fields at all—

and then only after very diligent inguiry,

was a thoroughfare called Mayfair

Road, and this, at all events, was

apparently a step in the right direc-
tion. Once they got to Mayfair Road, they
would probably find Mayfair Fields.

The juniors in this search-party consisted
of the members of the Junior Eleven.
Nipper’s idea was to introduce the team to
Cornwallis, and, if possible, to get a bit of
practico on one of the Club’s spare pitches.
For this reason the juniors had come laden
with well-filled cricket bags.

They journeyed to Mayfair Road by tram-
car, and the farther they went, the more
they wondered.

SOMEHODY had remembered that there
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ham. “We seem to be gelting into the
worst quarter of the city! Yook at it!
Nothing but smoke and grime, odd bits of
wastelaind, and factories and smelting works
and foundries. There must be another May-
fatr Road somewhere.”

“Well, we'll have a look at thiz one while
we're ou the job,” said Nipper, frowning.
" Perhaps we shall get into a befter neigh-
lmm'}mm] soon.”

But they didn't. Within a minute or two
*he conductor came up and told them that
Mayfair Road was quite close. They got off
the tram, and when they arrived at May-
fair Road they were thunderstruck.

For it proved to be a squalid thoroughfare,
with rows of dingy houses, and with yelling
voungsters plaving about. These youngsters
Inst no time in swarming round the St
Frank's party,

“Just a minute, my sons,” said Nipper,
seizing a couple of the small local inhabi-

tants.  “Do you know where wo can find
the headquarters of the Schoolboys’ Cricket
Club?  It's supposed to- be in Mayfair
Fields »

“K means Corny’s place!” yelled one of
the urchins,

“Coruv!" repeated Nipper.
for Cornwallis?"

*That's "im!”
C'ornwallis!  But

“Is that short

replied the other. “Jiin
nobody ever caliz himn
I believe 'e's
a crowd o the

nothin' but Corny round ’ere.
with

playvin’ cricket now
ll'hd:r-_i.‘

“Run to earth!” said Nipper. “Here's
sixpence for vou, my son. You can act as
our guide.”

The boys took the monev eagerly, and
not only he acted as guide, but about twenty
others as well. The St. Frank’s juniors, in
fact, were swept along by a veritable
escort.

“Something funny about this, dear old
fellows,” murmured Travers.

“Jiggered if I can understand it," said
Handlorth blankly. “What's the idea of
having a ground in this part of the city?
Pity they couldn't find a better spot for
their giddy playing-fields!”

None of the fellows knew what to expeot
now. They had wnaturally anticipated a

By

“What does it mean?” asked Harry Gros- |

| board fixed along the top of it.

stately pavilion—a well-equipped clubhouse—
with acres of smooth, delightful turf. They
had expected to find white-clothed figures at
the nets, with perhaps a sprinkling of ou-
lookers lounging in deck-chairs—and all
amtidst an atmosphere of refinement and good
taste. If this club was composed of fellows
from all the best schools in Newcastle and
(rateshead, it was only reasonable to suppose
that the playing-fields would be first-class.

“"Ere we are,” said the guide-in-chicf,
pointing.

HEY Lad reached the end of Mayfair

I Road, and, rather to the St. Frank's

juniors’  surprise, the guide dived

through a gap in a ramshackle fence.
The newcomers followed him, and then they
stood stock-still, gazing in bewilderment and
dumbfounded surprise,

“Is—is this Mayfair Fields?" asked Nipper
faintly,

“Yes, of course,”” said the guide.

“And 1s that place the pavilion " breathed
Nipper, closiig his eves and opening them
again.  “And are those chaps Cornwallis
and his feliow players?”

“'Course they are!”

“Ilold me, somehody ! murmured
Nipper. “Ye gods and little fishes! M,
sons, we've had a few surprises in our time,
but this awhacks everything ! My only
sainted aunt!”

CHAPTER 4.
Skipper's Orders!

HIE St. Irank's Junior Eleven was not

I merely surprised, but amazed. Yot

they might have anticipated some-

thing like this, for they had had
plenty of hints during the past five or ten
minutes.

All the same, the schoolboys were stag-
gered.

They belield a stretch of wasteland—abso-
lute wasteland. In the foreground the grass
was coarse and mingled with rank weeds.
Here and there old tin cans were showing,
and occasionally a heap of rubbish jutted
itg ugly head out of the grass and weeds.

Some distance away the ground rose
slightly, and it was diflicult to sce what lay
bevond—although, in the distance, there
were some grimy, uglv-looking factorics, In
the immediate vista, however, a number of
boys were at cricket practice. None of them
was dressed in flannels, and they appeared
to be using a very worn-out bat and an
equally worn-out cricket ball,

For the moment play had stopped, and the
cricketers were gazing at the new arrivals.
Then, with one accord, they came running
over the rough ground.

“(Great Scott!” said Handforth. *“ Look
at the pavilion! Oh, my only Sunday
topper "’

The “pavilion” was an old hut, with a
rusty corrugated iron roof, and with a

Even at
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this distance the juniors could read the
words that were daubed on that board—

“N. & G. SCHOOLBOYS’ C.C.” It seemed
that this was unquestionably the right place!

"By Jove!” grinned Jimmy Potts,  “This
is a bit of a staggerer, if you like !”

“Shush " warned Nipper suddenly.

“Eht”

“Don’t let ’ems know that we're taken by
turprise,”” went on Nipper, with a quick look
pt Handforth. “Compose yourselves, fat-
heads! We'll get this thing straight before
we go any farther.”

At that moment the cricketers came run-
ning up. Foremost amongst them was a
plump, biggish boy of about fifteen. He
was dressed in a pair of baggy trousers and
a check shirt, open at the neck.

“Which of you is the skipper?” he asked
eagerly. “You're the St. Frank's lot, ain't
you—from Leeds?”

“That's right,” said Nipper. “I'm the
ekipper—Hamilton, of the Remove, Are

you Cornwallis?"’

“That’s me!” grinned the other, holding
out his hand. “Jolly pleased to meet you,
Hamilton! But you're called Nipper, ain't
you{”’

“By my {riends—yes,” said Nipper, as he
shook hands. “ 8o you can go ahead.”

“I reckon it was jolly sporting of you to
offer us a match,”” said Cornwalhs enthu-
siastically. “I can tell you; our chaps have
been talking about 1t all over Newcastle and
Gateshead.  We always thought that you
chaps from the big schools were too stuck
up to play a team litke ours.”

“Ahem ¥’ coughed Nipper. “Look here,
Cornwallis, I think we’d better get things
straightened out. 1 mean, I thought this
olub was made up of fellows from the big
schools round here.”

Jim Cornwallig’ face changed.

“You thought we were—like you?” he re-

eated, startled. **Didn’t you know we were
rom the Council schools?”’

“Well, not exactly o

“We'd better call the game off,” inter-
rupted” one of the St. Frank'’s fellows.
“Why, it's positively dangerous to play on
s pitch like this!”’

Cornwallis looked at the pitch,

“We play on it,” he replied.

“Yes, but you're used to it.
thing’s a mistake—""

“There you are, Corny!” broke in one of
the Newcastle boys, in an excited voice.

The whole

lost genial

“"What did we tell you? We said these
chaps would be too stuck up to play us. We
knew there was a catch in 1t somewhere.”
JIM +]CORNWA LLIS his

smile,

“There’'s no mistake,” he said

grimly. “I got a letter from you, and
you asked me to wire——"

“I know,” interrupted Nipper. “You're
quite right—there’s been no mistake, Corn-
wallis. T acked you for this match, and you
accepted.  Good. enough! We'll be pleased

—=

| And seein’
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to play you to-morrow aftcrivon, us
arvanged.”

The other St. Frank's fellows looked
startled,

" But—"" began somebody,

" But nothing " interrupted Nipper. “*We

asked for this wame, and we'll play. 1 hope
We re sportsimern,

“Thanks,” said Cornwallis quietly. " But
you needn’'t play us unless you want to. I
can’'t understand how 1t was you came !o
think we were And, anyway, how did
you get to hear about us?”

“Do you know a chap
mond 7 asked T'ravers,

“Never heard of him.”

“Well, well! It's clear enough that he's
heard of you,” said Travers dryly., “A
Newcastle fellow—although he’s at school in
Leeds. This is Drummmond’s doing, dear old
fellows,” he added, looking at the others.
“For the love of Samson! What a wheeze |
And the First of April was over months
ago "’

“What do you mean—First of April?”
asked one of.the Tynesiders aggressively,

“Steady |” grinned Nipper. ‘“No offence,
old man! You see, this c¢chap Drummond
pulled our legs, IHe gave us your address,
and suggested that we should write for a
fixture. I dare say he thouwght it was a good
joke.™

Cornwallis nodded.

“I see,”’ he said, with a trace of bitterness
in his voice, ‘*And now yvou've found out
what kind of club ours really is, you don't
want to play us?”

“My dear chap——"

“You can’t fool me,” said the Newcastle
skipper. “1I ain’t blind—nor deaf, neither,.
as there's been a sort of mess-
up, we’'ll let you off. Thanks for coming,
all the same. We'll get on with our practice,
chaps.”

He turned away, but Nipper grabbed his
arm.

“You've got it all wrong, Corny,”” he said
genlally, **As I've already mentioned, we
asked for this game, and we want to play it
We'll be ready to meet you to-morrow after-
noon, on this ground, at half-past two.”

““Good man, Nipper!” said Handforth en-
thusiastically, while some of the other St.
IFrank’s fellows grinned their approval,

“Sure you ain’t too good for us?” asked
Cornwallis, with doubt i1n his voice. * Look
here! We don't want to play you unless
you want to play us. See? We don’t want
any favours. And if you think we ain't
good enough 3§

“For goodness’

named Drum-

sake,” sighed Nipper,
“chuck it, you ass! We're not snobs at St.
Frank’s, I hope. I'll admit we've heen
spoofed by Drummond, but we'll forget that,
We'll play you—and be glad to.”

Corny’s face cleared.

“Good man!1” he said heartily. “Did you
hear, you chaps? These St. Frank's fellows
are going to play us!”

There was a great deal of enthusiasm
amongst the Tyneside Eleven, and before
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no fun,

deserves the nickname.

volume of summer sports,

Ask for No. 189 of The

A LAUGHABLE |
SUMMER |
SPORTS YARN |

Brinsea’s the dullest of seaside places—no band, no games,

That’s what it’s like till Bill Brill
at the Town Hall. They call him Breezy Bill, and he wcll

Irom the first go off he falls foul of the Mayor, but he’s not
the kind of lad to give in. It doesn’t look as if he stands a
dog’s chance of downing Brinsea’s most important citizen
—but you watch ! In other words, get hold of this topping
| fun and adwyenture.
| keep you enthralled from start to finish !

| BOYS' FRIEND LIBRARY

You will enjoy these other volumes just published {n this Library, d. ||
: No. 190 THE ISLAND OF SEORETS. No. 191 BOOMERANG BOB. ’
i No. 192 KINGS O' SPEED, EAOH

A Full
Book-Length
Story for

4d./

gets a job as junior clerk

Bill will ;

1
long the two groups of schoolboys were
chotting  together, and  everything  was

amicable,

“Of courze, we ain't got much to show you
in the way of a ground,” said Cornwallis
apologetically. “Can't afford it. Used to be
allotments here, you know. It's as much as
we can do to pay the rent, although it only
comes to a few bob every month. The pitch
ain't so good, either.”

“Lood?"" repeated Archie Glenthorne, as
he gazed round. “I mean, is this the pitch’

(lood gad! You don't mean to say you
play ericket on this dashed mountain
rarige 7"’

He gazed at the pitch in surprise. Tt wasn'
exactly a mountain range, but it was un-
doubtedly - rongh and uneven. The turf was
not so bad, but it badly needed cutting, and
any kind of accurate bowling would be im-
possible.  In fact, if a fast bowler got to
work on that pitch he would he a menace
to evervbody within a radius of a hundred
vards, There would be no telling lLow the
batl would pitch off the ground.

“It nceds rolling,” said one of the local

L’G‘I\r-ﬂ't
“I'm afraid it does,” agreed Nipper
gravelv. “Haven't you a roller?”

“Can't afford one,” replied Cornwaliis,

“And what about bats and stumps "’ asked
[{andforth. ‘Are we going to play 2

“We did have a complete set of cricke!
gear, but somebody pinched 1, put in
Cornwallis, “1In fact, we had two sets, and
they were both Fiuchml. So we've had to
imake do with a lot of old stuff. But what's
it matter? It's the ericket that couuts-—
and we ain’t such bad plavers.”

“All right—we'll be here at two o'clock
prompt,” said Nipper. “The gawe to stavi
at half-past, Cornwallie,  You'll have vour
cleven all ready ?”

“We'll be waiting for yvou.”

“And what about spectators®” continued
Nipper.” “Do vou think there'll be many
people to wateh?"’

"You wait!" pgrinned Cornwallis,
“There'll be hundreds! The word's gol
round that we're goin’ to play Si. I'rank’s.
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Mure than half the chaps don’t believe it.

Why, some of ’em will even forget their
whippets to come and have a look at this

game! FPm glad you've agreed to play it—
because we should look awful fools if 1t fell

lle and Nipper wandered off, chatting.
On the rising ground behind the pavilion
swiftly-flowing stream which was hidden
from view ordinarily. Nipper was surprised

“Don’t you ever lose any balls in this
river {7 he asked.

. ; “There
ain’t many chaps who can hit the ball as
far as this. Doesn’t look very pleasant, does
pretty deep and the current’s strong. A sort
of overflow from some of these factories.

The more Nipper saw of the ground, the
less he liked 1. And the more he saw of
Newcaztle lad was one of the very best.
¢4 WELL, of all the frosts!” said Bob

The St. Frank'’s boys had
bade good-bye to Cornwallis &
route, _

“You're mad, Nipper!” went on Bob.

It won't
be a game at all! We shall make ourselves
tho laughmg;-stnck of every Public school in

“Just a minute |”’ grunted Niﬁper, coming
to a halt. “Did you mean that, Bob, or

“1 mean 1it)’

i Sllre ?ll

: roared Christine.
“What the dickens——”

“I don’t like to do this, but it's neces-
up his sleeves. “I’'m going to punch yon
in the eye, Bob, for being such a snob.”
thing I”” snorted Handforth,

“But I'm not a-snob!” protested Bob,
Public school in the country than have the
whole of Newcastle and Gateshcad scorning
boys,” said Nipper. ‘Hang it, they didn’t
eslk for the game! It was our invitation. 1
praisa for playing ecricket at all—on such
a ground. They’'re heroes. They deserve

“By Jovel I hadn’t looked at it like
that,”” said Bob Christine apologetically.
didn’t mean what I sai Please forget it.
['ll be only too glad to play to-morrow.”

“Good enough !’ he said genially.
more objectors?”

through.”
they could look right down into a murky,
to sce 1t there.
“Not often,” grinned Cornwallis.
it? It ain’t a river, really, although it’s
Runs into the Tyne further down.”
Cornwallis, the more he liked him. The
Christine, taking a deep breath.
(Co., and were on their way back to the tram
“You ought to have got out of it.
the country.’”” . ;
are you just tr?*iﬂg to be funny”
“Of course I'm surel”
<ary,”’ sald Nipper rcsignpély, as he rolled
“By George, I was going to do the same
“I'd rather be the laughing-stock of every
ns for refusing to play those Council school
think they descrve a tremendous lot of
to be encouraged.”
“I'm awfully sorry, Nigpar! Naturally, 1
Nipper's face cleared.
There were none,

* Any

l
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CHAPTER 5.

Archie to the Rescue!

IM CORNWALLIS scratched his head,
J and looked worried.
“Wish we cculd have things a bit
better for them St. I'rank’s chaps,” he
said.  “It's sportin’ of 'em to play us to-
morrow, and I'd like to show 'em that we
appreciat¢ 1t. But how can we have things
nice and posh? We haven’t got the money.”’
“They're willing to play us as we are,”
said Bill Whittaker,
“1That's what makes me all the more
anxious to have things posh,” said the cap-
tain, “ But we can’t afford it. I mean, we

ought to be 1n white llannels—real wlhite
ones, my sons. And what about pads? We
could do with new stumps, and some new
bats, too. Yes, and a real leather ball.”

LThey were standing in the doorway of the
clubhouse, and the St. Frank's fellows had
long sifce disappeared. The Counecil school
boys tirmly believed that all their visitors
were now a mile or two away., They did not
know that one of them was within a couple
of yards.

As a matier of fact, Archie Glenthorne
wits just 1nside the clubhouse. Wandering

in there carlier, he had been graufied to
Iind a deck-chair belund u'u,f ramshacklo
door. It was a taded deck-chair, and 1t had

been patched in two or three places. buat
it was unguestionably an excellent spot in
wiiich to rest the good old bones. Archie,
sinking into 1t, had dozed off. Dozing off
i out of the way spots was one of Archic's
pel hobbies,

He was awake now-—or, at least, half
awake. The voices of the Tynesiders had
aroused hun, although for:somoe hittle time
he had taken no notice. He was not cven
heeding the words that were being spoken.

“It’s no good talking about white flanncls
and pads and leather balls,” said Bill
Whittaker, shaking his head. “We can't
afford to buy ’ema, And if these St, Frank's
boys don’t want to play us as we are, they
can jolly well stop away.”

“There’'s no need to talk like that, Bill,”
protested Cornwallis, " The game's fixed,
and St. Frank's i1s going to play us as we
are., DBut I was thinking that it would be
only fair to them 1if we smartened up a bit
in their honour. Perhaps we could borrow
some stufl just for to-morrow.”

“Might borrow some pads and come
stumps and things,” said Bill. “But what
about clothes? We can’t borrow any white
flannels.”’

‘“ Absolutely not!” came a voice from in-
side. “Good gad, no!”

“Hallo, who's this?"’ yelled Cornwallis,
“Well, I'm blessed if one of those chaps
hasn't stayed behind!”

Archie came out, locking somewhat be-
wildered. He jammed his monocle into hia
eve and surveyed tho little seene. 1le looked
farther aficld, and started.

“Odds disappearances and  vanishing
acts!” he ejaculated. “I mean to say, what
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about the lads? Nipper and Handforth and
the other chappies.”

“They've gone,” said Cornwallis, “They
voent ten minutes ago.”

“Good gad!"” said Archie.

“Have you been asleep in here?”

“I believe, old thing, that 1 did indulge
in forty of the best,”’ replied Archie. *I
fcel distinctly braced, Absolutely ! As for
vour suggestion that you should borrow
white flannels and so forth, I'm absolutely
against it.  Awfully eorry to listen in, and
all that, but I was so dashed necar that I
couldu’t help it.”

“It doesn't matter—we said nothing
private,” replied Cornwallis. **You'd better
dash after the others. Perhaps you'll cateh
them up——"

“Bother the others!” interrupted Archie.
“It seems to me, laddies, that a little assist-
ance 13 indicated, Please dou't 1magine
that I'm attempting to be insulting, or ang-
thing frightful like that. I mecan, dont
be Gﬁended old dears. But if you'll let me
como to the rescue, I shall be most fright-
fully bucked.”

“IIow do xou
11 wonder.

“Well, about these dashed flannels,” said
Archie vaguely. "“Pads and stumps and so
forth, I mean, if vou'd allow me, I'd like to
make a sort of presentation to the good old |
club.  Only too jolly delighted., Flannels all
round, and a!l that sort of rot. Yhat about
3 o 4

The otliers were silent, and Archie alghed

“You don't think much of the ﬁ(‘hi‘fﬂf
he went on. * Well, perhaps vou're right.
Ab the same time, one word, yon anx. will
be enough. Just one dashed word.”

“Is this a joke?"' asked Cornwalliz bluntly.

“Good gad, no!
In other words,

absolutely not!”

“But if vou mean
what you say, it'li
cost you over twenty

mean ?’’ asked Cornwallis,

)y

guid—and that's -—
ptitting 1t rmildly,”
protested Corn-
wallis. “You
couldn’t afford to
whack out money
like that. Besides,

I'm not sure that we
stould like ¢to
accept.”

“My dear old horse, there's no suggestion
of clmr:t_" about it,” urged ﬁr(.hm in dis-
tress., “A mere sort of brotherly overture,
what? Lots of cricket clubs nrrrpt presenta-
tions without anv loss of dignity. I mean,
it's absolutely the thing. And if you will
give me the pleasure——"

“If anvbody wants to bur us flannels or
other things, we'll accept ’em,” said Corn-
wallis promptly. “E/tlleT' There ain't
no false pride about us! But you're jusi
trvin' to bo funny, ain't vou®"

“Observe!” said Archie, beaming.
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ITo pulled out his note-book. and produced
a sheaf of currency notes. I'he Tynesiders
looked and blinked.

“So if you'll lead the way
otutfitting establishment, we'll dash
dashed place and get busy, what!”
Archie genially,

RCHIE meant what he said. And
A he was overjoyed to find that the
Tynesiders were agreeable to his sug-
gestion. It is to Archie’s credit that
he thought only to help this struggling club.
His motive was not prompted by the thought
that it would be better for the St. Frank's
Eleven to play .against a properly equipped
team,

Within a few moments Archie was chatting
amiably with Cornwallis & Co. Once the ice
was broken, he gloried in his present role.
Nothing suited him better, He was ox-
treme l-. glad that he had dozed off in that
shed, and he was all the more pleased be-

to a dashed
to the
iy ited

cause the other St. Frank's fellows knew
nothing about it. They would thus get a
surprise on the morrow, when they turned

up for the match.

Archie, with his ecrowd of curiously assorted
companions, made one or two detours on
the way to the shopping centre. There were
two or three members of the eleven to col-
loct—Ffor some of them had left school and

were mnow in  ‘“‘business,” as Cornwallis
Jnumnmuhh explained. One of them had to
l

be fetched from his work behind a green-
grocer's counter; another was just coming
olt duty at the tdegmph office.

However, the full eleven was soon made

| up, and then thev all got on a tram, and

did not alight until they arrived at the juno-
tion of Westgate Road and Clayton Street.

! Tn this busy district, they soon found a high-

-;1‘1“ D”tﬁitt‘r‘i
I I dunne!” said Cornwallis doubtfully.

| “Seems to e that we oughtn't to go in.

Eleven of us! Supp(ﬁm this St. Frank's
chap can’t pay up? What's going to happen
then 7"

“We hadn't thought of that,” said Bill
AN hittaker, pulling a long face. “There'll be
a pile of trouble for us, and——"

“Oh, I say, chuck it, vou know,” put in
Archie, ““Don't think I haven't heard what
you've been saying, old articles, Kiadly
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walk in, and allow me to do the honours
All for the good old club, don’t you know,’

“You swear there ain’t no spoof about 1t7"
said Cornwallis,

“Haven't 1 already sald there isut?
Kindly let me tell you that I am not one of
those chappies who spoof,” said Archie,
* Absolutely not! So cut out this dashed

temmy rot, and follow me.”

I then he unostentatiously sent for the

manager. When this gont]omnn arrived

he politely but firmly requested to see the
colour of Archie’s money.

“You will realise, sir, that this is a big

order, and I would like to point out that this
he said

NSIDE the establishment, the assistant
took one look at the motlev throng, and

1s a ready-cash establishment,”
smoothly. **While casting no doubt upon
your sincerity——"

“You want to be absolutely sure that I've
got the good old doings?” asked Archie,
nodding. ** Absolutely! Say no more, old
chunk of cheese! Have a look at this!”

The manager, having recovered from the
_shaek at hmn'r {‘{1]11‘{1 a chunk of cheese, was
further rm;mwd to recover from the 41{1{ I
of finding Archie’'s pocket-book bulging with
notes, 'Uhe manager had been quite con-
vinced that this was some schoolboy practical
joke. He coven satisfied himself that the
money was genuine—for he had had his
doubts on this point.

“Take the dashed lot,” said Archie, waving
a hand. “If there’s atw to come back, I can
colleet it as we go out. But these lads of Hm
village are to be eguipped with the full
regalia for cricket. Flannels, pads, gloves,
and all the rest of it.  Absolutely every-
thing, down to the good old foot protectors.
So- kindly shove things aleng with some
specd,”

“Please bring your friends this way, sir,
sail the manager.

‘* Absolutely,” said Archie, with a sigh.
“Good gad! How I miss Phipps! If he
were here, laddies, there'd be no dashed con-
fusion of this sort.”

“Phipps?" said Cornwallis inquiringly.

“My valet, don’t you know,"” said Archie.
““A priceless sort of cove, too, He'd just
give you the good old onece-over, trickle
hither and thither, and before vou could say
* Peter Robinson,” he’d have ycu all supplied.
A bit of a marvel, is Phipps. But we shall
Lhave to struggle along without him.”

They succeeded in struggling along quite
well.  The bill mounted up, for Archie in-
sisted upon doing the thing properly. In
fact, he insisted so much that when the order
was complete his cash had more than run
out.

“Not enough?” he repeated, when the
manager deferentially presented him with
the bill,  **Oh, rot! I mean to say, rubbish!
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Why, my good old pocket-book was bursting
its dashed seams. I had a fresh supply of
ihe pricelets chunks of paper only yvesterday,

Come, come. laddie! Add it up again!”
“1 can assure you, sir, that your money
falls twelve pounds, sixteen shillings, and

fourpence short of the required amount,” re-
plied the manager. “However, if you will

give me vour name and address, and sign
“Twelve quid short!” gurgled Cornwallis,
“Crikey! How much dces the whole bill

come to, then?”

“If you’ll pardon the bluntness, old thin-
gummy, it’s none of your dashed business,”
satdd Archte. ‘‘As for this twelve quid——
What ho! Light in the good old darkness!
Just one moment, laddies!”

He ran down the shop, and buttonholed a
tall, lanky individual who was at one of
the counters, inspecting some ncckties,

““Ah, Brother Archibald, what troubles
vou?”’ inquired the lunky one,

“* Nothing absolutely troubles me, Browne,
old lamp-post, but if you ecan whack out a
matter of thirtecn or fourteen quid, I shall
be frightfully pleased,” said Archie. * Just
a temporary loan 3

“Say no more,” interrupted Willinm Napo-
lcon Browne, of the Fifth. ‘“As I have no
thing smaller than fivers on me, brother, 1
shall have to make 1t fifteen quid. We
Brownes have no nse for the small stuff.”

The manager, who had followed, opencd
his eyes very wide as Browne produced his
pocket-book. He was rapidly gaining the
unpression  that these 8t. Frank’s fellows
were simply weltering in money. He wasn’t
to know, of course, that Archie Glenthorne
and William Napoleon DBrowne were dis-
tinet exceptions,

Browne was only too glad to help.
knew that his money was safe; but at

ITe

thie

same time he exhibited a pardonable
curtosity i Arvchie’s crowd of parcel-laden
compantons. It was not customary for the

genial ass of the Remove to consort with
such company.

“Be good enough to introduce me, Brother
Archie,” said Browne. “Do not deny theeo
friends of yours the pleasure of my com-
panionship. One glance at them is sufficient
to convince meo that they are qun'crmp; with
cagerness to make my acquaintance.”

Browne was introduced. Further, he was
given a few details of the situation.

“Tell mo all!” he urged, when Arvrnp folt
that he had explamed enough. “Do not
lcave me in the dark, Hrother Archibald.
IFor here T can detect an opening for my own
great abilities. Let us combine together in
preparing a surprice for the lads of the Re-
move.,"”

And when Cornwallis and his companions

14

heard what DBrowne proposed, they really
and truly began to behexe it was all a
dream |
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To stand by idle and watch Marjorle go to the rescue of the unfortunate Newcastle lad was more

than Archie Glenthorne could stand.

He spun round,

leapt down the bank, and plunged into

the water, even forgetting to remove his fopper in his excitement.

Tt CHAPTER 6.
A Walk-Over!

¢ wT'S all hr yvou chaps,” said Nipper
I llri:'-kij'. “The girls are couming over
to see¢ the match—and they'll arrive

soon after the start.”

“But aren't they coming here first?’
Handforth.

“They can’t manage it,” replied Nipper.
“So they're going direct to the ground.”

It was the following afternoon, and the
junior cricketers were gathering beside the
school Train—which stood, as usual, on a
quite secluded siding some little distance
from the city.

By now all the junior eleven had forgotten
their prejudices and were keenly looking for-
ward to the forthcoming game.

It was a glorious June afternoon,
ideal for cricket.

“What's that vou were saving just now?"

" asked

just

asked Rereie Pitt wonderingly, as hie joined |

the others, "“The girls
ground "

“Yes,” replied Nipper. “They rang up,
and Mr. Lee allowed me to speak to 'em for
a few minutes. They wanted to come to the
train, but they couldn’t manage it in the
time. They're right out in Jesmond.”

“Did you tell them_ about the ground, and
all t.lmt?” asked Pitt.

“Yes,” replied Nipper, “and the girls are
as keen as mustard on seeing the game.
They're being driven straight there in a
car. If they aren’t there at the start, they'll
arrvive soon afterwards.”

going straight to the

e e T— S ——

il i [:.'

This was a cheering piece of information,
and everybody was looking forward to secing
their fair chums of the Moor View School
again, It was indeed an unsual thing for
the girls to come so far North. Some of the
juniors suspected that Irene & Co. had
deliberately fixed up that swimming contest,
knowing well enough that the School Train
would be in Newcastle that week-end,

The St. Frank’s crowd journeyed to the
Mayfair Fields in a big motor-car. Although
it was the biggest vehicle that Newecastle
could provide, 1t was packed full. Practic-
evervbody in the Remove and Fourth
wanted to go. Those who were crowded out
were obliged to travel by tram.

“Of course, it’ll be an absolute walk-over,”
said Handforth, as they bowled along. "I
don’t suppose the match will last more than
half an hour.”

“(iive it an hour,” said Nipper, smiling.

“Half an hour,” insisted Handforth. “1f
these Tynesiders bat first, Charlie DBangs
can get the whole side out in about ten
minutes. They'll never be able to stand up
to his bowling.”

“1 don’t think T shall put Boomerang on
to bowl,” replied Nipper, shaking his head.
“That would be a bit too thick. Dash it,
we want to give these chaps a chance—
thev deserve it.”

“Hm! 1 hﬂdnt thought of that,” said
Handforth, “Perhiaps it would be a bit
thick to spring Boomerang on them.”

“Why not let Handy open the bowling ?”
suzgested Travers.
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“But he’s not a bowler,” <aid Church,
gtaring.

“Does that matter?” asked Travers. “We
want to give these sportsmen some encourage-
ment. Against Handy’s bowling they might
be able to knock up a few runs.”

“You-—you funny-faced idiot!” roared
Flandforth indignantly. “Are you suggest-
ing that ’m no good as a bowler? Why, if
Nipper puts me on, I'll have the whole side
ont in one over!”

“He’ll get ’em
murmured Pitt,

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“1 mean two overs!” snorted Handforth,
turning red.

“And that means three, becanse somebody
else will have to bowl from the other end
after vou've dismissed six,” said Nipper,
grinning. “But why have all this discussion
over nothing? Perhaps these Tynesiders will
vive ns a better game than we expect.”

And Nipper, although he didn’t realise it

out two at a time!’

at the moment, had never spoken truer
- words !
ELY, I'm hanged!” ejaculated

(N
W Nipper, in dumbfounded surprise.
They had arrived at their
destination. The big coach had
pulled up at the end of Mayfair Road. But
here, instead of the ramshackle fence of
vesterday, there was now a big opening, with
throngs of people passing in and standing
by.
"And when the St. Frank's cricketers dis-
mounted from the coach they were given a
hearty cheer, a rousing cheer which swelled
up and which was echoed repeatedly.

But Nipper's surprise was occasioned by
the plaving-field.

The other junior cricketers were equally
staggered. They had a clear view of 1t, and
they could hardly believe the evidence of
their eyes. (Gone was the rough, unkempt
wasteland. Ropes had been set up all round,

and crowds of people were kept off the
actual field by this barrier.
And the field itself, instead «f being

marred by rank grass and rusty cans and
heaps of rubbish, was smoothly cut and
looked quite respectable. The pitch itself
and the grass for some distance round was
smooth and level. Indeed, the pitch looked
almost perfect. It was as though a miracle
had been wrought during the night.

To make things even more startling, a
number of youthful figures, clad in dazzling
white, were at practice. If one confined one's
attention to the pitch itself, and disregarded
the drab surroundings, it was quite possible
to imagine one’s self on the playing-field of
a well-equipped ericket club.

“They're—they’re Cornwallis
team!” ejaculated Nipper.
Ail in flannels!
What's happened ?
magic?”

and  his
"T.ook at ’em!
And look at the ground!

Wheo’s been performing
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“Don’t atk me!” said Handforth blankly.

“But it’s—it’s unbelievable!” ejaculated
Church. “It couldn’t have been done in the
time ! -

“You fathecad! TIt’s done!” said Edward
Oswald.

There was no question about it. That

caricature of a cricket field had been trans-
formed. And those players, who had seemed
so unlike real cricketers in their work-a-day
garb, now looked businesslike and efficient.
White flannels made all the difference, par-
ticularly as the youngsters themselves re-
vealed an unsuspected form.

“1It must be a jape!” said Nipper, taking
a deep breath, ‘“We've been spoofed, you
chaps! These fellows aren't Council school
boys at all. They must have been spoofing
us vesterday.”

“I don’t see how that’s possible,” argued

Pitt. “"This ground was a dust-heap yester-
day, wasn’t it? We'd beiter go along and
inquire,”

Jim Cornwallis was grinning when they
approached him.

“Welcome to the N. & G. 8. C. C.,” he
said genially. “Looks a bit better than what
it did yesterday, eh?”

“Better!” echoed Nipper.
ground altogether.
Cornwallis 2"

“1 didn’t manage anything,” satd Corn-
wallis, shaking his head. "We've got to
thank you St. Frank’s chaps for all this.

“Tt's
How did yon manage

another
it

Crikey! We ain’t likely to forget your
school Train ecomin’” to Newcastle. Real
sports, that’s what you are!l”

“But we've done nothingl” protested
Nipper.

“Why, didn’t that chap Glenthorne tell
you?” put in Bill Whittaker., “It was him
who nigeed us out in these flannels.”
“ Archie!” said Nipper. “"My only hat!
That’s why he was broke this morning!
Do you mean to say that he treated you to
your flannels?”

“Yes, and these stumps and pads and bats
and balls and everything,” replied Cornwallis
enthusiastically. "It cost him all the money
he had, and over twelve quid he had to
borrow from another fellow, too. We don’t
like it much,” he added, becoming scrious.
“It doesn’t seem right. Sort of taking
advantage of his good nature.”

“If you want to offend old Archie, just
tell him that you're uncomfortable abont
it,”” said Nipper. “If he’s done this to help
your club, good luck to you. Don’t worry
about the money. Archie can afford it, and
he loves an affair of this kind. But how on
earth did you work the miracle of the
ground §”

“There, brother, is where I figure,” beamed
William Napoleon Browne, who had strolled
up. “I rather think that my generalship
has been successful. Not, of course, that my
generalship could be anything else. It is
Rhardly necessary to remind you that we
Brownes never fail in our undertakings.”
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“Well, TI'mm blessed!” said Haundforth.
“And we didn’t know anything about it!"”

“I stole away in the small hours of the
morning,” said Browne contentedly. ** Doubt-

less there will be a slight spot of bother with |

Mr. Pagett later, but let us not dwell upon
unpleasant subjects. Grass-mowers, water-
ing-cans, rollers, and sundry hefty helpers
have wrought this change. Needless to say,
a certain amount of palm oil was necessary,
to say nothing of my energetic leadership.
By mid-day the task was completed, and
since then I have been busily congratulating
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the cavse of sport,” replied Browne smoothly.
“Come, brothers, let us put some pep

into it."”

Nobody had requested Browne to bo an
umpire; it was entirely his own 1dea. DBut
both  Nipper and Cornwallis  heartily
approved-—and they were, indeed, grateful to
Browne for shouldering this task,

By this timme hundreds of spectators had
arrived. Never before had this ground been
so crowded. Nearly all the members of the
Remove and Fourth were there, and quite
a number of fags, to. The seniors were not

myself. I now await the shower of congrati- | in evidence, owing to the fact that the First
lations from others.” | Eleven had a mateh  of  their own thiz
Aud William Napoleon Browue got the | afternoon.

sliower—in abundance. Cornwallis’ friends had rolled up in thetr

Sasemneieo) | scores,  Couuncil school boys from all parts of

CHAPTER 7. Newcastle and Gales-

A Surprise for head had turned up, ex-

St. Frank's! cited and thrilled by the

] ' news that had gone

IAT Browne de- round. Many of them

served praise was refused to believe tho

increasingly evi- storv—until they weie

dent when the convinced by the evi-

pitch was closely dence of their own
examined, exves.

Within the space of a
feww hours he had
wrought a remarkabic
change., It turned out
that he had comman-
deered the services of
a big watering-cart, a
powerful mower,
combined, had worked wonders. All the
inequalities of the pitch had been rolled out
during the early morning. Throughout the
forenovon the sun had been at work, and now
the pitch was dry and well-nigh perfect.

That 18 to say, it was as perfect as such
a pitch could be. It would be idle to pre-
tend that the turf itself was first-class. It
wasn't. But Browne had made something of
it which nobody had ever thought possible.

“You fellows don't realise what this meuans
to us,” said Cornwallis dreamily. " Cricket’s
going to be a big thing for us this summer—

and a

motor-roller
These three contrivauces,

now. We can get fixtures with some of
the big schools, perhaps—and with junior
clubs that wouldn’t have looked at wus

ordinarily."

Nipper laughed.

“Well, vou've really got to thank that
chiap Drummond, of Moorhouse College,” he
said. “If Drummond hadn’t advised us to
fix up a match with you, we should never
have come near here.”

“ Anvhow, we're starting well,” said Corn-
wallis happily. “ A match against a famous
school like St. Frank’s is something better
than we ever dreamed of."”

“It now remains for vou, brothers, to pro-
vide us with a worthy spectacle,” said
Drowne, unfolding a long white coat, and
donning it. “Well, are we ready?"

“Hallo!” said Nipper. “Youn umpiring?"

“Much as I fear the arduous nature of the
task, 1 am prepared to sacrifice myself [n

The toss was taken 1o

the approved fashion,
and Cornwallis  won
Heoe unhesitatingly de

cided to bat first.

So, at twenty-five
rainutes past two, the St. Frank's cricketera
went out on to the field, to be greeted by
loud cheering. They came from the
“pavilion " just as though this ground were
as stately and as pretentious as Little Side at
St. Frank's.

Indeed, with the crowds blotting out tho
wasteland, and with only the field in view,
with its well-rolled pitch, the juniors had the
impression that this was going to be a normal
match,

It was only when they remembered tho
actual facts that they <smiled. Appearances
could be so deceptive! They knew well
enough—or at least, they thought—that Corn-
walis & Co. were merc novices.

“How long do you think they'll last?”
asked Travers smilingly,

“Not mere than half an hour,” replied
Nipper.

“Rot!"” put in Handforth, “ They'll never
last half an hour! As soon as 1 start the
bowling i

“But vou're not going to bowl, old man,”
said Nipper gently.

“Eh? But you told me—

“My dear ass, I was only spoofing,” said
Nipper. “Do you think I want any of these
Tynesiders brained ? If you attcmpt to bowl,
vou'll probably knock somebody silly!”

"

e

“1'll knock you silly to start with!”
roared Handforth indignantly. “Not that
vou mneed muen knocking, by George!

There's no sense in being gentle with these
chaps. We want to get them out as quickly
| as possible, and if you'll let me bowl—="




20

“They’ll stay in all the afternoon,” said |
Nipper, nodding,

“Why, you—you >

“Hallo, hallo!” put in Vivian Travers.
“Well, well! Do I detect a bevy of fair
damsels waving to us, or is it merely my
imagination 7"’ :

- Handforth looked round, forgetting his
anger,

- “Irene & Co.!” he ocjaculated gladly. " By

George! They’ve arrvived, you chaps—and
before the start, too! Good egg!”

There were six of the Noor View girls,
and they came on to the field, smiling and
langhing, eccorted by William Napoleon
Browne incidentally, had been inquir-
ing of Ireno Manners why it was that Cousin
Dora had not come along.

frene was accompanied by Doris Berkeley,
Marjorie Temple, Kna Handforth, Winnie
Pitt, and Mary Summers. They were all
dressed in delightful summery frocks of gay

colours, and they added a charming note to
the scene. As Nlpyur remarkedy they gave it
a tone.

“Why, it’s not half 0 bad as we expected

it to be,” =aid Mary. = We \'H]L told that
%

it was just a piece of wasteland—

“Ah, but Browne has been busy sinece
then—without us knowing anything about
it,” said Nipper. *0ld Browne has done

wonders.”’

They briefly explained—successfully silene-
ing Browne, who would not have heen brief
at all--and the girls were vastly inferested.

Large numbers of deck-chairs had been
hired for the oceasion, and Irvene & (Co. were
invited to take their seats, so that they could
watch the mateh in comfort.

*“ Not that you'll be here long,” said Hand-
forh cheerfully. “We’ll have this mateh over
in less than an hour, and then we can buzz
off somewhere and enjoy ourselves. What
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T'"C'H as the iellows were interesicd
M in Marjorie’s forthcoming swimming
race, however, cricket was the

order of the moment. And by the

the girls had got comfortably settled in
Jim
cut

tirne
their chairs the game was due to begin,
Cornwallis and Bill Whittaker had come
to open the batting.

“(o 1t, Newcastle!”

“Show us what you

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”

The St. Franlk’s juniors cheered lusuly, but
there was a hint of irony in their shouts,
All the juniors believed that Cornwallis & Co,
would be skittled out like so many ninepins.
How was it possible for them to stand up
against the masterly bowling of the Junior
Eleven? It was true that the Junior Eleven
was ot practice, but that wonld surcly
make little or no difference i a match of
thise kind.

It had to be admitted that Cornwallis and
Whittaker looked very businesslike as they
walked to the wicket. DPerhaps it was the
white flannels which gave them this fal-o
appearance of confidence. In their ordinary
clothing they had looked a very "uncricket-
like ” pair, but now it was diflicult to realisc
that they were novices.

It was <till more difficult to realire this
when Cornwallis, receiving the first ball from
Christine, sent it soaring away to the bonn-
dary for four.

“Well, I'm
staring.

“Fluke!” szaid Church,

Bob Christine bowled again, and there
something alert, keen, and alive ahout (orn-
wallis’ attitude. He braced himself, his hut
cwung round, and he knocked Christine for
a beautiful on-drive which added two more

can de!”

< of
" £ &

pegered !V suld Handforth,

[

4y
L

: runs to the score.
about going over to Jesmond Dene? I've “The fellow b _ -
heard that there are :ome wonderful places ‘e ielow seems to be pretly good,
P avee nmdl , murmured Nipper, pursing his lips.  ** By
i ol haentk ebistad vet, Ted,” in- gJove! I wonder if we've been fooled again?
torrunted Irene P“Don"t you ,[hink’ Sy “These chaps seem to know as much about
i 5 . W 1 % | r
rather unwise to be so confident? Perhaps l?”:‘? €, W% do} fh‘s ?I"":‘T”] a fatal thing
these boys will play better than you expect.” | ' 1€ 00" Iauch Jox grante _
“Yes, there is that about 1i,” agreed The Tynesiders were cheering Iustily., and
1 @ R - -
wl[]pf‘l *in r‘”t 1 ho pe Thf'}' d{} }-[,D“-- Witen (TUI'J_]“«'J.“IS sent Chr]‘-tlnt'ﬂ T.hl]fd Jo-
ever, I think we shall win easily,” he added }ilvery soaring towards the boundary there
{,ﬂnﬁdeuﬂ was a tremendous yell. But Harry Gresham
“Well, 1 hope it isn't too one-sided, | Was perilously near at hand, an_:i with a
because that would make it =0 uninterest- ,b‘i'-’lft run he reached the vital spot, leapt up,
ing,” said Marjorie. "By the way, are you | and held the ball confidently.

coming to sce me in the swimming contest
LhH evening 17

“You bet we are!” said Nipper promptly.

““ Absolutely !” said Archie Glenthorne.
“Good gad! What a questron! We wouldn’t
miss 1t for worlds, old gir]!”

“Thanks,” said Marjorie. “It might help
me if I get cheered on, you know. And if
I win this contest T shall be able to appear
in the next round of the competition—in
London. You see, it’s an open compelition
for all girls um!m seventeen trom all
of the country.”

Il:'.u"'*

“"How’s that?"”

“Outl” .

It was an excellent cateh, and there was
a roar of approval from thee St. Frank’s
spectators.  The Tynesiders were not quite
so enthusiastic now. Cornwallis had opened
well, but his early promise had not been ful-

filled. He was evidently too much of g
slogger, without any real scientific know-
l dj.:i" of the gFame.

Kidd came in, and, profiting by his cap-

lie contented hirmsel] by stone-
the end of the over,

tain’e mistake,

walling antil
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Then Bill Whittaker received the bowling
from Gresham, at the other end. The over
was rather tame, although Whittaker suc-
ceeded in getting a two, and then a ﬁingle.
Kidd broke his duck with the last ball of the
over. But the batsmen were playing cauti-
ously now-—they were beginning to under-
stand that the bowling was of a different
stamp to that which thvg. had previously
come up against, In fact, they had never
plaved such cricket as thH befure

As for the St. Frank's juuniors, they
surpriscd—and pleased—to find that
‘T'vnestders knew quite a
The latter were not such novices as they had
looked ! They may not have had the ground,
or the opportunities, but when it came to the
actual game, they were “all there.”’ Any
crudities 1n their play, any lack of finesse,
could be accounted for by the fact that
they had never had a decent ground to play

LpotL,
K however, became more confident as
the game progressed, and he was
soon sct. After that he began to score fairly
ireely, and ho proved himself to be an ex-
cellent batsman. He had been joined by
Tommy Wilkes, and this pair proceeded to
make a stand.

Nipper was rellictant to put Boomerang
Bangs on to powl. Bangs was a terror, and
Le would probably skittle out these Tyne-
siders in no time. And none of the St
Frank's fellows wanted the game to end in
a fiasco.

Howcver, wken Whittaker and Wilkes pro-
ceeded to treat Gresham and Travers with
absolute disdain,
and twos and singles without much efforr, 1t
was apparent that something would have t0
be done,

These batsmen were set,
thoroughly  enjoyving  themselves.
spectators were shouting excitedly
momenf, and there were hundreds

the

IDD was out soon afterwards, with 7
runs to his credit. ull Whittaker,

and they were
The
every

nthcrcd

Were |

lot about the game. |

scoring boundaries freely, !

round now-—all ntensely Hitﬁ‘l‘l’"ﬁt(’d

“You'd better have a “shot
Boomerang,” said Nipper at last.

It was the end of an over,
the ball to Boomerang Bangs, the lean,
junior from New Snuth Wales.

“I'm not so sure,” said Bangs. “This 1sn't
the sort of pitch that suits mpﬂ-and 1 don't
think Im in form, anyway.

He wasn't. With the first two or three balls,
surely enough. he “rattled ” Bill Whittaker
considerably., More than once Bill ecame within
an ace of being bowled. But after that he
got the measure of Boomerang's trickery,
and then he proceeded to score.

Bangs was certainly off colour—due, no
doubt, to the faet that he had been for some
weeks without practice. Furthermore, he
was totally unfamiliar with English
wickets. He had been deadly in Austraiia,
but in England he was more or less common-

it,

at

lonyg

and he toszed !

place. Later, perhaps, he would regain his
UNCanny pProwess,

21

To-day, rather to Nipper's dismay, Bangs
was useless.  And he had been regarded as
a cert. Once Bangs started to bowl, any
batsman could be got out! Unfnrlu:mtu-l..
this optimism in Bangs was entirely unjusti-
ficd to-dav.

The Ei'tlh.l.tlﬂll, from the St. Irank’s boys
of

poiut view, was by no mecans com-
fortable !
CHAPTER 8.
Not in the Game!

are you guing to do about
"

6 IIA'L are
‘\/ it, \lppur.
Hanatorth spoke rather ag-
_ gressively,  The field was just
crossing over, and the score-board told all
aud sundry that the Tynesiders had made
107 runs. Only four wickets were down., ‘I'his
Was s0 Dppoami to all the predictions, that
the St. Frank’s juniors were begiuning (¢
look worried.
“Do about it?” “Do
about what?”
" Why don't you get these fatheads out?”
“My dear r:hup, I'm not a magician,” pro-
tested Nipper. I can't bewiteh the ball.
Thev're better cricketers than we gave ther
credit for being—and we deserve this shock
for our silly over-confidence."

repcated Nipper,

“If you'd let me bowl, they'd soon be
out,” said Handforth tartly,

“Ahem !"”

“ Something in vour throat?"” asked Hand-
forth, glaring.

“Well, no,” admitted Nipper. “ But if it's

all the same to vou. old man., I don't think
I'll put vou on to bowl "

“1t's not alk the same to me." interrupted
Handforth, “If I bowl TI'll get these
wickets like eclockwork, Think of the
prestige of St. I'rank’'s! It'll be an awful
thing 1{ we lose this mateh.”

“It won't be awful, but it'll be pretty
rotten,” admitted Nipper. “But it's because
I'm thinking of the prestige of St. Frank's
that I'm not going to let vyou bowl,” he
added swectly  “Cheese it, you ass! The
field's waiting.”

Handforth grunfed, and moved to his

place. He was somewhat mollified a few
minutes later by bringing off quite a good
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catch, and dismissing  the redoubtable good, but they had Lardly eapected him to
Whittaker., Dill came n for a tremendous | capture a wicket o carly.
ovition as e carried his bat off the field. " it owas ey own silly fault,” said Jervy,
After that the Tynesiders continued to | us Le came 1, "1 oughtn’t to have touched
fight gamely, but the St. Frank's bowling | that ball at all—it was a yard wide, any-
was mmproving all the tmme. Practice was | how, T'he young heggor deliberatery tried
having its effect. Harry Gresham wus be- | to trap me, and he did it.”’
comting mote deadly, and he took two Travers went in next—much to  Hand-
wickets in one over a little later on. forth's wrath., Ior Edward Oswald con-
Maost bowlers, of course, lose their siing ! <idered that he had been insulied enough as
alter a while. But in this match it was | it was, Everybody knew that L ought 1o
diffevent.  The bowlers had started easily, | have been put in first!
believing that they would get plenty of ‘“Yonu've got nothing to grumble at,” saud
victims. As soon as they found that the | Church impatiently. “Even Nipper isn't
Tynesiders were worthy of high-class playv, | going in until after you. You'll be able
however, they put more ginger nto 1it. to get nicely set, and then, when Nipper
(ornwallis’ team possessed a tail.  The | joins vou, you can make a stand.”
last four men were out in the course of a “But cupposing Gresham and Travers

couple of overs, and the innings ended with
a score of 165-—which was extraordinarily
good, considering eve 13,thm:;

“Well done, you {h&pﬂ said
Nipper hn.wrlh. “You're giving
us a lot better game than we
hoped for.”

“Well, we ain’'t such duffers as
you believed, eh1” grinned Corn-
wallls.

“By Jave, vou're not!" agreed
Nipper frankly. “You've got a
fine batsman in Whittaker—and
Wilkes will improve c¢normously
if he practises. Do you :m”n n
to have any {Jnatﬂy bowlers 7

“Wait and see!” chuckled
Cornwallis,

It was evident that the Tyne-
eider skipper was expecting 10
give the visitors some further sur-
prises; and when the St. Frank's
immnings commenced 1t was seen
that there was every reason for
Cornwallis’ confidence. An insig-
pificant yeungster named Bradley
proved to be a clever 't,lrm'!t-:‘.
True, he needed a little polish,
and some of his deliveries were
inclined to be wide, but on the
whole he showed ;:,‘193.1. promise,
and the batsmen found it guite
difficult to deal with him,

Harry Gresham and Jerry
Dodd opened the batting for St.
Frank’s. Perhaps they treated
the bowling a little too care-
lessly; for 1t was diflicult for
them to get it out of their heads

that they were not playing a
“rag-time ” team-—as they had
first supposed. Anyhow, Jerry

Dodd lifted a ball from Bradley,
and gave a distinet chance 1o
mid-on. Everybody expected mid-on to
make @ mess of that catch, but he held the
ball beautifully.
“My only hat!
forth blankly.
He was sitting on one of the deck-chalrs,

Jerry’s out!"” said Hand-

near the Moor View girls. The air was
filled with the shouts of exultation {rom
the Tynesiders. They knew Bradley to be

fall !

gl'u.l!:h[{-ﬂ Hand-

knock up a century each?”
batting at

forth. “T shan't get a chance of

i

)
&)

With Archie Glentherne at their head, the Newcastle lac
be equipped with the full regalia for cricket !’

said Archie
ing, pulled out his wallet, wh

He wus considerably surprised, five
minutes later, when Gresham’s wicket was
shattercd by an excellent ball from Kidd.

Frank's had only scored 18 rumns,
were down. It wasn't ut

S0 FILI‘, ot
and two wickets
all healthy.

Not that Handfeorth was worried about
the cuteome. He was going in now, and he
haotl deriged to score & century. If the




THFE NELSON LEL LIBRARY Ol

other mewmbers of the Eleven would
buck him up, everything would be all right.

"See you later, eirls!” he said cheerily,
as he went oul,

" Bet yon don’t hit a boundary
{irst ball, Ted!” langhed Irene,

“Here, 1 MI.", " protested Church.
say that, 1l only play recklessly.’

But as JI m:ltmth played Iorklw-h at 1
tines, there was not much danger
pleasantry, As a
score  a

matter of fact, he did
with the first ball,

bonndary

he shop.

** These lads of the village are to
manager, and to prove that he was not Jok-
full with notes.

ancther boundary with the second. e was
evidently determined to hit out with all
his strength at everything that came along.

“He thinks he'll last—but he'll be out
after a courle of overs,” said Nipper. “The
&ss! Why can't he be more cautious?”’

“Handy be ocautious? That's an lmpossi-
bility | grinned Gresham.

“I helieve you're right!"” grunted Nipper. |

only

with your

: ]}nn't

in Irene’s

and

i

[
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ARJORIE TEMPLIE clapped her
M hands enthusiastically.
“Oh, well hit!” she eried. *“ Did
you see that, Archie? I believe
that's the sixth boundary that Handforth
has hit!”
“Oh, rather sald Archie. ‘“Handy's a

ou know. Not
leather sphere,

frightful chap for hitting,
merely hitiing the good ol

{.{

but everything else, dash it! A  most
energetic blighter.”

They were standing well away from the
crowds of spectators, In fact,
they were on the top of 1he
rising ground well beyond the
boundaries of the field. TIm-
mediately below them, at, the

foot of a steeply-sloping bank,
was that murky-looking, swiftly-
running  stream- - which \1pp£r
a.?: Co. had viewed the previcus
tay.

"Ted's LlDlng ﬁpft ru]tdl " osard

\[ﬂ.rjmm

“Absolutely !” agreed Archie.
“But dash Ted! Bother Ted!
In faet, blow Ted! I thongnt
it a ripping scheme to entice von
away from the populace so that
we could have a heart-to-heart
talk, =0 to speak, if you know
what 1 mean.”

“I domn't think I do,"”
the girl,

“Oh, come!” protested
“1 mean, about this good old
swimming business. This ericket
i all very frightfully topping,
but I'm much more interested in
this swimming stunt of yours, 1
mean, I'm not sure that I
uimgether approve. Hence the
heart-to-heart talk.”

“But why should yvou disapprove, Awchie *”

“Well, I mean, 1sn’t it too frightfully
strennons 7”7 asked Archie concernedly. “I'm
all in favour of girls being athletic, and so
forth, but too much of a good thmﬂ; is—
well, too much, what? I've heard that you
go deaf if you swim too much. And you get
muscular rheumatism, and all sorts of other

smi.ed

A 1'(:'.'1 e,

irightful ailments. You mustn't go and
overdo 1t, old girl”
Marjorie laughed merrily at Archie’s un-

HECessary Cconcer.

“*You silly !” she chuckled. “I'm a regular
water-baby. I'm just as comfortable in the
water as I am ashore. As for these contests,’
they're so easy that I never get enough of
them.”

“You're not thinking of training to swim
the dashed Channel " asked Archie anxiouely.

“(Good gracious, no!” said the girl.
" . : :

What nonsense! Channel swimming is teo
much of a craze, and what is there in it,!
anyhow 7 It's been done so many times that
a new victory doesn’t even mean nrlvt}nrg'
Besides, my pFnI‘!]B unn]riu t think of allow-'
ing me to go in for it
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“Dashed good!” said Archie, with relief. |

“In fact, frightfully good. Supposing we

trickle baclk—-

“Somebody's calling you,” interrupted
Marjorie.
Two or three St. Frank's juniors were

waving their hands, and they were yelling
Archie’s name,

“Dash it! I mean, what a fearful bore!”
he protested.

“You'd better buzz along to see what they
want,” suggested the girl. “I'll stay here;
it's not so crowded, and I can see just as
well, too.”

Archie was reluctant to go. He was deter-
mined, however, to be back within a minute.
It was during that minute that something
occurred which was decidedly not in the
game,

Handforth, slogging away as energetically
as ever, fairly surpassed himself, He got
hold of a loose ball, and with the full force
of his shoulders belind the stroke he sent
the leather soaring away far, far beyond the
boundary.

“Tryving to hit Grey's
expect,” grinned Church,

Marjorie Temple had the best view of all.
The ball soared high overhead, and not only
cleared the ugly stream, but alighted several
vards bevond 1t.,  Archie had lingered to
watch where the ball landed, and now he
went Tunning off to sce why he was wanted.

“Oh, what a hit!” murmured the girl.

Something whizzed up. It proved to be
little Bradley, and his eyes were keen and
exeited. He looked about him eagerly.

“Did you see it, miss?” he asked breath-
lessly. “It came this way somewhere :

““Yes, there 1t is—on the other side of the
water,” interrupted Marjorie, pointing. “ But
vou can't get at it. There's no bridge.
You'll have to use another bhall.”

The diminutive youngster didn't hesitate
n moment, Ile probably heard nothing of
Marjorie’s words; he only saw the ball lying
on the other side of the stream. And he
was so excited that his one thought was to
get the ball back.

He ran down the steep bank, and plunged
into the water,

“Oh!"” ejaculated the gir], startled.

RCIIIE arrived back a few moment:
later.  Behind him evervbody was
shouting lustily.  From the lower

level the ericketers and spectators
could not see what had happened. It was

Monument, I

b B e e i e =t S SOP . |
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| near him to which he could cling.
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assumed that the ball had merely fallen
beyond the rise. And the cricketers were
unpatient for it to be sent back,

“Good gad!” said Archie, with a jump.
“TI mean, I'm dashed if the chappie hasn't
jumped into that foul-looking mixture!”

“He was so excited he hardly knew what

he was doing,” said Marjorie. “Oh, look!
He doesn’'t seem to be swimming—— Why,
I don’t believe he can swim,” she added
breathlessly. “Perhaps he didn’'t know the
water was deep.”
. The realisation had come to her in a flash.
Little Bradley was struggling desperately
now, having been carried some distance by
the swift current. It was quite obvious that
the water was deep, too. The unfortunate
bov suddenly disappeared, giving a faint,
curgling ery for help at the same time.

“What-ho!" said Archie briskly.

But before he could take any action
Marjorie had forestalled him. She did not
even wait to run down the steep bank, but
took a clean, beautifully neat header into
the water from where she stood. The move
was 8o unexpected that Archie was shocked
into 1naction.

“Odds speed and lightning !” he ejaculated.
“1 mean to say, good gad! DMarjorie, old
girl—"

Then as he saw Marjorie rise to the sur-
face in that murky water and strike out
boldly he recovered himseli. He turned and
waved his arms wildly.

“Ahoy!" he yelled.
Remove !”

He spun round, leapt down the bank, and
plunged into the water, utterly regardless
of his immaculate attire. Ile hadn’t even
paused to remove his topper. It was impos-
sible for him to allow this girl to do all the
rescuing., To stand there inactive whilst
she pulled the chappie out would cause
Archie to feel remorseful for the rest of his
life.

Actually, Marjorie needed no help what-
ever—at the moment. With a few swift
strokes she reached Bradley’s side, just as
that unhappy youngster was about to sink for
the third time.

"$5.0.8! Rescue,

“It's all right!” said the girl quietly.
“"You're safe now, Don't struggle, and I'll
500N 2

A hand shot out of tlhie water, caught

Marjorie on the side of her face, and she was
driven under. Bradley was not a coward,
but he was utterly panie-stricken. Unable
to swim, finding himself in that deep, swiftly-
flowing water, he had lost his head. And
now that rescue had come he behaved madly,
as s0 many drowning people do in similar
cirenmstances,

“Please!” urged Marjorie. “You're quite
safe now. Don’t struggle or you'll have both
of us under.”

But Bradiey was struggling
desperation of the lost,
knew nothing, except

with the
He heard nothing,
that something was

Aud the
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unfortunate boy not only clung, but he
fonght madly |

CHAPTER 9.
Marjorie's Pluck!
RCHIE GLENTHORNIE was handi-
A capped,
His  well-fitting  Etons  were

excellent for ordinary wear, bnt they
were apt to be an awfnl bother in swimming.
Archie was quite a good swimmer, but he
soon found that the current of this stream
was surprisingly tricky and difficult. And
hampered as he was, he found it impossible
to overtake the girl,

Marjorie was not so handicapped. Tn the
first place, her clothing was much lighter
than Archie’s, and scarcely hampered her
at all; in the second place, she was a mueh
better swimmer, and at the tip-top of her
form,

And now, finding that it was impossible
‘o reazon with the drowning boy, she took a
firm grip on the back of his collar, flung her-
«elf on her back, and made strong efforts to
get to the bank.

All this had happened so quickly that even
now the ericketers and the spectators knew
nothing of what was happening. Archie
(ilenthorne’s shouts had been heard but not
nnderstood. At the very worst, it was
assumed that he was indicaling that the ball
had got Jost.

Marjorie reached the bank quickly, and
she was thankful., Bradley was more violent
than ever. Now as she turned and helped
him to scramble out he was fairly sobbing
with exhaustion.

Then an unexpected accident happened.

In making a wild effort, Bradley uncon-
seionsly swung his right foot round, and his
neel canght the girl with tremendous violence
o the forehead.  Without a sound she
slipped back into the water, knocked sense-
less by that sudden, unlooked-for blow--a
blow which was purely accidental, and of
which Bradley himself knew nothing,

Until this moment Marjorie had been in
no danger at all. Now, In a dramatic second,
the whole sitnation was altered. The eurrent
canght her in its grip and she was carried
away, just as Archie managed to reach her

side.  And Archie was staggered when he
reached out a fraction of a second too late.

“"Whoa! T say, old girl!” he gasped.
"I mean——  Good gad! She's ahsolutely

rinking 17

[t was fortunate for Marjorie that Archie
had Jumped in, too. As her head went
under the cold water did something to revive
her, but she was still dizzy and helpless
from the effeet of the blow, and if Archie
had not been so near she would almost
certainly have been dragged under by the
current, and kept under.

-

=

EI]

As things, were, Archie strnek ont with
tremendons energy, dived, and managed to

seizo a portion of the girl’s flimsy dress. He
rose to the surface, imngmﬁ_ on for all he

was worth., Then, as he swain with one hand,
he found one of Marjorie’s arms, and pulled
her head clear of the water. A moment
later he had his hand round her shoulders,
and was able to support her.

“All  serene now, old chernb!” le
splutteved  cheerfully.  *“ Absolutely O0.K.!
The lads of the village are dashing up in
constderable quantities, In other words, now
we shan’t be long.”

[t was a fact. Handforth and Nipper and
large nuwmbers of spectators had topped the
rise, and had seen the figures struggling in
the water,

“(reat Ncott!  There's been an accident i’

“ Archie's fallen i the river!”

“Who's that with him?¥"”

A dozen fellows slithered down the bank
to the water's edge—just in time to receive

Marjorie from Archie ad he reached the
bank. _ .
“All serene, laddies!” panted Archie,

“ Nothing to get excited about. I mean,
the rood old aquatic display is over.”
“What's  happened?”  asked Nipper.
“Come on, Handy! Lend a hand herc!
We'll have you out in a jiffy, Marjorie!”
Marjovie was rapidly recovering now,
although her head ached and there was an
ugly red mark on her forehead. Nobody
had vet noticed the still, sprawling figure
of the diminutive Bradley on the opposite
bank. But Marjorie had not forgotten him,
“Thanks!” she said, as she was helped
out. ““But don’t bother about me. There’s
that boy on the other side. I believe he's
in a bad way. Do go to his help,”
“Which bov?" asked Cornwallis anxiously.
“Crikey! 1t's young Shaver Bradley!
Quick, yon chaps! We'd better bring him

over to this side.” :
“What about our new flannels {’ pro-
tested Whittaker, “Lummy ! We don't

want to go an’ ruin ‘em the first day we
wear “em "

“Absolutely not,” agreed Archie. “ Kindly
stav where vou arve, laddies. The good old
summer suiting is already ruined, so I might

as well do another Channel swim.  Tally-
ho for Dover!”
He plunged back into the water, and

swiftly swam across.  In the meantime, Mar-
jorie had been surrounded by Irenc and
Mary and the other girls—all of them very
excited,

“Do tell us what happened,” urged Irene.

1t was really nothing,” replied Marjorie,
“I mean, I didn’t do anything. But I'm
sure that Archie saved my life. Whatever
shall T do with these wet togs of mine? I
can’t walk about like this!”

The problem was soon solved. Cornwalliy’
sister was among the spectators, and it ap-
peared that she had a gir! friend who lived
in one of the nearest cottages. So Marjorie
wis whisked off there,
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e DSOLUTELY!"" Jdeclared Archie
A with conviction, .
Shaver Bradley was being at-
tended to by Handforth and Corn-
wallis and some others, on the grass near
by. The match, of course, was momentarily
forgotten. And Acchie had been singing

Marjorie's praises in no uncertain terms,

“She saved the blighter’s life,” he de-
clared. **No dashed question about i,
laddies. The dear old soul was slippmg

down for the third and ﬁ «al time, and then
Marjorie shoved the half-nelson on him and

did the necessary.  Dut, good gad, it was
a frightful sort of business. The chappic
absolutely fought like a dashed dervish,

Rummily enough, he didn't show any anxiety
i'('! ‘be saved at all.”
"The poor kid was pretty well unconscious,

and dldnt know what he was doing, I ex-
pect,” :~:u{l Cornwallis. “Crumbs! What a
game! Jolly good thing that girl was near

bv!  She's a sport! Wouldn't be the first
time somebody's been drowned in this ditch!
[t doesn’t look much, but it's awfully danger-
ous owing to the strong currents!”

When Br*‘uc”e} came to himself he was
dazed and pale and exhausted. There was
no further cricket for him that day, and a

group of willing friends offered to see him
bome, and tuck him away in bed.

Nobody was unkind enough to tell him
how he had struggled, or how he had en-
dangered his fair rescuer's life.  Indecd, he
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] did not even know that he had been pulled

out by a girl. The knowledge might not
have been welcome to him in his present con-
dition.

He wasn't to be blamed for his recent
actions, for he ‘had been quite unconscious
of them. His energetic display had becen tho
frantic efforts of a drowning boy—instinctive
and spasmodie.

“Well, now we can get on with the game,
I suppose?” said Handforth, after Archis
had been carried off into the ““ pavilion,” thero
to don some borrowed clothes ““No reason
why the match should be abandoned.”

““No rcason at all,” agreed Nipper. “ Let's
get on with 1it., Pretty rough on Marjorie,
though. I'm afraid she's handicapped for to-
night's contest.”

“Think this affair will spoil her chances?"
asked Pitt.

“Well, it won't do 'em any good,” said
Nipper.  “We¢'ll zee her after the matceh,
and it may be necessary to persuade her to
postpone the swim.”

So, until Marjorie reappeared, the match
went on. There was not so much interest in
it now—particularly as Handforth was clean
bowled by Kidd five minutes after tho
re-start,

However, Nipper and Buster Boots mado
a good stand, and between them they casily
knocked up the necessary runs for victory,
The Tynesiders had given the Junior Illeven
a good match—a much better matchthan they
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had expected-—-and for Nipper & Co. to win
by five wickets was by no means good. Tlad

they been in form, they would have done
much better,
Enrnw.ﬂliq and his men were decent

cricketers, but they had had little or no np[lmr—
funities of indulging in any really good p

If only they could get some real ﬁxtures-—m
consequenze of Archie’s and Browne’s genero-
sity—they would soon become a really tip-
top eleven.

As Nipper said, this fixture had been well
worth the making, and he was glad that
Drummond’s sense of humour had led him {o
make the suggestion. No doubt Drummond
and the other Moorhouse school bovs were
chuckling hugely, fondly thinking that their

jape had worked according to plan. If so,
they were chuckling to no purpose,
“It’s a pity you're not nearer to St.

Frank’s, Cornwallis, old man,” said Nipper.
“If you were, we'd fix you up with some
matches during the season.”

“You're a sport,” said the Tynesider
heartily. ““Us chaps bave always thought
that you public school fellows were too

stiuck up to play with the likes of ns.
we know different.”

“You bet we do,”
grinning.

As they walked off the field the girls ap-
pearced, and Marjorie was locking cuite her-
self again—exeept for the fact that she was
wearing a froeck which was slightly too large

for her, and which was certainly not in her
OWn qt}[["'

“Oh, it's impossible,”
the juniors urged her to come back to the
School Train for a late tea before going on
to the swimming gala. “1've got to go homa
with Doris, so that T ean change.”

“But you look absolutely priceless,” <aid
Archie stoutly. “I'm a [rightful sight in this
dashed suit, but it doesn’t matter abont me.”

Archie certainly did look incongrunus in
his borrowed clothes. As he was to be taken
straight back to the School 'T'rain, however,
he didn’t mind so much.

All their persuasive efforts were useless
with regard to Marjorie, and before long
she and the other girls went back to Jesmond
in the same car that had brought them. In-
cidentally, William Napoleon Drowne had
promised to go straight along to the baths,
in order to book seats for the large party of
jnniors who desired to attend,

“Leave 1t to me, brothers,” said Browne
gracefully. “A matter of this kind requires
4 man of tact—a man of genius. Ior such
an ocecasion the seats are likely to be nearly
all sold. It may be necessary to perform a
little Jugg]u}g, in order to secure the accom-
modation,”

“Wo know ;;nu’]I do your best, Browne,’
caid Nipper. “Thanks awfully. We'll settle
up with you later—or give you the monev
now, whichever you think better.”

Browne was indifferent. Some of the fel
lows paid, and some left it until afterwards.
It was imperative, however, that thev should

Now
said DBill Whittaker,

she declarced, when
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attend this gala, so that they could cheer
Marjorie on to victory. It was all the movo
important now, since her adventure of the
afternoon was not caleulated to improve her
chances,

As for the swim being postponed, she wou'ld
not hear of it; in fact, she had made the
fellows promise that they wonld say no more
about that incident.

And as the girls had refused the invitaiion

to tea on the School Train, the Removites
and  Fourth-Formers decided that they
wouldn’t go back to the train, either. IFar

better to have a bit of a spree in one of
the big restaurants in the centre of the city.
Then they would be near at hand to go un
to the gala, afterwards, Archic was the oniy
fellow who went back to the tran nis
return was essential, since he had to gei into
some presentable attire.

“I'll tell you what,” said Nipper, as they
were in the coach bowling towards the centre
of the city. “ We've got Marjorie’s teleplione
number, haven't we? Let’s ring the girls
up, and ask them to join us at the restaurant
as soon as they're ready. Then we can all
go to the gala 1n style.”

“Good egg!” said Handforth ecagerly.
“Funny thing I didn’t think of that myself.
Browne’s coming to the restaurant, too—after
he's got the tickets—and Archie’s prnnnuml to
show up thero w hen he’s changed.  We shall
be one big party.’

Most of the Removites and Fourth-Formoers
were on hand, so Marjorie would have plenty
of friends to cheer her to vietory,

CHAPTER 10. ,
Browne the Schemer!
¢4 [, Brother Iorace! Well mer!”
A William Napoleon Browne came
to a halt on one of the pavenients of

l Percy Street, not far from the Hay-

market,

“Where on earth have vou been all ihe
aftornoon?” asked Tlorace Stevens, of the
['ifth.** You don’t mean to say you've been
watching those kids in their silly  ericket

match.”

“Not merely waiching, but umpiring—and,
I venture to state, umpiring brilliantly.”
replied Browne. “It gives me pleasure 1o
inform you that St. Irank's won the match
by five wickets.”

“Well, it docesn't give’ me any pleasure to
hear 1t,” said Stevens, grinning. “If it
comes to that, why did they lose any wickets
at all? I understood that the game was
against a very mediocre team."”

“Then you understood wrong, brother
Iforace,” replied Browne. “Without fear oi
contradietion, I can say that brother Corn-
wallis and his men are stalwarts of the right
order, However, this is not the time for
discussing that subject. There 18 more im-
portant work to be done, and you shall have

Vithe privilege of sharing it.”
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“I'm not looking for any privileges,
thanks,” said Stevens. “What's the whecze
now, Browne? What'’s the latest hare-

Somehow, I don't trust
They’re a bit too daring

brained scheme?
vour undertakings.
for me."”

Browne smiled kindly. -

“This is merely a question of securing sun-
dry orchestra-stall seats at the Baths,” he
replied.  “Large numbers of lads desire to
attend, and I have promised to book the
seats. So come with me, brother.”

“But they don’t have orchestra stalls at
the Baths,” protested Btevens.

“Then we will book the eqguivalent,”
replied Browne.
Stevens didn’t like the idea much, but

when Brownoe insisted it was almost impos-
sible to resist him.
lot of timo to fall in with his suggestions.

They located the Baths without any
trouble, and there were placards plastered
on the outside announcing the great swim-
ming gala for that evening. Browne paused
to inspect the bills,

“T could have done much better than this,
Brother Horace,” he said, shaking his head,

“A poor show. You will observe that
Sister  Marjorie’s name is in no way
prominent. An absurd oversight., And yet

she is on the bill as the star attraction of
the evening."”

“Star attraction?” said Stevens.
vou make that out?”

“You will notiee that Sister Marjorie is
deseribed as the most daring high diver of
her age in the South of England,” said
Browne. “Wo both know, of course, that
Sister Marjorie is an adept at diving. Have
we not seen her indulging in this form of
¢xercise at her own school sports? And yet
her name is only in small type on this bill."”

“Awinl!"” said Stevens patiently.

“I note that the gala is in the cause of
charity,” went on Browne. “A noble object,
Brother Horace. It makes me all the more
enthusiastic to book the highest priced seats.
Come! Let us interview the syren of the
box-office."” :

They entered, and the syren of the box-
office proved to be an elderly man who had
appavently just awakened from his afternoon
nap. He received the request for the large
number of seats with only a mild show of
sUIPrise.

“You can have as many as you want,”” he
said indifferently. “Plenty of 'em, young
gents. What price?”

“One moment,” said Browne, in a shocked
voice. “Am I to understand, brother, that
the seats for this gala have not been eagerly
snapped up by the Newcastle populace ?”

“Snapped up!” replied the man. * Why,
thero's only about twenty booked. Some-
how, it don’t scem to 'ave been advertised
properly. Or else folks have got somethin’
elso to do. I don’t suppose we shall be more
than a quarter full. After all, there aven’t
many people who want to see schoolgirls in
n swimmin' contest,

“How do

1

It certainly saved a1
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Everyvbody’s out playvin® tevnis, or cricket,
or golf.”

“*This is an unexpected blow,” said Browne
gravely. “Sister Marjorie is to appear in
this competition to-night, and scarcely any-
body will be on hand to see her. It is all
wrong, Brother Horace. I am couvinced
that large numbers of the Newcastle popu-
lation, did they but know of this gala, would
be earer and anxious to see more of Sister
Maurjorie. Here we have an enormous build-
ing—a magnificent public edifice—capable of
holding some thousands of people—"

“Not thousands,” said the box-office-
keeper.

“At a pinch, thousands,” insisted Browne
firmly. “The proceeds of this gala are to
go to charity, and yet nobody appears to
bo interested. I must confess, Brother
Horace, that I am shocked. I do not blame
the good people of Newcastle, because it 13
fairly evident that they do not know of this
attraction. You will have noted that no
less than two dozen yvoung ladies are to com-
pete. Xven this bery of feminine prowess
fails to attract the multitude. We must do

TI’I

something to alter this!

]

ROWNE paid for the block of seats in
B the best part of the building, aud ther

he took his departure, leaving the
box-office-keeper slightly  befuddled.
Browne frequently had this effect wupon

strangers.

“You will note, Brother Horace, how wise
I was in bringing you along,” said Browne,
when they were outside. “For here, surely,
there is an opening for you to make your-
gelf useful.”

“Look here-——" began Stevens.

“Something must be done about this lack
of interest in Sister Marjorie’'s appearance
in Newcastle,” continued Browne. " Not only
s it a slight to the damsel herself, but the
good cause of charity is neglected. There is
ample time for us to bring about a change.
A little advertisement, Brother Horace, and
the thing will be done.”

“But vou're crazy,"” said Stevens. * There's
no time to advertise now. The gala comes
off in about a couple of hours i

“ An hour too much for our requirements,”
interrupted Browne calmly. *For vour in-
formation, Brother Horace, let me tell you
that Sister Marjorie and her fair companions
are due to arrive at a certain restaurant, in
a certain street, at a certain hour. To be
exact, in about half an hour from now.”

“But I don’t see—"

“You wiil seo all if yvou have patience,”
said Browne. “I might mention that Sister
Marjorie plunged into a murky stream this
afternoon and rescued a local inhabitant from
drowning. It was her desire that this inci-
dent should be hushed up. Much as I re-
gretted her views on this point, I consented
to remain silent.”

“Impossible,” said Stevens.
earth could keep wou silent,

““Nothing on
Even if you

The weather's too fine. | were gagged and knocked on the head with
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a sledge-hammer, and screwed down in a
box with two-inch boards, you'd still manage
to make yourself heard.” -

“Had I more time, brother, I would ex-
press my appreciation of this compliment,”
=aid Browne gracefully. “I am gratified to
know that you have such faith in my
abilities. Flowever, let us procced. It s
essential that the Newcastle public should
be informed of Bister Marjorie’s heroism;
but it i& even more imperative that the good
people should be given another example of
the young lady’s mettle. This i1s the moment
for  dramatic advertisement. Handled
adroitly—as 1 shall handle it—there can be
no possibility of failure. The eccommodation
at the Baths will prove totally inadequate
for the vast crowds of people who will fight
to get in.”

Stevens looked rather helpless.

“(Go on!” he said resignedly. *“This is all
double Dutch to me, but carry on with it.
How in the name of all that’s marvellous
you can entice the people into the public
haths 1s beyond me. If they don’t want to
go to the gala, they won't go, and there's
an end of 1t.”
Browne smiled.

“You may remember my efforts in a some-
what similar case in Adelaide, Australia,”
he murmured. “That was a cricket match—
but I venture to hint that the public rolled
up handsomely. I claim to be an expert on
such  matters, brother. Give me your
watch,”

(§] ]_":h?!}

“T have been thinking, and I have decided
upon the course I shall pursue,” continued

Handforth, slogging as energetically
as usual, fairly surpassed himself.
He got hold of a loose ball and sent it
soaring far, far beyond the boundary
—indeed, it went whizzing over the
heads of Archie and Marjorie to alight
on the other side of the murky stream.
‘*“Oh, what a hit !>’ murmurcd the
girl in admiration.

Browne. ‘“When you hear of this scheme,
Brother Horace, vou will stand open-monthed
with admiration. Indced, you will be so
eager to thank me for permitting you to
take a star part—-="

“What’s all this got to do wiih
watch 7" interrupted Stevens impatiently.

“A great deal. I should hate your watch
to et waterlogged.”

“Waterlogged !” gasped Stevens,

“While you are about it, you might as
well hand me your note-case, too,” said
Browne. ‘' Notes are not improved by im-
mersion in water—particularly in such water
as the Tyne appears to favour. In short,
Brother Horace, it will be advisable for ycu
to hand me the entire contents of your
pockets.

my

You may safely entrust them to
my keeping.”

Stevens oegan to feel hot. He know
Browne of old. There was something irre-
sistible about him. And if Browne hud

determined that Stevens should plunge into
the Tyne, the chances were that Stevens
would plunge into the Tyne. Stevens
naturally became alarmed.

“lL.ook here, Browne,” he said fiercely.
“You can keep this mad scheme to yoursel!!
I'll have nothing to do with it! I don’t
even want to know the details! I wash my
hands of the whole thing.”

“You will have ample opportunities of
washing your hands later,” =said Browne
complacently. *‘Not, of course, that the
Tyne—"

‘“Blow the Tyne!”
ing to a halt on the
Browne by the arm.

roared Stevens, com-
pavement and seizing
“I tell you I won’t
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have anything to do with it.

Browne’s serene calmness put
a panie.

“You may have observed the high-level
biridge—the old one; made, I believe, of cast
iron,” said Browne. *“Or is it wrought
iron ! This 13 a point wo must verify later.
You may also have observed the swing
bridge, in close proximity. The swing bridge
has a conveniently low parapet, and the water
is at no great distance from the roadway

=toyvens into

level. Thus, when you accidentally fall over
into the T}ne tho descent will be but
brief—-"

“But I'm not accidentally going to fall
over into the Tyne!” howled Stevens. “I've
rever heard such drivel in my life!”

"1 regret,” said Browne sadly, “that my
brain-wave chould be so disparagingly
charucterised. Alas, Brother Horace, 1 fear
that you ure unappreciative of genius, It
saddens me,”

Stevens breathed hard.

“It you're so joliy keen upon somebody
falling into the 1yne, why don’t you fall in
vourself ¥” he demanded.

"1 will confess that the idea occurred to
me, but I disnussed 14" said DBrowne
promptly, *““Great aus my ability is, I ac-
knowledge—freely and lmmhmne!b—hthat
when it comes to falling 111!0 the Tyne, vou

can casily beat me, It is well known,
Brother Horace, that you are a good
actor."'’

“Acting has got nothing to do with this
mad business,” said Stevens. “And I'm
telling you, straight from the shoulder,
Browne, that I'm not going to jump into thﬂ
Tyne Y
" Not jump in—fail in.’
“I'm not going to fuil into the Tyne for

vou, DMarjorie, or anybody else!
Stevens, exasperuted. “That's ‘my final
word.”

Browne patted his friend on the shoulder.

“I love to see this sturdy determination,’
he said benevolently. “But it has alwavs
been one of your good points, brother, that
you are open to reason. Now, touching upon
this little scheme. Let me remind you that
it 13 in the cause of charity.”

“I ean’t help that

“Wrong!" said Browne. “You can help
splendid!y, What i1s more, vou will help.
Let us have no more of this petulant opposi-

tion, Hand over your watch and chain,
Brother Horaece, and -
“But why?" broke in Stevens desperately,

feoling that the ground was slipping away
from bencath his feet, “Lell me what vou
have in mind. Can’t you wangle the thing
in some other way? Why go to the trouble
of having somebody fall into the river? It's

—it's clumsy [
“In order that this ineident shall receive

the full publicity that 1t deserves,
tional effect is necessary,”’

A scnsa-
declared DBrowne

firmly., “There is quite another aspect of
the matter which I have not yet touched
upon. It may interest you to learn, how-

roared |

You're mad!" |

-

| Stevens
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ever, that I shall be quite near by when you
indulge in your evening bath, I would take
on your task myself, only I fecel that my
efforts will be better employed elsewhere.
Now, Brother Horace, let me give you some
careful instructions.”

“I'm not going to agree to this-

“Listen to them elosely, for evervthing
will depend upon correct timing.’

“I tell you i

“As a preliminary, we wil
watch and chain and other
Browne relentlessly.

“But I won't do it,”" said Stevens fecblyr,
“I have already told you——-"

COMING NEXT WEEK!!vwananan

L

haveo

vOur
valuables,’

=1 1

Wiliiam

murmured

“Come, brother!"”
Napoleon.

And Horace Stevens, worn down at last,
surrendered and prepared himszelf to be led

like a lamb to the slaughter]

CHAPTER 11,

Quite a Success!

IHEN Willian: Napoieon Drowne da-

v‘f' termined upon any certain course

of action, he invariablv went

through with 1t. Uppt}*’iltmn only

added to his determination—it only guve

him greater zest to carry on. And where

Stevens was concerned, DBrowne had never

been known to fail. IHe knew Stevens like

a book, and the things that he couldn't get
to do did not exist,
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For the next ten minutes Browne gave his | neighbourhood of the restaurant, his eyes

study-mate some very precise instructions,
and Stevens, with a dull sort of resignation,
agreed to everything,

“Then it is all settled, brother?” said
Browne. ''Proceed to the swing bridge and
awalt my coming. All else you know. There
18 much for me to attend to, and little time
in which to do it."”

He swung off with long strides, and his
first task was to dash into the offices of
Newcastle's most prominent evening news-
paper. He lrﬁa.rnecf) with satisfaction that an
edition was due to go to press within an
hour., It was a speecial late edition, and

ANATANLANA LAY

“THE SCHOOL TRAIN

IN SCOTLAND!”

Edward Oswald Handforth is very
disappointed when he arrives in Scotland.
He had expected to see everybody going
about wearing kilts and blowing bagpipes.
Of course, he finds nothing of the sort, -
henee his disappointment.

And Handy decides to alter this
lamentable state of affairs !

He gets himself the full Scotiish
regalia, complete with bagpipes. He

sallies forth. Everybody is agreed that
he makes a ‘‘bonny wee bairn,” but
his efforts on the bagpipes are not ap-
preciated quite so much !

Edwy Searles Brooks has written a
really magnifieent yarn for you next week,
chums. Don’t miss reading it, whatever
you do !

“RIVALS OF
THE RAMPANT!"”

Stanton Hope’s grand serial gets more
exciting eaech week, Look out for another
fine instalment next Wednesday.

v ORDER IN ADVANCE'!

Browne hoped that his manufactured sensa-
tion would be known in time for inclusion
in the “Stop Press.”” But, of course, he
made no mention of this to a soul,

IHe did give an account, however, of the
afternoon’s affair at Mayfair Fields, and he
was promised that the item would be
prominently displayed under the heading,
" Plucky Suhuulgiri Visitor.” 'This para-
graph would inelude & mention that Mar-
jorie was to appear that very evening at the
Swimmming Gala—in aid of charity.

Having setiled these points, DBrowne
hastened to the restaurant where Nipper and
the other juniors were awaiting the arrival
of Irene & Co., after the completion of thelr

neal,

Jrowne did not go in. He very soon
learncd that the girls had not yet turned
np, and ba hovered about in the immediate

wide open. And, sure enough, he had only
been there three minutes before the girls
turned up.

.. NARROW  margin,” murmured
A Browne. “However, a miss, it is
said, is as good as a mile, 1}
must confess that these pﬂrti{!lllnr
misses look far better than any mile in the
country.”

He briskly approached the girls just as
they were about to enter the imposing door-
way,

“One moment, sisters,” he said, raising
his hat. ‘* Ah, you are the particular maiden
I am searching for,”" he added, beaming
upon Marjorie. I trust you will spare a
few moments on a matter of some 1mport-
ance,”

“There 1sn’t very much time,” said Mar-
jorie. “I want to get to the Baths well
before they open, so that I can get some
practice. I'm going to do some diving——-7"

“I do not doubt it,” said Browne, nod-
ding. ““In point of fact, I am convinced
that your high diving will be a sensation,
Sister Marjorie. However, there 18 a point
that must be settled without delay. I have
already been to the Baths, and I have dis-
covered, to my regret, that the public reveals
little or no interest in the proceedings.
Scarcely any seats have been booked.”

“But you'll be there—and all the other
boys,” said Marjorie. “We didn’t really
expect much of a crowd.”

“That i1s scarcely the correet view-point,”
satd Browne, shaking his head. “A crowd
must be there, Sister Marjorie, I have de-
cided that every available seat shall be
occupied—and pald for. And 1t is within
your power to help in this enterprise.”’

“I'll do anything I can,” replied Marjorie
promptly. *Of course, it'll be heaps betier
if the gala is well supported. But how can
[ help?”

“If vou will come with me, I will soon
show vou,” replied Browne. “Let me urge
these other damsels to join forces with the
gang inside. We shall not be very long.”

“But you haven’t explained began
[rene.

Browne raised his hat, took Marjorie
gently by the arm, and led her away. His

forceful tactics were just as effective with
girls as with boys.

“Whatever is the ideat” asked Marjorie,
laughing.

“You will see presently,” replied Browvne,
as he hurried her along, ‘In the [irst
place, there is no time to Jose. Providing
we get this thing over within five minutes,
all will be well.”

“Get which thing over?”

“T hate to bhe =0 obscure, but a litile
secrecy is necessary,” said Browne. ‘'Thero
are several offieials connected with the
Baths—— But no. I must not reveal too

ll_lllL'h.”
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“Do vou want me to see these ofiicials?™ |
asked the girl.

“It might be
Browne vaguely.

e said nothing definite, and gave her all
sorts of involved hints that led nowhere.
In the meantime, he walked her swiftly
along. They were now in Grey Street, with
its Greecian architecture.  Browne deftly
turned into Mosley Street, and he was
«oon discoursing upon the beauties of St
Nicholas Cathedral.

He piloted his fair charge past the Castle,
retting nearer and nearer to the High Level
Bridge—which, although mainly a ratlway

edvantagcous,” replied

bridge, is provided—underncath—with a
1oad and footway.
“But we're going towards the bridge,
aren't we?" asked Marjorie, after a while,
“Let me point out the Fish Market,
and—" _
“Why are you taking me over to Gates-
head #"  interrupted Marjorie 1mpatiently.

“And if we must go there, why can’t we
get on a tram? There isn't any too much
time to sparve,”

Browne succeeded in giving her the im-
pression that her presence on the other side
of the river was cssential—in conection with
some official hitch at the baths, It was only
an impression, because Marjorie was quite
muddled., Browne did net give her an oppor-
tunity of thinking very clearly.

Hi: oue and only object was to get her on
the Lridge. Afterwards, she would know the
full truth, and it wouldn’t matter. Dut to
wive her the slightest hint of his purpose
now would be to ruin the whole scheme.
Vor Marjorie, he was convinced, would never
willingly participate in this daring stunt.

Although Browne showed no indication
outwardly, he was immensely relieved when
thev were walking over the bridge. Having
arrived on the third span, he paused and
gazed down the river.

“In spite of our haste, sister, let us gzlanﬂ:
for a bricf period down the mighty Tyne/
he said. “You will observe that the quay-
side is more or less inactive, owing to the
fact that this is Saturday evening, But look
at the great ships, and the——"

“Why, somebody's waving to us,
rupted Marjorie.

“Indeed! I confess I cannot see

“Just down here—right in front of ws—
on this other bridge,” said Marjorie. “Isn't
he one of your [riends, Browne?”

Browne beamed. He found himself look-
ine at Horace Stevens, who, true to his trust,
was leaniug over the parapet of the swing
bridze, just below. The river, as Browne
had anticipated, was quiet.

" intoer-

1]

“Ah, DBrother Iorace,” said the Fifth
Form captain.  “Yon are guite vight, Sister
Marjorie. We have been observed by the

cagle eve of DBrother Horvace. 1 trust he
does not imagine that I am carrving vou off
to the pictures, or that we are cngaged in
some sich frivolous pursuit.”

He waved genially, and leaned over.
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“T’lIl see you later, Drother Horace,” he
sarng out. “If you will proceed to the swim-
ming gala—"

Browne suddenly paused with a startled
exclamation.  For Horace Stevens, waving
to the pair on the High Level Bridge,
appeared to lean over too far. Anyhow, he
suddenly gave a wild yelp, and toppled over
the pavapet. He plunged into the waters of

the Tyne.
“Foolish fellow!” said Browne. “Iivi-
dently he misunderstood me. 1 suggested

that he should proceed to the swimming
gala—not that he should take a swim oun
the spot.”

Marjoric was watching, open-eyed.

“But what shall we do?” she cried.
“Jook! I don't think he can swim!"

“(Good heavens!” gasped Browne. “I had
forgotten—— Something must be done
Ah!  An inspiration!”

His one fear was that somebody on the
swing bridge would dive to Stevens' rescue.
Prompt action, therefore, was essential. He
procecded to peel oft his jacket. Aund Mar-
jorie, exactly as his astute wits had antici-
pated, grasped him by the arm.

“Oh, but can you dive?”
breathldssly.

“I must confess

she asked

hat T am no expert,”

admitted  Browne. ‘“‘However, Drother
Horace appears to be in danger o

“You mustn't dive from this height!”
protested the girl quickly. “Please! I'll
go! It's nothing for me."”

Before Browne could stop her she was
over. Her frantic determination to dive

was occasioned by the fact that Stevens was
cpiving all the signs that he was drowning.
Browne had counted upon the normal in-
activity of the average spectators during
such an incident. Plenty of people were
shouting, but nobody had yet jumped in—
althourh, no doubt, plenty would have done
so within the next minute,
But Marjorie forestalled them.

OWN she went in a glorious, superb
dive—in spite of the fact that her

take-off had been hampered. She

struck the water with scarcely a

splash, dived uunder, aud came up within a
few feet of Btevens.

“Splendid!” murmured Browne compla-

centlv.  “Nothing could have happened
better.  All Newcastle will be ringing with
this story within the hour. ‘' Schoolgirl

Dives to Rescue from High Level Bridge!’
Excellent! * Amazing Rescue Scene by Girl
of Fifteen’.”

e had had no seruples about leading
Marvjorie into this situation. notwithstanding
the fact that it wounld involve the ruination
of a second charming frock within the course
of one dav. It was, indeed, Murjorie's {irst
rescue offort which had put this scheme into
Browne’s head. The oune had naturally led
on to the other. As for danger, there was
rone.  DBrowne kaew peirfectly well  that
Muarjorie was easily capable of such a dive
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without harming herself in the slightest
degree,
Marjorie, having swum up to Stevens,

made efforts to support him. But he shook
his head.

“It’s all right, Miss Marjorie, thanks,” he
panted. “I'm better now. Anvhow, 1
believe I can manage. Awfully decent of
you, all the same.”

“1 thought you couldn’t swim,” said the
givl.

“But I can.”

“Browne said-—"

“You mustn’t take any notice of Browne—
he’s an ass,” broke in Stevens, as they
swam,

Stevens was wrathful at the idea of every-
body believing that he was incapable of
swimming, and that it should be necesssary
for a girl to rescue him. In faet, he nearly
gave the whole thing away.

But in the nick of time he remembered |

that Browne was depending on him, and he
suddenly doubled up, went under, and came
up with an agonised look on his face.

“Cramp!” said Marjorie, in alarm.

Stevens said nothing. He wasn’t cramped,
and he had no desire to tell any deliberate
falsehoods. Me had proved that he could
swim, and that gave him comfort. Now
he passively allowed Marjorie to tow him
to the river bank. And when they arrived,
he offered no objections when he was hauled
out by dozens of willing hands.

Marjorie was assisted out, too—and at
Stevens’ suggestion the pair of them were
bundled into a taxicab and driven straight

to the Baths.
IN
Graphically he gave an account of the
rescue to the big evening newspaper.
A reporter was sent down at once to verify
the story, and this young gentleman had
no difliculty in getting information, for
nundreds of people had collected on the
swing bridge, and all along the quayside.
lLong after Stevens and Marjorie had gone,
the crowds hovered about.

“And that,” said Browne genially, “is
that. Within a short time the streets will
be thronged with newsboys, yelling out their
gensational cries. 1 venture to predict that
the Baths will lack no customers when the
hour of the gala arrives.”

_the meantime, Browne was very busy
in the nearest telephone-box.

CHAPTER 12.
Marjorie's Victory!

ki ELL T'm jiggered!” said Handforth
‘;‘f blankly.

He and a throng of other Re-

movites had just come out of the

restaurant. Irene & Co. were there, too. As
a matter of fact, they had become impa-
tient, Nobody knew what had become of
Marjorie—except for the fact that she had

-
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gone off somewhere with William Napoleon
Browne. And as Marjorie’s girl chums
knew that she was anxions to be at the
Baths a full hour before the gala started,
they were getting worried,

Irene believed that there had been a mis-
understanding. Marjorie had evidently gone
stratght on to the Baths. So everybody
decided to go there-——everybody except a
couple of fellows who were told off to remain
outside the restaurant in case Marjorie came
along.

However, all this arranging was knocked
on the head by something clse. No sooner
had the boys and girls got out of the res-
taurant than they were aware of noisy
shouts from running neweboys.

With miraculous speed the newspaper had
got the edition on the streets, and in the
centre of the city, at least, the paper boys
were busy.

"Well, Pm jiggered ejaculated Hand-
forth. *Did you hear that, you chaps?”

“Hear what 7’ asked Nipper.

“Why,. one of those newshoys was just
shouting that a schoolgirl has rescued somie-

body from drowning.”
“Well, I'm blessed!

EL
i

It must be about Mar-

jorie,” said Doris. “Can’t somebody buy
a paper?”
Nipper bought one, and Handiorth

bought one; Reggile Pitt bought one. in
fact, there were a dozen papers purchased
within so many seconds. And when the fel-
lows saw the “Stop Press’ item, they were
startled.

“Look at this!” said Nipper in wonder.
Sensational Dive from High Level Bridge.’
And listen to this! ‘A schoolgir]l visitor
from tho South of England effected a won-
derful rescue this evening from the old High
Level Bridge. Noticing that a young man
had fallen into the river from the swing
bridge below, she unhesitatingly dived to
his rescue, and brought him safely to the

quayside. Tt is learned that this young
lady’s name is Miss Marjorie Temple. This
must surely be a record, since it is the

second rescue Miss Temple has performed
in one day. Her earlier exploit is described
in another column. Miss Temple is one of
the young ladies who are to appear at the
Baths this evening in the great swimming
gala. We understand that this charitable
effort will be well worth watching, and that
large numbers of seats are still available.
Unquestionably, Miss Temple has proved her
ability, at least, to compete successfully for
the high-diving trophy.’”

“My only hat!” said Handforth.

“Great Beott!"”

““Marjorie—again

“And we didn’t know anything about it.”

Everybody was talking at once. The ex- -
citement ran high, and the other news
item, “in another column,” was read with
interest. At great length, and with much
detail, Marjorie's earlier exploit was fully
deseribed.

1!‘!
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I'recisely as Browne had anticipated, the
whole of Newcastle was discussing the rescue
—particularly the second one. And it was
only mnatural that there should be a wide-
spread desire to attend the gala—so that this
girl could be seen in person. The very faet
that she was still determined to compete in
the gala was a proof of her pluck.

While the St. Frank’s fellows and Moor
View givls were still discussing the situation,
Drewne himself appcared. He was imme-
diately surrounded.

“All is well,” he declared smoothly. "It
vou will proceed to the Baths, yvou will find
Sister Marjorie  already  theve. 1 trust,
brothers, that you will be unstinting in your
congratulations,”

“You bet we'll congratulate Lier!” declaved
Haundforth enthusiastically,

“A slight misunderstanding,” murmured
Browne. “"Much as Sister Marjorio deserves
congratulations, I would like to suggest that
I deserve them more.”

“You!” said Nipper.
done "

“Let it not be publicly whispered, but it
was I who successfully wangled the whole
thing,” replied Browne catmlv. “When 1
mention that the bookings for the gala
were meagre, yvou will realise that it was
necessary for me to set my wits to work.”

“Great Scott! You don’t mean s

“When I further mention that the rescued
individual was no less a person than Brother
Horace, you will shrewdly perccive that the
rescue was not quite so dramatic as the
rewspaper would have you believe,” con-
tinued Browne. “Not that the newspaper iz
at fault in any way. The report is perfectly
true—as far as the rescue is concerned. But
none but ourselves know that Brother Horace
fell into the river at my instigation, and
that Sister Marjorie dived in owing to

“What have you

my

“Why, you—you wretch!” cried Doris
indignantly.

“Alas! That so charming a damsel can
uze such a tone

“Do you mean to say that you tricked
Marjorie into doing a thing like this?”

demanded Irvene hotly. "But why? What

for? She might have hurt herself.”

“It was an awful thing to do,” said Mary
Summers,

“Let’s go and see her,” urged Handforth's
sister.

HIZ girls were very indignant about
it. The Removites and Fourth-

IFormers, however, after the first
shock, were inclined to grin. They
appreciated the joke. William Napoleon

Browne had been at it again.

“There's no telling what that bounder
will do,” said Nipper. “Ie's got nerve
enough for a dozen. Aund the rummy thing
is, he gets pcople to help him in {lie most
outrageous stunts,”
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“Let's go along to the baths, and see if
we can find Stevens,” suggested somebody.
“ Perhaps he'll tell us all the details.”

Meanwhile, Irene & Co. had arrived, and
they  were considerably relieved to find
Marjorie, in her swimming-costume, in-
dulging in some preliminary practice in the
great  crystal bath.  Some of the other
schoolgirl competitors—most of them local
inhabitants—were in, too.

“You all right, Marjorie ?"
from the edge of the bath.

“Of course I am,” sang out Marjorie.

She swam over and clung to the rail,
looking at the girls who were standing on
the ecdge. Being Marjorie’s friends, they
were allowed in., The accommodation for
the public was barricaded off. There were
hundreds of seats, extending all the way
round and reaching far back. The building
was a considerable one, and every inch of
space had been urilised.

“We want you—in your dressing-room,”
said Mary grimly.

asked Doris,

“But why?" asked Marjorie. “I'n
practising
“We want to tell you somellung—

important.”

So Marjorie went, slipping on a bath-robe
soon as she left the water.

She wasn't feeling any too comfortable,
for she had more than a suspicion that these
girls only wanted her in the dressing-room
so that they could shower congratulations

as

upon her. And Marjorie, being a modest
eirl, required no congratulations. She was
only too glad that she had been brought

straight along to the baths without any fuss,
“Now!" said Irene, when the dressing-

room door had been closed. “We've read
all about it in the newspapers.”
“I kunew it!” sighed Marjorie. “Do you

mean te say that they’ve got it oul i the
papers alrcadv? I was hoping that the
incident wouldn’t be reported.”

“Well, look at this,” said Doris.

Marjorie took the paper, read the report,
and coloured.

“Oh, they're making too much of it!” she
protested.  “There was really nothing in
what I did. Browne's friend was in danger,
nng I was near at hand, so I dived in
and— .

“Yes, we know that.,” interrupted Doris.
“But do you know, Marjorie, that it was a
hoax ?"

“A hoax?" cried Marjorie.

“Stevens didn't accidentally fall into thae
river,” said Irene. "It was deliberate.
Browne put him up to it.”

“Wha-a-a-at!”

“Fact!" nodded Irene. “It was just one
of Browne’s wheezes. I expect that affair of
this afternoon put it into his head.”

“But—but I don’t understand,” gasped
NMarjorie breathlessly. *“Why should he do
it? I—I thought Oh, it's too bad!” sha
went on hotly, “The newspapers reporting
that I'd done something heroic, and it was
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all a hoax! Tl
againl”

"‘.]fﬂu needn’t be so hard on him,” said
Doris gently. “It was all in the cause of
charity. When he found that the gala was
likely to be so poorly attended he got up
this stunt as an advert. Stevens helped him.
It was all done on purpose so that the news-
papers would print the story, and arouse a
lot of public interest. There’ll be crowds
of people here soon on purpose to cheer
}?GU_”

“Oh!” said Marjorie, startled.
and I don’t deserve—-"

“Rats!” put in Irene. “You didn’t know
it was a hoax, so your part of it was genuine.
I say, you know, it was pretty wonderful the
way you dived down from that High Level
bridge——"

“Is Browne here?” interrupted Marjorie
coldly.

“I think he’s
replied Doris,

"1 want to see him.
here.”

“But, my dear old girl—"

“Please bring him  here!l”
Marjorie,

& Co.

““Ah, Sister Marjorie,” said Browne,
beaming., “Let me reassure you by telling
you that a fresh supply of clothing is on the
way. Sister Doris has telephoned to her
friends, and——"

“Thank you

never speak to DBrowne

“ And—

with Stevens somewhere,”

Please bring him

insisted

HE gave Browne a cold, angry glance
when he appeared, escorted by Irene

very much!” broke in
Marjorie icily. “It is wery good of you to
be so thoughtful about my clothes. But I
want to speak to you about something else.

How dare you drag me into your awful
hoax!”

“We Brownes dare anything,” replied
William Napoleon promptly. “I would

point out that in the cause of charity any
wheeze 1s more or less permissible, providing,
of course, that it is honest.”

“But this isn’t honest,” said the girl
wrathfully. “You know it isn’t. You've
fooled hundreds of people into coming here
to attend this gala. Tlm‘y’re not coming to
watch the contest, but only to watch me, and
probably to cheer me for something which
was only a hoax.”

l
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“You apparently overlook the fact that
your own part of the scheme was gilt-cdged

and twenty-two carat,” said Browne.
Wi » " . . .

What you did, Sister Marjorie, was
spontaneous. Needless to say, I have alrcady

handed in the full and complete story to our
journalistic friends of the newspaper.”

“More fibs, I suppose?”

“I have related the absolute truth,” replied
Browne, with dignity. “I saw no reuason
why I should not receive the eredit and the
acclamation of the populace that is due
to me. In a word, the newspapers will on
Monday morning come out with the whole
truth and nothing but the truth. Your own
part, T need scarcely add, is accurately
described.  Sister Marjorie, there is no need
for you to frown upon me. Charity has beert
well served, and even now the throngs are
walting to give voice upon your appearance.’

Marjorie was somewhat mollified; Browne
at least was quite honest about it, And the
fact that the full truth was to be published
put Marjorie into a better frame of mind.

TIIE gala, it is ncedless to add, was a
rip-roaring sSuccess. '

Iivery available seat was bought,
and hundreds of people paid Ffor
standing room. Marjorie came in for a

great deal of cheering, which she thoroughly
deserved. For it was an undoubted fact that
her own efforts in the hoax had been genuine,

Whether the cheering of the multitude
encouraged her it is difficult to say; but it
is a fact that she came through the gala
with flying colours. All the St. Frank’s
fellows were delighted at the success of
their girl chum.

Marjorie won every event she entered for,
and her success in the high-diving contest was
appreciated more than anything else. For
Marjorie had already proved her ability as
a high-diver.

Newcastle-upon-Tyne was highly amused
on the Monday morning by the reports in
the newspapers, and particularly by an inter.
view with William Napoleon Browne. Not
only did Browne’s photograph appear—
incidentally, upon his own suggestion—bhut
his interview was both entertaining and
humorous.

In fact, it was many a long day before
the Tynesiders would forget the visit of the
St. IFrank’s School Train.

THE END.

NEXT WEEK YOU WILL FIND

“THE SCHOOL TRAIN IN SCOTLAND!”

DON’T MISS THIS CORKING YARN, CHUMS!
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By STANTON HOPE

To the Rampant !

Side as  soon  as  possible,  lest

tho news of the collision got about,
and relatives beeamne anxious about
Accordingly, the commander of the de
strover ordered his boats to proceed with
this task.

The skipper, who was still unconseious,
was taken off to the destrover herself, as
were several other passengers who had been
wjured by striking the rails or were suffer-
ing severely from shock,

“What IS your
name, my lad?"” the
lieulenant demandedd
of Smith,

ry

them. ]

W hen is a hero notl a hero ?

HERIS was a general demand by the I
passengers to be taken to the Nort! :i

in the role of hero, lauded by everyone at
the schools, rumixing full mental marks ot
approval from Barny Morland, who had
promised to leave his money to the boy
who acquitted himself best in the new lifo
they had jointly embarked upon. After all,

tie, like other passengers, had not scen Jack
at the wheel, though he was fullv aware
that he it was who had performed the
gallant feat, and if people cared to think
he himself had done the job—well, that was
no concern of his,

Thus again Clem Smich lost the oppor-
tunity to speak the truth,

Blankly he refused
the pressing offer of
the lieutenant to takae
himn aboard the de-

Wby,

“Er—er—" stut- A : - - " strover, and, avoiding
tered the boy. when the said bero has taken Ihe  Jaok's eve, he [-,r-;{-.upml
“there's no need for 1 L . , ’ toward one of the
me to give that, 1s credil ﬁfi“ a ph“';‘.i action be hasn’l boats. l
there #” ' i 3
“:‘lilunt decidedly,” done, And thal's the sorl ﬂf hero Ca‘?'i uti:h{\e".l‘];‘f l:i‘)fﬂﬂirq

“Well, it’s Clement . . ) with thorns. Somo
Smith, but——" Clew Smith s of the bluejackets

“And  your ad- and Marines, in their
dress?” L 1 _ . enthusiasm, had been

“I—er—I'm on my way to join the naval | having a whip-round, and the boisterous

training schools, sir,”

“By “Jove! 'Admiral Britton will be in-
tL[‘[‘bh d to hear that!”

Clem Smith gave a start, and turned
away, to sce Jack, pale of face, keenly re-
garding him. But what intention he had

of disclaiming all hand in the grounding of
the ferry-boat now left him,
he had always felt over the position the
other boy oceupicd in his uncle's affection
returned with overwhelming force,
Inwardly he squirmed to think of Jack

The 30:11011%1. :

corporal elbowed his way to Smith with a

Cap full of money,

“Here yvou are, matev,” he said. “Take
this with the best of luck from us all, and
here’s hopin' the ferry company come down
handsome as well!”

- “Sufferin’ Mike !” gulped Smith, redden.
ing. “‘I—I don't deserve that!”
Never did he speak a truer word,

dlﬂlnugll only oune lad aboard, other than

himself, knew it,
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Not for a moment was it in Smith’s
heart to take that monev, and he hurriedly
turned to get away. But the corporal
would not be put off so easily, and while
a bluejacket dragged open the side-pocket
of Smith’'s brown overcoat, he hastily
shovelled the silver and copper coins into it.

1 don’t want it, I tell you!” yelled Clem
Ssmith., *“Lemme alone!”

““A lad of the real kidney that!’’ remarked
a leading seaman approvingly, and pushed
Clem Smith, still protesting, down into the
boat. ‘“Now say no more about it, matey,
'‘cause 'ooman lives are worth more than a
few quids any day o’ the week!”

This last incident roused Jack almost to the
point of denouncing Barny’s eraven nephew.'
One thing only prevented him—that he him-
self would have to adopt the role of hero, a
thing from which he shrank as though from
the very plague itself. And, after all, the
truth must assuredly come out, for there was
one man who had clearly seen who it was
that had taken ihe wheel of the boat. Tha!
was the luckless skipper who had still been
unconscious when taken off to the destroyer,

The boat containing Clem Smith was the
first to reach the North Side, and Jack fol-
lowed in a later one. The cargo steamer,
IFFelsgap, bad dropped her hook farther out
in the harbour behind the sereen of mist, and
a boat from her had come back expecting to
pick up a few survivors, Meantime, she had
<ent wireless messages on different wave-
lengths through the ether, and one of these
had been picked up by Admiralty House
which had telephoned the news of the dizaster
to the ferry oflices, police and hospitals.

Thus alreadvy a erowd had gathered when
the ferry-boat passengers landed on the North
Side jetty, and Jack picked his way among
the excited throng i search of Clem Smith.

That worthy was nowhere to be seen, and
finally Jack took the tram for the short
journey to the naval training schools,

He alighted outside the great gates, where
a petty oflicer and a smart young sentry in
bluejacket’s uniform were on duty by a soit
ol little lodge. A big parade-ground stretched
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before himn, with a tall flagstaff, from which
the White Ensign floated, in the centre, and
bordered by the colourful fgureheads of
ancient ships.

Approaching the petty officer, Jack touched
his cap. |

“I've come to report, sir,” he said. '‘Jack
Gilbert.”’

“All serene, my lad,” said the petty oflicer.
“We've been expecting you. Your pal,
Smith, arrived about a quarter of an hour
back.”

Apparently nothing was known here of the
accident to the ferry-boat, and Jack held his
tongue while the P.O. summoned a messenger,

*Here, Jenkins,” said the petty oflicer to
the smart boy who appeared, ‘take this lad
to Petty Officer Teak in the Collingwood
Block. He's got that fellow, Smith, and some
other yvoung chaps in the New Entries’ dos-
mitory.”’

Jack followed his guide across the parade
ground, lle had passed the threshold of
H.M.S. Rampant. His heart beat fast with
a strange exultation, yet it seemed as though
a dark shadow lay across his path, In his
mind, like a portrait on a sensitized plate,
was the memory of that face he had seen
peering down upon him from the Felsgap’s
poop-deck,

The mouth of Clement Smith had been
effectually closed by Barny as to his past,
But if l.ew Bonner, the cracksman, were still
living, there would be no safety for him evew
in his new life in the Royal Navy!

Teak's Awkward Squad!
ACK GILBERT had little chance of
J noticing much about his new home as

he followed the smart young blue-
iacket, Jenkins, across the parade
ground. His guide went ‘‘at the double,”

and to avoid being left behind, Jack bad to
step hively, too.

The wide area of gravel, considerably
bigger than a foothall field, was bordered on
three sides by red brick buildings. On the
fourth side was the great entrance gato
throngh which Jack had passed, the guard-

the course of one night,

apparently to hiz doom,

alresh.

with his—Barny's—nephew,

both pass their tests, and are sent
Crossing by ferry on the way to the

Jack’s prompt action saves it from disaster,

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

JACK GILBERT, a cheery youngster of some fifteen years, has his whole career -:hmlgf_-d in
It happens when his rascally uncle, and his only living relative,

LEW BONNER, asks the boy to burgle a certain place,

which Bonner fulls through a trapdoor, and is swept away by an undergrouad stream—
Jack thereupon decides to jorget
ie tells his story to his only [riend,

BARNY MORLAND, who takes him under his wing.

- CLEM SMITH, a worthless individual, who hates Jack,
N to leave a sum of £2,000 to the one of them who acquits himself best in the Service.
to H.M.S.
sehool,
horrifled to see his uncle on this latter boat.

he finds that Clem Smith iz being lauded as the hero who saved the ferry boat!
(Now rcad on.)

Jack refuses. A fight ensues, in

the  sordid past and to start
Barny gets Jack to join the Narvy along

Barny tells the boys that he intends

They
Rampant, a training school at Porthaven.
the boat collides with a steamer. Jack is

Meanwhile the ferry is sinking, and only
He then swoons—and when he wakes up dgain
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rootn, the paymasters’ oflices, and a high
wall. A tall mast with a yard, with the
White LEnsign drooping through the mist,
was set in the middle of the ground. Just
within the entrance gates and at each corner
were Lighly coloured ornaments in the shape
of various figurcheads of the old “wooden
walls 7 of England. .

Some bovs in bluecjacket’'s uniform, with
poaiters and armed with rifles and bayonets,

wero drilling under a petty oflicer, Their
cfliciency was proclaimed by the metallic

snap of their armes to cach clear-cut order,

Two ollicers—one a commander with three
gold rings of lace round kis sleeves—emerged
irotn @ building, and the messenger jerked
his head to one side and saluted. Jack
yuickly lifted his cap.

Smartness was in the air of the Rampant—
and 1t was contagious.

The guide briskly entered a block of build-
ings which bore the name “ Collingwood "'—
similar blocks were nameoed after othier famous
admivals:  Nelson, Drake, Denbow and
KKeppel.  The lad glanced into a  small
dormitcry, and then ushered Jack out of the
building again.

‘LPetty Oflicer Teak isn't bere,” Jenkins
said. “Hang on a minute, and I'll find out
where he 1s."’

Left to hunself, Jack gazed about hLim,
and suddenly saw Clement Smith, who had
arrived shortly before him, emerge from a
<tore with two or three bars of vellow eoap
in his arms. On Smith's face was a curious
expression, and his eyes glanced to the right
hund and to the left, as though seeing if the
coast were clear.  ‘'I'hen, without noticing
Jack himself, he furtively sidled round the
brick wall of the store, which was set apart
from the main buildings,

Jack's eves narrowed.

“What the thump’s he up to now ?”
his wondering thought,

Impelled by a fresh suspicion of the lad
whom he knew to be a rotter, Jack walked
across to the store and looked round the
corner.  And there was Ciem Smith, kneel-
ing on a bed of mould containing a few
shrubs, the soap by his side, and vigorously
scraping out a small hole in the ground near
to the side wall with his fingers., The sus-
picions which had entered Jack's mind grew
stronger, and they were confirmed entirely
when Smith took a bundle, made up of his
erubby  handkerchief, from his pocked,
dropped it with a clink into the hole, and
hastily seraped the mould over it.

It was just as he was doing this that he
beeame aware of Jack's presence.

“Ow ! he gasped, so startled as to fling
himself almost upright. “Wh-what the
dickens do you mean by sneaking up like
that ?”

Jack looked him straight in
face.

“I walked over to see what
doing with my money,” he said.

T'he colour flooded hack in Smith's cheoks,

“What are you Dblatherin' about, you

wis

Liis paliid

YOu were
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P * he demanded.  “I've got no
aibs of youls,

“You oty nad ten shillings pocket-mioney
from old Barny,”’ he said, "0 L s pose 1'm
rigut an sayving those dibs e the handker-
coiet were  suwscribed by the  terey  pas-
alngers.

“slind your own bizny !’

"1t s very much my business, as you'll jolly
soon learn,” Jack exclauued, growlng imore
wmdirnant. " Those dibs are woat were sub-
seribed  after the wreck of the ferry and
handed over to you by thut corporal of
Martues,”

“Well, what 1f they are?” growled Smith.
“They were subseribed for me and I eouldn't
very well give 'em back, could I¢"

Jack stepped close to him and spoke in a
quieter, colder toune,

“Thet money,” he pointed out, “was sub-
scribed for the fellow who shoved the ferry-
boat into the sand on Pilots’ Bank., And
as I happened to be at the wheel when the
skipper was knocked out, and you were beat-
ing vour giddy head in sheer funk on the
deck below the bridge, the money, strictly
speaking, belongs to me. I don't mind your
taking the praise for shoving the ferry on
the sandbank—if it pleuses vou to act the
beastly hypocrite—but I'm hanged if you're
going to bag the booty!”

“You frabjous chump!" spluttered Smith,
trembling with  anger. “The dibs wero
shoved into my hands, and what the dickens
else could I do with them except push 'em

&y Wi

underground in a safe place?

“Why "

""(Cause we're just to be kitted up, fat-
nead! The people here don't know I've got
this “brass’; if they did they'd nobble the
money, I expect, and dole it out in driblets.
So I'm stowing it awayv, and later on I—I
mean, we—can rake 1t out and have a jolly
cood bust-up,”

The withering look in Jack’s eves showed
his contempt for the cad.

“Jolly thoughtful of vou,"” he commented.
“Ilow much 1s there?"

“Seven pounds, fifteen shillings and four
pence,” answered Smith, “I counted it
afore coming in. Some rotter had put in a
dud florin, but I chucked that away.”

Precisely at that moment a boyish voice
from gomewhere by the Collingwood block
called Jack's name—and, amlarmed again,
Smith hastily scraped the mould over the
money with his boot, and grabbed the bars
of vellow soap.

“I'll _have more to sar to vou later,”
snapped Jack, as he quickly turned awav,

“Here, my lad,” said Jenkins, the young
bluejacket, as soon as Jack doubled back to
the Collingwood block, “what the dickens
d'you mean by pushing off? Where've vou
been " )

“I saw a mate of mine,” Jack said, indi-
cating Smith hurrvine away from the store
“the fellow I came down here with.”

“Take myv tip.,” Jenkins snorted, “and
when one of your betters tells you to stav

sy
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anywhere or do anythin’, carry out your
giddy orde s,
enjoy yourself at this place—sec?
way "

Together they trotted round to the back
of the block and entered what proved to be
the ante-room to a compartment that con-
tained four =separate baths. IHere were
several other awkward-looking lads of about
Jack's own age, in civilian clothes, and a

broad-shouldered petty officer, who was ad-

C'ome thig

dressing himself to Clem Smith, who had
just returned with the yellow soap.

“Ten minutes to draw soap from the
‘ pusser ' | the petty officer was hooting.

Bitterly Jack watched Smith being chaired
by the cheering bluejackets. It was he
who should be getling the cheers, not
Smith., And then he reddened as he saw
the keen eves ol Petty Officer Teak regard-

ing him euriously. ‘* Here, what’s the
matter with you, my lad—jealous 2 »
demanded the P.O.
“Two minutes I gave you, my lad! You
may have crawled around at home, but

youw're in the Navy now—and, tar me, youw've
got to jump to it—jump to it, my lad!”

With that, Petty Officer Teak, in charge of
the new entries, turned and swept Jack with
one comprehensive look of his keen grey
ey oS,

[mmediately Jack had a horrid feeling
that there was a great deal wrong with him-
self.  As though by some magic conveyed
in that glance, Jack became aware of several
things which had not troubled him before.
His boots were wretchedly dirty, although
tho weather and not himself was to blame
for this; a top button of his waistcoat was

Otherwise, chum, you won't |

undone; the tie Barny Morland had bought
for hint was all askew; his cap was pulled
too much down on his forchead.. And as ho
became startling aware of these imperfecticns
in dress Jack shuffled his feet uncasily.
ITe expected a sharp reprimand, but when
the petty officer spoke his voice held the
benevolent tone of a father welecoming a son.
“You were a long time getting here,
Gilbert,” he remarked. "Did you miss your
mate, Smith, afrer vou landed from tho
ferry 2"
“Y.yos, sip]"

s-ammered Jack, wondering

exactly what he ought to do with his hands.
“T must have caucht the tram after him.”

The petty officer dismissed Jenkins, and
] a fatherly hand on Jack’s shoulder,
asherved him aeross to the rest of the awkward
squad. The trifling informality made him
feel happier. |

“Now, my lads,” said Petty Officer Teak,
addressing all the new arrivals, “you’re
a’comin’ with me to draw your kit, after
which you’re each going to have a nice barf”

Until Jack’s arrival he had been
the lads the new entries’ quarters. Now he
marshalled the boys—:ome fairly smartly-
dressed and others rather ragged and divty—
into the semblance of order and led the way
to the outfitting stores. During the next
hour or so the lads were drawing uniform

by 1TLErE

showing
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in the way of serge jumpers, trousers, caps, )
blue-ribbed wvests and underclothes, some of
which thiey took to the ante-voomn of the
baths. The rest of their new kit, including
about a hundred other articles such as jack-
kunifte, hair brush, comb, blankets, sports
wear, ditty-box, and many other things, they
toolk to the small new entries’ dormitory.
Two books also were given each boy—the
Prayver Book and Seamanship Manual
volume 1.

Never in his life had Jack owned so many
clothes or boots or so many articles of
totlet. Nor had most of the other boyvs
with him. After this each boy had to take
a bath, and to one or two of them perhaps
this was the most novel feature of their
initiation into the Royal Navy.

The civilian clothes of the bora were
collected and taken away, and each lad had
to don uniform minus, however, the white
lanyard and black silken scarf of full-dress
wear.

And there they stood—the awkward squad
agait-—in loose blue jumpers and legs en-

cased in the rough serge, bell-bottomed
trousers, gazing sheepishly from one to
another and scarce able to control their

wmirth,

“"Tar me, you look more like real sailors
now, my lads!” chuckled P.O. T'cak. * Let's
hope you're going to start in with real
enthusiasm to earn the ninepence a day the
Admiralty are kind enough to pay vou while
you're learnin’ to become sailors.” A bugle
sounded from somewhere without. “Tea!"
announced the petty oflicer.

Jack, Clem Smith and the other New
Lotries, with faces "shining like the morn,”
and feeling more awkward than ever in their
new naval rig, shuflled after the P.O. to
their separate mess. And what a meal they
got! Lashings of steaming hot tea with milk
and sngar, bread and real butter, and slices
of fine rich fruit cake.

One boy, hitherto used to “door-steps”
aund margarine for tea at home, kept mumb-.
ling his gratification. All proved that in the
nmess  they could more than hold their
own with the most senior boys the
establishment |

W

in

Blushing Honours !
HEN the last erumbs of fruit ecake
had vanished there sounded the
brazen notes of the bugle again.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Petty Officer | ! .
' stand his name is to go forward for the eold

Teak in surprise.,  “That's the call for
divisions!"”
A smarl young Marine arvived at the

Collingwood block.

“"The admival’s arrived with his staff,” lLe
atnnounced breathlessly, “and the
says you're to parade the new entries with
the rest.”

“Aye, ave!” answered Teak.

Out on the big parade ground, the various
terins of boys were dressing into line in
theiv various classes. Petty Officer Teak fell

captain |
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in his awkward squad on the extrema left,
Thien from the direction of the officers’ mess
there appeared Admiral Sir John Rodney
Britton, accompanied by Captain Hedworth
Orr, officer commanding the training estab.
lishment, two members of the admiral's
personal staff, and various other officers.

The admiral and the captain, followed by
their imposing retinue, inspected the boys,
who stood motionless to attention. As the
great man paused beside him Jack wished
that the ground would open and let him
through out of sight. Though the last kindly
words spoken to him by the admira!l were
still elear in his mind, he could not eliminato
the remembrance of that dive into the Port-
haven train when he had clumped his augusi
superior under the ear.

The inspection over, the admira! took up
his position before the assembled boys, the
other officers grouped about him.

He cleared his throat.

“A smart turn-out, boys,” he commented
“I am much gratified to find the same
standard of smartness during a surprise visit
to the Rampant as on my last formal mspec-
tion. While here, I have a pleasant duty
to perform—to extend my appreciation to u
new shipmate of vours, Bov Clement Smith.”

He turned and addressed some remark to
a chief petty officer behind the iilustrious
group.

“Boy Clement Smith!" bawled the C.P.O.
“Six paces forward—march!"

To Clement Smith it was as though a bomb-
shell had exploded on the parade ground.
His feet, now shod in “pusser's crabs"—
regulation boots—seemed glued to the
cround; his jaw sagred and his eves goggled.

By a brilliant mancuvre Petty Ofhcer
Teak got behind him and drove a set of
mahoguny knuckles into the small of his
back.

“Six paces forward—shiver your eyxes!”
muttered Teak in a hoarse whisper.

And Clement Smith, to his utter consterna-
tion, found himself out there awav from
the awkward squad, the cynosure of all eyes.

In a few erisp words the admiral explained
what had happened earlier that day in Port-
haven Harbour—how the ferry, crowded with
passengers, had been ent down, and how bv
the coot courage and brilliant presence of
mind of one boy the stricken boat had been
grounded safely on the Pilots’ Bank.

“That heroic boy stands before vou all,”
the admiral said in conclusion. “1 under-

medal for life-saving, He has well earned
it, and well may you all be proud of your
new shipmate.”

IHe beckoned Clem Smith toward Lim, and
the boy shufled forward as thouzh in a
dream. '

If, since arrival in the Rampant, Smith
had considered making a clean breast of
evervthing and passing the honours of the
eallant feat to Jack, who had won them,
| there was now no such tdea 1a his mind.

-
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Not that Smith wanted the honours—far)

from :t His dull mind was a welter of
confusion. Not before the admiral, captain,
and all these fellows could he make the

dramatic announcement that he was & hum-
bug, and the boy he hated the hero.

Still in a dream, he felt the admiral’s
hand close over his and heard the remarvk:
“T shall watch with close interest your career
in the Bervice, my boy,” clear-cut throuch
the thunder of cheers which suddenly burst
out., Utterly dazed, he staggered back to
the awkward squad of new entries; the
exuberant '~h{}|1h'l”’ was silenced, the captain
called for cheers for the ml;mraI which were
heartily given; the great man and his stalf
left by the main gates, and the parade broke
up. .
Immediately there was a genoral rush for
Smith. He found himself flung shoulder
high on a yelling crowd of amart young blue-

'wi cts of the senior termns,
“Ow! Yoo-ooh!” he gasped. “C-cut it

out ! Lemme down |
s'help me I didn't!”

" Busky! Buskyl Good old Busky!”

The unwilling “hero ” looked round in be-
wilderment—they seemed to be cheering
comeone clse, _

yut no; he speedily discovered that Busky
had been promptly selected for him as a
nick-name. A fellow called Smith on join-
ing the Navy invariably becomes saddled
with either Busky, CGunboa t. Darky, Shoey,
or Smudger, ant as Nobby is tacked to the
=ikl E3s IJJ{. :*L"lll!l.':'- "'r"rl'-l ]J’I*.I'
Rhodes, Pichner to Martin, and so on,

Among the cheering crowd, Jack stood
sitent, and he reddened as he saw the keen
grey eyes of Petty Officer Teak regarding
hiim rllli{ﬂhh’

“*Here, what’s the matter with you,
lad—jealous?” he dem: m:la.d “QGive
pal a cheer—be a sport!”

Jack opened his mouth, but the cheer stuck
in his throat, and fortunately tho notes of
the bhugle brought an end to the riotous de-
monstration.  Much dishevelled, Smith was
lowered from the lusty young shoulders ol
the boys of the Hlmpnm and Petty Ofhcer
Teak marshalled his awkward -,qnad again
and took them to the dormitory.

Here he showed them how to sling their
hammocks, which were issued - in the Ram-
pant, unhike two of the other training estub-
lishments elsewhere, and also taught them
how to lav out their blankets for their beds,

By the time they had domne this, the bugle
went {or supper, and even Clem Smith, or
Busky, as he was dubbed, brightened con-
siderably at the sight of the steaming cocoa,
bread, breast of mutton, and roast potatocs

So strange a noture had he that when he
had again well lined his interior with the
good things, he was feeling quite t}wurrul
nhmlt that unexpected ceremony conducted
H.F the admiral,

After all, why shouldn't he take advantage
of the -ufuatmr- as Jack Gilbert so obviously

(C'ontinued on nert page.)

I didn’t do nothin’,
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aid not desire to vaunt himself? It wasn't
his fault they kept cheering him, and it was
pleasant to feel that the affair, which as-
suredly would get into the later editions of
the evening papers in London, would much
please Barny Morland, And after all, by
fasw means or foul, he must make sure of
that £2,000 saved by his uncle.

That night, after Jack and the other new
eutvies had gone to sleep in their strange
beds, Busky remained awake. Iis popularity
would make his life easier here in the Ram-
pant, he believed, und he finally closed his
eves in the blissful belief that an ideal time
was in store for him—little knowing what
thhe morrow would bring forth!

Busky's True Colours!

6~ HOW a leg! Show a leg! Tumble
out, my hearties!”
Uncertain of the effects of the

bugle on his slecping squad, Petty
Officer Teak, with fatherly consideration,
came carly on the following morning to sce
them out of their hammocks,
linking their eyes, the boys rolled from
the strange swinging beds and donned their
serge uniforms to begin in carnest the new
life in the Navy,

Tho cooks brought in cocoa and biscuits
which the new entrics had in their own smail
111055-TOO!I.

“That breakfast was a bit of all right, ebh,
mates?"” remarked one boy from a poor part
of Porthaven. “That’s a jolly sight more
than I ever got at 'ome.”

IFeeling warmed up, they went out to the
chill of the early morning for an hour’s drill
and excrcises from Petty Officer Teak., At
the end of that time, the bugle sounded
and Teak dismissed them back to their mess-
oo,

“Breakfast now, my lads!” he ennounced.

MLummy ! gurgled the Porthaven boy.

Again they got their legs under the table,
and great steaming pots of coffee were set
on the board with stacks of bread and mar-
garine and two poached eggs on toast for
cvery bov.

The lads were delighted, Jack no less than
tho others. As for Clem Smith, otherwise
Busky—he was even more glad than on the
previous night that he had joined the Navy.

In an hour's time, after his own breal-
fast, .0, Teak took chargze of them once
move.

“You lads are in luck,” he stated. *'In
myv voung davs in the service, we used to
get weevily biscuits and salt horse.  Still,
that grub will do you good—make men of
vou., Now fall in outside, and we'll go
along to the baths for your swimming test,”

These baths, about thirty vards long and
fifteen across, were 1n a building by itsell,
with a high glass roof, and the new boxvs
were to leara later that there was also an
open aie pool for use in the summer,

The boys donned glips, had a shower and a
wash first, and each in turn had to prove his
ability in the water while an officer and =
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physical instructor made notes. Jack ao-
uttted himself creditably, but after a length,
usky showed signs of *“bellows to mend.”

The swiniing test over Petty Officer Teal
took the squad back to the dormitory and
give them a fatherly talk on the general
routine of the training school.

“And now, my lads!” he said in conclu-
sion, “I'm going to take you to meet the
headmaster.”
“Crumbs!” mumbled Busky and one or
iwo of the other boys.

““ And after that, the chaplain.”

“*Lommy !

“Then the doctors.”

“Ooooh !

“Finally, the dentists!”

”Oh, h(‘!p:”

The headmastcr, Gregory "Anslow, proved
an elderly gentleman of the tvpe one would
expect to find in the best Public schools. He
spoke kindly to the boys, sympathised with
Jack and DBusky when they explained they
were orphans, and made it clear to all tho
lads that he had their welfare at heart, Next
they visited the chaplain, in his little office
adjoining the schools' church. He, too, was
pleasant, and carnestly hoped that any boy
in a difficulty would come to him for advice.

Tho wvisit to the surgeon-commandcr and
his lieutenants was not so satisfactory from
the lads’ point of view, In turn they wero
examined and punched about the surgery.

“That's all, petty officer,” said the sur-
geon-commander cheerfully,  “To-morrow
we'll vaccinate the lot of 'em."”

“Aye, aye, sir,” answered P.0O. Teak, as
cheerfully. *“Now for the dentisis!”

The Rampant had excellent dental
surgeries, with  white-clad surgcons and

orderlies in attendance.
One after the other the new entries had to

go through the mill. Their teeth wero
examined, and some of the bowys had to
suffer extractions.

After a ginger-haived boy had  been

attended to, Busky was beckoned to the chair.
while Jack stood by still awaiting his turn,

“Al, you're the boy who saved the ferry!”
remarked the chief dental officer. ““Just open
yvour mouth, sonuy.”

Giripping thie chair with both hands, BDusky
oblized.

“Very bad
the ofhicer.

Hoe applied a silvery instrument sharply to
one of Busky’s molars,

Tap!

“Yarooogh!"

Surprised, the dental officer again uplifted
his instrument—and Busky almost  hurled
himself backwards out of the chair.

“Yoops! Lemme alone! It hurts!
my g-giddy aunt!”

The officers and orderlies present gazed
at Busky in blank surprise. They had not
expected this boy—this hero—io behavo in
such a cowardly way

(Anather exciting instalment of this fine

teeth, I'mn afraid,” muttered

Oh,

gerial next week, chums.)
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new name better. If it will mollify you at
all, I'd like to add that I personally prefer

to print it a week or two after the ’ru"lpt of

 yvour letter, as you gequested, but lots of
other readers’ photos were awaiting their
turn before vours. It pleases me 10 know

Reg to Rex. It's more pally. I can’t even
attempt to reply to uml letters in the Old
Paper (unless the Id um' consents, for one
week, to drop out the story altogether), but

pleasure out

I continue 1o get qtm. a lot of
' call

of perusing vour “missiles.” as wvou
them in vour jocular way. So, if vour iyvpe-
writer isn't vet worn out., carry on! OUne
dav vou'll be a prolific storv writer, or
jD‘-H‘!tiilIrﬁT. mark mv words,
= * »
Thanks for j.'um‘ excellent " Nelson Lee

Crossword Puzzle Bernard Kgan (Dublinl,
I should like to thbhah it on thh page. with
the Kditor's permission, but just now there
1sn’t the space. But I shan’t forget it.

L] £

Here is the infermaiion wvou require—
Walter F. Gough (Leicester): Study No. 4
shelters Sessue Yakama only—in the Modern
House. Study No. 14, in the East House, is
shared by Julian Clifton and Robert
Simmons. Studies 18, 19 and 20, in the East
House, are still empty., These are the full

names yvou want: HORACE  Crowe,
GEORGE Webh, ALBERT Crook, LOUIS

| or two's time.

that I have such enthusiastic readers as vou

.in those parts of the world which are not so

generallv  known. Of course, everybody
knows the Siraits Settlements, 'rmt the
average individual scarcelv believes that the
Old Paper makes its way i.hn':r‘&', Yet 1 know
for a fact that we have lots of readers n
Singapore. In fact, the Old 1‘1|nr coes to
places as far apart as China and Equatorial
Africa and British Guiana.
+* * ®

I hope you're still alive—Harry Slater

(Nelson)—s0o that you can read about the

Frank’s fellows in Blackpool 1n a week
I'm quite sure that yvou won't
wattine for thu

St

be bent double with age,
event. as vou snggest,

- - -
The title of the last storv 1in "rlw U}d_
Qeries— F. P. Salmon (Hacknev) — was
“H:s.ml}: Round-up.” Tt was No. 568.

Enoch Snipe is in Study No. 15 in the East

Houze. with Merreil and Marriott. The
Hon. Doi.az Singleton is in Study N in the
West Honze with Hussi Ranjit Lal Khan.
4
-
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D e g Sydney Nock, 4. Adrian Steeet, Mostor,
Manchester, waut= to hear frdfin readers keer

¢ " T
: GUHRESPUNDENTS WANTED U”H?iifll";..-lr: -ii’];;i.“c‘c‘.'ﬂ. lai~row  Park Roarl,

I Plaistow, London, E.13, wunt- correspondents
K+e-tt>rtttrssesstsessestseX | i Kuoland, Australia, Routh Africa and New
 Zealand., ' v & -

3 ' B | " Ll f - ) .
\"1':}'1“' 11“{"”“"“ g’dﬁ ] {)n;” hllt‘ L, 1 e | \l‘]l"“"& ]*. Iaf.".‘. "'.1I“J ]ii"‘ bl B ICL ]1”{1{1':“_1:*(}!'..
L ~ 1t - - - g : r. o
it 2 |PI|]:,” . {I].tdE,. I ﬂ?{ti] ,\- ::I‘ca1 1 J.I-III; [”.} | "'l.ill“,"h i\\ L.‘ \" lh“:}t'a“a‘ . ‘Il'iﬁil.!p‘; o oo
Lespondeni~ 1 ndie, B, R, | vespond with virl readers: a ses 14-16.
|

Jarnaica., Cuba, ITolland, 1rance, Tasmania, i
‘ I ; : Charles TL. Nicholson. Onewa Road, Novih

amd the South Sea Izslands.  Interested nl : _
readineg, walking, posteard collecting, tennis, ' cote, Avckland, New Zealand, wizhes to cor
. i respond  with “readers in_ the . British Isles,

™ Gt .-"'».i‘-‘n;'”, 45}_ J:m-]“_.]t,_\. Road., West. Sustralin, Sonth Africa. [.;Htmiil,*:\vw YART

] - - a T-: il r LI
bury Parvk. Bristol, want~ N.L.L.. new sernc- land, and U.8.AL

Geollvey Cookson, Tyndale House, Tynedals ! Jack  Burgoyne, 108, Heald  Grove,
Park. Herne Bay, would ¢:charge mandoline, | Rushoinie, "Manchester, warits back number-

i case and in good condition, with home | T I Wlevkes, 8 Wi h e, Leaming.

?

. [ . i -r.a-l e E 1 ’-1;.‘ 5 - i
tutor, for N.L.L., old sevies, 500 564 inel | ton Spa, wishes to l'U]]l"‘}lJ'LrE with a reader

Ll bin South America: age J.FJ 17.

s N pe TRy T iy I | : . .
] 'J‘II‘ !It ' 1Et].l{;..!i‘.l, LLI;I..fL 1“ l](llE ll ' I |I.[i i H(J“.Iii!ll [ UI!'-‘. 5 {” ‘=1J'|.II_‘|. l!']lrl( o rHJII'h..-
wad,  Stretford, wants corvespondentsin Romerset, wishes 1o correspond with readers

British Isles, France and Tlolland, ey, P

¢ T o 18 !t I T A Nichols,  Cypros.” “Mentmore  Road.
ld' L:“.IHH "I i gl 5,5 W I\::{II‘[ 5} _n‘._ Linslade, Bueks, wizhes to hear from readers
UDRRESMERE, =~ LilGhy, TRORE  Sacie TG Cliee, halis US.A. sad Buylioul s

numbers. old series, before 112, aund ninet- | . 5 A s k.
jn':ll

" - - : “ il ’ ¥, “ Y., i : i
sev e desties between 183 and 446, l‘{f" lhﬂ"';-'-““l ‘Ef‘”‘_“" }"l‘”d',a ! 1.1”1"“ et
% . Lz e ot alal i, InaGl Wises 1o Loay
D. 8. Benee, 12, Prianrose Terrace, Mau ; gy

wingham, Bradford, Yorks, wints to lew from stamp collectors, o
gt B g ™ R. W. Denstead, 4, Westorhield Re ad, Soud
[..J .val'n‘nii. 4 j:l]ilhjlt Hnilrf (']H”IHHH | [U\Ht”h”':“‘lLE[:"“dﬂn’ N“lﬁ. g lq{}n h”“»‘*ﬁ"_!
Lﬂndnn S.W.4., requives members for af i vl - ol etk i -l s
weling elub, aeo "about 1518, lave iu, o
sl 40 lap ham essential.  Either sex accepied,
o foll ;...u..tl!mu wpply Toesday. Thuarsday
o Freday atter seven o'clock; Mouday or
Wednesday ofter nine o'clock,
Cecil Riceken, 6, Anuadale Street. Beifast

(Autrim Road), wishes: to hear from reader- : . ot
i hiis distriet who would help him to form o | CHCC club and to hear from readers —especially

cliubiz wants {o exchange back nuimnbees and @ YYErstas. : :

stittngs, : Fied Blakeborough, Jun., 38, St. Muwy's
B, Moe=hall, 14, Durnford Street, New © Field, High Choreh, Morpeth, - Northuher-

Bastord,  Nottingham,  elfers, 200 hacle land, would like to hear: from veaders: also

nutbers; also wuants a football correspoudent | from Jack H. Watts of Detront,

RS —

album, - AR = :

J. 1. Rerehiford. 178, Niuth Avenue, Pert!
Western Australia, wuant= N.L.L. new. serie-
1. 2 4, & 7, B Il 15. 18 25, &1, 32 5%

i Sra

-

: 35, 88, 41.
Leslie C. Idens. 27, Church Street, St.
[chbe's, Oxford, wants 1o join a correspond

in Southend, Will W, K. 1. Macilrath send his address
F. Gile~, 76, Tewkesbury Road. Chelten- 1o Perey Weiner 28, John Campbell Roadd,
ham, Glos, wants to hear from readers. 1 Dalston. London, N.167 G

£ M. M [']¢==_5!;', f‘;lnn:‘fﬁh{y} =ixth _\u-.-mrn:." A. Bowie. 8. John {'Eer]!]:H'“ HH;HL.E[J‘QE
Joslin, South Australla, wunts correspourdents Sureel, Kingsland, London., N.16, want. .
in England and Ameriea, hear from a club in his lnr-ulil}'.
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BOYS (ages 14- 19) WANTED"
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or CANADA, AUSTRALIA and NEW 8 4y onnkeations for Advertising Spaces
LEALAND, l arm training, outlit, assisted ¢ in this publication shouid be addressed
passages provided.  The Salvation Army | a2 {9 the Advertisemen: Manager, “ 'l:hB
keeps in touch with bovs after Scttle- | a Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetway

ment in (e Dominions. Make nmnuh ltt" " House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

applicaticn —fthe Branch Manager, 3, Upper | Y

Thames Street, London, E.C.4. ] o W
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