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NELSON LEE LIBRARY,

THREE-HALFPENGE

é; Match

—

A Story of School and Detective Adyenture at St. Frank’s College,
introducing NELSON LEE, NIPPER, and the Boys of St. Frank's.
By the Author of ‘ The Match of Destiny,” ‘ The Fateful Fifteenth,’’
Y“The Brand of the Twin Stars,”” and many other Stirring Tales.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NiPPER.)

CHAPTER I.
WELCOME VISITORS!
Q00D old Jerry !

§<
G ““ Bravo!"
“ Good man:’

Jerry Dodd, of the Remove
at St. Frank’s. smiled as he came down
the steps of the Ancient House.” Thcse
tshouts, and many others of a similar
nature, rcached his eavs from all parts
of the Triangle. Jerry was accustomed
to it, but he could not help feeling
rather elated at the way 1 which his
school-fellows wero honouring: him.

For two days past, the Australian
junior had heen the hero of St. IFrank’s
—the one fellow of importance in the
whole school. And he was not only

lionised by tho juniors, but by the
geniors, too. The fifth and sixth
frankly acknowledged Jerry Dodd’s

amazing superiority,

Of course, it concerned crickel. No
matler whuat kind of a duffer Jorry
was at lessons, no maltter whera he
came €rom, he was the most astound-
ing cricketer that St. Frank’s had ever
possessed. And. berause of his per-
formances, the famous old school wasz
being talked of throughout the country.

So it was hardly surprising that Jerry
was admired by all and sundry. FHis
great performance in Lhe charity match
at Bannington had opened all eyas. For
Jerry Dodd, a schoolboy of fifteen, had

{Mr. Dodd was overjoyed

played havoc with the famous Ilasishire
County Eleven, captained by (he re-
nowned county crickeler, J. M. Keen.

During that match, Jerry had done
things which would have been regarded
as impossible. He had, in fact, toyed
with the professionals with the greatest
possible coolness and ease. They could
do nothing wilh him. Both at bowling
ana batting he had them “ beat to a
frazzle,”” as Ifarman, of the Remove,
put 1it,

It happened that Jerry's uncle, Mr.
William Dodd, was staying al .Sl
Frank’s at the time, and he had
wilnessed his nephew’s exhibition of
clever cricket. And Uncle Bill was a
highly unportant personagé—being, in
fact, a member of the picked Australian
claven now touring in England.

It ts almost unnecessary to say thal
with Jerry.
Ho had always had great faith in the
junior; but this match had brought
out qualities which even Uncle Bill had
not quite expected.

The whole school was &till talking
about that match. In Llhe studies, in
the passages, out in the Triangle—it
didn’t matter where, groups of fellows
wero galhered together chalting, And
in nine cases out of ten the subject
under discussioh was cricket. nd
Jerry's name was bound to crop up in
the course of these confabulations.

Handforth was as eloquent as usual.
With Church and McClure a3 an
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audience, he had been holding forth
at some length. Church and McClure,
of course, were obliged to listen; they
could hardly get out of it.

“ My princiPlﬁ ia to give credit where
credit 13 due!’ said Handforth. firmly.
** And_you can’t get away from the fact
that Doddy 1is . just about the Ilunit
when it comes to a question of cricket.
He ain’t human, by George!”’

** Rats!”" exclaimed Church, for the
sake of somelthing to say. ' Ho's
human enough; but he happens to be
clever., Cricketers like Dodd- aren’t
made—they’re born! No amount of
practice could turn out such a player!”

'This was a subject for 2zgument, and

.Handforth, who loved an argument
better than his meals, seized upon it at
once. .

““Oh, that’'s rot!” he declared.

'“ Sheer, unadulterated pitlle!”
‘“ Look here——"'

“ Don't interrupt!”’ said Hand[orlh,.

frowning. “You make out that
cricketers like Dodd can’t be made?
‘I'hat’s absolulely preposterous. 1It's all
a question of practice, iny sons! Just
that and nothing else! If a fellow
chooses to set himself to it, he can do
any old thing. TFor examnple, if I liked
lo go into cricket whole-heartedly, I
cordd beat Jerry at his own blessed

gamo!”’

*“Oh, of course!” said McClure
veadily. ‘* But we're talking -about
ordinary people, Ilandy—not about
marvellous wonders of your sort. |
You’re capable of anything—par-

ticularly in the talking line.”

Handforth looked suspicious.

‘“¥f you’re rotting—'' he began.

“ Rotting?"’ repeated McClure inno-
cently. ' What on earth put that idea
into your hoad? Everybody knows
what a wonderful chap you are, Handy.
Bul there's just one little thing I'd like
to know. How is it that Jerry Dodd
can play like this and he’s had hardly
any praclice at all?”’

ITandforth- stared.

‘* Hardly any practice?”’ he repeated.
‘“Why, he’s been playing against Helm-
ford and Bannington—-"'

““Yes, and so have you,”” put in
Church Pointcdly. ‘“ Not oply that,
but you've been practising at other
times, and Doddy’s been swotting away
at his books in his study. According
to your argument, IHandy, you ought

to-play abont bix times as well as Dodd,
because you’ve had six times as much
practice.’

Handforth regarded Ljis chumns wither.
ingly.

‘“ What’s the good of talking to you
chaps?’ he asked, wilh a hopeless
gesture. I might just as well go up
to the giddy fountain and start jawing
at it. At any rate, it wouldn’t make
any fatheaded remarks!”

‘“ It wouldn’t be bored stiff, ecither!”
murmured Church.

i Eh?,' .

‘“ Oh, nothing!”

“If you think you can say things
like that, you’ro mistaken!” roared
Handforth, pushing up his sleeves.

‘“‘If you want to say anything. why
can't yon say it, instcad of mumbling?
I''m going to punch your nose as a
lesson !"’

Church dodged, knowing what was
coming. DBut, unforlunately, he per-
formed this action a trifle too soon,
and Handforth was ready for it. Hoe
altered the direction of his blow, and
Church received a punch fully in the
centre of his chest; and not on his
nose, as Handforlth had inlended.

‘; Yaroooh!”’ howled Church desper-
ately.

He went stag‘._;ering backwards, lost
his balance, and fell sprawling., The
Study D trio had beon talking near the
gateway, and Church fell right in the
centre of the two great stone posts.

And, at that very second, a power-
ful touring car turned swiftly into tho
Triangle.

The whole thing happened within &
second, and could not possbly bo
avoided. Those in the car believed the
gateway to be clear. Then Church fell
sprawling right in the path of the on-
coming vehicle.

It was impossible to swerve without
crashing into the gateway--- and,
indeed, there was no time to swerve,

McClure gave n scream as he saw
what was taking place. Then the big
car' ran completely over the prostratoe
junior, and it did not come to a stand-
still until it had travelled another five
vards. The brakes had been applied
with all force, the sleel-studded treads
tearing up the gravel fiercely. |

‘“ Good Heavens!’ gasped Handforth,

as pale as a sheet.
‘“Church—-he's been killed!” shouted



THE TEST MATCH TRIUMPH

. McClure shakily. * You—ywyou rotler,

Handy! It was your fault!”
" I—T dida't know——"-"

Handlorth broke off, nearly choking.
e couidn’t see things clearly, and he
felt dazed. IYellows were running up
from all parts of the Triangle,_nng the
three men in the car were leaping out.
The juniors didn’t even know who thoy
weore—{hey had no eyes for the visitors,
They were thinking solely of Church.

Pilt and DeValerie and one or two
others fell to the ground and gazed
under Lhe car, hardly daring to look
closely, for fear of what they would sec.
Church would be there—mangied up——
_“It’s all right. you chaps—don’t be
silly asses!’ maid Church breathlessly.
‘ II:'."wus all I{andforth’s fault for bifling
mo !

The juniors gasped and swung round,
Church appeared from beohind the car,
walking rather unsteadily, bnt perfoctl
whole. He was dusty and dis evellecf:
and red in the face.

“ Ain’t you killed?” panled Hand-

forth.
‘“Not quite!’ said Church, glaring.
£ But that's not your fault!” .

“ But—but how did you escape?”’
roared McClure, grabbing Church Dby
the arm and gasping with relief. *' Qh,

my ﬁoodness! I—I thought—--""'
"By Gad! You young bounders!™
exclaimed one of the men. who hail

climbed out of the car. *“ You gave
me a most lerrific scare-—I got the wind
up friﬁhtfully!”

“Why, it’s Lord-
shouted I’itt eagerly.

‘“ Oh, welcome to St. I'rauk’s, sivi”

““ Good old Dorrie!”

Lord Dorrimore frownedl.

‘“ Never mind about me,”” he said.
‘““ What about this youngster? Oh, it's
you, Church. T['ve met you plenty of
times. YIl be awfully obliged if you'll
just explain  why you thought il
necessary to fall down in the middle of
the gateway?”’

“T dido't!" exclatmed Church :holly.
“ Tt was Handforth——"

‘“ That’s right. sir,”” said Handforlh,
pushing forward. *I—I didn't know
that your car was just coming in. You
50C, f'punchcd Church, and he fell over.
I'm awfully sorry—it might have Dleen
terribly serious.’”’

“T can't understand why it wasn’l,
"by gad!’ said Dorrie. o
¢ Oh, that's easy cnough, sir,” ex-

Dorrimore ™

| and lec

' “ Oh, that's a!l right.

3

Wﬁlnined Church. * You see, I vas Jying
at, and the wheels dida’t touch me,
and the chassis only just grazed -my
back as il went over. Didn't you see
me crawl out from the rear?”’

““No, I'm hanged if I did,” replicd
his lordshin, **Thank Ilewren we
didn’t come down in Lhe racor, She's
built low, and you'd have baon—well,
wo needn’t go inlo details of that sort.”

I wns on the scene by this time, and
I pushed my way through the crowd,
which was a considerable one. The
visit of L.ord Dorrimore was a surprise,
and nothing could have happened Dbetter
o make his arrival a dramalic one. It
was astonishingly lucky, however, that

Church had nol been hurt.
Handforth was one of the buest of
fellows. Aggressive, sell-important ancd

obstiuale, he would never admit himself
in the wrong under ordinary circum-
stnnces. But in an exceptional case, he
would do his ulmost to make a hand-
some apology. He took hold of Church
him aside.

**1 say, old man, forgive me,”’ he
satd, in a low voice.

“Oh, don’t rot!” muttered Church.
“It's all right—"

‘*No, 1t's not—I ought to bo
kicked !"’ said Handforth  firmnly.

“Thal's the worst of me, you know—

| I always do things without thinking.

You—you might have been killed, and
then—— Oh. but it’'s no good talking
about it. I'll do anything you like to
square things. You can punch my nos
until your giddy kuuckles are sore, 1l

Iyou wanl to!”’

Church felt uncomfortable.
Don't be an
ass. Handy,”” he said awkwardly.
‘“ Everybody knows it was an accident,
We needn’t say anything more aboul
it."”’

Nothing more was said; but for the
rest of lEnt day, ‘Handforth was sweet
as honey to his chums. Theso three,
although constantly arguing, were very
much attached to one another. ‘They
|were certainly a remarkablo trio.

Meanwhile, Lord Dorrimore was the
centre of an admiring throng. Tho
sporting peer was exceedingly popular
al St. Frank’s. He knew many of the
juniors intimately, for he had been
with us during our adventures in Mor-
dania, and earlier, when we had all
Igone to the Amazon, '

Not only Deorrie crealed interest at
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St. Frank’s, but one of his companions
received a great ovation, This

|
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“Gee! T

here secems to be same ex-
citement fl

ving ‘around,’”” he remarked.

mdividual was no less a person than|‘ Guess things have been happening.”

Umlosi, the giant Kutana chief, whose
home was in Central Africe, where he
was the king of a small but select tribe.
Kutanaland, in fact, was a highly
moral and civilised little country. -

But Umlosi had always possessed a
roving spirit, and he had been to S8t
Frank’s on one other occasion.

“ Wau! It is wondrous to see th‘y
smiling face once more, O Manzie!"’
he exclaimed, as he caught sight of me.
‘** Thou art even as I left thee, except,
perchance, for a slight difference In
size. Thy eye is as the shining water—
as of old!"' | :

“Thanks!’ I _grinned.
know I had watery eyes.”

** Thou art mistaking my meaning, O
my son!”’ rumbled Umlos, in his deep
voice. ‘‘ Thy eye is bright—it glistens
with the sparkle of the walerfall that
seethes over the rock in the sunlight.
And what of my master, Umtagati?"’

‘“ Oh, he’s all right—I expect he'll be
out 1n a minute, as soon as he catches
sight of your lily-white face,””-I replied
cheerfully. *‘‘ It's great to see you here,
Umlosi—we didn’t expect you at all. We

didn’t even know that you were in Eng-
Jand.”

Umlos: smiled one of his broad smiles.

‘* My father, N'kose, insisted upon my
coming across the great waters,”” he re-
plied. ** It was my will to part from him
when he stepped into the great floating
kraal. Bui my father would not listen
to my words of proteat.”

‘** That's just like Dorrie,” I said. ‘' If
he's made up his mind to a thing it’s all
up. Well, I must say your father is look-
ing bright and cheerful.”

““ He is ever thus, O Manzie.”

It was one of Umlosi’s little peculiari-
ties to refer to Lord Dorrimore as his
‘** father.”” And this, on occasion, was
liable to lead to amusing confusion. But
we, of course, were well accustomed to
Umlosi’s habits.

The third visitor was jus® as distin-
guished as Dorrie and Umlosi, but he was
o stranger to us—although not for long.
Justin B. Farman, of the Remove, had
been out cycling, and while the crowd
was still gathered about the motor-car in
the Triangle, Farman cycled in, accom-
panied by Owen major, his study mate.
The American junior looked astonished.

“T didn’t

|

- su

‘“ Tooks like it,”’ said Owen ajor.
“ My only aunt! It's Lord- Dorrimore!
Do you see? Dorrie and—and—— Yes,
it’s Umlosi, as I'm alive” S
And then Farman gave a very great
shout, - o
‘“ Say, ain't this just bully!”” he yolled
excitedly. ‘‘ It's my dad—my own poppa
from California!" g :
Farman ran forward wildly, hurled
himsgelf from the ground, and then flung
himself breathlessly into the arms of the
stranger. They had not seen one another
for many months, and so it was hardly
rising that they embraced vigorously,
and with great feefing. |
‘““Gee, whiz, dad!”’ panted Farman.
'* I knew you were over on this side, but
I didn’t expect you around St. Frank’s
until next week. Say, this is fine!”"

Mr. James Farman was a big, bluff,
hearty son of the West., He was some-
what ungainly, indeed, but all the more
attractive because of this. His neat blue
scrge suit did not seem {0 sit comfortably
upon his massive frame, and his stiff col-
lar was obviously a continual torture to
him. Out West he was known through- .
out three States as * Big Jim,” and he

was one of the most lovable men imagin-
able.

He certainly did not look like a mulli-
millionaire—which he actually was. And
now he seized hold of his son, and held
him away at arm'’s length. |

‘“ Guess you've grown some, my boy,”’
he said, with twinkling eyes. * And
yvou’ve sort of grown in one direction,
I'm thinking. I reckon you.must be at
least three inches taller without being a
heap wider.”

*“* That's all right. dad!” said the
American junior. ‘“ I don’t need to be
broader than I am—not at present, any-
way. But say, what’s the idea of com-
ing down? I'm just about busting with
curiosity.”’

- Mr, Farman chuckled.

“ Guess you'll know all about it soon,
son,” he replied ‘‘ By glory, we seem to
have caused a heap of excilement—and
there was nearly a nasty accident, too.
I figure these young fellers will remem-
ber my arrival at St. Frank’s!”

Nelson Lee, by this time, had emerged
into the I'riangle to see what all the
cormmotion was about. He was delighted
to see Lord Dorrimore and Umlosi, and it

L}
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aflforded him great pleasure to be intro-
duced to Mr. James [Farman.

‘““But why on carth didn't you wire
me, Dorrte?”’ he asked, after awhile.
““1 nover knew such a man for springing
surprises! Wo've gol nothing prepared

—and it would have been far betler if

vou had let me know in advance."”

‘““ Keep vour hair on, old man.” said
Lord Dorritnore calmly. * We're not
going Lo slop long. just a few hours. So
preparations weren't necessary.”

"“If you imagine that I shall allow you
to return to London to-night. you have
made o liltle mistake,”’ said Nelson Lee.
“It is waell advanced to evening now,
and 1 ehall not let you go uniil to-mor-
row, at the earliest.”’

They passed into the Ancient House,
talking, and very soon Nelson I.ea’s study
was comfortably filled. It econtained tho
three visttors, Justin’' I3. Farman, and
myself. Sir Montic Tregellis-Wast and
Tommy Watson had been anxious Lo join
in, but there was hardly room.

““ Well, Lee. old man, T suppose I'd
hetter explain this visit right off,” said
Dorrie. as he lolled back in an easv chair,
“Or. to be exact. I'll let Mr. Farman
explain. IL was he who suggested the
trip.”

“J am only too glad to have you
liere.'' said Nelson Leo cordially.

““ 1 guess thal’s renl handzome of you,
Mr. Lee,”” said Big Jim hotsting his big
frame forward in his chair. “ I've got
to say right hore that I know a whole
lot about you. Say, vour name is prac-
tically as well krown on the-other side
as it i1s on this. As a detective. Mr.
Lee, as 0 man who goes aliar what he
wants and gels it, I guess you're the real
goods.”’

“ Oh. come!” prolosted Lee. ¢ That
is surely nol the occasion to discuss my
little professionel qualities—-"’

“ Maybe not. sir. but T'll allow I want
to talk to you a big niece.”” caid Mr.
Farman. °*‘ Guess that'll wait until laler
—tho professional stuff. I mean. 8o T'll
get busy handing oul the clher talk.™

“T don't think I quite understand.”

“ Yeeing that I haven’t explained, that
wounld bo rather difficult,”” smiled Mr.
Farman. “Well. Mr. Lee, I've felt
often enough that I'd like to thank you
personally for everything you've done
for my son—and, moreover, I'd sort o

[ ]

\
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feel honoured if I was permitled to ro-

{ turn the compliment.’’ ¢

“T am still at a loss, Mr. Farman,"
said Nelson Lee. ‘‘I cannot remember
having done anything particularly note-
worthy for your son—"

‘“ Guess your memory is short,- Mur.
Lee,”” interrupled the other. “ On Lwo
or three occasioris you have taken Justin
abroad—to South America, and to Africa.
He enjoyed himself a heap on these oc-
casions.”’

““ But it was Lord Dorrimore who acted
as the host on these trips,”” replied Nel-
son Leo. ‘‘I cannot claim to have——"’

““ Guess I'll neod to interrupt aguin.”
said Big Jim. *° When I first saw Lor:d
Dorrimore he handed oul the informa-
tion that he wasn'l in any way connected
with tho trips, and that I had to thank "’
you. I guess the honours are just about
even, ch? It's up to me to thank you
both—and I do it right now.”

Both Nelson Lee and Dorrie piotested
that no such thanks were necessary. But
Mr. Farman brushed aside their o6bjec-
tions.

““ Well, it's this way,”” he said. “ I'll
get to the point withoul beating about
the bush. I'm generally kind o' blunl.
If you ain’t fixed up for this holiday—
well, I'd sure take it as a big compliment
if you accepted an invilation from me.
I want you Lo come out to Monlana. and
spend a week or two on my ranch.”

‘“ This is very kind ,of you, Mr. Far-
man,”’ said Nelson Lee. * I shall bhe
only too delighted (o accept your
invilation—"

““ Suy, thal's groat,”” said Big Jiu.
jumping up. I guess that's all 1
wanted to hear. Say, we'll make it a
dandy trip. I want you and Lord Derri-
more, and Nipper, and— Well, I'll
need a whole crowd.” , ‘

““ Yout mean that some of the olher
fellows can come. sir?’ I asked cagerly.

“* Sure thing.”!

“ How many will you invita®"’

“ GGuess I'll leave that to you, sonny.”
replicd Mr. Farman® smilingly. “ You
can get busy right now handing out in-
vitattons on my behalf. The more you
can invito, the better. I can Ppromi:y
them a good time, believe me. My ranch
ain’t exaclly a one-hoss affair—say, il',
the dandiest ranch in the whole o' Mon-
tana. And that’s not boasting, either."

“A summer holiday on a Western
ranch!” 1 exclaimed dreamily. ¢ Oh,
there couldn’t be anything belter! I'vg



-

6 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

longed. to go out to the Western States
again many & -time—and now it's fixed
up! T say, guv'nor, isn’t it topping?"’

Nelson {eg nodded.

** I. am sure we shall thoroughly enjoy
ourgelves, Nipper,” ho said. ** It is very
generous of Mr. Farman to invite us in
this wayv.”

‘“ Rather!” I agreed.
fully, Myr. Fariman!"

“ Generous—nothing !’ said Big Jim.
“ My notions ain't exactly equivalent to
yours, sonny. I hgure it’s generous of
you to honour me by coming. Lord
Dorrimore has promised, too. Gee! We'll
have a dandy time!”

‘““ You can belt we chall,”’ said his son
heartily. -

It was not long Lefore I left the study.
As a 'matier of fact, my desire {o remain
had venished. For I was eager to hurry
out and acquainl my chums with the
good news. I didn't need to go far to
find them.

Just at the corner of the passage they
were waiting with a crowd of ‘other
juniors, we were all curious to know what
the confab was about. And it did not
take me long to acquaint them with the
truth.. At first they wouldn’t believe it.

" ““You can’t spoof us like Lhat, my
son !’ said Tommy Watson. '‘ Mr. Far-
man has invited us to spend the summer
holidays on his ranch in Montana?
Rats !

“ Try something else, Nipper!'!"

““ That one's not good enough!”’

* It's certainly frightfully steep, be-
gad !’

I looked at the juniors, and chuckled.”

'* You may think it’s spoof, but y~u're
off-side,”” 1 remarked calmly. ‘‘ What
I’ve told you is the absolute truth, and
if any of you want to come on this trip
you'd better hurry ur and write to your
people--or, better still, write your letters
and give them to Mr. Farman and M.
Lee. I expect they'll wrile as well." -

“You—you don’'t mean it’s really
trne?”’ asked Watson excitedly.

" Of course it's really true.”

At last the juniors were convinced.
A fresh wave of excitement was eoon
running through the Remove. Hand-
forth was tremendously interestoed, and
orthusiastic, too.

‘ I‘i‘g George! A summer holiday in
the Wild West!"' he exclaimed. ‘ I've
often fonged to see the prairic and a
ranch and all the rest of it. It’ll be aw-

‘“ Thanks a.w-

fully thrilling, you know—with cowboys,
and Indians, and desperadoes holding up
the pony cxpress!’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" ¥

“We might be even ambushed,”
went on Handforth. ‘“ On the trail to
the ranch, for example. It’s quite
likely that the Indians will track us
down, and get one or two scalps!”’

‘* Ha, ba, ha!" S

‘“ What the thunder are you asces
cackling for?’ demanded andforth,
glaring round. =~ ..

“My dear old chap, if you picture
Montana like that, I'm afraid you’'ll be
slightly disappointed,” I said. ' The
West 1an't as wild as it used to be, and
the information you’'ve oblained from
reading penny dreadfuls isn't exactly re-
liable. There. are no wild Indians ont
\Ves't’ now, and not many .desperadoes

‘“Rot !’ -said Hendforth. .*“T know
what I'm talking about, and if we go
out to Montana I shall carry a re-
volver, and a jolly good dagger—it's
just as well to be prepared.

All the other fellows chuckled, and
during the remainder of the evening a
great many of them were busy writin
letters. to their people—letters whic
stated that Mr. Ferman had invited
them, and which asked for permission Lo
gO. -
Jerry Dodd, of course, did not wrile to
his own father, for the latter was
Anstralia, and, in any case, Jerry would
not be able to come, for he had fixed up
everything with his uncle for the holi-
days. He was to spend the vacation
with Uncle Bill—touring round Tingland
and playing cricket. o .

Jorry was looking quite excited that
evening—but not becauso of tho Ameri-
can’s visit to St. Frank's. His own
reason was very different. Uncle Bill, in
fact, had made a suggestion which filed
Jerry with pleasure.

‘“ T.ook here, old fel’, you're coming up
to London with me to-morrow,” sad
Mr. Dodd firmly. * It's all fixed up—
I've got permission from the headmaster,
gnd we needn’t get back until the next
ay. |

‘““By jings !’ said Jerry, his eyes wide
open. ‘‘ You didn’t say anvthing about
this before, Uncle Bill! What’s the.idea?
Why are you going up to London?”

“Tt’'s a simplo reason, I figure,’”” said
Uncle Bill, laying a hand on Jerry’s
shoulder. ' I'm so darned praud of you,



THE TEST MATCH TRIUMPH ”

young 'un, that I just oan’t keep you to
myself. You're coming to London, and
I'{} introduce you to the Australian team
—and o a number of British cricketers,
too.”

‘“ Jumping kangaroos!'' panted Jerry.
‘“ Do—do you mean it, Uncle Bill?”’

“¥You bet your life I do,” smiled Mr.
Dodd proudly. *“I'm so crazy ebout
irpu.. Jerry, that I've aimpl{, got to ex-
1bit you around. There’s a big luncheon
at a swell restaurant to-morrow, and I'm
invited—there'll be all. our fellows pre-
sent, and others, too. I'm Eoing to show
vou off —I'm oing to let them see what
you're reall Fiil-nla. '

Jerry nodded rather uncomfortably,
"I don’t altogether catch on to that
idoa, uncle,’”” ho said. ‘It doesn’t seem
right to show myself like that—""

** Nonsense!"” interrupted Uncle Bill,
‘““We're gomg, and I ‘reckon thal's all
there need be s2id about the matter.”

— — S—

CHAPTER II.
A MOMENTOUS WAGER!'!

ONDON had heard all aboul Jerry
Dodd before he arrived. In fact,
the whole of England had been
talking about the striking articles

which had been appearini in the news-
papers. Theso reporls had originally
appcared at some length in the ** Ban-
nington Gazette.”' And they had
proved of such interest that they had
ecen reprinted in all the London
dunilies.

Jerry was already known as the boy
vwhn inad beaten TIastshire County.
¥nlerprising reporters had interviewed
several members of the Easishire
Illeven, and these men, being sports-
men, had kept nothing back. They lLad
explained quite frankly how the SI
l?l']rank's schoolboy had made hay of
themn.

Naturally, this created a great deal
of interest in the cricketing world, and
the public had ‘been quick to take
inlerest in the matter. Thus, Jerry
Dodd’s name was well known in LEng-
land by this time, and Londoners were
wondering when  they would have a»
opportunity of seeing Dodd’s astonish.
iIng prowess,

‘‘ My boy, you're a oala!}ril}'." said
T'ncle, Bill, as he and Qerry were
lruvelﬁng up to town in tho train. ‘‘]
reckon your name 13 on everybody's

longue, and you've had ome or two
pholographs published, toot”

Jerry Dodd nodded gloomily.

" By jings!"’ he exclaimed. ‘‘I was
trickel about that, Uncle Bill. One of
the DBanninglon reporters came along
and had a chat with me. I didn't
think anything when he asked for a
photograph—I reckoned he wunted it

just for himself; and now it's being re

produced in half a dozen newspapers.’

‘“Such is fame!” chuckled Uncie
Bill. * Why, you ought to be pleased,
young man, albthough I'll admit the
newspaper reproductions don’t {latler
you. You're going to 1neet the
Australian cricketers to-day, and I've
[I:ot an idea they’ll be grentfv interestied.

dare say they've been talking about
you a lot.”

Jerry’'s emotions were someowhat
difficult for him to define. He was
aware of a sense of great plcasure at
the thought of meeting the Auslralian
heroes. Al the same time, he fell
horribly nervous and afraid. He did
not consider that he had done anything
very noteworthy, and he had a horror
of swanking. Tho vory idea of it made
him want to turn back as soon as the
train steamed into Victoria.

But Unele Bill would not lislen to
any of his protests, and very soon they
were 1N a- taxi speeding towards the
West End. It was a rather dull day,
but very humid, and both Jerry and
his uncle were warm.

“*We'll get there just at (he right
time, old fel’,"”” said Uncle Bill. ‘* This
luncheon starts at one o'clock, and 1t's
now twelve-thirty. I reckon we’ll do
it nicely.”

“By jings'! 1
muttered Jeorry.

Bul when the ordeal aclually came,
his nervousness disnp?eared, and hs was
his usual confident self. The *ostaurant
was n very tip-top one, and everything
was of lhe highest class.

As Uncle Bill had said, Jeorry was
infroduced to a good many  Iinglish
cricketers in addition to the Auslralians.
Included among the number. was J, H.
Keen, the Lastshire captain. But, of
conrse, an introduction in his case was
not novessdary.

“ Well, this is an  unaxpected:
pleasure.” said Keen heartily, as he
ook Jarry's hand. *“*TI wasn't looking
forward to seeing you to-day, voung

don’t like 11"



8 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

man. The demon cricketer, ch? By
Jove, you put it across us fairly drastic-
ally at Bannington!”

“I'm sorry—"'

“ Nonsbnse!” interrupted Keen. ‘ To
begin wilh, you’re not sorry at all—
and neither am 1. It was a first class
game, and we were beaten because we
couldn’t stand up to the qualily of your
play. You may beo a boy, but you've
got the skill, iy Jove! If you were
only five years older, Dodd, you'd be
Iay’ing for your country, or ought to
el

“T reckon you're too complimentary,
sir,”” said Jerry modestly.

He and Mr. Dodd were in a luxurious
smoking-room, for luncheon was not
quite ready, and all the guests had not
yet arrived. There was little oppor-
tunity for Mr. Dodd to introduce his
nephew generally. He promised himn-
self this pleasure later—when they all
retired into the smoking lounge after
the luncheon.

The latter was a great success, but

Jerry did not eat with his usual
nppetite. For one thing, he was
excited, and he was rather self-con.

scious among this distinguished thronF.
He felt insignificant, too, for hardly
anybody took any notice of him,

Uncle Bill was secretly annoyed at
this. He had anticipated the: opposite.
He had believed that his colleagues
would welcome Jerry with a great show
of enthusiasm—he had thought that the
Auslralian teamm would recognise the
youngster’s phenomenal qualitiecs and
commend them accordingly.

Such. however, was not tha case.
The Australians took very liltle notice
of Jerry. One or two glances were cast
in his direction, but iEey were mostly
glances of idle curiosity—as though they
wondered who this boy was, and why
ho was here. It was the same with the
Fnglish professionals,

‘“ They don’t seem to be going loony
over you, my lad,”” murmured Uncle
B:ll, between conrses. *‘* But wait til]
afterwards—wait until I have intro-
duced you to the whole crowd. Perhaps
they don’t know what vou've done.”

Jerry shook his head.

‘] reckon you've been too Maltering,
Uncle Bill,”" he said. ‘“I've done
nolthing particular, and these gentlemen
don’t take notice of the newspapers.
Why should they? Newspapers always
exaggerate everything.”

“Tt's :not that,”” said Mr. Dodd,
'“They’ve heard -all about you, don’t
{ou worry; but they’ve got some pride,

oxpect-—they kind of reckon that a
boy of your age ought not to play as
wcjl as they.can.” '

Uncle Bill smiled at the thought, and
the luncheon proceeded. Then, later
on, all the cricketers adjourned to the
smoking lounge. “They broke up into
roups, chatting and laughing, and M,
Dédd and Jerry were left isolated. It
may as well be said at once. that Unclo
Bill was one of the lesser lights -of the
Australian team; but a splendid
crickeler, for all that.

Indeed, but for his recent mishap—
when he had sprained his wrist—he
would probably have been quite pro-
minent. But the Australians had been
meeting with such phenomenal success
of late that they Ead hardly missed
Uncle Bill.

Accordingly, he was rather neglecled
now. Not that ho allowed this to go
on for long. He got his cigar well
ahight, and then noted the fact that all
the distinguished guesls were present.

** Gentlemen!” shouted Uncloe Dill,
raising his hand for cilence. ‘' I'm
sorry to interrupt your little chats, but
I'd just like to say a few words, if you
don't mind. I've got a pleasant
operation to perform.”

Everybody turned and looked in his
direclion, and conversation automatic-
ally ceased.

“ Thanks!”’ said Uncle Bill. *‘‘ Now,
gentlemen, ellow me to introduce theo
most wondevful crickeler that this

eneration has revealed — Master

errold Doddt”
There were 2 good many large smiles.

‘“ Hear, hear!” said J. H. Keen
vomuptly. ‘I heartily agree, Mr.
odd—excepl in one litile detail. Your

nephew is the most wonderful cricketer
produced 1n this gencration—or any
othar!” '

There was a roar of langhter ai this
remark.

Jerry turned rather red, and Uncle
Bill looked grim. There had been
nothing humorous in Keen's statement
—ho had meant every word of il
Perhaps Uncle Bill was unduly pre-
1udiced in favour of Jerry, and, f so,
this was only -to be expecled. The
others did not appreciale the position.

They saw betore them a sturdy-
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looking youngster, with a frank, open|he's been doing some very

face, and curly hair—a youngsler who
waa somewhat -flushed, and decidedly
sell-conscious—a youngster who stood
awkwardly, and who did not know what
io do with his hands. Indeed, at that
very moment, Jerry Dodd felt that he
wonld have given worlds to escapo
fron this ordeal. As a rule he was
confident and quite graceful in his pcse,
but under’ all these oyes he seemed to
do everything that was wrong.

Looking at tho matter impartially, it
was hardly Lo be expected that these
hardened, world-travelled cricketers,

would regard Jerry Dodd as the most
wonderful player that .this or an
generation had produced. J. H. Keen's
remark was true enough, bhut it really
sounded like a joke. Ience the
laughter.

- But that !laugh was unfortunate. for
1t put ever)-bo:g; into a humour which
could have only one result, Jerry was
not accepted at his {ruo worth—he was
regarded as a fairly clever youngster,
who had been made a great fuss of,
without deserving it. .

Uncle Bill did his utmost {0 destroy
{his impression.

‘““You're kind of wrong in laughing
here,”” he said quiotly. *“I'm very

clad to see that one of our cricketing.

opponents—Mr. Keen—has had the
courege to admit something which he
can’t exactly like. His team was bealen
by Lny nephew. and that’s the absolute
iruth.”

“ The Eaatshires musl have Dbeen -oﬂ'
colour that day!’ chuckled soniebody.

‘J. H. Keen turned. -

‘““On the conlrary, we were in lip-
top form,”” he said promptly.

“ You don’t seem {o get the hang of
it,"”” went on Uncle Bill, addressing the
alhering in general. *‘ It's not my
abit to boast, and I'mm not trying to
hoost Jerry in the slightest degree, just
because he hdppens {o be a relation of
mina. He deservos recognition for what
he’s done, and I've got something to
suggest which may hit you a bit
humorously in your present mood;
but which i3 dead true.”

‘“IT can quile undersiand your en-
thusiasm, Dodd,” c=aid the Australian
captain good-naturedly. “But you
can’'t oxpect us to share it in precisely
the samo degree. I'm very pleased to
za2ct this youngsler, and I realise that

\ clever
things. In a few year’s time he’ll be
a first-class cricketer.”

‘“ He's that already, Corway,”” said
Uncle Bill quickly. *‘ And thal’s just
where you make a mistake—all of you.
You seem to have got it fixed into
your heads that Jerry 1s a good
crickeler—for a boy. You'd betler
hang on to the real position. He’s jusl
as clever and just as reliable as any
man standing 1n this room:! Years
don’t count!”

There was another general laugh, not
(quite so_good-natured.

“T think that's going a Dbit $oo far,
Dodd,”” sad one of the Australians.
““We're all pleased with your nephew,
and we're proud of the fact that he's
a native of our own country. But don’t
ou think vour statement rather be-
ittles nus?”’

“* Not in the leas{,”” replied Uncle
Bill quickly. *‘ That doesn’t come inlo
the question at all. Jerry is
phenomenal player and you're trusa
sportsinen. I take it that you'll give
}:jm every bit of credit that's due to
un.”’

Conway nodded.

‘““That's just it—we do,”” he said.
‘“ But you are exaggerating things a
bit, Dodd, and we don't blame you.

JIt's only natural that you shounld see

thiz thing in a somewhat warped light.
The youngsler is a wonderful cricketer,
and, as I said Dbefore, we're very
pleased to know him personally. One
day, Jerry, you'll be playing for vour
country against England, I hope,”” he
added, addressing the junior.

“ Thank vou, sir,”” said Jerry, flush-
ing.

Uncle Biil struck his palm.

‘“ You've hit it—hard!” he broke in.
‘“ Playing for his country against Eng-
land, eh? Thal's what he ought to bo
doing next week, Conway, and if you'll
take some good advice, you'll put lum
in tho eleven.”

There was a laugh, and then a sudden
silence.

““ My dear Dodd, your ideas appeart
to be very curious,” said Conway
quietly.” ** Do you seriously meay to
suggest that we should play your
nephew in one of the test matches?”

-*“Yes, I do.”

““I ecan only. assume Llhat you have
taken leave of vour senses—"’



wp such discussion. Cut it out!”

This was only natural. In spite of

 Just as you like,”” said Uncle Bill | himself, Jerry had a feeling of bilterness

a pity you haven't

spirit in

which it was given.” '
‘“ Hang 1t all, man, there's no ill-
feeling,’’ interrupted bonwgy, with a
smile. *‘ But the thing is 1mpossible—
that's all. Just think of my position.
I'u: tho captain of the team, and I'm
responsible for who plays, and I'm
blamed if we happen 1o loso a match.
What would the
if they. read that I'd decid

grimly. “1It’s _
nccepted my suggestion in the

boy of fifteen in the eleven to play in a | half su

test match?”

“The  Australian ublic  would
probablﬂ be furious,’” replied Mr. Dodd.
“* But that would be completely changed
after the match. They would decide
that the end had cjlmttiﬁed the means.”

‘“* No, no, Dodd, it won’t do,”’ said
Conway. ““In an ordinary match,
perhaps, but to suggest playing the boy
against England—well, it’s preposterous,
What do all you other fellows sny?”’

‘* Oh, quite impossible!”

““Qut of tho question!”

'"“It couldn't be done, Dodd!"

““We should be the laughing stock of
Austrahia!” .

‘“ Hear, hear!”

] '];.h_a expressions of opinion were gen-
cral.

Mr. Dodd compressed his lips, and seid

ustralian public say] Bill did.
edpto put a| come u

for his own countrymen. They didn’t
believe in him—they didn’t accept him
scriously at all. A wild thrill surged
through him as he thought how glorious
it would be if an opportunity would come

| along for him to open their eyes. By

jings! He would show them! But he
realised a second later that such a chance
was not likely to come.

He deserved this—or, rather, Uncle

They never ought to have
to London. And Jerry wasn’t
a good cricketer as he was made
out to bo. Inwardly, he knew that he
could play well, but he had no exagger-
ated ideas of his own importance. Quite
the contrary, in fact.

““ Weo'll change the subject,’”” said Con-
way, turninF to some of the others. * I'm
only sorry for the boy—I don’t suppose
it’s been very pleasant for him to hear all
thie—""

‘“ Just a moment, Conway,’”’ put in J.
H. Keen, strolling forward. ‘“ I haven't
been saying much, but my thoughts have
been lprt'st.t-y busy. I feel a bit sorry for
you fellows. You haven't had the ex-
treme pleasure of secing Lhis ﬁoungster
Eﬁlaﬂ cricket. TIf I could play half as well

should consider myself lucky.”

There was a laugh. e o

‘“ Why, are you briefed on this job?'-
asked somebody, with a chuckle.











































































