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The engine came to a standstill in the middle of the farmhouse pariour,’
hissing with impotent rage. And outside Handforth stood gazing at the

destruction with a kind of fixed fascination.




. If you have ever expenenced dea.r,
reader, the joys of a holiday in a
caravan, you will share the keen en-
thusiasm of the famous juniors of St.

Frank ’s in followmg thelr coming holiday adventures through the byways and highways
of rural England in the splendid new series of which this story is the opening. To be"
alwaysen the move, with ever-changing scenery looking fresh and green in the warm,
‘spring sunshine, our caravanners look forward to the time of their lives this Whitsun
holiday. Their adventures will assuredly be as varied as the countiry through

which they pass.

As for the humour, you will be ruekmg with laughter from the

first page onwards of this exhilarating story.

. THE EDITOR.

~ CHAPTER L
"LAYING DOWN THE LAW,

o HITSUNTIDE,” said Handforth,
‘i3 coming!” |
““GGo hon!” yawned Church.

“You don’t say so!”

“I do say so—I've just said it!”’ exclaimed
the leader of Study D. ¢ And what’s more,
Whitsuntide will be here in about a week.
We've got to deecide what we shall do. You
chaps have got to tell me your plans.”

“What's the good of doing that?” asked
McClure. “It's no goed us making plans—
yvou only alter them. - We can’'t call our
lives our own, You know. As soon as we
decide on a certain thing, you butt in and
change everything.”

Tea was just about to commence in
Study D in the Ancient House at St. Frank’s.
Edward Oswald Handforth ~and his two
faithful chums were seated round the well-

filled table, and the May sunshine was pour-

ing through the window.
Outside, the Triangle
green and invifing, - :
Peace reigned within the study—but it
was mnot likely to reign for long. Peace
and Study D were unusual companions. But

looked fresh and

|

!

‘better go for a Tow on the river.

. dozen,”’

iust at the moment the three juniors were
discussing the forthcoming holidays.

Things “had been Tather quiet during the
past week. After Alf Huggins—or Alf
Brent, as he was now called—had left the
school to recover from his injuries, there
had been practically nothing doing.

There had been all sorts of m(itm" times
in connection with the bricklayer’'s son. But
these were now over. And Handforth was
feeling somewhat impaticnt because of the
lack of thrills. _

“We won't talk sBout the holidays now,”
remarked Church, “1I suggest we go some-
where this evening—to the plctures in Ban-
nington, for example—**

¢ Rot!"? said Handforth. “Who wants
to go tc pictures on an evening like this?”

“It doesu’t matter whether the etemnﬂ
wet or fine, does it?”’

“0Of course it does—in fact, pictures are
dotty, anyhow,” declared IIandy “Car
Or we
might do some fishing.”

“ What about the circus?? asked MecClure,
stirring his tea. .

¢ Which circus?”

¢ Well, there don’t hap, yen to be half-a-
said McClurs sarcastically.



—— T

“Haven’t you seen the hills? There’s a
big eircus in Bannington this evempg—at
jeast, on the outsklrts of the town. I
tnaught it would be Tather a good idea to
huzz over; and have a look at it.”

"Il’m“” said Handforth. “I'm

Me thoughtfully munched a sardine sand-
wich. He rather liked the idea of going to
the circus. - It hadn’t struock him. -If he
had afug;g;e:»,t.er;l it himself, he would have
declared that -the scheme was wonderfnl.
But MecClure had mooted it—and out of
sheer force of habit, Handforth put Dis
foot .dowm.

“Nol1» he declared

] But—-—”

“« Who wants to see a eircus, apyway?”’
demanded Handforth. ¢ Silly rot! Clowns
and jugglers and fatheaded trapeze artists.
'm blessed if I'd spend any money, going to
a circus! Sheer waste of time!?” '

Handforth
that he nearly stirred it out of the cup.

“Blow the cireus!t??

e was indignant with McClure for having |}

suggested tlle cireus.
thought of 1t himself.
Before Handforth could make any further
remarks, the door suddenly burst open,
and a cheely -faced fag marched in.
- ¢ Hallo, Ted!"” he said. “How- goes it?¥?
¢ Clear out, you young bounder!?” snorted
Handforth. “If you come here cadging
for grub, you won’t get any! Not l’ike]y!
And who told you to mareh .in - without
knoeking? What ahout your manpers?®
Willy Handfnrth thru.«:.t forv. ard a rrrubby
yalm.
4 “ Five bhob!?? he said shor
S What??? -
“ Five bob!*¥’
«« What do you urean—five hob??? roared

He ought to h:a\e

Handforth. ¢ Take that filthy paw away:
What have you been doing—ciining the
chimney? My hat! How can I eat my

tea after looking at that ghastly thing®?®
Willy sighed.
“T ecan’t help your
“ Five bob, old son!”’
“ Are you trying to borrow five shillings
off me?” asked Haudforth indignantly. -
i“ Well, I've always thought you were a
hit dense. but this beats everything!?? ex-
claimed Willy. “Why should I ask for
five bob if I do='t want it? Do be reason-
able, Ted!” .
“I'm not going to lend you anything——*
“QOh, yes, you are!”
«Jf you refuse to whack out, I shall sit
outside the door until you ¢change your mind.
And every two minutes I’'ll give a terrific
knock., You’ve got tons of tin, Ted—don't
he mean! I'll pay you back one of these
tine days.”? :
Handforth breathed hard.

“My goodness!” he exclaimed, dwmn
down into his pocket. *“It’s worth five
bob to get rid of you! Here you are—
clear ogut! Take the money, and go. I’'m
‘blessed if I can- understand why 1 don’t
glaughter you!” .

“troubles,” he said.

NELSON

stirred his tea so vigorously

interrupted Willy.~

—

} ¢ stupendous rage of the century.”

fuss,
that.

piffle.” -

TeE iy JJ

Handforth minor took the money, and

pocketed it.

“@Good!*” he said. I really wanted half-
a-crown, but I thought ¥'d better ask for
five bob to make certain. It's always well
to take precautions. I shall be able to
take Chubby Heath, now.?” -

“Take him where?” demanded Hand-
farth.

“To the ecireus.” ,

“My hat!?”? exclaimed Hd.lld}' “ Do—do
you mean to .say that you're going to
squander that five bob on the circus?”

i vo B J

“ But you just said

“T'm not going to squander the monev
at all,?? interrupted Willy. ‘It will be well
spent, old son. 8Shall 1T go into details?
tighteen-pence each for seats, a tanner each
for ice-creamsz, and the rest for sweets.”

“ Disgusting little gluttons!’’ said ITand-
Tarth Wxth&r:ugly “All right—eclear cut!
Here! Better take annther half -crown—in
case youn're short!?”

This, of course, was just like Edward
Oswald. He was generous to a degree, and
hardly ever refused his younger brother any
cash when he required it. He made «
as a .rule, but everybody. .expectec

Willy departed highly elated.

“Well, T don’t know,” said Handforth
slowly. “1 don’t know. .

‘““What don’t you know?”’ aaked Church.

““About that <circus,” replied Edward
Oswald. ‘““When you come to think of it,
circus isn't’'a bad kind of entertainment. I
think we'll go, after all. Ii you chaps
start objeetmg, I'll biff you!”?

“Q0Oh, we sha’n’'t obhject——*’

& That’* all right, then,” said Handforth.
“'This is a good idea of mme, and I don't .
want any rot—*

¢ A good idea nf yours?”

(1] Yes b L ]

“Why, 1
MeClure.

“ You—you silly ass!” snapped Hdndforth
“I'm blessed if you chaps don’t always

uggested the circus,” said

claim- all my ideas as your own! S8till,
we won't argue about it. We're going., And
I'm going to pay for the seats.” TUnder-

stand? It's my tl&dt So don’t try any

He glared aggresswe}y at -his chums, as
if it would be a ec¢rime on their part to
suggest paying their own share. And, as
soon as tea was over, the three famous
chums sallied forth. '

They were not the only ones bound for
the circus.

For some days past the countrymde had
been plastered with bills announcing the
Accord-
ing to these bills, the circus was the most
extraordinary cnllet,tlou of talent that had
been gathered together under one stretch
of canvas. :

But as all circuses made this- boast the
announcement lost some .of its we}ﬂht-.



Furthermore, it was only in the town for)
“one evening, " Pitt suggested that this was
because the show was so poor that "a
-gecond audience would never arrive.

_ How.i._"ever a good many juniors were chanc-
ing i
- Handforth and Co. arrived in the lobby,
and found Archie Glenthorne about to set
forth. The elegant ass of the Ancient
Youse was attired in a Norfolk suit and a
cap—rather unusual clothing for him.

¢ Greetings, laddies!” he said, adjusting
his monocle. “I'm about to set forth oun
the old pedal machine. I mean to say,
'm going to buzz like anything on the
good old bike.”

“You can buzz—I sha'n’'t stop you,” said
Handforth. .

¢“0h, absolutely not!” said Archie. 1
‘mean, why? When you come to think of it,
‘why should you stop me? There may be
some reasons, but I ean’'t possibly imagine
one at the moment. There are rumours,
dear old tomatoes, that a circus is about
to give a :ommﬂlnt terrific perfnrmance

“Oh. so you're going to the cireus, too?”

¢ Absolutely !”

““Then mind you keep clear of the ring,”
said Tlandforth. ¢ You might get mistaken
- for one of the clowns, you know.”

Archie gazed after the chums of Study D
as they marched outside. Me wasn’t quite

sure whether he had been insulted or not. |

Somehow, he felt that he had. But it
wasn't worth the fag of making sure.
Tommy Watson aud Sir Montie Tregellis-
West and I came out soon afterwards. We
were also bound for the circus. The even-
ing was 'so fine, and as there was nothing
better to do, we saw no reason why we

*shou}dn"t ll]tllll"e ourselves.

" About . half the Remove was settmg out

bicycles to go to Bannington. 1 had
my suspicions regarding this particular
circus. ‘The very fact that it was only
staying one night seemed to indicate that
it was an insignificant afiair. The various
Hills informed the publiec that the show was
an extraordinary one. Perhaps it was.
“ Extraordinary?’ can apply in niore ways
han one,

Handforth and Co. were the first St.
T'rank’s juniors to arrive on the scene.
They had started out in good time, and
they meant to collar some of the best
scats. They had even arrived before Willy
—who had experienced some little difficulty
. in borrowing a bicycle. In the end, Willy
had borrowed one without mentmmn" the
fact to the owner. According fto W:lly
idea, this was far safer—aud it was un-
‘doubtedly more certain.

_ Handforth stoocl looking at the ftents, and
gniffed.

““ A prebty mould} looking collection, any-
‘how,” he remarked. “M} only hat! Did
you ever see such a blessed set of tents?”

The exterior of the circus was by no
means impressive. The main -tent was . of
enormous age—weather-stained, patched, and

on

and made an

torn.
tents were equally dilapidated.
But there were several gaily-painted and

The animal tents and the dreqsmg.

excellently equipped caravans., These were
the only objects which gave the show a
bit of colour. Several shabbily-dressed men
were lounging about. -

But the gate was not yet open

The circus was pitched in a meadow, and
quite a crowd of children were waiting
outside, to say nothing: of a considerahle

number of adults. 1Iandf0rth pushed his
way forward to the gate.
““ What's the ‘idea?” he asked. “It's

time to go in, isn't it?”

One of the shabby men wualked up and
removed a stubby pipe from between his
teeth.

“I dou't reckon as there'll be any shuw
to-night, young gent,” he said.

“No. show "7 repe-ated Handforth blankly.

““ Not as things look at present, anyways.”” .

“Why not?”

£ The old man looks like he's
sald the shabby individual, - “It’s been
coming for wecks—and now it's arrived!
We've been losing money so fast that yon
conldn't couut it as it trickled away. And
the boss has been gettin’ deeper and deeper
into thie mud. 1le's just mbout fixed now.””

“But how's that rrmu" to stop the show?*’
asked Church.

“’Tain’t no geod aszking me,” said the
man. “But, as fur as I can see. the whole
outfit has been pinched. TUnderstand? Two
coves come along only an hour ago—blokes
what the boss owes money to. "Looks to
i_‘m as if they've grxhhed the whole collee-
ion.’

The news was not very cheering.

And it turned out to be correct. Before
long the proprietor of the circus.appeared.
announcement to the crowd.
with a face which
clearly indicated that he and liguor had
been lifelong friends. Me looked worried,
and his face was hageard,

lle declared that tiere wouldn't be any
show, aod gave no explaunation.

“Well, I call it a nerve!”” said Handforth
“We've been brought here under false pre-
tences! If they didn't mean to give a
show, what did they bill it" fer? We
ought to demand—""

¢“JIt's no good demanding. Handy,” inter-
rupted Reggie Pitt. ¢ By the look of this
collection of tents, we ought to feéel glad.
Good money remains in our pockets!’?

Archie nodded.

“Well, I mean to say, that’s one way
of looking at it,”” he observed.

in trouble,”?

He was a stoutish man

‘¢ At the same time, if the show was
advertised, it. ought to be given!” said
Handforth, < If the circus-owner owcs
money to somebody, that's his affair. Be-
sides, he'll probably get some mouney if he
opens the doors i

¢« There's more in this than meets the

eyve, Handy,” I interrupted. *“¢If any qhow
Was po-wtble, it would be given.”



“You het!”? agreed Tommy Watson. -

We stood -looking on, idly wonder!ug if
any change would come about. I'd come to
the eireus, just because most of the other
fellows had done so. I didn’'t quite like the
appearance of a gang of common youths,
who gtood in'a group by themselves.

Most of them were from the slum. quarter
i Bapnington, and I knew them to be
young rascals of the worst type. Lumpy
Bill—oune of the worst characters in Bellton
—had joined . forces with, them, together
with one or two of “his .own special pals.

On the gatepost in- “front of me was one of
the gaudily coloured circus posters. It
anpounced in detail the various
.xrtmteu. who were billed to appear. The
circus itself was owned by no less & person
thauy the world-renowned showman, Signor
swallini; :

Of .course, we had never heard of him,
and T don’t suppose anybody.else had. Un-
doubtedly, he was the stoutish man with
ihe beery face. Ile was now walking up
and down inside the meadow, talking ani-
matedly with two of his men,

“There was a kind of platform fixed up
beside the main entrance to the big tent,
and it was only a few yards away from
ihe closed meadow gate. Other penplp were
¢oming up along the read.

Crowds were appearing from Bﬁ.nmn gron—

for it was getting on towards the time
that the performance was billed to com-
mence. And as nobody was allowed inside.

the meadow, - the roadway was npaturally
becoming congested.

After about ten minutes, the crowd  was
big—there were three or fonur hundred people
;thpre——the majority of them being of the
‘working-class type.

There had heen several attempts to get
into the meadow, and Signor Smallini and
his men had had some diiﬁculty in keeping
the crowd out.

““ Might as well stop a bit longer,’’ sug-
gested Tommy Watson., “f According.to the
Jeok of things there’s going to be an unholy
row before long. Some of these common
vhaps are going t0 cause trouble.”

* Looks like it,”’ I =aid slowly.

Tommy Watson was quite correct. For
cnly a minute later the gang of young |
roughs started shouting derisively. They

nsed bad language, too, and threatened to
rush the ternt unless they were admitted.

Signaor Smallini re.“]'aed that something had
t» be done.

Obviously, it wasn’t sufficient to merely
say there would hLe no show, and to give mo
other explanation. He mounted to the
platform, and lifted one of his fat hands.

‘““Ladies and gents!®” he shouted beerily.
~There was a silence and everybody
listened.

‘““YJadies and gents!” repeated the circus
proprietor, “T'm sorry there won’t be no
show to-n ight. But it ain’t my fault. . If
I could give a performance, I'd give it,
;-,omn" as there's enough of you here to

| il the bloomin’ tent.
‘time 1 looks like fillin> up, I can’t give

mean to say,

ever,
 far miore reminiscent of Billingsgate than

“famous??

1 eclod caught him in the face.

S0y, Fahe ,..-_‘_,_.,-_ '”":‘_:1_
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Just.. my luck! Fust
no show!”

“Why can’t you?” demanded somebody.

‘“Because 1 ain’t got 1o Dbhartistes!”
replied Signor Smallini. ;

No hartistes!” murmured Archie. 1
that’s somewhat frightful,
don’t you know! The poor old chappie is
absolutely stumped. I must remark, how-
that his accent is dashed foul-—— ud

1baly !

““He npever saw Italy!”
forth.

“Listen!” murmured Ghurch

““Things ain’t been goin’ right with me
just lately,” continued S:frnor Smallini, in
a mournful voice. “I’ve ha.d bﬂd luck, ladies
and gents. I've been givin’ a ﬂood show,
and we ain’t took enough money to feed a
pair of bloomin’ mice! Crool 'ard times,
nowadays—that’s what they.is! Anyways,
the hartistes ain't ’ad no pay for three
weeks, and now they’ve gorn and chucked
me.  Walked out this arternoon, and left
me in the Jurch. I can’t give a show
without the hartistes, can I?”

“Hard lines!” said Pitt. ¢ We condole
with you, old e¢hap!®’ h

““Thanks, young

sniffed Mand-

gent,” said Signor
Smallini gratefully. “1It gives a man ‘eart
to ‘ear a kind word—blowed if it don’t!
Seein’ as I'm makin® this ’ere speech, I
micht as well do it proper. Not only am
] left without no performers, but the ole
show has been seized, 'cos I owe some
money. So I ’opes as you’ll all go away,
quiet-like, and laanre me to my troubles.
And with this ’ere apology., ladies and
gents, I ’umbly and respectfully bid you
good-hevenin’.”

- Signor Smallini bowed, and then watched
ﬂle cmwd

it Well, that’s that!” s=aid De Valerie.
‘“The circus is a bit of a frost—and although
thie stont old chap looks a bit beery, I
can’t help feeling sorry for him.”?
‘“Yes, it’s pretty rough dueck,”
Pitt. -
“Hallo!” put in TJack Grey. ‘ What are
those roughs up to?”?

We turned our attention to the gang of
young hooligans, who had listened quietly
to the speech. They were the only ones who

agreed

‘had seemed likely to cause any trouble.

And now, instead of going away, as the
proprietor asked, they had become active.
Several of t.hem had pulled up numerous
clods of earth from the hedge bank. Aud
they proceeded to use these wnh effect.

Swizh! ‘Swish! Swish!

The clods of earth were hurled through
the air—aimed at Signor Sma,llml as ]'1e
stood on the platform.

Several of them struck the tent, and the
circus proprietor leoked- startled. Then,
before he could. dodge, or: get away {0
safety, one of the clods hit him squarely
in the chest. He staggered, and another
e put up



hiz hands blindly., The clods were DOW
coming iu a regular fusilade.
“Yah! We'll show yer!" yelled Lumpy

Bill. ¢ Take that!”

“ ITaw, haw, haw!"

“ Give 'lin somée more!l’”’ :

The roughs, not content with pelting
Signor Sieallini, now burst through- the

F'L tee with wild yells.
“'We ain't going to be done!"” shouted
“ ]t takes a better man than

oxe of them,
him to fool us. We'll tear the blinkin’
tent down, and sct it a-fire! Come on,
‘u.tte% .
“ Hooray!” Toared the other roughs
And they charged in o determined body
fur the platform Things were beginning
to look ugly. his disorderly mob m:ght

not go to the length of setting fire to
the tent—but there was no queﬂtlon that
they would cause a great deal of wanton
{lunfs.ﬂ

Handforth looked round, his eyes gleaming.

“Buck up, St. Prank's !’ he reared. ¢‘Are
we coing to Rb’lnd by and see this?"

“ Ng!” bhellowed a scora of excited voices.
-4 (tood?”* thundered Handforth. € Fair
niay's a jeweél! We'll protect old Deery
Pace, and send these cads about their
business ! _
““ Hear, hear!”

¢“On the hall, St. Frank's!"

CIHHAPTER 1L
N YSTERIOUS BEHAVIOUR OF ARCHIE!

ANDFORTH led the
H ‘way.

This, of course, was

only wpatural., The

celebrated leader of Study D
was a born warrior, and his
r - happiest moments were when
ite was in the thick of-a battie. If there was
no prospect of a real fight, Handforth
would frequently get up some excuse to
precipitate one,

This affair looked like developing accord-
ing to his own special taste,

There were twenty or thirty St. Frank's
iuniors on the spot. They npeeded no
secopd bidding. They simply charged over
the gate, and rushed off to the rescue of
Signor Smallini,

The rouzhs had not heen expecting any-
hing of this kind—they had probably
believed that they would have the *“show ”
entirely to themselves. There were no
pelicemen within a mile or two, and they
looked forward to a regular orgy. >

Signor Smallini was in a bad way.

jie attempbed to get down from the plat-
form, but before he reached the ground he

was seized by Lumpy Bill and sevemal other
roughs, and thrown down, The young
}mol:ganq piled on bhim unmerclt‘ullv

“We'll show yer!” ‘said Lumpy
grimly. -

Bill

it Schoolboys, hey ! " he said harsh-
ly. ““ D’you think | want you dratted
young himps runnin’ loose over my
property 2 [I'll give you just ten
minutes to get out o’ this medder !’

‘“'Ere, lock-out!’ gasped ono of the
others, “ These ’ere =chool kids are comin’!*
““ Let ’em come!?

A moment later the fight was
thick and fasts
Handforth was
the battle.

raging

in the very forefront ol
I was with him, and Pitt and

GGrey and Watson were by our side. We
lashed out, right and left. FIaintly, we
could hear the screams of some of the

women in the roadway.

The aflair looked far worse than it actually
was,

¢ Absolutely!"* gasped Archie. “ What:
ho! Where, as it were, is my true and
trusty blade? This is the timme when a

chappie needs a vast assortment of fright-
fully effective weapons.”
Archie was in the thick of it, too.

In spite of his elegant ways, he had the
pluck of a dozen, He didn’'t oare for
fishting, mainly because it ruflled his
clothes. DBut ounce that point was over-
looked. Archie would tight with the Dbest.
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He simply lashed out for all he was worth.
Handiorth was doipg great things.

and his deadly “right?”

Toughs,
a5 busy as ever.

i‘)]’]lt?c =
And, at last, we forced our way through

to the spot where Signor Smallini was still-
pro- .
prietor was seized, “and dragged out of the.

sprawling in the grass. The circus
icart of the melee

‘“ Thanks, young gents—thanks!?? e
rasped. ‘‘Jumpin’ kangaroos! I thought it
was all hup with me. "

«* You’re all right, Mr. Smallini,’* I said.
*We'd better take ,you somewhere for
h.ll‘t.?t? 44 '

“YInto that there caravan!”’ said the
chowman. “That big "un—with the red
«<ides. That’s my own van—the one 1 lives
m! Thanks, young gent*;——l never knowed
2s there was such good ’earts.”

Rignor Smallini th*ough the crowd of strug-
cling figures.

And at length we mounted the steps
at the rear of the red caravan, and liter-
ally pushed the unfortunate man inside.
Then we closed the door on him, and stood
on guard.

“Three of you chaps had hetuer stay
here,” 1 said breathlessly. “If anybody
“tries to rush the wvan, yell for help,”’
¢« All right!?

I hurried back into the battle.

1t was still proceeding with as much
vigour as ever. The Bannington crowd had
yained the upper hand for a short time.
Even Handforth had been unable to turn the
tide "im our favour. Bubt now that Signor
Smaillini was out of the way, we had a
better chance.

On the top of this, the circus men—there
were only two or three of them—had
plucked up enough courage to take a hand.
They were merely the fel]ows who looked
after the horses, and at first they had been
decidedly scared.

But. now that they had time to collect
their wits, they entered into- the fight.
Their activity proved the turning point.

They were of very ht.tle use as flighters,
but their participation in the fray acted as
a kind of moral support. The ruffians were
gradually getting the worst of it., Hand-
forth was now fighting with terriiic energy.

His face was bloodstained, his hair was
iowsled, and he was streamin.g with per-
spiration. His jacket had been flung to the
winds, and he was using hoth his ﬁth with
enormous, effect.

- “*Take “that!*’ he roared.

Biff !

““ And that!”®

Biff }

- ¢ And that—and that—and that!®

Biff! Biff! Biff!

_“‘Yaroooh!” howled Church. “You—you
gilly ass! You sloshed me that time!”

He
bad already knocked down three of the.
‘was just:
Tommy Watson and I'
were using our fists to the best of our:
| ageous.

1 the women.

!

| said.

' chunks of trouble.

-
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“Shouldn’t ge-t in the way !” panted Hand-
forth. = *“My hat!  Here’s %?Jmpy Bill!

Lﬂmmé get at him!

of swipes for weeks!
cad
Lumpy Bill

I've owed him a couple
Hi! Come back, you
was uot particularly cour-
As soon as he found the fight was
going against his . own gang, he thought
it high time to retire. And when he found
the redoubtable Handforth fairly on Dis
track, he did retire. He fled across the
meadow as fast as his clumsy feet could
carry him. And Handiorth went charging

in puramt

This, in faet, was the signal for the
roughs to hreak up.

Bruised, sore, and thorourrhly d&feated
tiey scooted in all directions. And the
St. Frauk's party held the fort. -They had

gained the victory with full honours. And
a rousing cheer went up from the women
and the children and the old folks in the

Ain’t they

{ road.
« Somehow or other, we managed to get.

“My!. grand !”* said one of
S | ahsuys sald that these

schoolboys was made of the right stuff!

{ Fancy them roughs setting on a poor old

man like that!
of themselves!??

“ S0 they did!”

“ Pity the police ain’t near by,” Tem.n]-.ed
another,

In a surprisingly short time peace Tewned

They ought. to be ashamed

1 The roughs considered that the newhh{}uru

hood was unhealthy. They vanished “out of
it completely. THe - othér people began
trickling away. And as the dusk . grew
deeper the scene becarne quiet and rather
fortorn.

But the St. Irank’s ]u-morb remained on
hand—tao deal with any further trouble "that
might arise.

Handforth and Archie and several of us
went to the red caravan after we had
washed ourselves in a big tub of water that
stood handy. We thought it just as well
to have a word with Signor Smallini before
leaving.

1 don’t know how to thank you, young
gents!®’> said the- circus proprietor, as we
walked into the “little . place. *“You've
saved the show—that’s what you've done!
As fine a -e~+ of youn gents as ever I did

see !?? "
« Oh, rot!” said Tandforth. .“We had to
“What I

swipe those hooligans !
¢ Absolutely!”? said Archie.

mean to say is, we couldn’t stand by, dear

old lad, and see you wallowing in Iarge

We simply had to dash

in like anything and do things.”

“ Don’t mention it, Mr. Smallini,”’ I said.

The circus proprletﬂr gave us all a grate-
ful look. . -

“But -1 do. ment.ion 1t, young gents 13 }lé
“I don’t kmow ’ow to say. what I
| 'want to say—and I capn’t give -you mo
 reward, because I..ain’t got . nothing, and
1 don’t want to hinsult you,”

“Obh, that’s all rwht—don’t be a fat-



head!” said Hapndforth, ¢ What's the idea
of calling yourself Signor Smallim? I'il
het a penuy to a quid yow were never born
in Italy.”

Qur host gave a feeble grin.

“T ain’t sayin’ as you're not right, yvoung
aent,” he admitted. ¢ The fact is, I ain't
never sef foot houtside of Euglnnd in all
my born days.”

“ (adzooks!” murmured Archie. ¢ Most
remarkable, dear old tulip! You never cet
vour foot houtside of-——— [ mean to say,
outside of——" ;

“0Onh, dry up, Archie!”
¢ on't interruptt™ |

¢ But, my dear tomato——"

“You're geod to look upon, but when
you make a sound, you spoil everything,’”
said Handforth. ¢ If you'd only keep quiet,
Archie, you wonldn’'t be so bad, In fact,
1 might even like you.”

“That’s dashed priceless,”
“] mean to say, I'm feeling absolutely
overwhelmed. To think that you might
Tike me! Handforth, it's as good as coming
into a bally fortune. I meuan, life scems
worth while! Existeuce becomes something
to delight in!™

Ilandforth pushed up his sleeve.

“I'm ready for some more hrrht.ing. if
necessary,’”’ he said grimly, 1 don't want
any rot—and I won't have any rot! Now,
Sienor Smmlhm what about iit? I don't
bLelicve you re Italmn a2t a2

““ (4o hon!’’_grinned Pitt.

““ Well, he zsn't ” insisted Handforth,

“You're quite r:ghb, veung gent—I ain’t!”’
admitted the showman,

% There vou are!” said ITandforth triumph-
antly, “What did I say?"”

 Ha, ha, hal!"

“You—you ecackling nsses——-="*

“ My dear Handy, “don't orow so mueh,’”
I zrinned. “An;b{)d}r can see with half an
eve that Mr., Smallini is not an Italian—
and I have a very strong suspicion that his
maine isn't Smallini at all,” I added drily.

¢ Which you're rieht, young gent,” said
the showman. “.S.am Smali—that's the name
I've allus gorn by.”

“Sam Small, what?” repeated Archie. ¢t 1
mean to say, somewhat incongruous! Bally
queer how names go by opposites, whut?
There's
walking elephant, don’t you know,

said  Archie.

And you,

Ar. %ma,!l can SQserth be described as a
skeleton. No offence, of course, but you
gather the old trend?”

Mr. Small nodded.

“[ reckon as how I do,” he said. ¢In
this ’ere business, young gents, it wouldn’t

do for a man tn call himself by his right
name, I duanno 'ow it is, but in the show
business a bloke must make himself out to
he an Heyetalian, or else a :Frenchy, or
somethin’ like that!*

““It’s the same on thre stage,”’ 1 agreed.
£ An Eunglish girl is a marvellous dancer—
buk ahe never meets with any success until
she gives herself a Ruszixun pame. It's
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‘queer

said Haodforth. |

Fatty Little, for example—a dashed

how the English peop]e disparags
L their own!”?
“We don't want to go

into any argu-
like that! snorted Mandforti:.
talking about Russian dancers? If
it comes to that, I think they’re rotteu
[ saw one once in London. My only hat!
Lm.n(,iug' It was nathing but dotty cuper-
ing! I went asleep thruugh the whole
turn!? '

“Jf you were aeleep how could you tcl
it was rotten?”’ asked Pitt.

ilandforth glared.

“I've got eves, haver't I??”” he demandsd.

“But if you were asleep——"

¢“T wasn't asleep to start with!” hooted

ments
¢t Who's

Ifandforth. ¢ You—you silly ass! Come
outside, and I'll slaughter vou!”

““ Young gents—young gents!’® protested
Mr. Small. ¢ This ain't the way! E don’t
want to see you fightin® among yourselves.
What with all the worries I've ’'ad of
Inte, I don't know whether I'm on my
‘eud or my ‘'egla.”

¢No “un(h-r you squirm!” gaid Handforth
wmpathetlmllv
“ Absolutely !”” said -Archie. 1 mean tu
say, eels generally squirm—what?’’
““Eels¢” I grinped. * Who's talking ahmh

eels?"
¢“ My dear old tulip, I distinctly hieard
t Mr. Smnall say—"' _
“Well, never mind!?”? I ioterrupted.

“We've done all we can, Mr. Small, so I
think we'll leave you in peace. 1 hope you
get over your troubles, and we shall look
forward to seeing the show at some other
time.”’

« Thanks, voung gent—but I don't think as
'ow you'll have the chance, repiled Mr.
Small. I don't know what’s goin’ to’ appf-n
—and that's a fact! I owes money, Yy'sec,
and all the stuft’s goin’ to be pinched—
sold over me ‘ead, as you might say.”

¢ Thal's pretty tough,” said Pitt,

-~ “1t's awful ’ard lines, sir,” declared
Mr. Small, “’Tain't as if I deserva it.
The show was all right—a good show. But,
somehow, the people wouldn’t come, If
only 1’ could sell these 'ere caravans privit—
well, then, I could pay out these blokes
and have enough left over to set myself on
me feet agin. Then I'd get a manager’s
job what’s been offered to me. "

“I''n awfully sorry, but we haven’t any
particular use for half-a-dozen caravans,’
[ said gently. ¢ If we could help, Mr. ‘-nnmll
we would.”

“ Absolutely.” agreed Archie. I meab to
say, these caravans are rather priceless,
don't vou kmnow. I always thought they
were dashed grubby thinge—the same as
the gipsies use. Queer how a cove can
be mistaken.?”

Archie looked round with added interest.

This particular cardvan was, indeed, a nice
little affair. It "was beaut:fnlly ﬁtted up
inside, with everything neat and orderly,
and looking quite fresh. There was plenty



of Troom, too—much more than one would,

have supposed.

« Topping!’? added Archie approvingly.

““Y've allus took a pride in this ’ere
van,” said Mr. Small, with a sigh. ¢ The
otliers ain’t so nice—still, they ain’t bad.
11’11 be « ’‘ard wrench to give up the cold
iife, but it’s got to be done.”

“ Gadzooks!?? sald Archie.

iTe looked at us in a startled kind of way.

““ A hee, Or a wasp, or something??’ asked
Pith, '

“ ADhsolutely not!” said Archie. < If you
are inquiring if I've been stung, dear old
lad—positively no. The fact is, a somewhat
jniey brainwave just whizzed into the old
noddle. I was just thinking of this and
that when—zing! It bally well arrived.”

“Mind it doesn’t bite you!’” advised
Jack Grey, grinning,

‘* A really priceless idea!’” went on Archie
areamily. ¢ TIn fact, I didn’t think the old
hean was capable of it. Absolutely not!
But there you are—these things happen.
They sweep a chappie off his dashed feet,
don’t you know.?”

“Don’t jaw so much—what’s the idea?® |,

Jeimanded Handiorth.,

Archie started. :

““ Well, as a matter of absolute fact, 1
rather think I shall preserve it for the
moment,’”” he replied. ¢ Pray don’t be
offended, sweet ones—such a thing would
dizstress mre beyond measure. In fact, it
would distress me even more than that.
Anon, 1 shall reveal the wondrous scheme.”

“*You—you f{unny lunatic!’® =aid Hand-
forth. “I'll biff you if you don’t——?

“0Oh, leave him alone, Handy!’>® I inter-
Tupted. ‘“If he chooses to keep the idea
secret, it's his business. 1 don’t suppose
it’s particularly marvellous, anyhow. Arechie
i=n’t famonus for brain work.?’

“0Oh, all right,”” growled Ilandforth.
“ Brainwork ?’> he added. “Huh! A ehap
«an't do brainwork without a brain! Come
on—let’s be getting back.”

Mr. Small again thanked us warmly for
our help, and we piled out of the caravan.
The other juniors were waiting for uns. 1t
was now gcetting quite dusk, and every-
thing was quiet and at rest.

The road was clear, except for one or
two small urchins who hoped against hope
that further fighting would take place.
Lumpy Bill ‘and the other rtoughs had
clrared completely off. _

‘“ Well, there’s no need for us to stay
here any longer now,” 1 remarked. ¢ We
might as well be geiting back to the school,
We haven’t. seen the circus, but we did have
«ome entertainment.”

“Rather!”” agreed Handforth.
thap the eircusz, too!*?

‘“0f course, you wonld say that!” ex-
claimed Church. ¢‘“I'fe never known suech
a2 chap for fighting! The way you sloshed
was awiul, Handy. 1t wauldn’t have mat-

‘‘ Better

t
| growled Ha,ndforil

tered if you’d confined your attentions to

=

the roughs. But as often as not you biffed
one of us!”?

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
tWte all got our bicycles, and prepared to
start. :

*“Where’s Archie?” inquired Pitt, looking
round.

The one and only Archie Glenthorne had
vanished. Then we discovered that some-
body had seen him going back into Mr.
Small’s caravan. Two or three of us started
in that direction, but before we arrived the
door of the canavan opened, and Archie
appeared.

‘“Priceless, Mr. Small—absolutely price-

less ! he exclaimed, beaming. 1 mean
to say—— What-ho! What-ho! It seems;
dear old lads, that you have come for me—
what?¥

““Yes, we have!” said Pitt. ¢ What have
you heen doing?”’

Archie beamed again.

‘“Well, to tell the absolute truth, 1've
been 1 mean: to say, the thing’s -a
bally secret. Kindly refrain from making
close inquiries, dear one. Before long, you
will know the truth.”

“ What game has the fathead been up to
now??” asked Handforth. ¢ Look at him—
erinning all over his face, and looking as
pleased as a ecat with two tails. le’s
been doing something.”

«“] expect the soft-hearted ass has given
Mr. Small somre money,”” said Pitt. ¢ That’s
about the size of it. Anybody ean get round
Archie. He’s too -generous for this life.”

Archie had a dreamy look in his eyes.

“On the road so blithe and free,” hLe
nmurmaured. ‘““>Neath the laburoum tree.
Gadzooks! 7Poetry, don’t you know! Yrhen
I feel like this, 1 simply can’t help it!
The jolly old rhymes simply burst forth.
I mean to say, rolling along to liberty,
leading the life that’s free—>

‘““Oh, domn’t lis to him—he’s touched!®!”’
4Tt must be the mild
evening! What He really needs is a ducking
—10 cool him off !¥? . _

And the crowd started back for SEt.
Frank’s. But there was a good deal of
curiosity about Archie. He still remained
in a <ondition of ecstatic exuberation. On

1 the way home, he sang slightly to himself.
And upon his face there was an expression
‘of joy and contentment.

What scheme had the Genial Ass got in
his mind?

— et ——

CHAFTER IIL

THE BIG IDEA.

A% EADY?” asked Reggie
Pitt, looking into
Study C.

““ Ready for any-
thing,” 1 replied promptly.
‘¢ No, ass—I mean for the
- " rehearsal,” said Pitt. ¢ Most
of the other chaps are in the common-room,




waiting. You don’'t mean to say ¥you'd
forgotten? We haven’t got much tlmﬂ
left—only a day or two before the holidays.®

It was the fcllowing evening, and T_omlm
Watson and Sir Montie and I were just
finishing our prep. Reggie Pitt came into
the Qtudy, and gazed at us severely.

““ Well, ‘you're a fine set!” he exclaimed.
#¢ Tancy forvebtmfr the rehearsal !”’

“We hadn't forgotte:n it—but prep, came
first,” I replied. ¢ You can tell the fellows
we shall be down there within five minutes.
Has all the crowd turned up?”’

“ Yes—everybody.”

“Good! If you wait a minute,
with you.

“I'lH wait—and make sure!* gaid Pitt
grimly.

The rehearsal he referred to was wvery
necessary. About a week previously we had
been  invited to attend a garden party at
Colonel Glenthorne’s London house. This
garden parsy was due to take place during
Whit-week., There were about a dozen of
us invited, including Pitt and Handforth and
('o., and a lot more.

Regfrle had suggested that we should do
something a little out of the common. His
idea, in fact, was to give a minstrel show,
The others had fallen in with the sugges-
tion with much heartiness.

And, having agreed upon this, reliearsals
were p.:mned At~ the garden party we
should appear with black facez, minstrel
clothing, and éverything. After we leflt
St. Frank’s we should have very little chance
of getting together, and so we were seizing
every opportunity now.

Pitt had only to wait a minute or two,
and then we accompanied him dowa to the
common-room—which had been eom-
mandeered for the rehearsal. Handforth was

we'll go

there, of course—and Handforth was laying

down the law,
““Oh! So here you are!” he said, glaring
at us. < What's all this rot about you and

Pitt being the corner men?”

“That’s right!”* I agreed. i
“Why, you rotters,” said Handforth
wrathfully, ¢“the cornmer men in a minstrel

show are the comedians,. What about me?”

‘“ Well, of course, you're a comedian all
vxght-—“e all know t’nat“‘ I said soothmgh

‘“1la, ha, ha!”

A renllv iirst-class comedmu ”
on. “At the same time, Hhil]d’r, I rather
think your comedy is spontaneous and un
conscious., If you were shoved on the stage
to m,a,ke yourself funny, you wouldn’t do it.
So we're giving you one of the fat singing
parts, and Pitt and I will be the comedians.”

Handforth was not very pleased.

“Well, of course, I'll admit the show will
“be a rank failure unless 1 do most of the
singing,’ he said. Thaft goes without sayiug.
“But I reckon I ought to be one of the
corner men!””

The argument lasted for several minutes.
but ﬂnallv Handforth was convinced. In
order to l;urmﬂr peace to the meeting, we
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-advised him to start rehearsing one of His

own speciali nuigbers.

“Good!” he said. “Now, lemme see!
«ing ¢ Auntie Susie's Picnic?
he words by heart.”

¢“ Azs!” put in DPitt.-
song. I sing it!"”

“Ou, do you?’ demanded Handforth.
*Then why have I learnt the words?”

“* Gooduess knows!” said Pitt. *“ I'm not
mich good at riddles! If you like to be ass
enough to learn a song you haven't got to
sing—well, that's your funeral. You're billed
to warble serious ballads.,”

Handforth snorted.

I'i
I’ve learnt all

““That’s a comedy

““Lonk here!” he said aggressively. ** Look
here ! ™ :
“* We're locking!” said Pitt. “ It's a bit
of an ordeal, but we're logking!”’
4 i L} L %u -
“Listen to me!” roared Handforlh,
glaring. *‘I've heard enough rot aboud
these songs! I might waive the point

about being dished out of a corner seat;
Nipper and “Pitt can be corner men. I dou’t
care! But I'm blowed if I'm going to be
stopped from singing a funny song‘

“ But my dear chap, any song you siug
will be funny!” I pointed out vravely * Y
we put words to Chnpms Funeral March,
you'd sing them in suech a way that the
audience woatd rock in their seafs!”

* Ha, hia, ha!”

“Well, of course, there’s something Iin
that!” admisted Hanaforth, quite unawar:
that his lez was being pulled. *¢ Everything

depead: upon th2 way a song is sung. When
I cing a song, I sing it propmly' And I'im
soing to sing “ Auntie Susie’'s Picnic.’ You
can go aund eat ecoke! Now., strike up!
Gimwme the opeaing bars!”

iiandforth looked round.

“Great pip!” he said, breathing hard.
" Where's the orchestra?”

The orchestra was, as a matter of fact,
tuninz-up in one of the corners. Buf c¢wing
to tlze peneral noise the orchestral effort-
were —fortunately—drowned. I may as well
explain tirtat the orchestra consisted of a
cracked violin aind a mouth-organ and =«
Swanee whistle. The musicians were Solo-
mon Levi. Owen maijor, an:d Cecil de Valerie.
I looked forward to the efforts with mis-
giving. :

“ Mi!”’ roared Handforth. “ Start the
music, you fatheads!”

“Wait a minute!” said De Valerie. * Thix
and Solly’s fiddle is
short of two strings!”

" Well, let us hope the mouth-organ’s all
right,” 1 grinned. *‘ Do your ltest, anyhow.
We haven't got any too much time,”

After several efforts, fthe orchestra man’

‘aged to strike up something which bore a

f.unt resemblance to a tune. Morrow, of
the Bixth, afterwards told ws that e cpened
his qtudv window in order to throw a Loot
at the “cats., He didn't realise at the
moment that the straing were caused by a
jagz band, |
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"Handforth cztocd forward
rhest out.

“ Er—lemme zece!”’ Dhe began.
it 2o? -Auntie Suce 2
SR Have you heard of

‘prompted Pibt, in a .wlnapr:
Handiorth glared,
“Idiot!” he snorted,
“No; I mean——-" :
“*Stop !’ bellowed Hnndforth, gesticulat-
- jng for the orchestra.: *< Azzes! You've got
lmlr-.vay through the verse and I haven’t
started. lMave I heard of Auntie Sue!”’ he
added, glarinz at Pitt. . ““ You—you babbling
lanatic!  Ain’t 1 singing the song pow?”’

“Well, you may be, bub it doesn’s mund
like it,"” replied Reggie cravely.

'Ha B, ligt? -

"Yr*u dﬁnt scem to catch on,” continued
Pitt, * *Have you heard of k_mntle Sue ’ is
the first line of the song. TUnderstand?”

Handlorth started.

“My goodness!” he caid. ““ That's right!
Why the dickens didn't you say so at brst?

apd threw his

“How does

.
T ay

Auntie Sue '’

A right—all riaht!  You needn't prompt
me any more! 1l've wot it all; we'll start
straight away!”’

The “other miostrels breathed a sigh of
Telief,  1f things weunt on at this rate,
nothing would be done.

BHandforth began:

" Have you heard of Auntie Sue,
Whose picnies on the farin,
Are the hezt that ever tﬂew?

Oh, gee! There's lots “of fun,
Fine and sunny weather,
The best that ever ;j.;'rew——-—-"

* Ha, ha, ha!”

't Oh, Handy!” moaned Pitt, holding his
cides, 1 thought you knew it by heart 7

“So I do!”’ roared Handforth. '

“But you've got it 3]l mixed up!™

“Just aive me . time, and I'll get it
elear!”  said  Handforth doggedly. P |
thought {here was something wrong some-
where. 1 mean, sunny weather can’t erow
can it? There's a line missing, 1 believe

19

* Listen to me!"” interrupted Pitt. “I’l]
ofve you the first verse and the first chorus.
Then, perhaps, yoa can remember the rest.
Here we 20: '

o

“ Have you heard of Auntie Sue,
Whose picnies on tlie farm
Are the best you ever knew?
Away from strife and harm.
Fine and sunny weather,
Oh, gee! There's lot of fun,
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Boys and girls nmether
When school is through and done,
““ Down at Auntie Susie’s picnie,

In the hollaw by the stream,
With a dozen jaws "all busy,

And cheeks all smeared with cream;
And the gang lost I'ttle Tommy,

Till they found him hright and gay,
With his face inside a melon,

On Aunt Suvsic’s pienie day.”

‘“Good!™ 'said_ Handforth appraovingly.
““0Of course, there are two or three mors
verses, and I know them all. XNow I'll

start %tminht away and chow you *he re&l
way to sing it. TNl do the chorus -first?®
* But what about the verse?”

“ This is a rehearsal!” retorted Hanil-
forth, “1 think I'm a Dbit groggy on the

chorus. I admit it. Now, off we go!
‘““ Down at - Auntie Susie's pienic,

Er—elose by the old mill stream,
With a dozen chaps all eating
- Tarts and buns and <ream:
And little Tommy got lost,
And—lemme see—er——"’

o Tlmts a good line!” remarked To nmy
Watson, approul.gsy

** Ha, ha, ha!”

The audience howled. Handforth's reoder-
ing of the chorus was quite remarkable.
He had not only forgotten the ecorrect worils,
hut he adopted a melody of his own which
was absolutely ijoreign to the composer’s
eifort and rather reminiscent of * Coul
Black Mammy.”” The juniots howled them-
selves hoarse.

And, in spite of all Handforth's shouts,
Lutrt.a.txﬂq and threats, he was gently but
firmly pushed aside; and others rehearsed—
with greater success.

I+ was not only mnecessary to fearn the
songzs, but Reggie Pitt and I had quite a
number of jokes which we should trot ount
to the audience at the garden-party per.
formance., And we wanted to make themﬁ
funny as possible, -

Upon the whole, I was fully satisfed.

““I think we shall do splendidly,” I said
at length. “ Another rehearsal before we
leave for the holidays, and we shall be
practically all right. As for you, Handy, I
think you’d better stick to * The Village
Blacl\nnnth.’ =

Handforth bnmtpd .

“ What about * Auntis Sue’?"

““ That's Pitt’s song; you're lLetter at the
serinus stuff,” I replied soothingly. * When
it comes to singing a good baritone song
Handy, you're a marvel* But every {'h&})"
ouzht to realise his own limitations.”

“ Oh, well!” crowled Handforth. “I'm
not  satisfied, “I'n learn those words
thoronehly, ana if Pitt peters out, I'il step
irto the hreach!”

*“ That's some consolation,

he asked.

anyway,"” said

| Pitt,



He turned, as the door opened.

““ No admittance!”’ Le said sternly.
hearsalz in progress! Nobody's
‘here until— Oh, 1t’s Archie!”

‘* Absolutely,” =aid Archie
gazing in through his moaocle.

““ All right; we'll admit you,”” 1 chuckled.’
“¢ Considering: that this minstrel show is to
-be gziven at your pater's place, we can’t
~very weli debar you from looking in. Every-
. thing is going fine, Archie.”

Archie beamed. | .

““ Well, as it were, that's rather topping,’
he said. ‘* But, dear old lads, the brain
"has been buzzing somewhat. The works in
thce upper section, in fact, have bLeen doing
vast and large quantities of overtime!l”

““ But what's the result?’”” I asked.

““ Well, as a matter of fact, there’s going
to be no minstrel show —that is, at the gar-
den-party,”” replied Archie. “* What I mean
is, we shan't be there, dear old lads. Abso-
lutely not! I mean to say, if the whole
bally crowd of us is waltzing about at the
seaside, we can't very well be tn London—
what?” |
. “What on earth are you talking about?”
I demanded.

“ Yes!" said Archie. | i

“ What?"

“I mean to &ay, absolutely!” weunt on
Archie. *“ What, so to speak, am I talking
about? You seep-laddie, a somewhat ripe
idea whizzed out of ‘the offing and attached
itself to me. _Iun fact, I might even describe
the idea as being 'not only ripe, but positively

Glenthorne,

juicy.” - ;
“It's bound to he—if you thought of it,”
~ sniffed Handierth “ I expect it's over-ripe

—in other words, rotten!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Absolufely not!” said Archie. *° You may
have observed, dear old lads of the village,
that T was closely engaged with Mr. Small
for quite a considerable length of time last
nigyt?"” |

“* Yes, we all noticed it,”” I replied.

¢ In point of fact, I was chatting with
the dear old tulip for a consid. period,”
went on Archie. * We ot together, as it
were, and exchanged views of life. We hob-
nobbed considerably. And the result is of a
concrete nature. I thought possibly you
miaght like to hear of the glad tidings.”

“I suppose you gave the old chap some
money?” asked Pitt. .

** Absolutely,” said  Archie, nodding.
$¢ Mgrely a matter of a hundred or so quids

<« A few what!” shouted the juniors.

““You see, it’s like this,”” said Archie, as
the amaged fellows crowded round. *° To be
exact, it's not only- like this, but it's like
that! My pater happens to be wallowing
in fearful quantities of doublouns, and 1
must admit- that when it comes to wallow-
ing, T'm a dashed good wallower! It re-
mains a fact that my own banking account
i3 large, and of the very finest quality. So,

** Re-
allowed iu1

‘ Durn you !’ snarled Mr. Crabb
fiercely, as he raised the heavy stict:
and brought it down upon Pitt’s
shoulders with such force that the
junfdor staggered and collapsed in the
mud, ‘

i

you see, a few hundreds make practically
no difference.” - . ;
““But why on earth did you give such a
iot of money to that drunken old ecircus-
man?” I demanded. *“ My dear fellow,. if
your pater gets tc hear about that, he'll
probably stop your allowance——" -

“ Not at all!"”’ interrupted Archie. “*Abso-
Iutely not! You see, T used the money for
a somewhat ripping purpose. You may re.
member having observed the few goodiy
caravins in the ofling? Well, to put it
bluntly, it striack me that these caravan
were rather priceless sort cf—"

“You've bought them?” velled Pitt sud-
denly, '
“ Absolutely !

““ Bought all those caravans!"

““ Lock, stock, and, in facl, barrel!”™ re.
plied Archie calmly. ‘ The jolly old articles
are now in the hands of some ripping coach-
building bounders in Bannington. 1 inter-
viewed a gentleman this morning, who has
assured. me that large alterations will be
put into immediate execution. Decorations,
and so forth. Curtains, carpets, fresh raint,
and all that kind of roft.” You gather my
meaning? It struck me that -we might as
well have everything clear and bright angd
fresh, don’'t you know, By the time the
caravans are delivered—in the course of a



few days——they will be in a dashed 'rippinﬂ
¢ondish.”

We
blanktly.

“* But—hut why did you buy them?” asked
~ Tommy Watson breathing hard.

““ Why?”’ said Archie. ‘“ Of course!”

‘“* What do you mean—of course?”

“ Well 1 mean—-—there you are!'” said
Archie, who was always about an hour get-
ting to the point. ‘‘ What about a boliday?
I mean to say, on the open highway, don’t
vou know?! Rolling along the gnod old turn-
pike—camping here «nd camping there.
]}{)]e‘i%lt it strike you as being the one and
only?”

¢ Great. Scott!’’ said Pitt. *“* You—you
mean that iunstead of having an ordinary
kind of holiday, we szhall go on a caravan
tour?”’

““ Absolutely,” said ,Atehie, nodding. “ In
fact, absolutely twice!” : _

““ Why, that’s tuhe best idea of the
term!” declared De Valerie enthusiastically.
“ What a great wheeze! Just think of the
fun we can have, going about in-those cara-
vans, camping just where it pleases us! We
can go to the seaside; we ecan stop just
where we like, and—and everything!*

‘“ As you say, dear old carrot—and every-
'thmﬂ“’ 'agreed Arclie, heaming.

The roomn was now huzzing with talk.

“ Look here, let's get this straight!” I
said. *° Are we to understand,. Archie, that
you are mubmﬂ' us - to o on this caravan

tour with yout
Archie noddeil..

looked at Archie Glenthorne mther
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“* That, =o tf speas,  Le re-
plied.
“ You've Iwu"ht tlie caravans, and you

want-us fto come?”

‘* Absolutely!™

““ Then, of course. we accept—and thanks
dellH}”” I declared heartily, * It's a fine
idea, old man. We ought to enjoy the
W hibsun holidays tremendously What do
you other chap: say?”’

““ You bet!” =aid the other clmps in one
voice, -

Archie looked round smiling with delight.

** Then, old tulips, we can consider that a
bet?”’ he asked. “ We can, as a matter of
.Iact look upon it as all seftled—what?”

‘ Absolutely!” grinned Pitt.

‘ Of course, ' come: I don’t mind being
- in the thing!” said Handforth with an air
of frraceful condescension. “As a matter
of Iact I thought of this idea long ago. It
struck me—-"

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“ It struck me yvesterday!’’ went on Hand-
forth grimly. ‘‘Only, of course, I didn’t
like to suggest it because—— Well, caravans
cost a lot of momey. I didn’t dream that
Al'chle would whack ~out a glddy fortune
like this!”

v ‘“All  right,

chuckled McClure.
v+ ‘““Understand what?"
-forth, glarins. :

Ha_ndy-—-w understand!™

demanded Hand-
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500N a3 you start any of your usual rot

‘“Oh, nothing!”

« Yes, that’s about what you . could under-
stand—nothing,” said Handforth. ‘< Your
intelligence is exactly suited for it. But, as
I was saying, I don’'t mind conling on this
trip if Archie wants me to.”

*“It’s pnot a question of whether Archie
wants you to—it’s a question of whether
we shall let you come!” declared Pitt. ‘1
think I'll put it to the vote. Shall Hand-
forth come, or shall Handforth not come?’
-** Not?”? shouted a dozen .voices. -

Edward Oswald looked round, startled.

“ Why, you—you——-"

“ There you arec!®” grinned Pitt. ‘* Yon
see, Handy, the fellows are afraid that y-u'il
try to boss things if you come along. We
shall have trouble all along the road. As

“ Well, if you're going to talk - like that,
I'll clear out!” said Handforth grufily. “ Do
you think I want to come omn the roticn
tour? I wouldn’t demean myself by riding
in. a giddy caravan! Everybody will mistake
you for ginsies! Why don't you take some
chairs and baskets, and sell em omn the
road?”’

Handforth was rather huﬂ‘y, and didn't
seem to realise that his leg was being pullcd
again, For, of course, he would- paturally
come with us. His presence would un-
doubtedly bring a certain amount of trouble
in his wake—but that would be all the

better, perhaps. él:e wouldn’t be much
fun without the o only IIaundforih.
lle was convinced,” sa ength that the

fellows had only be,egmok

‘“ Well, in that case,. AL agree,” he said
stifly. ** Naturally, I shall” expect to drive
the first van. That goes without saying,
Where I go, everybody must follow!”

‘““ But there’s no need for all the vans to
go into the diteh!” said Pitt. ‘

“You—you funny idiot!”’ snorted Hand-
forth. “ When it comes to driving, I'm
absolutely an expert. And I've got an idea,
too. It’s a great idea. I dow’t want to
boast, but I don’t mind saying that this
“j_;n:e’eze beats anything that wds ever thounht

“But you don’t \mnt to boast?” asked
De Valerie.

““ No!” replied Handforth.
ing to ‘other people.

‘“7T leave boast-
Now, the idea is that

we should visit sedsxde resorts. Under-
stapnd?”’

“ My dear chap, Archie surrgecsted that
long ago——"

“Can’t you wait?” roared Handy. * What
about this minstrel show? Have we got to
chuck it up? Why shouldn’t we buy some
costumes, and give a show on the beach?
Why, in that way, we can earn enough
money to pay all our expenses. Go  -to
different places, and give diffierent shows.
We shall have our faces black, so Bpobody
will know who we are. And think of the
tin we can grab!” -

“ It wouldn't work—we should he chased
off every beach we got to.” said Pitt gravely.
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“ Life wouldn’t be worth living, Of course,
it you agreed to go down with the collectm:r
box, instead of singing, the scheme mwhf
work. How would that be, llandy? We
make you the money- taker'"

Handforth didn’'t agree. Iundeed, according
to his stateinents, he had an ulea. that Ii
he fell out of the performance, the per-
formance itself would coliapse. But every-
body decided that the idea was good,

Nobody could quite understand it—they
wanted to knmow where Handforth had stolen
the scheme from. They couldn't realise that
he had thought of it himself. Handy's ideas
were generully of the wild and woolly

;l.[‘li..(ﬂ.

There was a good deal of talk, and it was
finally agreed that at least sixteen of wus
should go. Archie had bought four caravans,
and so we should be quite comfortable, and
with plenty of room. Four fellows in a
caravan would not be overcrowding.

Archie had done the thing thorﬁughlv
e was paying extra heavy ra$es in order
to have the vans completely fitted up in the
course of a few days. A whole army of
workinen were engaged on the task. It was
an expensive job, but this was of no impor-
tance to Archie. lle had a lot more money
than he knew what to do with.

It seemed that our Whitsun holiday was
to be unusually interesting.

CHAPTER 1V,
WHERE MY CARAVAN HAS RESTED!

RCUIE GLENTIORNE

looked rather worried.

“ Well, Phipps, here

we are!”” he observed.

“1 mean to say, 'tis morn-

ing! In other words, to-day

: S we buzz forth into the un-

known! The jolly old school breaks up,

and we scatter forth in the direction of the

four winds. Of course, there might be more

than four winds, but you know what I
mean,’’

““ Quite so, sir,” said Phipps.

‘““We're on the brink of the holidays,”
pursued Archie. “ Instead of going home,
I shall set forth upon an unknown expedi-
tion. I shall trust myself to fate, and ven-
ture upon the wide highway. And the point
which concerns me, Phlpps, is a knotty one.
What, 1 mean to say, about you?”

ik I, Slt‘"”

** Absolutely,”” said Archie. *“ The old
bErain has becen pondering for some consider-
able time. How shall I proceed to exist
without you whizzing about, here and there?

How can I go through life without your
soothing presence?”

““I have no doubt, sir, that yon will be
able to get along quite nicely,"” said Phipps.
““1 shall be most grateful for the short
holiday, and I trust that you will not cause
any alteration in the plan. I have made

[EE LinnARY JIE

certain arrangements, and I should nsg like
to change them———"’

“0h, ab&.olutehf not,"” mterrupbc*d Archie.
“So you have dec:ded to go away, what?
Splendid, Phipps. ;rn other words, splendid!
Do you know, it asdo’t strike me that you
might go away! It never occurred to the
old bean!”

Archie and Phipps were in the former's
luxurious study, in the Ancient House.
Breakfast was over, and the school was
humming with activity. For on this parti-
cular day all the boys of St. Frank’s would
leave, and go off for the holidays.

A week earlier Archie had told Phipps that
he could take a bholiday for himsell, as
he would not be required. Since then,
Archie had been wondering how on earth he
would be able to get along without his in-
valuable valet.

In fact, he had actually decided to take
Phipps alouL with him. After all, it would
be better to have the man on the spot.  So
he had broached the subject as gently as
possible, But now that Phipps had men-
tioned the fact that he had made arrange-
[1&1&11133 of his own, Archie dropped the whole
1a¢a.

Of course, he had had to stick to his word.

Phipps had to go—and that mmnt that
Archie would be deprived of the man's ser-
vices during the holidays. This was just as
well, for Phipps would be rather in the way.
He would spoil the general effecet, in a way
of speaking,

While Archie was talking, Phipps glanced
out of the window.

“The caravans are arriving, sir,”” he re-
marked,

“What? said Archie. *‘Oh,

Supposing

fact, dashed pgood!
forth and inspect the good work?
about it, Phipps? Shall we emerge?"”’

“ Just as you wish, sir” |

They left’ the study, and a few momcnts
later they were in the lobby. Here, Hand-
forth and Co. were cugaged in a little argu-
ment. Church was h()l(lln" his left ear in
a tender fashion, and McClure had a hand-
kerchief to his nose. When the chums of
Study D argued, violence accompanied it.
And it was generally Church and McClure
who did all the suffering.

““ Now, don’t let me hear any more about
it!” said Handforth grimly. “* If I like to
give you chaps a quid each, I'm going to
give it to you! If you refuse again, I'll give
you something that you won't forget!”

“ 'm not likely to forget this for weeks!"
growled MeceClure, mbpectmg his hapdker-
chief. “ My huat! I've lost about a pint!”

“ Trouble?” inquired Archie, pausing.

“0Of course there is—there’s always
trouble!”” replied Handforth tartly. ° If you
had study chums like these, you'd go grey!”

" “ It rather strikes me, dear old lad, that
they're the chappies to go grey!’ said Archie
mlldh “In fact, 1 sometunes expect to
see ‘SlhEl‘\' locks appearing in the heads of
these laddies. However, we will wot pursue

good! 1In
we trickle
What
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the subject. I observe that your fist is in
- vlose proximity. 1 rather think this is a
time for discretion, e¢h, Phipps?”’ :
‘T imagine so, H]I‘,” said Phipps gravely.
‘““'These silly fatheads refused to take a
yoid each,”” said Hapdforth. 1 got a bhig
remittance from my pater this morning—ten
nuid, in fact. 1 suppose I can give them
inoney, if I like? The idiots refused it!™
This was Handforth to the life. Ie had
oot into the habit of punching his long
nuﬂering chuins for anything and everythmg
And even when they hesitated to accept--his
generosity, they were knocked about again.

Bowever, the argument ceased, for Are hie
mentioned that t}ﬁe caravans were in the}
Triangle. Pitt and De Valerie and several

others came through the lobby just then—
Iraving spotted the arrivals through the-
study windows.
A whole crowd of fellows emergcd into the
Triangle,
‘}*mu” said Reggie Pltt approvingly.
"My hat! Don’t they look great?’’ said
imnmy Watzon. -
‘' Rather!”
There was every reason for these remarks,
for the four caravans in the Triangle were
exceedingly pleasant to look upon. They
were, of course, of quite a different type to
the. commonplace gipsy caravan. They were
large, roomy, and each vehicle was supplied
with a line pair of borses. The harness was
glittering, and the animals themselves were
strong aud Ima}thy and of excellent breed.
As for the caravans, they were scarcely
racognisable as the same vans which we had
zeen in the circus meadow, less than a week
carlier, They were resnlendent with new
paiat—gaily decorated and refined-looking.
And we were even more delighted when
we entered them,. ¢
The interiors had been beautifully fitted.
Clean linen, blankets, glassware, chinaware,
entlery—everything was brand, spanking
new. - There were neat little electric lamps,
supplied from big storage batteries, cooking
ntensils of the most -modern description—
aipd, in fact, the general
absolutely nothing to bhe desired.

““Why, it’s almost too good to he
bhelieved!’’ declared Church. * It must have
cost you a terrible amount of money,
Archie.”

“As a matter of fact, old 'ad, -the bill
for all this is being I]I'Ebﬁl]ted to the pater!"
he explained blandly. ‘' I spoke to the pater
over the ’phone, and. he told me to go
ahead. 8o, you see, I went!”

- *"Great Scott! I should say you
said Pitt. ** Your pater’s a brick!”

“* Not at all,”” declared Arcnie. ‘‘ It simply
means that he is overflowing with the good

equipment left }

| that morning.

did!"”? |

- . L
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old yellow material. It doesn't make ' any
difference t0 him, dear ope. That's why
I splashed somewhat. -And, after all, the
bally caravans can easily be sold when we've
finished with them. Looking at 1t that way,
the thing won’t cost him much. "’ ;

None of the juniors complained.

They had never expected to find such
luxury waiting for them. They huad antici-
pated a rough-and-ready sort of caravan
t%)u]r. But this would be doing the thing in
style.

Handforth suggested that we ought to
have motors, instead of horses, but Pitt
shook his head. '

" My dear chap, that would take the whole
charm away,” he declared. ‘' Motors are
tine in their place—when you wanft to get
anywhere «quickly. But there’s pothing te
compare with horses for a ecaravan. We
simply go jogging alopng, at peace with all
the world. There’s something fine in the
idea, Stinking petrol and dust would ruio
everythm# =

Absolutely'” agreed

Handforth sniffed.

"“Oh, of Lour‘;e——you re bound to dis-
agree!” he said. ‘I didn't expect anything
else! Still, on the whole, I'm not grumh}mﬂ
I'll drive the first vau, and I vote that we
get away as soon as poss:b!e We ought to
be able to camp eome“here near Blackpocl
y to-night.”

A Hi‘wk[mrjl'” yelled Pitt,

it Yc.,p,

“ You—you fathead!’ said Pitt, grioning.
‘“ Blackpool’s np north—about two hundred
and fifty miles away! The horses look pretty
glooti]*’ but I don’t think they’re capable of
that!*’

* Oh, well, then— Ilt‘racombe mll do!™
H.mdl‘orth

He was decidedly groggy in his geography,
or he would have known that llfracombe,
too, was out of the question. The scheme
was to go along the south coast. It didn’t
matter where we got by nightfall, either.
We should simply choose a good canmiping
ground, and stay there. That was the whole
beauty of the trip. We could stay .just
where we fancied.

Nobody thought much abecut the weather
The fellows who were going
on the caravan tour were envied by all the
others—although the others tried not to let
this be known. |

For days past the juniors had been ex-
pressing the hope that the weather would
turn out fine for the start. It was fine—
in a fashion. A fresh wind was hlowing, and
only a few eclouds were in the sky. But
I had observed that the mercury was faliing
rather nastily in the barometer.. I had am
idea. that the afternoon would bring- mére
clouds, and rain. However, it was ng good
anticipating trouble. I menuoned nothing
to the others. :

It was noon hefore we started. A

The juniors had to get their clothing to-

Archie,

said

(Coniinued en page 13.) .
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PAUL HERMAN, millionaire and well-
known figure in West End society, is
the head of the League of the Iron
Hand, a dangerous criminal confedera-
tion, which _
NELSON LEE, the famous Gray's Inn
Rpéz;d detective,; has set out to crush
with

DERRICK OQRIEN, the young Irish
detective, and

COLIN MACKENZIE, the leading Scots
detective, hailing from Edinburgh.

In order to facilitate their daring
coups, the league steals a marvellous
new airship invented by Donald Stuart,
whom they kidnap in order to learn the
secrets of the airship’s mechanism. But
Stuart will not divulge: Threats and
torture are useless. Number One then
kidnaps Stuart’s young brother, Jack,
and Nipper from St. Frank's College.
With these two youngsters as. hostages,
he hopes to bend Dorald Stuart to his
will and to ~ threaten Nelson Lee to
abstain  from interfering with the
activities of the League,

(Now read on.)

1

Lec's Greatest Exploits against a
criminal confederation organised by
the mvsterious © Number One

NUMBER ONE'S THREAT TO NELSON LEE.

€ ND where do I come in?” inqguired
A Nipper., Why huve you kidnapped
me??”’ .
““ As @ hostagze for your guardian’s
good bhehaviour,” =said Herman. “ For sowe
time past Mr. Lee has given us a good desl
of trouble, and I wish to put a stop to his
meddlesome activities, Before I go ¢o bed
to-night I am going to write Lhim and tell
him you are in my power. I am going to
tell him that so long as he leaves us alone
you will be well treated and no harm will
come to you; but if he persists in annoying
us he will be the means of causing you a
terrible amount of suffering, znd may even
compel us to kill you.” :
“How very cheerful for me!*" said Nipper.

“Oh, I don't think you have anything to
fear!” said Herman. ¢ Mr, Lee is too fond
of you to do anything that would give you
pain; and after he has received my letter i
have little doubt that he will retire from
the contest and leave us in peace.”

“T don't think he will,® said Nipper.
“But suppose he does, how long do yuu
intend to keep me . here?”

Herman shrugged his shoulders.

“That is a question which time alone can
answer,” he said ¢ Meanwhile, I wanf you
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both to understand that you have nothmg :.)f‘l: ! asleep,
i

be afraid of—at present, at any rate.
course, if you are stupid enough to give us
a«ny trouble you will have to “he punished;
hut so long as you behave in a bEH‘-lb]L
fashion you will be well treated, well fed,
and well supplied with books, papers, games,
oF apybhing else In reason that you want.
And now I think I hear the butler returning
with your suppers.”

ITe unlocked the door and admitted Bal]\PI'
wio -bore a tray of provisions, and who
was followed by three of the
carrying another bed, a supply of hedclothes,
and a basket-chair.

“J must leave you now,”” said Herman to
Barker.” “Stay with them until they bave
had their =upper; then clear
things, and make them comfortable for the

night, and remain with them until I return.,”-

Leaving Barker in charge of the boys, he
made his way down to the library, where he
typed the following ultimatum to Nelsen
Lee:

& ‘hpuper is our prisoner. So long as you
leave us alone no harm shall ecome “to him;
but if you take any further sieps ammn:,b
the League of the Iron Hand I will Tnflict |
«ueh torfures on the -hoy as you have never
dreamed of. I enclose a letter from you to
him, which T found in one of his pockets,
and which will convince you-that T am not
bluffing, and that the boy is really iz my
power.—NUMBER OXNE.?

Having sealed up the two letters in an_
rmelope, and having addressed it to Nelson
bee at his rooms .in Gray’s Imn Road, he
rang the bell and. sent for Wikinzon.

“Here is the letter of whichr I spoke,” he
caid. “* As you see, it is for Nelson Lee.
¥ particularly wish him to receive it by the }
first post in the morning, and at the same
time, of course, I do not wish him to know
from what part of the country it comes.
S0 take it up to London, post it at the
G.P.O., and then come back here.”’

Wilkinson took . the letter, saluted, and
retired. Ten minutes later the car was flying
Londonwards in the teeth of the pelting
vain, and Herman, well satisfied with his

day’'s work, was regaling himself on chicken

apd champagne.
ot oy

A BID FOR FREEDOM.

ITEN Herman had finished his supper,
W he chatted with Cundle for three-
quarters of an hour; and then,
about midnight, he pa:td another

visit to Nipper and Jack.
- By that time the two boys had partly
undressed and had tumbled into their respec-
tive beds. Barker, in accordance with his
instructions, was still mounting guard, and
~was seated at the table, 1eadmg the even-

Ing- paper,

“All right?” queried IHerman, when
Barker had unlocked the door and let
him in.

“V¥Yes., sir,”

answered Barker.

Y/ OUR DETECTIVE STOP.\" SECTION

servants,

away the |

“They're * old man.

they ha.ent
last ]Jalf hour.

I think. Anyhow
moved or speken for. the
Shall 1 wake ’em?i??

“0Oh, dear po!” zaid Herman. “I’ve said
all 1 wanb to say to them for the present.
I only looked in to see if they were all
right. I'm going to bed now.?” -

“Po you wish anybody to sit up- with
them all night?”?

“Not at all! There’s no nece:,s:ty for that.
When once the door is locked on them,
they're as safe as if they were in gaol.”

“Then 1 may go to hed now?”

“‘ Certainly. You will lock and bolt the
door on the outside, of course, and you'd
| hetter give me the hey, in case I wish tc
visit them hefore you’re up in the morning.*”
. Barker accerdingly transferred -the key
from the inside to the outside of the door;
then he and Herman left the room, first
switching off the electric light, and closiuyg
and locking the door behind them

'ﬁpper—-“ho had only been pretending to
be asleep—waited until their footsteps had
died away; then he slipped out of bed and
stole over to Jack’s side. Jack was also
awake, and for upwards of an hour, con-
versing in WI]HDE]S, the two chums discussed
the ha.ppuumgs ¢f the day and the prob..ble
course of future events..

# As Number One says,’ said ‘Q]pper “I
don't think we have muech fto fear so far as
our precious -skins are concerned.. Your
brother is sure to mend the airship rather
than let these ruffians torture you; and
my guv’nor, 1 know, will never lift a finger
against the league so long as 1 am in their
b power. But think what a glorious spoof
it would bhe for the league if we could

i

L escape? We could bring the police here,
nah Number One, rescue your brother, andgd
| recover his airship.?

“It would be ripping!®? said Jack, his
 eyes sparkling at the trlmucrht “But what’s
the use of talking about it? We can's
escape. . '

“That Trtemains 1o be proved,” said

Nipper doggedly. ‘I wonder if it would he
eafe to turn on the light for a minute or
two?”? ;

L “What for??? asked Jack.

“To reconnoitre our pOSltIOH *? gaid \m‘
per. ‘“It must be past one now, so it's
pretty certain everybody in the house except
HQILS&]VE'S is fast asleep. .ﬁknyhow, IIl Tisk
I =

He switehed on the electnc hﬂht ,,Lbam,
and examined the door.

““ There’s no way out for us here sonny!*?
he said, shaking his bead. “ Nothing less
tham a battering-ram would break this
open, and even if I could pick the lock,
the door’s bolted om the outside. Let 5
try the window.?” :

He examined the wzndow and 'theu dns-'
 covered for the first time that it was pro-
tected by iren bars.

“That’s off, too!” he ekc]mmed Wlth a
disappointed th ‘“¥m afraid-you're right,
“’e are fairly caged. U'nes;‘ 2

S




as a sudden thought occurred

added,
to him—¢‘ uuless we climb up the chimney.
Let's explore.”

He glided across
struck a mateh,

- e

to the empty grate,
and gazed up the flue.

“By Jove!” he exclaimed, in a low,
excited voice. “ Wa're in luek! This is one
of those old-fashioned chimneys with a brick
sticking out at intervals all the way up the
inside—like steps,
ney-sweep’s boy to climh up by. It'll be
a5 LAasy as eatmﬁ pie to climb up. Are you
game to try?"

““I'm game for anything,” said Jack.

The two boys aceordmﬂly donned their
clothes, and five minutes la,ter after switeh-
ing oft the electric light, t,lle}' were swarni-
mﬂ up the flue like a couple of old-time
Chlmi‘lE‘} -SWeeps.

Alas for their hopes! On r&aclung the
top of the chimney they found their further
progress barred by an iron chimney-pot, sur-
mounted by a revolving cowl. .

Bitterly disappointed,  they started to
Tetrace their steps. Unknown to them, how-
ever, there were several flues leading into
and out of this particular chimney, and by |
some teans, or other they missed their
wavy. In Gt’her words, when at last they
crawled out of the grate, at the bottom
of the flue, they found themselves not in
the room they had just left, but in an.
empty attie, similar to that in whic:hi
Donald Stuart was imprisoned, but lighted
by a much larger skylight in the roof.

““This isn't  our room!” pgasped Nipper,

after groping about in the darkness. *“ We've |

taken a wrong turn, and come down some-

where else, Let’s have a light on the |
scene.”’
Trembling with excitement, he struck a |

match by ruhbmcr it on his tmuc.em

“ (ree-whizz! What a sight you are!”’ he
grinned, gazing at Jack, who was grimed |
with soot from head to toe.

He tried tc epen the door, but discovered,
to his chagrin, that it was locked on the
otitside. {

““There's only one thing to _be done,”” he
said, after a moment’s refle n. * We must
climb out through that skylight and crawl
down the roof, “and trust to luck to find
some way of gettmrr down to the ground.
Give us a back!”

Climbing on Jack’'s back, he opened the
skylight and hauled himself out on to the |
roof. Then, lowering an arm through the
skylight, he granped Jack’s upraised hand
and hauled bim after him.

. The night was intensely dark. and rain
Wi fﬂlmn in torrents. Ever and anon the
gmwl of . distant thunder reverberated
throuczh the air, and whilst -the two were |
crawling down the wet and slippery slates,
a sudden blinding flash of lightning lit up
the countryside for miles around.

¢ Now I know where we are!” exclaimed
Nipper triumphantly. “Did you see that

you know—for the chim- *

4 man leaned out.

peculiar-lookiug spire away to the left when
tha lightning blazed out?”

L act,

“Yes,” said Jack. |

“That's Rycroft Church,” said Nipper.
“ Dick and I were here l'ht Folidays, and
the vicar showed us round that church.

This must be Rycroft Hall. By« Jove,
yes!" he added excitedly. “I remember
now. We passed this place on our way to

the chureh, and the vicar told it
belonged to Mr. Willoughby Fairfax. - And
Wlllounhbw Fairfax is one of the men the
guv'nor suspects of being a member of the
League of the Iron Hand. This is Rycroft
Hlall for a thousand pounds!?” ‘

Bv this time fhey had reachied the edne
of the roof, and after creeping along the
inside of the parapet for, ten or fifteen
yvards they discovered an iren spouling-
L;ipe, which led down from the roof amd
presumably ended oano a level with tht. '
ground. 2

“It won't be easy to swarm down t]llh
pipe,”’ said Nipper. “I think I can do 1&,
and I mean to tray; but don't
you’d hetter stay here till I return with the
police ?*? : : )
¢“No fear!” said Jack stoutly.
can do it, 1 can.”

After a further attempt to persuade Jack
to remain behind, Nipper lowered himself
over the parapet and begaar to swarm down
the pipe. When he had descended a few
feet, Jack followed his example; then, inch
by inch, the two boys cautiousiy clitnbed
down towards the ground.

Midway between the roof and the ground
the pipe ran past a bedroom window; aud
as Nipper was passing this window, with
Jack's feet almost.touching his head, the
{ window was suddenly thrown open and a

us

“If you

" It was Paul Herman! The peal of thuader
which had followed the lightnsng-flash had
roused him from his sleep, and a moment
or two later he had heard a series of
suspicious sounds outside his bedroom win-
dow. He had instantly leaped out of bed
and opened the window, just in ttme to se#
Nipper's head disappearing in the darkopess.

With a ringinz shout of alarm, Herman
shot out his hands, and made a grab at
Nipper's coat-collar. For one brief instaut
his fingers clutched the collar; then Nipper
adronth wrenched himself free and hurriediy
resumned his periious descent,

¢ Guards! Help! Help!'? yelled Hermaz,
at the top of his voice. “ One of our
prisoners iz——""

The gentence ended in a startled gasp.
for at that moment his eyves fell on Jack,
who  was clinging to the pipe ab the side
of the window,

Quick as thought, he flung ocut his hand
and seized Jack by the arm. Aond the next
instant, as Nipper dropped safely to the
ground, llerman dragged Jack throush the
open window, and flung him, bhalf- I'mztm;,
upon the bed. - :

For a moment Nipper hesitated how t.-';
for his chivalrous nature rtebelled

you think -
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against the idea of running away and leav- dressed and rushed downstairs. On hear-

ing Jack behind, whilst his common sense
told him 1bat he could not possibly do any
good by remaining where he was,

¢ It won’t help Jack if I’'m collared, too,”
he mused.
get  clear away from here, I can come back
in an hour or so with a party of police
und viflagers, and rescue both Jack and his
brother.”?

Having arrived at this deecision, Nipper

pressed his elbows to his sides and dashed
away, through the darkness and the rain,
m the direction of the gates.

In the meantime, however, the sentries
who were posted every night at various
points arcund the house had
INerman’s shout of alarm, and as XNipper
darted round the correr of the house he
+lmost ran into the arms of two of these
men, eaca of whom had a revolver in his
~ hand. -

‘¢ Here. he is!?? yelled one of the men,
levelling nis weapon. ¢ Stand, or I fire!”

direction of the north-east corner of

~ the extenslve grounds which sur-
ronuded the Hall. After firing a couiple of
fruitless shots, the two men scurried after
hini; but at every stride he inereased his
lead, and he was just congratulating himself
that he had given them the slip, when he
was horritied to perceive. another sentry
right ahead of him.

Again he tacked, and yet again, as ap-
ather sentry heve in sight; and at last,
after a quarter of an hour's breathless Tun-
ning, first in one direction and then
another, he succeeded in shaking all
pursuers ofl.

Unfortunately, he had changed his course
so often that he had <ompletely lost his
hearings. Me knew that he was still in the
grounds of Ryeroft Hall, but how far he
was from the house, or in which direction
the village lay, he had not the remotest
notion.

“T'm safe for the present, anyhow,” he
muttered to himself. “1f I leave this spot,
it's an even chance I'll walk into the arms
of Number One and his crew, I'd better
stay here till it begins to grow light, and
1hev steal away to the village.”

With this object in view, he selected the
driest place he could find, at the back of a
clump of bushes, and squatted down. For
anocther quarter of an hour the hissing of
the rain was the only sound that broke the
silence; then suddenly a confused murmur
of voices feli on his ears, whilst at the
same instant a loud, deep-throated bhay
reverherated through the darkness.

“A Dbloodhound !’ gasped Nipper, leaping
to- his feet as if he had been shot.

He was right. After Paul Herman had
recaptured Jack, and had hapded him over
to the eare of the zervarts, he hurriedly

THE STRUGGLE ON THE BRIDGE.

NSTEAD of obeying the e¢ommand,
- Nipper swerved to the right, in the

his

“0On the other hand, if I ¢an |

L

heard Paul

in-

bringing a lancern?”

ing from, the sentries that Nipper had
given them the slip, he stormed and raved
like a madman, till Barker arrived on the
scene and ventured to remind him that-~
Fairfax was the owner of a well-known
prize-winning bfoodhound, which was then
in one of the kennels in the stableyard.

“By Jove, yes! I'd forgotten that!”
said Herman, in a relieved voice. ¢ Fetch
the dog at once, and' take him round to
the foot of the spouting-pipe that runs down
past my bedroom window. TI'l join you
there in a couple of minutes.??

Whilst Barker and the sentries were carry-
ing out his orders, he ran upstairs to the
room in which Nipper and Jack had been
imprisoned. After a brief search he dis-
covered Nipper’s cap, armed with which he
made his way fto the foot of the pipe down
which the two boys had swarmed.

Barker and four of the sentries were
already there with the bloodhound, which
Barker held in leash by means of a light
steel chain aitached to the animai’s collar.

“Smell this, old man!’® said Herman,
holding Nivper's cap an inch or two from
the bloodhound's snout. “ Now seex him!”’

'or a second or two the bloodhound
aniffed around on the ground; then, with a
low-toned yelp which told that he had picked
up the scent, he dashed away with a sud-
denness that all but dragged the chain out
of Barker's hand.

‘““Confound it! Why didn't we think of
growled Herman, as
he and his companions kept pace with the
dog, and ever and abon splashed into a
puddle or stumbied over a fallem branch.

““There are several in there,”” zaid Barker,
jerking his thumb towards the shed which
had been built for the accommodation of
the stolen airship, and which they were
then in the act of passing. ‘‘Shall I hoid
the hound back for a minute while one of
these men goes for a lantern?”?

“Yes.*” caid Herman, pulling up. ¢ He'd
hetter bring one for each of us while he's
about 1t.” |

A Drief halt was accordingly made whilst
ong of the sentries ran into the shed and
returned with half a dozen lighted lanterns.
The hunt was f{hen resumed, and ten minutes
later, after zig-zagging across the grounds,
first in one direction and then in another,
the bloadhound suddenly threw up his mas-
sive head and utlered a trinmphant bhay—
by whieh, one may suppose, he meant in
intimate that his quarry was near at hand.

This was the bay which Nipper heard
and which rudely dispelled his dreams of
safety. As deseribed, he leaped to his
feet, and even as he did so a row of twink-
ling lantern-lights flashed into view not
fifty yards away.

In paxic-stricken alarm, he spun Trsund
ob his heel and dashed away at headlong
speed in the opposite direction.

A ehorns of yells from his pursuers
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- Quick as thought, he flung out his hand and seized Jack by the arm. And the |.
next instant, as Nipper dropped safely to the ground, Herman dragged Jack
through the window, and flung him haif fainting uvpon the bed.

announeed that his flight had been dis-
coverad, and across the darkness lie heard
their cries of encouragement to the hound,
heard the enrackling of the undergrowth,
heard the excited yelps of the dog as he
strained at the leash in his eagerpezs to
run his quarry dovn.

Fear leant wings to Nipper's feet, and for
half a mile he n«ore than held his own.
Then, to his cousternation, his further pro-

grezx was blocked by fhe high stone wall
{ which encircied the grounds €% Rycroft Hall.
He tricd to e¢limb over the wall; but
ft.ile effort proved a failure, and he was
on the point of resigning himself fo his
fate, when his eyez fell ¢cn a gate in tue
wall, a few yards on his right.

He darted to the gate, vauited over, and
found himself on the tupnpike road. In
| wliich direction the village lay be could not
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tell, nor did he pause to speculate. He
turned 4o the left and tore up the n:md
with the speed of a hunted hare. :

About two hundred yards beyend the gate,
the road was carried over the River Rye
by means of an old stone bridge. Owing to
the rain, the river was very high, and long
hefore Nipper reached the bridge he heard
the sullen rcar of the swollen stream as it
rushed beneath it.

The sound inspired him with fresh hopes
If he could reach the bridge before his
pursuers overtook him—if he could plunge
into the river and allow it to carry him
down-stream for a little way, he would
throw the bioodhound off the scent, and his

escape would he as good as accomplished.

¥ired by this hope, he ranm as he had
never run hefore, and ultimately reached
the bridge a hundred yards ahead of bis
human pl]l"‘-ll&!'::~—-—bﬂb not of the blondhound!

For the bloodhound had broken away from
Barker's grasp whilst the latier was opening
the gate, and had bolted up tlie road mth
a speed which left Herman and ihe others
Tar behind.

And thus it came about that as Nipper
staggered on to the bridge, papling and out
of breath, a triumphant yelp fell on his
cars, and on turning swiftly round he saw
the bloodnouud gaping jaws and blazing
¢yes. an arm’s length from his face.

Nipper leapt aside as the animal sprar
at him; then, ere it could turn, he poumed
upon it from behind and ld%t{.ﬂtll hoth
Pands in a vice-like grip-on the ereat brute's

throat. Then, with the S“]f'tllt?‘\s of -a
Jightning-flash, he jerked his hands. upwards
and backwards and dislocated the Dblood-

hound’s neck.

It was a trick he had learned from Nelson
Lee, who had learned it in turn from a
Japanese wrestler in Tokio.
first time Nipper had practised the trick, but
if he had- practised it a hundred fimes
he eould not have performed it more suc-
cessfully. For even as he jerked up his
hands a convulsive spasm shook the blosd-
]mnnd s massive frame, and he collapsed in

a lifeless lheap at Nipper's feet.

All this happened in a tithe of the tl';IL
it has taken to describe it. Brief as bhad
been the struggle, however, it had given
Nipper's pursuers time to draw near: and

as he scrambled to his feet two of the
sentries rushed on to the bridge, with
Barker a dozen yard-, behind them, and

Ilerman and the other -.,\v.o sentries brmcing
up the rear.

The foremost sentry drop-ped his lantern
amd sprang at Nipper. But- Nipper was
100 quuk for him. Nimbly eluding the
. fellow’s outstretched hands, he dealt him a
stingitg blow behind the ear that sent lnm
sprawling on the ground.

. Scarcely had he done so ere the seeond
sentry grabbed him’ by the .arm. With
an eel-ike wriggle Nipper wrenched himsell
free and planted hjs fist between his would-
b3 captor's eyes, As the fellow staggered

| OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION

"It was the-{

back Nipper leaped on to ille low stone
parapet of the bridge, but just as he was
about to dive into the river Barker d.aslled
on to the bridge, with his lantern in one
hand and his revol»er in the other,

Crack! _

Quick as t.hought Barker levelled his
weapon and fired. The sharp crack of the
revolver was followed by a choking ery from
‘Nipper; and the pext instant, as Herman
aid the other two sentries dashed on to
the bridge, Nipper’s arms dropped. limply
to ‘his sides, his legs gave way bepeath
him, and he pitehed head-foremost into the
rushing stream. V.

“Did you hit him?” panted Merman,
runnintg up to Barker and :.pe-akmﬂ in an
agitated and excited voice.

"Ye- sir,’> answered Barker,
“Where?"

“In the head, I tnnk :ir.*?

“You think!” -111rled Herman., * Good
heavens, don’t you know wiether you hit

him or not??
. T do. sir!®? zaid the sentry, whom Nipper
had: knocked down. *J was nearer than
Barker.: The bullet struck the lad. just.
above the right ear, and it’s a hundred to
one he was dead bhefore he. fell into the
river. Even if he was ounly stunned, he’ll
he drowned befor& he recovers conscious-
ness.’’?

Herman ﬁtl'(}dl:_, to the parapet and agazed
into the bhlack and swollen stream, which
was rushing under the bridge with the force -
of a mountain torrent.

“I wish he’d fallen on this side of the
parapet instead of into the river,”” he said.
‘“1 suppose there can’t be any doubt that
he i3 dead, but all the same 1'd like to

have heen absolut-eiy certain of the fact.”

¢“0Oh;, he’s dead, sure enough!” said
Barker confidently. ¢ You can 1]"11.111.6 your
mind quite easy on that point.”

This, however, was just what Herman
could not do. He could mot ‘“make his
mind easy.” On the contrary, the more he

'thought of what would ha.ppﬂn if- Nippev

had escaped, the more uneasy he bhecame.

“If by any miracle he has escaped.’’ he
muttered to himself, as hte leaned his elbows
on the parapet and stared at the river
below, ‘it won’t bé many hours hefore the
pollce are at ‘Ryeroft Iall. It isn't likely
that he has escaped, but he may have,
and I can’t afford to take any risks, T'll
have to oo back to the Hall now, I suppose,
but I won't stay there any longer than I
can help. T'll invent some excuse for
returning to London as soon as we reach the
Hall, and I'll -.go into biding for a day or
two, until I know for certain v.hether the
lad has ezecaped or not.” . .

As the reader will obhserve, Paul I—:erman S
uneasiness was solely on his own accouinrt.
He ecared notlnng for the safety of the rast
of the men at Rycroft Hall, though he
knew, of course, that if Nipper Tiad escaped,
every one of these men would be arrested.

| So long as Paul Herman was not at- the



-

‘hack to London at once.”?

that was all

11all when the police arrived,
panl Herman cared about.
1 wonder what cxcuse I can invent for
leaving the -Hall in a hurry?? he mused.
«1 told these fellows I intended to remain
at the Hall until Stuart had repaired the
airghip. How can I explain my sudden
change of plans without exeiting their sus-
picions? If. they guess 1'm runnving away,
and leaving them in the lureh, therell be
open mutiny. I must think fmt some scheme
for getting away.”

After throwing the carcase of the blood-
hound into the river, the six men trudged
back to the Hall. -As they turned fhe
corner of the house and made towards the
front door, the hum of a ear was heard,
and a moment later its powerful madh;:'hte

flashed into view as they came up the
drive. ' .
“ It's Wilkinsen, I expect,”? said Herman.

1Iis surmise was correct; for wlen the
car pulled up it was Wilkinzon who stepned
Uut B
a%ou're late,”  said , Jerman, with a
frown. <1 expected mu back before this.
Have you had a breakdown??? .

““ No, sir,”” was the reply; ““but aller 1
had posted your- letter at the G.P.0., 1
ran down to Walworth Road to zce 1f there
was any npews.” -

A3 the reader will remember, the head
quarters of the League of the Iron iHand
were situated in Walworth Road.

¢Number Fifty-Seven arrived whilst 1 was
there,” continwed Wiikinson, alluding to
one of the * District Oflicers® nf the League.
“He wanted to know where you were, and
when I told him you were here, he asked
me to give you this note.”’

lle pulled out a sealed envelope and
handed it to Herman, who broxe ithe seal
and hastily perused tha contents of the note.
There was nothing either urgent or importantg
in:- the n'ote—which merely 101d.him thab a
certain robbery had been successiully ‘arned

out—and he was about to t.hnb—t it into
his pocket, when a sudden idea oceurred
to him,

"Here was the \CI‘} excuse he wanted—an
excuse for leaving Rycroft Hall without
exeiting the suspicions of Jis cameder.ate

¢ This is most annoying!® he exclaimed,
staring at the note. and. tapping the ground
with his foeot. ¢ It upsets all my plaps. 1
<hall have to return to London at once.??

“ Now, sir?”’ asked Barker,

““ At onece,” said Herman;
moment’'s delay.” ;

“But I thought you were going to stay
here until Mr. Stuart bad mended his air-
ship,?? said DBurker.

“That was my #iecntion,’* sald Herman.
“] intended to show young Stuwart to his
brother to-morrow moraing, and to ceompel
the latter to repair the airship by threaten-
ing to torture the lad. But this note, as I
gsaid, upsets all my plans. 7The airship will
have to wait for the present, 1 must gn

“without a

| —

telegraph1??

-tion,

“And when wiil you return, sir?? d.'med
Barkes.

“ Thst's more than I can say,? =aid Her--

man. *“I may be able t¢ come back to-
‘morrow, or 1 may be away for a week or
niore, Of one thing you may be certain—

{ shall come baek as soon as ever I can,
for I'm desperately anxious to have the
airship Tepaired at the earliest possible
moment.*? '
He turned to Wilkinson.
“I think I'll run up to London in {e
car,’” he said. ‘It will be quicker tha.n
wailting for a train. Is thero enough pn_trol
in the tank to carry me to town?”
“Yes, sir,” said Wilkinson, ¢“Do you
wish me. to come with you?”?
“0h, po!” szaid Hermar.

- i

“] ean drive

the ecar wmyself, TFetech me my macintosh
and goggales, Barker.” :
Ille donned the things which _Barker

brought and stepped into the car.

“ Don’t tell Stuart that -his young l}"f}{'zilﬂl'»:._.

i3 here,”” he =:aid, as he turned the caF
round.  “Keep the two apart until I
return, and see that they Nhave everything

that is necessary for their well-being—except
their freedom of eourse.”

“1f we wish to communicate with you,*??
said Barker, *“where shall we write or

Iierman pretended pot tn hear the ques-
Aand ere Barker could repeat it the
ear sioy forward, and was quickly lozt to
VieWw,

e Wi

TiE WAITER AT THE CENTURIOM,

HEN onece Paul Herman was elear
of Ryeroft Hall he knew that he
was safe for the present, evew
if Nipper had escaped. Tor the

servants at the Hall only knew him as
“ Number One.”” They had not the remotest
suspicion that he was Squire Mandeville, of
Hartop Manor, and still less did they sus-
pect that he was Panl Herman, the well-
known millionaire of Curzon Street.

If, therefore, Nipper had escaped, and
if he ecommunicated with the police, and
if the police arrested everybody at Ryeroft
Iall, Paul- Herman would still be safe.
IFor even if the servants a2t the Hall made
a clean-breast of everything, they eould not
supply the smallest clue to Number One's
identity or whereabouts.

But Herman's 1:1”011‘: sdimhnfss did nob
end here. In hia s.i,u.uety to secure his own
carely, in case Nipper had escaped, he was
not only prepared to leave the servants
ot Ryeroft Hall to their fate, but he was
equally prepared to sacrifice ope of his
agreatest friends and most trusty comrades.

As the teader kanows, Rycroft Hall be-
longed to Willonghby Fairfax, who for some
tims past, by HHerman’s orders, had been
living at t'ne Centurion Club, in London.

1i. Nipper had escaped, and if the nolice
made a raid on Ryeroft 1all, they wonld
speedily discover that TFairfax was a membher

| of the League of t&lrm. Hand.” Aad wheén



once they had discovered that fact they
would naturally take steps to effect his
immediate arrest. ‘ _

In these circumstances it might have been
thought that IIerman would lose no time in

warnilg Fairfax of his danger, and in
advising him to go into hiding until it was

kirown for certain whether Nipper had
escaped or not. But Ierman decided other-
wise.

[f he wished to warn Fairfax—so he argued
to himseli—there were only two courses
open to him. MHMe must either go to see
I'airfax at the club as soon as he reached
London, cr he must write to him the
moment he arrived at Curzon Street, And |
both these courses, in llerman’s eyes, were
fraught with too much danger to himself
to be cntertained.

-

““If Nipper has escaped,"’ he Inu,tt-e.rf_»dj1

to himseli, as the car sped Londonwards
through the darkness and rain, it will be
known within a few hours that Fairfax is a
member of the league. If it is afterwards
known, that I interviewed him at his .club
in the small hours of the morning, sus-
picion will be directed against myself. It
will be known that I was a friend of his,
and a watch will be set on my movements.

““On tle other hand, if I write to him,
my- Jetber may fall into the hands of the
police and may afterwards be traced to me.
So I've really no choice in the matter. I
don't like the idea of leaving Fairfax in
the lurch, but, for my own sake, I mustn’t
o0 near him or communicate with him until
I kpow for certain that Nipper is dead.”

Having arrived at this decision,
Ierman was shrewd enough to realise that
it invelved him in another danger. If Fair-
fax were arrested, and afterwards learned
that Herman had left him in the lureh, it
was quite possible that he would seek to
revenge himself on his former leader by
informing the police that Number One was
Paul Herman, of Curzon Street. It was
iinperative, therefore, from Herman’s point

of view, that he should adopt some plan
which would safeguard him from this
danger. In other words, he must hide

somewhere where even Fairfax’s vengeance
would be unable to reach him.

This was not a matter that presented
any - serious difficulby. For, as has been
hinted in a previcus chapter, Paul Herman |
had an alias which was unknown to @
single member of the League of the Iron
Hand.

The ordinary members of the league ounly
knew him as a mysterious individual, of
unknown address, who passed as Number
One. The members of the Ruling Council—
of whom only Fairfax now remained in Eng-
land—knew that Number One was Paul
Herman., of Curzon Street, and also Squire
Mandeville, of ¥arbtcp Manor. But no one
but himself was aware that Number One,
" alias Paul Iermwan, alias Squire Mandeville,
was also “Dom Jasé de - Silva.” ‘

Paul 7

Dom Jasé, in the eyes of the public, was

a wealthy Portugee, who occasionally visited
London, and whose possessions included an
island in the Azores amd g2 fast turbine
yacht. How and why Paul Herman had
assuned this character will be fully ex-
plained in dus course. For the present ib
is enough to say that his yacht, the San
Miguel, was now lying in Plymouth Harc-

[ bour, and. that nome of the erew had the

smallest suspicion that Dom José da Silva
was connected with the League of the Irca
Hand. -

Bearing these facts in mind, the readoc
can doubtless guess the plan which Herman
had decided to adopt to ensure his safety
from arrest, in case Nipper had escaped.

( To put the matter briefly, he had decided

to disappear Ifrom London; fo reappear at

Plymouth as Dom José; to go for a short

cruise in the San Miguel, and to keep away
from Lpglapd until it was safe for him to
return. )
How he carried out this plan need not
he described at any length. On arriving at’
his house in Curzon Street in the e%rly
hours of Thursday morning, he stabled the
car in the coach-house and let himself ia
without arousing the servants.: Three-
quatrters of an hour later, disguised as Do
José da Silva, he left the house, walked to
Paddington, caught the 5.30 train, aund
arrived at Piymouth on the stroke of noon.

IHalf an hour later he was aboard tha
vaclit, and by two o'clock the San Miguel
was steaming soutliwards, en route for
Brest.

For the next seven days she cruised up
and down the coast of France, between
Brest and Bordeaux, putting into port each
pnight in order that Herman might eobtain,
a supply of the latest English papers. And
then, at the end of the week, as it wuas
evidermt from- the papers thiat mnothing -
further had been heard of Nipper. that
Rycroit Ilaii had not been naided by the
police, amd that Fairfax had not. been
arrested, Paul Herman decided that his
fears had been groundless, and that it was
now quite safe for him to return to England.
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CHAPTER 1.
MOOR—THE MAN

L0OST ON THE IN THE MIST—

AN EASY CAPTURE.

ORDON FOX was utterly, absolutely
lost, and he had been in that un-
pleasant state for not a few hours.
Being in need of a rest and change

of air, he had come down to Devon with
his friend Jerry Larking, who had a little
cottage on the north side of Dartmoor;
and that morning, the day after his arrival,
he had set off for a long tramp, with the
above-mentioned result.

A thick mist had closed about him early
in the afternoon, then a shower had driven
him to shelter among the rocks, and now,
after wandering about until twelve o’clock

of the autumn night, he was hungry, thirsty |

and disgusted. Fatwue he did not feel, for
he had a frame of iron. He rested his back
against a clump of granite, placed his
walking-stick beside him, and filled and lit
his pipe. For a little time he smoked, seek-
ing consolation from the fragrant tobacco.
The air was breathlessly calni. He could
hear not the slightest sound, and ¢ould seé
nothing for the mist that was about him
like a pall. For miles and miles around him,
for aught he knew to +the contrary,
stretched the bleak and desolate. moorlands,
inhabited only by a few half-wild ponies.

‘*“ Confound that fellow Larking!’ he mut-
tered. ' Why hasn't he hunted me up in-
stead of leaving me in the lurch like this?
1 wanted him to come aloug, but he pre-
-ferred to go fishing. I may as well stop
h?re until d.l}hght for there’'s no chance
0 -____!l

ITe pauzed, listening keenly. A faint noise
had caught his ear, and he knew it to he
the pad of footsteps on the spongy soil
They slowly dpproached and then, out of
the reel-.mrr niist, loomed the dark
nf a man. e started as the detective
barred the way, and seemed on the point
of taking to flight,

. ““1 beg your pardon,” said Gordon Fox;
“but I am lost. I am stopping with a
friend over towards Okehampton. ¢{an you
tell me how to get there?”

. **You are six or seven miles from Oke-
hampton,” was the reply, spoken mnervously,
and in a voice that indicated reifinement.
“It lies to the rizht, over yonder.”
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figure §

' known in the past.

‘““Is there no house or inn nearer
that anywhere on the moor?”
*“None that I know of,” said the maun,
whose features were mv:slble

With that, without another word, he
passed quickly on,- and was soon lost to
sight and hearing. The detective stared
after himm curiously for a moment.
**'What can that chap be doing here, in
he middle of Dartmoor?’ he asked him-
s¢lf. “* And bow can he be so sure of his
bearings, when I am utterly at fault? A
gentleman, too! [I'd swear to that!”

The mysterious siranger did not long in-
terest Gordon Fox. He struck off in the
indicated direetion, though with scant hope
¢f suceess; and when he had trudged on
for more than an hour, and was under the
unpleasant impression that he had been
wandering in a eircle, as lost men usually
do, the mist suddenly rolled away, and he
saw the stars shining above him.

e stopped, nncertain of his bearings; and
with that a large dog rushed at him over
a crest of rising ground, barking furiously.
As he swumg his stick, keeping the animal
at bay, lanterns flashed on the ridge, reveal-
ing hali a dozen men in uniform. They
were warders: from Dartmoor Prison, and
the next instant they had surrounded the
detective.

* We've got him!”

than

cried one.

“ No; it's the wrong man!” grumbled
another.
‘““S8o it is!”" assented the first speaker.

“Why, I'm blessed if it ism’t Mr. Gordon
Fox ! he exclaimed in surprisec.

** That’s right, Hopkins,”” said the detec-
tive, recognising a warder whom he hud
““What's the game?”
he added. * An escaped convict, I sup-
pase?”

“"Yes, sir. He made a bolt from the
quarries this afternoon, just as the mist
shut down, and we’ve been searching for
him ever sinee.”

“Who was it, Hopkins?”

** Alec Marsham,” was the reply.

The detective was silent for a moment,
recalling the circumstances of the case.
Two years before Alec Marsham, a young
man -of good family, who had got into
ditfieulties through cards and betting, had
forged the name of a wealthy -friend to a
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bill for a large amount, and discounted
the latter with a money-lender. Discovery
and arrest had speedily followed, and the
prisoner had received a stiff sentence, which
caused the death of his wife a few weeks
Iater, -

* Margham can't get away,” said the war-

der, “ for other parties are looking for
him. You haven't seen anything of him,
Mr. Fox?” :

The dog rapged in a circle, sniffing here
and there at the bushes; while Gordon Fox

told how he came to be on the moor, and

mentioned the stranger he had encountered.

“ That was the convict, sir, no doubt.”
declared Hopkins. * He must have got hold
of a change of clothing somewhere. As for
his telling you what direction to go, I judge
that he used to be familiar with——"

Just then the— dog, which
darted forward with a lusty yelp. Up
leapt a man, not ten yvards away, and took
to his heelzs to one side., He tripped and
{ and climbed up a flat boulder;
~and there he waited, with the hound bark-
ing  below, until the warders had closed
around him with levelled rifles.
. ‘“Cowe down, Marsham!”’
sterpnly. ** 'We've got you!”

The man quietly stepped to the ground,
aod held out his wrists for the irons. He
still wore the hideous prison garb and cap,
with their brown arrows. He was splashed
with mud and water, and his face and hands
were scverely scratched.

“Take me back,” he said. *I've had
enough of it.”

-“That's what they all say,” replied
Hopkins in a jocular tonme. *“ You look a
bit thinner for your run,” he added, ‘‘ but
it has put a bit ef colour into your cheeks.”

they bade

CHAPTER I1I.

WHAT GORDON FOX FOUND—AT THE - ANGLER'S
REST—THE LONDON EXPRESS.

FEW moments later Jerry Larkiog
came upon -the scene, and up-
braided the detective for being so

- careless as to lose his way. Gor-
don Fox explained to the newcomer what
the presence of his companions meant, and

then the warders marched their prisoner
away.
““ Well, we had better be getting on,”

said Jerry, when the two were alone.

“ What is it?"”
© *'Give me the light.”

Holding the lantern in front of him, Gor-
don Fox stepped to the spot where he had
seen the convicet jump up. Beginning here,
he followed a dim and ragged impression
that was stamped on the wet and mossy
ground. It led him for thirty yards, and
then ended 'in faint footprints.

““1 thought s0,” he said. “ From here
the convict crawled on hands and knees to
where we started just now, and he did so
after T joined the warders.”

© low do you know that?”’

had returned,.

.

““Because the .dog was ranging round in

a circle that included our starting-point
which proves that the man could not ‘then
have been lying at the place where he leapt
to view., He made his way there afterwards,
while I was talking to the party.”

" And what is there curious ahout vour
discovery?” asked. Larking. ‘

‘““ My dear fellow, are you blind?
viet must
time.

The con-
: have seen the warders all the
Why, then, did he stealthily approach

60 near to them? Why did he crawl? Why,
fndeed, did he not take to flight?”’
““From what I can make out,” replicd

Larking, *“ it looks as if the fellow wanted
to be caught.”
“What else?” _
*“ And he worked the game cunningly, so
the warders wouldn’t know that he had lost
hig spirit, and was ready to go back.”
“Yes, I certainly believe that the man -
wanted to be caught,” said Gordon Tox,
with a smile. ** Come!” he added. '

Very slowly the two followed the trail
by which the convict had come over the
rough surface of the moor. It was difficult
to observe the footprints, even with the
aid of the lantern; but they persevered for
more than half a mile, and finally reached
a little hollow among the rocks, with a high
tor at one end of it. Here the soft ground
was trampled. | ’

Gordon Fox knelt down, playing the light,
and after a brief examination his nimble
fingers moved to and fro. Rising to his fect,
he held out his open palin, in which were a
:lnumher of short, bristly hairs of a brown
e,

“By jove! Somebody has clipped off a
moustache!” exclaimed Larcking.- * What
the deuce does this mean?"”

Fox made a circuit outside the hollow,
flashing the lantern; but when he rejoined
his companion he did not tell him that he
had discovered the footprints of two men
who had approached the tor from dillerent
directions, . _ '

‘* Have you finished?” inquired Larking.

‘““ Not yet; far from it. Is there an 1nn
or a house anywhere yonder?”—pointing ito
the left.

“There is an inn—the Angler's Rest—
seven or eight miles distant. Yt is the only
house I kunow of between here and the
Tavistock road.”

“Well, I am going there,” declared the
detective.

Curious though he was, Larking was too
tired to insist on accompanying his friend.
The two parted, striding off in opposite
drections, and, a tramp of several hours--
he had the most rugged part of the moor to
cross—brought Gordon Tox to the Angler's
Rest in the early dawn of the September
morning.

It was a little, old-fashioned house, stand-:
ing in a lonely spot. The tap-room was
already open, and the landlord, an elderly
‘man, was, smoking a pipe-in the doorway. -

*“1 believe a friend of wmine is stopping

&



here,”” said the detective. ‘“ A gentleman
who came down for the  trout-fishing?"
" ““I've had only one lodger, sir,”” was the
reply. “If you mean Mr. Philip Burke,
I'm sorry to say he has gone.”
“Gone?”’ said Gordon Fox.
nnexpected?” :
““No; he spoke of leaving this moruing.
He went to bed early last night, and 1
called him at six o’clock. I gave him some
breakfast, and then he started to walk 1o
Tavistock, to catch the train for Plymouth.”
*“On the way to London?”
" M1 believe 50.”

Y OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION | ¥}

“*Was t-]l_ut-_‘

CHAPTER 1.

THE COTTAGE AT SHEPPERTON—THE CONVICT S
CONFESSION—GORDON FOX DECIDES.

HERE was an obstruction on

iine, and,

Press  was

Waterloo. :

AMr. Burke and the defective broke their

long fast in the station restaurant, at tables

some distance apart, and at seven o’clock in

the evenmg they were seated, in difleent

carriages, in a train that was gliding out of

the big terminus from one of the suburban
| platforms.

the
consequently, ~the ex-
late in  arriving at
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And there he waited, on the flat boulder, with the hound barking below,

until the warders had closed round him with levelled rifies.

““Had he a bag with him?”

“* Yes, sir; a small one.”

““1 suppose you have a railway time-
hook??’ the detective inquired.

The landiord brought a ‘¢ Bradshaw,” and
a search of the pages relieved Gordon Fox’s
mind. Me found that the London express
left Plymouthh at ten o’clock and that he
¢ould- reach the latter place’- at 9.30 by
another train from Tavistock. Having time
to spare, he ate a hearty breakfast, smoked
a’ thoughtful pipe, and- then walked to
Tavistock and caught the train.

A little later he and Philip Durke were
en route for London. '

It was ncarly eight o’cloek, and the night
| was dark and windy, when the two men
left the train at Shepperton station. Theyv
bore in opposite directions at first, but the
detective soon turned round and furtively
shadowed Philip Burke, who struck at a
rapid paee down the straight and lonely
road to the village.

If he looked back at all he did not see his
pursuer, who was sheltered by the hedge.
At the foot of the road he turned, entered
a garden, and was admitted to a pretty
cottage that stood near the river,

Gordon Fox paused by the gate.

‘* What had I better do?’’ he thought.

- After brief hesitation he slipped imto the
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- garden, and round to one end of the house.
Here hie found a side door, and it was not

locked. o .
He stepped inside, and <crept noiselessly

along a narrow hall. On his left was a
room, with the door slightly open, and as
he drew near, pausing to listen, he heard
a weak and childish voice : "

“«I'm so glad you've come, father! I'm
- g0 glad! I’'m gpin’ to get well now:”

- % 0Of course you are, Jack!” a mans
husky voice answered. “ It would break
my heart if you didn’t!” ;

Gordon Tox peeped into the room, and
saw a picture that he never forgot—a
woman sitting in a chair, with tears stream-
ing down her cheeks, and a man kneeling
by the side of a cot-bed, clasping the thin
hand of a little boy of ;seven or eight, who
was propped up with pillows,

The detective gazed for a moment, until
he could scarcely see, Then he pushed the
door partly open>

“T want a word with
aquietly—"* a word in private.
Don't alarm the child?!”

The woman half rose, stifling a scream,
and fell back. The man turnad as grey as

yvou,”” he said
Be careful!

ashes, _ .
““ All riecht,” he replied, with forced calm-
ness. * Don’t worry, Jack,” he added.

“I'l come back to you.” _

With that he stepped from the room,
closed the door, and led the detective to
the frout hall, where a lamp was burning.

I know you?” he said. “I remember
yvour face! You are Gordon Fox!”
~““And veuw are Alee Marsham!
followed yvou from Dartmoor.”

“ And my brother? Have they discovered

Iy

— e —

“*Your brother?” exclaimed Gordon Iox,
with sudden intuition. * No; he is playing
his part. None can suspect him!”

“But you won't take me back. Mr. Fox

I have

—not yet?” pleaded the convict. ** You
can't be so cruel! Listen to me! Hear
my story, and it will move your heart. You

will ggve me a few days’ grace, if you know
what pity is!”
“Tell me all,”’ bade Gordon Fox.-

“Yes, I will tell you,” replied Alec
Marsham, **and when you have heard me,
you won't refuse what I ask. You know
my histery, thoueh you may not have been
aware that I had a twin-brother, John, who
was exactly like me in every respect. IHe
was a bachelor, and I had o wife and
child. When our father died, we divided the
small estate, and the money I received
tempted me into evil ways. I lost heavily
at cards and by betting on horses, and in
a mad moment I-forged that bill, believing
that I would be able to meet it before it
came due. But the erime was accidentally
discovered. I was arrested, and convicted,
and the horror of it killed my wife. My
child—my heart was wrapped. up in him—
was brought fiere to Shepperton by my
wife's gister

““ My punishment began, and the months
dragged by. And then—then I learned th:at
my little Jack had been seriously ill, and
that his convalescence was very slow; that
e was continually erying for his father;
and that a visit from me would probably
save his'life. I had this in a letter from my
brother, John, and in the same letter he
a.rriatl}lged the plan that was carried out last
night. '

“There was only the one way. It was
necessary for Lim to take my place, that
I might travel to Shepperten without fear
of recapture. He had already succeeded in
bribing one of the warders, who- connived
at my escape yesterday afternoon, and did
not fire at me when I made a dash into
the mist. :

“I1 went to the appointed place, and
there, after midnight, I was joined by my
brother, who had previously had his hair
cropped, aud was wearing a wiz. We ex-
changed clothes, John putting on the prison
dress, and shaving off his moustache. Then
he set forth to meet the warders; while I,
wearing the wig and false moustache., went
to the Angler’s Rest, climbed into my
brother's room, and in the mornire walked
to Tavistock.” |

The wretched man ceased, and his face
was convulsed with agony as he looked at
the detective.

**That is all,” he said. *“ Will you rob
me of my boy—all that I have to care fcr
except my noble brother? Can you be so
hard-hearted?”

“What do you propose to do?” inquired
Gordon Fox. _

“I want to save little Jack,” was the
reply. “In a week, if I am with him, he
will be out of danger. Give me until then,
and I will return 'to Dartmoor, and have
my brother released. That was my proinise
to him, and I swear the same to you. Do
you doubt me?”

““No; I amr sure that I can trust youw.
The path of the evil-doer is hard, aud I
feel that I cannot add to vour misery. Tor
a week you are safe.”

“ Heaven bless you!" cried the conviet.

Gordon Fox pushed him gently aside,
opened the door, and passed out into the
night. There was moisture in his eyes, and
a lump in his throat, as he turned up the
dark road that led. to the -station.

e ] & [ 3 L | * - L

The detective's conflidence was not mis-
placed. At the end of the week, when little
Jack was on the certain way to recovery,
Alec Marsham kept his word, and gave him-

self nup. He was sent back to Dartmoor,
and, after some delay—the authorities
having decided not to prosecute—John

Marsham was set free.

- Two years later, when the prison doors
opened for the convict, he went out to
Australia with his son, to begin a new and
an honest life, ;

THE END
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gether, their odds and ends, and a hundred
and one things cropped up to delay us. But,
at last, we were ready. All the members of
the pa,rty, naturally, had obtained per-
mission from home, so none of them were
expected.

We were going on this holiday free and
easy, without a care in the world, and we
intended to thoroughly enjoy ours«elves We

had made up our minds that nothing should:

alter that. The weather could do its worst,
and we should stili be cheerful.

The whole party, when we were ready, was
made up in,the following manper: Archie,
Watson, Tregelhs West, Handfoxth Church,
1IcCIu:e Fatty Little, Pltt Grey, I}e Va.lene,
‘iomerton Bob Chrlstme, Dieck Goodwin,
Singleton, Handforth minor, and myself.

In splte of Handforth’s indignant protests,
the leading van was in my charge, and the
‘three other oceupants of this van were
Tregellis-West, Watson, and Archis Glen-
thorne.

As a concession, I allowed Hdndforth to
drive the second ecaravan
thongh I must admit that I had a few
nm»glvmgq His companions were Church
aud McClure and his young brother, Willy.
By all appearances, Caravan - No.
likely to be a hotbed of frouble.

I had diplomatically suggested that Hand-
forth and Co should be distributed through-
out the four caravans, but
and McClure wouldn’t hear-of it. Trouble
or no trouble, they meant to stick to their
leader.

We were just on the point of starting off
when Edward Oswald Handforth stured
rather aggressively at_his minor—who had
just appeared, as full of assurance as ever,
gaily attired in whifte flannels and a blazer.

¢ Ready?’” asked Willy. < Buck up, slow-
coach!”
¢““ Lock here, my son! It's time 7you

caught your train!” said Handforth darkly.
“T thought you’d gone hours age. What
~are you hanging about here for? You ought
tu have caught the morning express.”

“ What for?”

“To go home, of course!”

“But 1’m not going home!?? said Willy.

“ Not "going home ! repeated Handforth.
““ Pixed up some fatheaded idea for visiting
one of your erubby pals, 1T suppose? All
richt—I don’t ca,re' You can go where you
like—so long as you keep out of my way.”

Willy grinned.

“That’ll be rather d:fﬁcult '’ he observed.

“ Difficult?”?

“Well, we shall both be in the-
cqmvﬂm,” said Willy calmly.

Handforth burst into a veil.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ he roared. ° *You—you
young ass! Do you think you’'re coming
with us on this tour? . Why, you young
idiot, if you were included .in the list, I'd
jolly well. stand down! I wouldn’t go!”’

Willy chuckled. - '

¢ Sorry, old man—I didn’t want to dish

a2 1le

in the line—al- |

2 was |

Church ¢}

that he hated the very %Ighb of Willy
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you out of your holiday,”” he remarked.
“ But it so happens that I'm going. It’'s
all arrapged—it’s all fixed up. f shall be
in this caravan with you and Church and
MeClure.,??
Handforth started.
““Look here, my lad!”

lie said curtly.

‘““You’re delaying everything! Clear off,
before I biff you ¢ne! And don’t &y to be
funmy. Hi! I say, Archie! Here,: a

minute!*?
Archie strolled up, resplendent in spotless
flannels.

“Good!” he sald & Juzt up:}n ready—

what??’
“What about my mjinor?” demanded
Handforth. ¢ The young fathead is trying

to make out that he’s .been invited to come
witn this party. I want you to tell him
point-blank that he’s not wanted.”?

Archie looked rather distreesed.

“I mean, dash it!”? he said.
dash it with considerable vigour.
don’t you know! Kindred Ilove,

“That is,
Brothers,
and all

| that kiod of rot! 1 mean to say, somewhat

lacking---what ?7??

“I'm not t-a.}kmg about love!?”” snapped

Handforth. ¢ Willy’s not such a bad kid—
in his p]aue Is he coming or not?*
“Well, as a matter of absolute fact, old

boy, he is 199

Handforth staggered.

“He is!”? he roared.

‘““ Gadzooks!’? gasped Archie.
assist me, laddies! The world has become
dark—strange sounds buzz in my lead.
The master voice has somewhat dazed me,

don’'t you know.”?
“Yon—you mnean to =ay that Willy's
tu,ttgred Handforth.

¢ Kindly

coming on this trip?» s
“You invited him??*

¢ Absolutely,” replied Archie, Tecovering
slightly. ‘You see, I thought the dear
chappie would be frightfully lonely. and =o
1 expressly extended the good old hand of
hospitality.??

“There you are!” said Willy,
““ What about it, Ted??’

“Yon—you schemiug young bBounder!"’
snapped Handforth. You plotting little
rotter!  Doing all this bebind my back, and
springing out at the last moment! I
sha’'n’t cnjoy myself a bit now—you've
ruinea everything!”

Wiily chuckled.

“ Well, you see, I thought I'd better not
mention it before—because I knmew you'd g0
up into the air,” he said. “1t’s always
hatter to Jeave painful scenes until the last

agrinning.

moment. You see, it’s too late for you to
cause any alterution now T'in safe. Ny
ticket’s booked, and everything in the
carden’s lovely.?”

Haudforth’s face was a picture. When it
came dawn to Tock-bottom facts, he

would do anything for his younger brother,

but he always liked to agive an 1mprega{1'gn
The

latter would be the only Third-Former in
the whole ¢rowd, but he was such a cheery,
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likeable youngster that- all the fellows
voted for his inctusion. landforth had been
the only one who had not been consulted.
. “0Of course, it’s a bit thick,” said Church,
attempting to be diplomatic. “ Willy
oughtn’t to be with us at all—he's only a
fag, and therefore an outsider. S8till, I sup-
pose we shall have to put up with him——"
E“Put up with him!* -snapped Handiorth,
gharing, -

“Well, T mean, he really oughtr't to
come-—-—"" - -

““You—you selfish rotter!” said Hand-
forth. ““So vou'd try to bar my jounfr

brother would you?”
I—1 ' gasped Church. -

“He’s zot, just as much tight to come
as you have!” said Handforth curfly. * And
if any of you other fellows fry to say a
word against him, I'H biff you! Now then,
ars we mad:. e ‘

It had suddenly struck Handforthh that
Le was greatly honoured. For two mem-
bers of the Handforth family were included
in the partyv. This was decidedly a dis-
tinction. No other fellow could make the
came boast.

Edward Oswald looked at his minor almost
with approval.

“Providing. you behave yourself, I'll let
vou come,” he said condeseendingly. ¢ But
th:n't forget—if you get cheeky, I'll take
you in hand!" |

““Yes, papa!’ said Willy meekly.

e -nnl_}.' dodg_._:ed in the nick of time.
Tlandforth couldn’t chase him, because the

 leading caravan was just gettmg on the

move. Quite a crowd of fellows had pauqed
in the Triangle to see us off.

“ Buck up, there, with Angelina!” said
Handforth loudly. ¢ Make her move!”

It was guitc a chance remark, but from
“that moment onwards Caravan No. 1 wus
always referred to as Angelina. This, of
course, léd to the others bemrr chrmtened
too. No. 2 was called Emma, No. 3, Susie,
and No. 4, Lizzie. Pitt was in (:h.arge of
Susie, and Bob Christine drove Lizzie.

Each caravan was provided with a wide,
comfortable =eat in front—with. cushions
aud everything. Here we could sit and take
in the scenery as we jogged along. There
was-a kind of hood just over us, affording
excellent protection from the sun. We
could enter the caravans either from the
front or the rear, and inside they were
astonishingly roomy.

The beds were so constructed that they
were like <hip's bunks—upper and lower,
two on each side. And during the daytime
they were folded back so uneatly that nobody
would suspect their presence.

There were little folding tables, cupboards
with mirror doors, macks CDHtirllll!ﬂ“ crockery
and glassware, bookshelves, ete. And each
caravau was provided with a complete toilet
appamtus—a folding wash-basin, a nickel
tap, and a water-tank let into the panelling
above. There were towel Tails, soap racks
and everything that fancy could desire. And

Tor Ty JIERs

the seats—beautifully upholstered—had wide,
roomy lockers beneath them. In these wo
kept all our clothing, clean linen, and other
nweswry articles of Appale!

We had no fixed programma in mmd

The idea was to jog along in any direc-
tion we chose. We had no set: destination
for any certgin day. If we came upon a
lane we took a fancy to, we would turn
up it, and explore the country in :that
direction If we hit a spot in mid-afternocon
that looked particularly inviting for a camp-
ing-ground—well, we would stop there.

The whole holiday was to be a free-and-
easy, go-as-you-please affair, and we didn’t
intend to be worried by any fixed schedule.
With regard to food, we should buy things
as we went along.

Fatty Little automatically became chef-in-
chief. Each caravan was provided with
cooking apparatus—but Fatty, who was iu
the last caravan of the line—Lizzie—had
consented to cook for the whole party. In
fact, he had insisted upon it. - All he wanted
was one or two assistants when it eame to
the actual mealtime. We should, of course,
take washing-up duty, ete., in turn. And
all four occupants of each caravan would
share equally in looking after their own
particular horses.

We passed through Beliton in style.

Of course, everybody in the village knew
that we were coming, and it seemed that
the whole population was on the look-out.
The news that a party of us was setting
off by caravan had passed round the village
days ago. And we were stared at by old
and young alike.

Ilaving successfully passed throug‘h this
ordeal, we took the road towards Cais-
towe. We didn't particularly waut to pass
through Bannington, and fravel along the
big main roads, with all their motor traffic.
It would be far better to stick to the
quiet country lanes.

Beyond Caistowe, there was much country
that we had never explored, and here we
would revel in the jovs of finding our way.
We reached Caistowe in mid-afternoon, and
were quite delighted by the fact that we
cauzed a sensation.

Everybody stared at us—the majority of
the children, I think, believed that wo
were a portion of a tt‘a.\'elling cireus., A
pause was made in the High Street, and
IFatty Little descended upon the shops.

It required two assistants to bring out
the groceries from one shop alone, and
then @ baker's man arrived with a basketful
of loaves. Archie eyed the proceedings with
mild astonishment.

¢“* But, dash it all!** he protested. *I
meazn, we shall go through other. places,
sha’n’t we? We're hardly setting forth into
the wilderness? Surely, dear old lads, it’s
not necessary to lay in encugh fodder for
the whole dashed trip?”

“The whole trip!”” I grinned. ‘“My dear
chap, this is Fatty's idea of to-day’s supply.
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In fact, he’s worried—he's got an idea that | deseried section of country. Well, over

to our right lay the sea—although it was
hidden from us by the intervening hills and
the driving rain. '

There appeared to be no houses or cot-
tages—nothing but endless lanes, winding

we shall be hungry before the morning.’*

. ‘“My only sainted aunt!’” murmured
Archie. ‘It seems, dezr old fruit, that
we ought to have brought an extra caravan
—a kind of food department, don’t Yyou

know. In fact, we could do with a few } and twisting, already thick with mud. Qcca-

field-kitchens—what 7 - j sionally we passed am old farm building,

At last we were ready, and we started off ?}flt there were practically no signs of human
ife, - :

again, And it must be admitted that our
spirits were not quite so buoyant as they
. had been at the commencement of the trip. ]
‘For rain was falling—slow, steady rain,
~which had a nasty kind of determination
-@ahout it.

It was growing quite dusk—a premature
kind of dusk, for the evening was still
young—when I noticed a particularly well-
sheltered spot. It was just inside a meadow
—a big, open meadow which was quite bare

The sky had clouded over completely.
Iteavy banks.of storm clouds were packing
up over the entire sky. A chill wind was

blowing, and our summery clothing felt
somewhat inadequate. The temperature
wa3 more like March than May. The

.English climate was giving us one of those
unpleasant jabs in the back for which it 1s
famous.

Some of the fellows started singing—tiry-
ing to kid themselves that they were as
happy as larks on the wing. But after a
while they petered out. Everybody got
inside, except the drivers.

- % This is Trotten!” commented Tommy
Watson gloomily.. ¢ What a dirty trick!
Fancy the weather. turning out like this!
It might have kept fine on the first day,
anyhow.”? - _
. ““Dear old boy, a bad beginnin’ generally
means a good finish,”” said Sir Montie cheer-
fully. ¢ After all, a Ilittle rain won’t do
any harm.”’ . !

A little,” said Tommy. It looks like
developing into a regular flood!”

He was not far wrong. '

The rain fell steadier, and with added
persistence. It fairly swished down upon the
Toof of our caravan. The other three were
coming elong in’ the rear, separated by
about ten yards each. ;

Somebody suggested camping, but 1 could
see no sense in this. We might just as
well keep plodding on until darkness fell,

And, after all, we suffered no discomiorts.
Even the drivers were well protected. The
"others, being inside, were as comfortable
as they could wish for. Archie improved
the shining hour.by partaking of a nap.

The Toads, by this time, were streaming

with water. The wind had sprung up into a
half gale, and the trees were ‘whipping
about viclently. The temperature had
dropped so low that there was a feeling of
winter in the air. : -

Under no circumstances could we say our

irip was blessed with an-au._spicious begin--

ning. :
. 1 was keeping my eye well open for a
Jikely camping ground. Theé first favourable
spot would be chosen. We weren’t going
10 et darkness overtake us in such a down-
pour as this. ' ’

We had parsed through two little vil-
lages, and now: appeared to be in a dreary,

and deseried.

But just here a kind of steep, overhanging
bank arose—so high that it nearly deserved
the name of a clif. And in this corner
there was comparative peace. That high
bank provided complete shelter from tﬁﬁ
blustering wind. There was ample space
for the four caravans, and plenty of grazing
ground for the horses. Furthermore, a
particularly inviting stream ran near by, just
on the other side of the road. :

“This,” 1 said, “is where we stop!”

“Good!” declared Tommy Watson. ¢ By
Jove, what a topping place!®’

Everybody declared that my selection was
good. And s0 it was a case of all hands
to the pumps. Trousers were turned up,
Macintoshes were donned, and we backed
the caravans in a neat row, side by side
—right up against the bank, where they
lay in complete shelter. The horses were
unharnessed, and generally attended to.
Fatty Little was the only fellow who was
excused this duty. He was busily preparing
high tea. - .

Our most cherished wish was not to be
fultiHed to-night. We had pictured ourselves
sitting happily rTound the camp-fire after
supper—swapping yarns, and lazily roasting
chestnuts in the embers.

Nothing could have been more impossible.

The rain was coming down in steady, un-
ceasing sheets. The ground was spongy
with moisture. In spite of our . mackin-
toshes, we oot half-soaked hbefore the horses
had received the attention that was due
to them. Above all else, the animals had
to be seen to first. :

But at last we got inside our caravans.

But it was a miserable kind of part-y.

We couldn’t get together. We had to sit in
our respective caravans, and if we wished to
talk with any of the other fellows, the only
course was to yell.- Even the evening meal
was a bit of a failure. Fatty had prepared
it all right, but by the time it had been
divided up, and carried into the Cdifferent
vans, the tea was cold, and the eggs-and-
bacon in a similar state. :

“Oh, well, we mustn't grumble,” I said
philosophically. “*It's better for the rain
to come down now than later on. By the
sound of it, it doesn’t mean to stop until
next year!" '

“ Absolately!" L

mean to

said Archie.
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gsay, we can't bally well hear™ ourselves
think—what?"' ;

“ It reminds mepof a joke I heard,”” re-
marked Tommy Watson. ‘* Must do some-
thing t0 keecp our spirits up! What did
.Noal_i say when he heard the rain pattering
on the roof?" -

‘* Dear old_ tulip, 1 can't 1manme1’

“.Ark!" griuned Watson. -

“ Begad!”' moaned. Sir Montie. ‘* How
frightful! Xindly® refrain, dear boy!"

Archie mhuqted lns m.:mocle and adjusted
his feet, FuE

“* But, I mean to sa:.," Le emculated

“ That's - dashed good,
Pattering on the roof?  Ark! -Kindly excuse
me, comrades! ‘I must awav!”

-He plunged out of the caravan, quite care- |

less of the rain. He dived into the v-elcowne
portals of the one next door. Handforth &
0. were just finishing their meal.

** Hallo!?* said Handforth. ¢ Come to
bc;.rrow a spoon, or something?”

% Absolutely not!'’ replied Archie. “ What,
as it were, did Solomon say when- No—
no! Not-at all! It wasn't Solomon! Dash
it, I've forgotten the chappie’s namel!”

Handforth & Co. and Willy stared. _

““Must be the rain!” said Wiily. * First
time I knew that rain tupned a chap dotty!”

““Not at all!”’ said Archie hastily. ° This
is dashed awk.! . What's the name c¢f the
dear old blighter 1.-.1m waltzed over tie bally
floods about five hundred and ({ifty-three
thousand years ago?”’

** Noah?”’ ventured Church.

““ Absolutely!”" gaid Archie, heaming. ‘A
thousand thanks, dear old chappie! I mean
to say, that's dashed brainy of you! Well,
now for it! What, to be exact, did this
laddie Noah say when he heard rain whizzing
like anything upon the jolly old roof?*

** What did he say?"’ repeated Handforth,
staring.

[ Yes !)I '
“ How the dickens slhiould I know, {fat-
head?'! : - -

‘* Listen!” said Archie impressively.
“ What?" ;
“ Listeu!" repeated Archie. “ Ha, ha!

Bally good—what?"

Handforth & Co. regarded him blankly.
The Genial Ass of the Remove was chuck-
ling with intense amusement. But his
listeners could not possibly understand what
on earth he was trying to get at. Archie
suddenly calmed down a trifle. He adjusted
his monocle, and looked at the others in-
quiringly.

““ It appears that the old bhrains are some-
what sluggish!” he observed. **1I mean fo
say, you don't absolutely grab the joke!
Whal did Noah say when he heard the rain
splaghing on the ‘roof?  Listen! That, I
mwean, is what Noah said!”’ -

- ¥ Better humour him !’ said McClure softly,
“ These are the first symptoms——""

““ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Willy. ** Oh, vou--
¥ou hopneless ass! That joke’s as old as the
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don’'t you know!

whiskers on Mrs. Hake's cat! Noah didu't
say listen—he said ark!”’

Archie started.

“(mdmoks" he ﬂspf.d
tL“p you’'re 'lb'aoluteh right
got somewhat mixed! Ark!
word !’ :

Handforth !onked dt him Wltherlllff]t

“T'll give you just one second to ‘geb
out!” he roared. ‘“ My only  hat! F:mcy‘
having the nerve to come here “1th a\mﬂuldy
joke hke that!” | .

Archie fled, much vunfubnd Aud from the
next caravan we.heard howls of laughter,
They weren't amused at the aged joke; ‘they
were amused at the way AI‘the lmd re-
counted it. .

“1 say!” said Tomm;y budden]s« € .’ﬂ. hat
about gefting permission to carnp in this
meadow. I suppose it'll be all right!” :

““My. dear ass, how on earth can we get
permission?” 1 asked. * There isn't a house
in sight. Ofs course,-an the morning, we'll
try to find out who the place belongs te,
and we’'ll ask what the damage’ is. The
owner can’t chargze much, even if he cfmrge'S'
anythiag at all. n '

1t was rather curious that we should d15-
cuss the -subject ‘just then, for only five
minutes later we became aware of a bt“t}W'_
in a deep, gruff voice. Peering out of' the
window, 1 caught sight of a stum: lantern,
and I could dunly see that it was being
carried by a big, burly man. He was shout-
ing at the top of. his voice, above the hiss
of the rain and the moan of the wind.

*“ Dear - 6!d
[ mmust have
'llmt s the btlllv

CHAPTER V.
ALL H-h\DS TO THE pPUMPS!
'.I' Are ye all O.E'll'?”.

.f The man with
-the  storm-lantern
had ploughed his

way t-hrough the spongy turt.
~right up to the steps of the
caravan. [ opened the door, .
and peered out. In this sheltered spot the
wind was not driving very.fiercely, and .the
lichts from the <¢aravan's interior showed-
the man up clearly. These lichts, as I've.
explained, were electric, supplied from power-.
ful storage batteries. ,

‘““ Anything wrong?”. I inquired. ,

““ Ho!” said the man. * Look here, my
lad, who'’s in charge of this ’'ere circus?”

“7J1t's not a circus,” I explained. *‘ We're -
just a holiday caravanning party. There’s
sixteen of us—fellows {rom St. Frank’s Col-
lege. Is anything the matter?” .

The man glared. S
+ ¢ Schoolboys, hey!” he said harshly.. .
“D'you think I want you dratted.young.;
hlIl'tpa runnin’ loose over my p»roperty‘J 111 . .
give ye just ten minutes to get out o’ tlus
medder!” =

‘We looked at him rather c'rlmly Tl_le— man
was big and brutal-looking. His TYace was




hlotehy, and he appearcd to he «
worse for drink. Apparenfly he had hcen on

his- way home from one of the local hostel-
ries, and he had seen 1the lights Of cur

earavans in his meadow. His fone did not
geem to bhe promising,

““ There’s no need to he unpleasant ahout
it,'? 1 said quietly, ** We're quite prepared
40 .- pay any reasonable reutal. You see, we
spotfed thig camping-place in the dusk. and
16 was raining so had, we o

«1 want to hear no excuses!” mterrupted
the man. * (it out!”

““ But look here, Mister—"'

“My name’s Crabb—John Crabh,

(.‘f Litt]ﬁ

Blanding !’ interrupted the tarmer. " I'm
known round these !ere parts os a man

""his medder is
to have no

who ain't to bhe trifled with.
my property, and 1 ain't goin’
dratted schoolboys a-campin® on it
olf -afore I lose my temper!”

By this time all the fellows Jjrom the
other caravans had ecome ont wpon the ittle
driving platforms, sheltered from the rain by
1he overhanging hoods. They looked on at
the scene with indigoation.

Tn say the least, it was absurdly unreason.
able for Mr, Crabb to aet in this way. We
had done no harm to the imeadow, and had
offercd to pay for the azcommodation. It

was quite clear that he was an aeid, ill-
tempered man, and his natural nostiness
was made worse hy ithe fact that lie was

under the influence of drinz,

Regivald Pitt had donmed Lis mackintosh,
and he- jumped down, o

**I say, Mr. Crabb, he a <port, you lnow,”
he said persuasively. * You can’t very well
turn ns off in this rainstorm. What's your
price? We just want to ctay here intil the
morping—-""

“T'm not goin’ to argue!” interrupted Mr.
Crabb, “I'm a man of my word. You're
zoing out of thie medder. I don't want your
woney, neither! Boys are a durned nuisance,
and 1 sin't Lavin’ none of ‘em on my pro-
Cperty i

There was something very final about his
ctatement. We couldn’t very well deiy him—
we were, i short, trespassing. But never
for a moment had we bheligved that any man
could Le so utterly wunreasonable—to say

nothing of being mhespitable and un-British.
It wasu’'t the kind of night to turm a dog
oub into.

Pitt  lecked
guidance.

“I cuppoze we shall have to find another

up at me, a3 thongh for

camping place,’” 1 said umgnedx. “But I
think Mr Crabb might
*“What!”* roared Han:ifnrth, from the

next caravan.  ‘““ You're going to give in?
Yon re going to let this—this sour old crab-

apple order you ahcut? Why, for two pins
I*jk biff you one!” A

_Pilt turned quickly to Alr. Crabb,

*“SBurely we can arrange it, Mr, Crabh?”
he asked, in a ﬁnal eﬂart “We can easily |
Ex the price -

= Durn you!l" snarled Mr, Crabh fercely.

Jghtly the

Clear |

L ijJI

-

. ”i: ”IML ,‘:

1!

‘_

The lighted window was suddenly |
flung open, and something appeared.
We thought it was a head at first.
As a matter of fact, it was, but it was
covered by a clownish-looking sleep~- |
ing-cap. ;

He -was apparently not the kind of man.
to he argued with. In his leit hand he
carried the storm-lantern, but his right hand
carried a heavy stick. He raised th;q and
brought it down upon Iitt’s shounlders with
such force that the junior staggered, and
collapsed in the mud.

“T'Il teach ye to argue with me!” shouted
Mr. Crabb coarsely. _

I'itt tried to rise, but he was In great
pain. In any case, e had no time to take
any action. For, with one accord, every one
of us literally hurled ourselves at Mr. Crabh.!

The four caravans emptied themselves of
their human frieght, and Mr. Crabb was
lifted high upon the su gmg floocd. He raved
and roared and curge But that brutal
blow—so uncalled for—had roused us to a
high pitch, /7



¢« Into the ditech with him!” roared Hand-
forth.

“ Absolutely!” gasped Archie. .

“Let him have it!”

The ditch was quite near-by—as we knew.
AMr. Crabb was flung wto the air, and he

almost perfect arc. Then he
foremost, into the deep,
¥

described ar
descended, head
muddy ditel.

Splash! '

Mr. Crabb completely vanished hLeaeavh
the thick, cozing mud. He reappeared after
a ‘-moment, and proceeded to crawl out. His
blustering, bullying atbitude had ~anished.
He emerged -from the diten like a whipped
cur.

““ And don't forget, Mr. Crabb, that you
asked for it!” I said grimly °* We wouldn't
stay in your meadlow now, even if you
begeed us to! We're going to find another
camping place!”

“ Why, vou ass—"" bLegan Handforth.

‘““ My dear chap, we can’t stay here now!”
I said quietly. ** We don't want to get on
the wrong side of the law, and it's up to us
to clear. Mr. Crabb asked for trouble, and
he found it!"”

““ Absolutely ! caid Archie. *“I mean to
say, he found a somewhat liquid quantity!”’

Practically all the other fellows were in
agreement with me. After what had hap-
pened, we could not vemain on the farmer's
property. And although it was still raining
cats and dogs, and the wind was bluster-
ing with more Jorce than ever, we imme-
diately set about rounding uvp the horses.

Mr. Crabb, in the meantime, had crawled
away, cursing under his breath. He appar-
ently thonght it very unwise to invite any
further attacks. I had half an idea he was
hovering near by, watching us harnessing the
liorses, and preparing for departure.

We simply didn’t care. Mr, Crabb had
not got more than he deserved.”

Twenty minutes later, nearly soaked to the
skin, and with mud almost up to our knees,
we were ready to depart.. The horses were
harnessed, and we were about to leave our
_ first camping ground, which had proved so

unpleas:ant.
“The joys of caravauning!” said Pitt,
with @ grin.
“Oh, dry up!’ growled Christine. **If

you ask me, this trip is a frost!”

One or two others agreed with him. They
could hardly be blamed for having this
opinion, for our adveatures had been the
very opposite of joyous. And the weather
secemed to bave conspired deliberately against
us.

In the same order as before we left the
meadow. It was a somewhat difficult busi-
ness, as the caravan wheels sunk deeply into
the sodden ground. However, we were in
- the lane at last.

Then, with Angelina leading the way, wé
went onwards through the darkness, through
the driving rain and the blustering wind.
None of the juniors had gone !nside; they
ali remained in front of the vaus, They

‘meegt that chap Crabb

wer2 wet through, and would be required
o do their share later, when a new -camp-
ing ground was found.

It would be absurd to <hange clothes now,
and even Archie accepted the situation with
piilosophical calm. He.had done his share
of the work with just as much energy and
cheerful willingness as anybody,

We had seen no more of Mr. Crabb, and
were rather pleased to ke cut cf that
meadow. It was impossible {o feel coptent
in a place where one knows that one iz not
wanted.

It would be hetter to camp on the open
roadside. >

But we couldn’t very well do this, because
the lape was narrow, with no wide grass
borders, as mauy lanes are provided with.
The hedges rose steeply from the high banks
on eithier side.

. “*'Well, this is a lively kind of life—X don’%
think!” remarked Jack Grey, “I'd like to

B again! How’s your
back, Reggie?”

*“ Sore!”™ replied Pitt. “ My hat! If ever
I come face to face with Crabb, I shall give
myself the pleasure of punching kim in the
eye. I don't care if he slaughtfers me after-
wards. I want tlie satisfaction of knocking
him down!™

*“ You're not likely to ged it!"” I ecalled out,
having heard his words. ‘1 don't supposs
we shall ever see Mr. Crabb again. And
this lane looks Ilike coing on for ever!”

“It's a long lane that hasn’t any turn-
ing, dear old fruit!” said Archie wisely.
‘““ Not, of course, that that absolutely ap-
plies. I mean to say, as far as I ecar sce,
the jolly old lane is like a snake in a fit of
convulsions! Turning and twisting like any-
thing, this way and that way, and every
other dashed away. However, if we per-
severe, I daresay we shall come to the end
of it!”

“ There's nothing else to do,”
“We can’t turn back.”

And so, for the next half-hour, we coun-
tinued our way onwards, round curvesg, up
hills and down hills; but still the lane
seemed to go on. And then =t length if
widened out somewhat, and we suddenly
came upon two forks, one road branehing ont
to the left, and the cther branching out to
the right.

‘“ Better toss up!" suggested Watson.

“No: we’ll take the right-hand 10ad,” I
said, * It looks wider, apd it’s all a matter
of chance, apnyway.”

Owing to the falling rain, and the prevail-
ing darkness, we could only see a few feet
ahead of us. But we felt that our troubles
would scon come to and end now. Of course,
I'd been keepinz my eyes open for a lixely
camping ground ever since we nhad started.
But we had passed nothing but ploughed
fields and meadows which looked saltogether
uninviting and unsuitable.- '

The charagter of this new lane began to
change. And almost before we knew if;,"the

I replicd.

| hedges disappeared, and we found, upou

)



- said.
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fnvestigation, that we had driven on to a
wide, rugged heath. Clumps of gorse grew
heside the road, and the wind was whistling
across the open space with much violence.
“Well, we can camp here if we like,”” 1

““ Nobody will turn us off a heath,
that’s pretty certain. The only thing is, it’s
rather exposed. But we might go on for
miles."”

- Watson was peering inteutly over towards
the left.

‘““ There seems to be a hollow down there,”
lie said after a minute. ** It dips down, you
know. It ought to be more sheltered.’”

*“We'll have a look, anyway,” I said.

A halt was ealled, and Reggie Pitt and Bob
Christine and I sallied off into the darkness
to inspect the proposed camping grouni,
which, in all conscience, was poor emnough.
But we felt that anything would do until
the morning—until we could sece exactly
where we were,

ATter the delightful visions we had had of
sitting round the camp_fire, this first night’s
experience was enough to dampen anybody’s
ardour. The majority of the fellows felt
that caravanning was a mug’s game.

Having gone over the heath for some dis-
tance, our eves grew more accustomed to
the darkmess. We could just dimly see a
hollow, with gently sloping grass leading
down into it. We went down this zlope for
some distance, and then came to a halt.

“ Just the spot!”” declared Pith. *‘1t’s
sheltered from the wind, too. I vote we
camp here. No sense in looking for another
place.”

We all agreed, and went back.

So the caravans, in single file, were turneil
off the road and fvaken across the heath
itself. We went down into the hollow easily,
with the brakes on. But at last we pulled
up, and found that our best hopes were:
realised. Most of the wind was hurtling
across the heath higher up, leaving us niecly
sheltered in ‘hat comfortable hollow,

But, of course, we still had the pouring
rain. I jumped down as an example to the
others, intending to get busy unharnessing

the steeds. :

My feet =ank deeply info the turf—in fact,
1 went in up to my ankles, ¢#nd could hardly
zet myself free.

““ Great Scott!” 1 ejaculated. “ It’s like
a hog!”

“ Must be the rain—caused the turf to
heeome spongy,”’” said Watson.

““ Ass!”" I snapped. *‘* Who doesn’t know
that?”

As®a matter of fact, I was-a bit anxious.
1 had noticed that the caravan had moved
sluggishly, and now I knew the reason,
Yizzie and Emma and Susie were just in the
rear, and they had come to a halt, too. I
had turned my attention to them, and ielt
alarmed.

--** Here—quick!? T shouted. ‘* We shall
have to -get out of this as quickly as we
can! The wheels are sinking!”
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“ Gadzooks!’ said Archie. “ How fright-

ful!? -
“Ch, rats! What does it matter?”
igrunt.-ed liandforth. “*We can’t sink
ar L

‘“Can't we?’’ I interrupted.
ground’s like a bog! If we don’t get out
now, while we’ve got the chance, we shall
he absolutely stuek!”

Pitt and Christine agreed with me, and
they immediately set about turning their
own caravans. But we all found that it was
too late. The horses themselves were now
floundering . helplessly in the soft, bogg
ground, | _

I managed to get Angelina half round, but
then I noticed that the off-side wheels were
sinking deeply into the mire. Angelina, in
fact, had assumed a most pronounced liss
to starboard,

And, at length, we were compelled to give
up.

“* Well, this i3 a fine how-do-you-do!”’ said
Pitt, with a grimace.

““If you'd taken my advice, this wouldn't
have happened!” put in Handforth. *° Didwr't
I say thal we ought to have kept on the
road?” - .

“You might have said it—but nobody
heard it!” 1 retorted. ' In any case, it's
no good talking now. The best thing we can
do s to unharness some of the - other
horses, and attach them to the first caravan.
We'll try to haul them out of the bog, oie
by one.”

It was, indeed, the only course to pursue,.

And this, too, was a failure.

I'or the horses conld not move in the soft
ground. Their feet sank in deeply, and they
simply floundered helplessly. Before ten
ninutes had elapsed we kuew well enough
that the caravams were stranded.

The horses were all unharncessed, and taken
up to the higher ground, where they could
remain in safety—and where it was fairly
solid underfoot. The caravans looked for-
lorn and sorrowful. :

Tursed this way and that, they wcre
marooned in the bog, one or two of them
sagging steeply sideways. And it was guite
certain that the longer they were left, the
deeper they would sink.

. ‘“'Well, what are we going to do?”’ asked
Wateoun,

“ As far as I can se2, there’s only one way
out of it,”’ I replied. ‘' There’s bound to be
a farm somewhere near by. We’d better go
there—some of us—and get help.”

" What kind of help?”

“ What we muainly need is rope—plenty «:
rope,”” I replied. ** And if we can get hold
of some hefty cart-horses, all the bhetter.
It wouldu't take them long to haul the
caravans out. About six of us had betier
go, and the others ecan remain here.”

“ Good!” said Pitt. *‘ I'll come with you.”
Handforth alse imsisted upon being in the
party. Church and McClure and Tommy
Watson were the others, and Bob Christine
was left in eharge of the caravans. He

“ Why, this



FFatty Little
declared that he would be gettmg some more
grlib ready.

*This is rather like looking for a needle

urged us not to be too long.

(3]

ia a havstack,” I remarked, as we trudgad
along the muddy road. *° But I don't think we
can do better than go back to those cross-
roads, and try the other lane. We're bound
to come to a farm-heouse sooner or later.”

‘““Yez—if we walk all night!” said Hand-
torth. o
It was gettmrr auite late by now—just

after ten o'clock  Such an hour is compara-
tively early in a big town—but here, in the
heart of the rural eountry, it was very late,
Indeed. )

And it was practically certain that even
if we were lucky enough to find a farm-
I:c-lm:. the occupants would all be in bed.
f'or farmers are obliged to rise with the
lark, and must- needs Tetire early.

“Well, I'm blessed if 1 can see any
reasen vo be miserable!” exclaimed Hand-
forth, * Later on, we shall grin like the
dickens over this adventure. We'll tell all
the other chaps, and they’'ll shriek.”

" That's generally the way,” said Pitt.
s we trudged on. ““ You don’t really appre-
cinte the humour of these experiences while
they are happening. Afterwards, you begin
to realise that they were quite enter-
taining.”

"Eumﬂy," said Handforth,
ment,. Now, I've got an idea. Why
be araused now? Why not see the fun of
it to-night?" ' ]

“ Good idea!™ I decl‘;red “It may be
rather difficult to see, but we'li look for it.
Let's start singing, to begin with! Might
as well prackice - Auntie Susie’s Pienic. [
tiink you're still a hit rocky, Handy."

** Rocky?"" snorted Handforth. * De?™

}}’PH, vaou kaven't quite got the chorus

*Idiot!  snapped
listen to this!” ]

At the top of his voice, he bawled out
the verse and chorus. And when Handforth
bawled at the top of his voice, the wind
and the gale sounded like a mere murmur.
The fact that he mixed the chorus with the
verse, and the verse with the chorus, was
of little or no imporbtance.

“Let's ail join in!’" roared Pitt.

I just faintly heard his voice, sounding
like a whisper in the distance—for it must
bz remembered that he had to break
tlicough Maundforth’s efforts. We all joined
1, and the noise was rather tremendous.

* We .shall probably see a report in the
paper to-morrow that somebody’s earth-
uake machines recorded sometlnno‘” grin-
ned Pitt, after the chorus was over. “-As
for the animals in this district, I expect
they’ve all fled by now.”

““ Stop!” said  Handforth
* What's that?” -

“ What’s what?"

“Can't you sce a liaht over 'rhore‘?'”

Maudferth poiunted.

Handforth, Iust

abruptly.

f ﬂg(),”

* My argu--

not |
i The resuit,

) fact, was really unnecessary. For he had
oulv come o a halt because he had seen me
pecring in the, same direction, It was just
a little scheme of his to make out that he
had been the first to see the light.

“It's a house!” [ aid. “ Success,

brothers!”
“ Of course it's a -light—I spotted it hours
said Handforth, " Even if the placc
isn't a farm-house, we shall probahh b&
able to learn some news.'”
We walked on a few yards further, and
then came to a rutty waggon track whmh
branched ofl the rcad at rlghb angles. Pro-
ceeding up this narrow lane, where the musl
was five ¢r six inches deep, we at lencth
swam into the courtyard of a farm-house.
At least, we nearly swam. The water was

| swirling round us in vast puddies.
' A light gleamed from one of the upper

windows, It was an old-fashioned place—
one of those low, thatched farm-houses that
one comes across in many parts of fural
England. In the gloom, it seemed to be
slightly drunken, the north-east corner being
a full yard out of the perpendicular.

“Hil" T yelled. ** Anybody at home?”

* Aho# there!” hawled Handforth.
" Wake up, somebody!”

His voice burst upon the farm-house like
a clap of thunder. It rolled and rever-
berated under the eaves. Reggie Pitt after-
wards said that he felt the ground shake.
Tommy Watson said the windows rattled.
however, was satisfactory
leaxt, we thmwht so at first.

The lighted window was suddenly flung
open, and something appeared. We thou"ht

f it wWas,

I “Ye'd better!"

As a matter of fact.
but it was covered by a clownish-
looking sleepihg cap.

“IWho's that, drat ye?” growled a hargh

u}ice
breathed Pitt. *“1It's

“Jumping cats!™
old CUrabb!” :

We certainly Ladu’t expected this. We
had found this farm-house quite by accident,
and fate must have ordained that we should
find the very dwelling that was occupied
by Mr. Crabb., Our spirits fel. We were
not lik€ly to obtain much assistance from
Mr. ‘John Crabb.

“It's all right, Mr. Crabb—we're not
aoing to*hother you!"” I shouted. * We've
rot stuck in a bog, and we wanted somehody
to help us out—but we wouldn’t ask you.
You necdn’t worry—we're going!?

shouted Mr. Crabb. I
hope the blamed caravans sink altogether!
I''!m goin’ to tell the police about ye to-
morrow! Trespassin’ on a man's property
as though you own it—I'll learn ye.”

“ (0 and eat coke!” snorted McClure.

We turned back, and the window slammed.

“ Well, that’s that!". said Reggie. * Not
very encouraging, eh? We've got to find
another farmhouse—and the chances are
that it's four or five miles‘away.- And those
caravans are sinking deeper and deeper all

it was a head at first,

This, a3z a matter of

| the time,”
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“We're in a hne pickle!” growled Hand-
forth. * If I'd have known 1 “Wwouldn't have
come on this beastly trip!”

** I thought you Said it was funny?’’ asked
Church. |

“ Another word, my lad, and I'll chuck
you in the duck pond"” said Ilandy grimly.

We were walking across the yard to the

little lane which led to the road.. And, sud-
denly, Reggie Pitt came to a halt. He
stared straight in front of him, and we half
paused, waiting,

“I wonder!” breathed Reggie. By
Jove! I wonder!”

ITandforth gave a snort.

“ Look at him—he’s ~wondering!’”’ he said
sourly. ** All he can do is to stand there
in the rain, and wounder! You—you fathead!
1f you want to wonder, why can't you wait
until——-”

- It might be done!” said Pitt, absently.

1 followed the direction of his gaze, and
found that he was looking at a small trac-
tion engine which stood just within the yard,
covéred by a tarpaulin. In close prn*{imlty
was a big pile of coal, and a huge water
butt

‘ Who asked
chgle :

*1 do,’ 1 rephed “Don’t you remember
that beauty we once made—in the South
Sea Islands? If we could get steam up in
that mass of scrap iron, this thing will
prove. mere child's play.”

“Well, what about it?"’ asked Pitt calnly,
““T mean, it's absolutely asking to be used!
Shall we get steam up?”

-** You—you mean—->""' gtl-:,ped Watson.

1landforth pushed him %side, and stared
At the traction engine.

~** By George!” he ejaculated. ' Great
pip! I've got an idea!"

“What!®’ said. Pitt faintly,

“ It just ‘StI‘IICk me!”’ went on Handforth,
ignoring Reggie’s ejaculation. ‘‘ This thing’s
a traction &ngme’ Why shouldn’t we get
steam up, take it down the road, and haul
thiose caravans out of the mud?”

. “ What a marvellous idea!’ said Pitt en-
thusiastically. * Look! There’s a big wind-
lass arrangement, fixed up, too! I think
it’s geared to the engine. -Why,- it'll be
Llnld’ play to pull those caravans out with

this thing.”’

“Just my wheeze!”” said Handforth,
‘““Now; look - here, I expect you chaps to
back me up! When I think of a good idea
of this sort——-" :

‘“Yes, when you do, 3ou’d hetter put a
chalk mark somewhere.” I interrupted,
““It’s Reggie’s idea, and I donw’t approve of
it,"? i ‘ _ .

“ Youn don't approve -of it?".
Reg%le, staring. |

i D’,-

understands  engines?”’

repeated

‘‘* But what on earth—-———- ; -

¢ Ag leader of the party, I.can't give my
sanction to the scheme,” I said, shaking
my head. ‘* The steam engine isn't % our pro-

perty. and we’ve got absolutely no right
to toueh it——"

" Rats!” said Pitt. ' You can look at it
that way if you like, but I vote we take
the e¢ngine and rescue Angelina and Lizzie
and Susie and Emma! If we cause any
damage, we’ll pay for it. We'll pay any-
thing that's demanded—so 1 don’t see how

{ old Crab-apple can say much.”

I did my best to dissuade the fellows, but
it wag quite hopeless. They had made up
their minds, and they, ignored me. Of
course, I was looking at the thing Squarely,
and I didn't want the fellows to mar the
heginning of this trip by getting us into
unwelcome notoriety. And to let IMandforth
loose with a traction engine in the middle
of the npight was -a very precarious pro-
ceeding,

Pitt and the others busied themselves
about the engine. They were quite careless-
of the rain nmow—they. didn’t mind whether
they got svaked’' through or not—for the
simple reason that they were soaked through
already,

And they were so engrossed in their work
that they didn’t. notice that the rain ceased
after about fiftcen minutes., Glancing up,
I could see that the sky was ‘clearing some-
what.

The clouds, instcad of being a solid mass,
were breaking up, scudding across the
heavens at a rapid speed, and giving a
glimpse, now and again, of stars. And to
my astonishment even the moon con-
descended to glimpse forth om ome or two
occasions. Ile appeared now and again, took
a hasty look at the earth in a shamefaced
kind of way, and then proceeded to dodge
behind another cloud. -

By this time a fire had been built in the
furpace, and the boiler was well filled with

water. At this period the moon decided
that it would be wise to grow somewhat
bolder, MHe showed himself ' for periods,

sometimes lasting for more than a minute.
And he shed a watery, silvery light upon
the dripping cOuntrymde Encouraved hy
these peeps, he’ finally cmerged altogethea

In other words, the clouds pmctlcal}y cleared
away.

“ Well, thank goodness the weather's
clearing amyway!” I remarked. - ‘‘ And
with the moon out, we can at least

see what we're domg Be careful with those
gauges, Handy——

“ Fathead!” said Handforth,.
what I'm-doing!l”

The fire had now been lit, and was roaring
well. And as the other fellows were deter-
mined to proceed with the idea, I took
charge. I did so in order to make certdin
that the boiler didn’t burst.

It was some little time before the water
boiled. And while we were waiting, we made
everything ready for departure. We saw
that the big hawser was in order, and that
the working parts were tltoroughly ‘oiled.
A glance had told me that the engine had

“1 Eknow



been used only the previous day. It was in
perfﬁ'l‘,t condition. ’

At last. the safebty valve gave a warning
Ims, and I mounted wupon the footplate.
Ilandforth wanted to mount, too, but I
firmly declined. : A

“Wait until afterwards!” I said. * We'll
just see if she runs before we start off.
Stand clear, you fellows.”

““ Look here " began HMandforth.

- But-he was yanked out of the way by
Chiurch and McClure. 1 seized the throttle
lever, and jerked it slightly. The traction
engine gave a gurgling kind of grunt, and
moved slowly forward, puffing heavily.
Working the clumsy steermrr pear with one
hand, I brought the locomotive round in a
half-circle. The juniors ' walked alongside,
full of enthusiasm.

“ Now weg sha'n’t be long!”

said Tommy

Watson.

“ Hurrah!” -

“Have we got to walk all the way?”
roared Handforth. ‘f Look here, I want

a ride, vou fathead—-"

* All right—don’t be impatient!” T said.
‘“ She's going fine,
g those caravans
time,’

-1 closed the throttle, and the engine came
Co a standstill. We hagd plenty of coal
on board. so there was no fear of fuel
shortage. And the juniors were just pro-
r*eﬂdmg to climb up when an mterruptlen
came,

Mr. Crabb came rushing down the yard,
cxcited and furious. Me was attired in a
dilapidated old dressing-gown, top boots,
sud the same sleeping-cap that we had seen
before. Ilis appearance was quifte comical.

“¢ Mercy on us!” he ejaculated. ¢ What’ll
Fe boys be doin’ next? Leave that there
engine alone! Why, drat ye, I'll have the

faw - |
“It's all right, DWMr. Crabb—don’t get
excited,”” I put in. ** We sha'n't do your
engine any harm——-"'
“*That engine ain't mme'”
Crabb. ** That engine be the

Mr. Ezra Biggs, of Edgemore!

out in next to no

roared Mr.
property o'
He hires

it out, he do, an’ I'm responsible! Leave
it alone—"'

** Mr. Ezra Biggs, eh?” 1 interrupted.
£ Good?t”’

**Do you krow him?” inquired Pitt.
‘“NMo—but I know that Mr. Bic.gq is
onc of Colonel Glenthorne’s tenants,” I
replied. “ In fact, he's a kind of agent

and I’'il bet. anything you like that this
engine really belongs to Archie’s pater!
Anyhow, we're safe enough, because Archie

s_:)nlv- needs to explain to Mr. Biggs, and
10’1 be all serene!” - /

“ Good!"

“ Then we're safe?”
_“ You bet we are!” I said. * o we
go'”

I was feeling perfectly comfortable now.
The information which Mr. Crabb had so
generously given us was of the most wel-

-.'--..
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with the scheme enthusiastically.

that everything was

We shall be able to.
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that the

m . I knew
engine wasn’t his property, I went forward

come deseription. Now
Mr. Biggs
the least, when he got
At all events, Archie would see
made right. :

“* Stop!” shouted the farmer furiously.
“ Ye young rapscallions! I'll go and fetch
the policeman, and have you all put under
arrest! We Il see who’s master! I ain't
man to be defied on my own

wouldn’t mind in
to know.

the kind o’
property!”
But Mr. Crabb was defied.
1 opened the throttle, all the other juniors
plled on to *‘hﬂ
in style.

engine, and “e went 01’[

CHAPTER VI.
N THE ROAD ONCE MORE,

¢ OT a sign!” remarked
De Valerie.
IHe was. standing

on the heath, just
at the edge of the
With him were Fatty
and Handforth minov,
The
and

hollow,
Little,
- and Archie Glenthorne,
mcon was shining down in fuli glory,
the scene looked almost charming.

The spirits of the juniors had revived
enormously. The clearing up of the
weather had made all the difference in the
world. And it is really astonishing how
unpleasant, rainy weather can affect - the
human emotions, -

** Oh, they're bound to be coming along
soon.” said Fatty Little. ** Great bloaters!
They'll be starving, too! In fact., it'll
be a wonder if thev have enough strength
left to crawl back here!”

*We're not all built the same way as
you are, Fatty,” said Somerton, who had
JOlHE‘d the group. “f You can’t CATTY on
for more than an hour unless you have a
fresh supply of grub, Fatty. I say, they'd
better buck up, or we shall never be
able to get those caravans free.’

He looked at them anxiously. Angelina
and her followers were in a bad way.
They had sunk deeper and deeper, and
were, in fact, so deeply into the bog that
some of the axles were submerged. It
would be a very ticklish business, getting
the vans out.

“1 don't see how it’s gomrr to be done,’
declared De Valerie. 1t looks to me as
though we’re in a hopeless mess. We shall

be stuck here for days——-"

“One  moment, laddie,” interrupted
Archie. * Kindly refrain from the good
old conversation, I believe that something’s
happening. As Noah said--ark!”

The juniors remained silent, and all
listened.

And, from afar, there came a curious
sound. The wind had died down with the

cessation of the rain. The night was be-
coming quite still. And the fellows could
hear a curious rumbling sound proceeding
from some uncertain direction.
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“ sounds like a landslide!” said Willy.

"< Rot!” said De Valerie. “ There’'s a
peculiar puinping noise—— I've got it!
1t must be a traction-engine.”

** My only - -hat!”’

_The juniors hurried off the heath, and

stood upon the road itself. -The obvious
had occurred fto them. It would be a
good idea to ask the driver of this traction-
engine to lend a hand.

- And a few minutes later the engine itself
came into view. _

We had succeeded in steering the thing
down the narrow country lanes. True, we
had taken it very easily, and we had pro-
cressed along a kind of ziz-zag course.
But we had arrived—-and that the
main thing.

Somerton and De Valerie and the others
came rushing up.

** Hi, driver!” shouted De Yalerie. - “<We
want to—— Great Scott!”

fle broke off in amazement as he saw
who the figures at the rear were. 1 closed
the throttle, and the trusty little engine
came to a standstill.

“ My only hat!” ejaculuted De Valerie.
" What next?”’

“ Next, my son, will he to drag those
caravans out,”” ‘1 replied.

‘“ Absolutely,” said Archie.
You must allow me to observe, dear old
things,- that this is somewhat terrific. 1
mean to say, what a dashed priceless
scheme! Somebody’s brain department has
heen putting in a thick slab of overtime!
Absolutely!”

“ It was my idea,” said Handforth. * Pitt
happened to mention it first, but——"

““ Don’t argue about that!’ I interrupted.
““ Archie, who does this engine belong to?”

Archie looked at me blankly.

** But, dash it!” he protested. ‘I mean,
dash it with considerable emphasis! How,
as it were, should I know? 1 had an
idea that you’d borrowed it! Chappie’s
don't generally find steum-engines lying
about loose, what?”’

**Why don’t you wait until I've finished,
you ass!”? I said. “ We borrowed it—with-
out permission—{rom Nr. Crabb. Buat he
says that it’s the property of Mr. Ezra
Biggs, of Edgemore. Isn’t Mr. Biggs one
of your pater’'s agents?”’ ’

Archie beamed.

‘““ Well, there you are!” le said genially.
““ What I mean is, absolutely! Why, my
dear old tomato-can, Comnrade Biggs is one
-of my pater’s best assorted pals! In fact,
it’s as good as certain that this old steam-
- machine beiongs to the pater himself!”

I was quite satisfied now. There was
nothing remarkable in the faect that the
engine belonged to Colonel Glenthorne. The
latter - was the most influential landowner
in the whole district of Bannington. Many
farms for mjles around—reaching as far as
Caistowe on  one hand, and as far as
Helinford on . .the other—were owned by
Colonel Glenthorne,

was

* Gadzooks!.
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He gave me a terrific shove before

1 could be aware of it; and the next

moment 1 fell off the rear and col-
lapsed in the road. Handiorth had
made up his mind to end the journey
by a spurt, and he wasn’t going to |
have me spoil it.

I felt ¢uite comfortable in pursuing the
affair now.

The traction-engine was driven right on
to the heath—but we took care not to go

too far with the' movement. We didn't
want to get the engine bogged as well.
Then, indeed our plight would be even

worse.
The rest of the fellows were delighted

when they knew what was doing. And all
.hands were called out to assist. The big

hawser was unwound, and nine or ten
juniors helped to fix it securely to the
first caravan, |

And it had to be secured in such a
way that nothing would break when the
pressure was brought to bear. As soon
as everything was ready, I altered the
egears, and then started up the engine.

The latter, it will now be understood,
was stationary. The engine was working,
but it was operating the windlass arrange-
ment. The drum went round and round,
the hawser became tight, and the caravan
1};10\'&(1 slowly and sluggishly out of the
0g.

There's no need to go into details.

After a couple of hours’ hard, continual
work, we had all the four vans well clear
of the bog. The horses were hitched up,
and Angelina and her three sisters were
soon safely upon the road.

They were muddy, splashed, but other-
wise urharmed.

As for us, we looked like so many scare-
CTOWS. - _

Oily, grimy, with our clothing drying on
our hacks, we were thoroughly tired out
and weary. All we wanted to do was to
get some rest. But, for two or three of
us, there .was to be no sleep yet. - -

The hulk of the party could take-it easy;
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Lut the traction-engine had to be returneci :

to Crabb's farin—we couldn’t leave it
stranded on the heath. It had done its
service well, and deserved to be escorted
home. _

An arrangement was soon made,

I proposed to take the engine back, and
the caravans could eome along by the
sume lane—for it had been decided that we
shiould camp in a little clearing that Reggie
Pitt and [ had spotted about half a mile
from the farm. It was nobody's property,
}.Eeiqft?r a kind of open spuace in the lape
165<.l.

By the time I had put the engine up,
and walked down the lane, the other fellows
would have made the camp, and everything
would be quiet for the night. And at last
we  should get our well-deserved rest.

Dut, of course, there was a hitch,.

. And it is necessary for me to add that
Handforth was the hiteh. He flatly refused
to. agree to the plan. And when Hand-
~forth  flatly refused anything, it meant
trouble.

“*No!” he said. firmly, “ I don’t agree.”

“ But, my dear chap——'
“T don’t agree!" insisted Handforth.
“ The scheme's all right, except for one

little thing., You stay here, Nipper—and
I'll take the engine back!”

I sighed.

*“ Look here, Handy, we want that engine
to zo back in one piece,” I said patiently.
‘* Besides, we want to see you .again.
* Much as we love you. we couldn’t bear the
thought of attending a funeral to-morrow!"

Handforth glared at me.
- “*You--you funny lunatic!” he snorted.
*“*Are you ¢trying to make out that I
can't drive that traction-engine?”’

'* No,”" 1 replied.

“But you just said—"

. “*I'm not trying to make out anything,”
I interrupted, * I'm simply stating a fact.
You can’t drive it——-*’

“T can't!”” hooted Handforth.

““ Absolutely ! said Archie. ‘ No offence,

Jlandy¥, old scream, but there you are!
A fact, as it were, 15 a fact! Kindly
‘take the advice of one who knows, and

tumble into your little cot!”
“ Never!" declared Handforth.
going on that engine!”
I breathed hard.
“Oh, all right!” I

oF I

H B said, knowing that

argument was useless. *' 1f you're so dead

set on it, you can come with me.”
“Good! And can I drive?”

*“Yes, if you like."
S0 we started off.

The traction-engine gave a terrific bound
forward as Handforth opened the throttle.
He didn't open it gently, but flung the
lever right over. I only just grabbed the
steering-gear in time.

“ Whoa!" gasped Iiandy.

* You—you.
ass!” .
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““Not so fast!” I execlaimed.
go at full speed, you ass!"”

In 4 moment we were going at a more
sedate pace, and Handforth ' insisted on
taking the - steering-wheel. - Somehow or -
other, he managed to keep control. This,
I think, was mainly because I continually
cave him directions,

Ilandforth was sound enough in the main,
but he was always liable to take chances.
But with me behind him, he didn’t have
the opportunity.

We were just nearing the gates of
Crablh’s farm when he jerked the throttle
open wider, and the engine moved forward
at a faster speed.

“ Steady !’ I said., *““ That gate isn't
any too wide.”
“Oh, rot!" said ITandforth. *‘‘I want

to make a good spurt for the last!”

“But you'll never get through,” I
insisted. -

At the same time I reached forward and
closed the throttle. Handforth opened it
again, I closed it. Handforth reopened it.

** L.ook here!” he roared. “ Who's driv-
ing this engine?”

““ Both of us!” I replied.

' Are we?" lLe yelled.
see!l”

He gave me a terrific shove before I could
be aware of it, and the next moment I
fell off the rear, and collapsed in the road.
This was merely one of Ilandforth’s im-
pulsive tricks, lle had made up his mind

“We'll soon

to end up the journey by a spurt, -and
he wasn't going to have me spoil it.
He. opened the throttle wide, and the

engine puffed vigorously and bounded for-
ward, Then Handforth described a grace-
ful curve, and entered the farinyard in a
perfect sweep. |

At least, this is what he intended doing.

The curve, actually, was a trifle erratic,
and the fact that one of the gateposts got
in the way was a mere detail. The traction-
engine took it in its stride. There was
just a crash, a lurch, and the engine was
in the yard.

“My hat!” muttered Handforth. “1
must have grazed something!”

He grabbed at the throttle, and pulled.
The throttle refused to budge. In his
previous exuberance, he had jammed it over
so vigorously that it was now firmly fixed.

** Great pip!”’ he gasped wildly.

He tugged for all he was worth, but the
throttle refused to budge. And the engine,
it must be remembered, was now careering
along like a wild thing. In his excitement,
ITandforth even forgot to attend to the
steering, And the traction-engine was mak-
ing a bee-line for the front wall of the
farmhouse. -

Handforth sftuck to his post like a hero.
At the last moment he gave the steering-
wheel a wrench, intending to turn round
in a circle. But he had no sooner done
this. than the front wheels caught in a

(Continued on page iii of cover )
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VHO DOES YOUR
ODD JOBS ?

There are scores of little odd jobs you could do in your home if you
had the ‘* knack " of doing them—for instance, you could put up a fowl
house and run, mend a broken chair, alter gas fittings, put up a few
shelves, ease a ‘“‘-jammed ’* door, freshen up paint work, and so on. No
special skill or experience is required. Make up your mind to try, and
we guarantee, as 155,000 users have proved, _

-

| THE -

Amateur Mechanic
(Edited by BERNARD E. JONES) '

will tell you how and show you how

to do any and every one of these and hundreds of other jobs quickly and
satisfactorily. There is no need to study or learn; you can start at oncese.

You can learn How to NMalke

A Pair of Riveted Boois, A Garden Path, room Fitmente, A Clothes Posi, A Pair of
Glues and Varnishes, Locked Doors Extra | Hand-Sewn Boots, Signs in Chipped Glass,
Secure, A Model Flying Machine, A Hot Cements, Door Bolts, Hinges, &c., Acids
Water Towel Rail, A Gramophone, Peram- for Etching Metals, Anti-Freezing Solutioxz,
bulator Hoods, Theatrical Scenery, A Mat- A Self-Closing Door, Castings in DMetals,
tress, Y¥rames for Pictures, Furniiure Celluloid Varnish, Roller Blinds, Bent Iror-
Revivers, Plaster Casts, Invisible Inks, work, A Wireless Outfit, Sundial Pedestal,
Fine Fretwork, Line Blocks, Gramophone Stencil Plates, &c., &c.

Cabinets, Dextrine Adhesives, Artistic Bed-
- ¥You can learn How to Mend

=

Leather Couches, Cane-scated Chairs, Old
China, Chair Bottoins, Modern Watches,
Old Clock Dials, Step Ladders, Oilcloth,
Hot Water Pipes, Windows and_ Doors,
Picture Frames, Pianos, Knives and Forks,
Plastering, Gas Fittings, Speaking Tubes,
Cooking Ranges, Metal Vessels, Pocket and
Pen Knives, Leather Bags, Grandfather
Clocks, Deféctive Floorboards, Spectacles,

Excessive Outilow at Taps, Dinitig Chairs,
Mirrors, Mantelboards, &c., Viclin Bows,
Dutch and French Clocks, Floor Tiles,Type-
writers, Jron and Brass Bedsteads, Cabinet

Fittings, Linoleum and Mattings, O0il,
Paintings, Venciian Blinds, Shelves and
Rails, Hot Water Apparalus, Boots and
Shoes, &c.

THESE MEN DO THEIR OWN ODD JOBS

** These books are simply fine—they sur-
pass all expectations. I feel sure that if
some of those chaps who are out of work
could possibly find the money to buy the
four volumes of ‘The Amateur
Mechanic,’” there would not be so much
unemployment in the country, as there is

‘“* T bave not paid for a pair of boots
mending since receiving your ‘ Amateur
Mechanic.” I am not a practical man,
but the simplicity of the diagrams and
the clearness of the explanations can easily
be read ,by the most amatcurish of

-SEND

a trade on every page.’’
Mr. BIRCH, Manchester.

 FREE

We will send to any reader of
‘‘Nelson Lee Library’’ a handsomely
illustrated book which explains "in
detail all about the *“‘ Anlateur
Mechanic.’” The book is absolutely

Free, and will be sent post free to
~ any address oun reccipt of the coupon
alqygsxde_._ : :

FOR IT NOW
e

amateurs.’ :
J. R. H,, Birmingham.

NO MONEY REQUIRED

To The WAVERLEY BOOK CO., LTD., ,
(N.L.I.Dept.), 96, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.

Please send meo without charge your Free Illustrated
Booklet, containing all particulars of ' THE
AMATEUR MECHANIO ’’; also_information as to
your offer to send tho Complete Work for a mnominal
first anmcnt, the balance to be l]iald by a few small

monthly payments, beginning after delivery of the
complete Work.,

N.AME-aaollillliltlili.loll.I-llic-lllv"lqv--oo--d--t...---n----:-ll...---.--.ul--;lb.llalit
(Send this form in unsealed envelope with id. utamp.)
ADDRESSH"u-uunnunuuuun-u---u---n--.-.-.n-u-h-u-t--u--ulu lnnt-'"I.
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(Cantmued from page 286.)

big rut and strawhtened themm&h’es out
"again. . Handforth - gave one despairing bel-
low, and dropped off behind.

The traction-engine, triumphant, made up
its mind to pay off a few old scores against
Mr. Crabb. Hissing and gloatmg with victory,
it charged like a bull "at the farmhbouse
vr.lla,,’ choosing a particularly vulnerable
spot. '

Crash!

The eéngine proc%ded to plough its way
through the farmhouse. It entered in fine
style, making a vast gap in the front wall
Jiaving progressed serenely across the living-
room, it now niade a valiant - attempt to
agin an exit by means of the rear wall
But the wreckagé and the confusion de
feated this fell intent.

The engine came to a St‘lndatlll in the
middle ot the pariour, hissing with impo-
tent rage. And, outside, liandforth stood
vazing at the destruction with a kind of
fixed fa.s::ma.mon

““0Oh, you—you hopeless
ﬂfhped rushing up to him.

* [t—it wouldn’t stop!”. he
conting to himself. * That’s
me! IHow could I help it?
locked the throttle!”

I gave it up. In any ecase, 1t was no
cood crying over spilt milk—or arguing over
a wrecked farmhouse. Mr. Crabb came along
and did all the arguing.. I really t.hou"ht
he was going into an apoplectic fit.

lunatie!”’ I

ejaculated,
right—blame
Somebody

In

the end,
and as soon as Mr.

Archie had to be fetched, ,
Crabb knew that he
Glenthorne, his -
Archie calmly
for damages

was the son of Colonel
tone changed somewhit.
told him to send the bill
in to his pater. .
And Mr. Crabb had to be satisfied mtty
‘this. ‘
And Ha.ndforth rm::lemnly vowed that in
future he would take good advice whsan it
was given to him. This mood, as we knew
well enough, would lnst about ‘a couple of

hours. _ .
And the next mormng, with the sun
shining gloriously, we restarted on our

traxels—wnth Whit Monday just at hand.
'We meant to enjoy ouraelves—and we cer-
tainly did! : _
I'll tell you all about 1t. nt\t weekﬁso'
look out! °~
" - THE EXND. * -

COMING ATTRACTIONS.
NEXT WEEK,

THE MERRY MINSTRELS

Another Rollicking Story of the Schoﬂl’fmy
Caravanners, including asplendid {ull-
sketch by Mr. BRISCOE of BRIGHT-
SIDE-ON-SEA, which is one of the places

visited by theju mors next week,

ANOTHER PORTRAIT STUDY GOMINGI_.

-pnlcE cordeon, 10 X103 x 53

) ins, Piano-Finished and Moetal
/8 Bound. 10 Xeys, Etc.,, Grand
' Organ Tone. Sent by ReturnPost,
to approved orders,for 1/- De-

. )’/ % posit and 1/3 Postage, and
____‘;,f—f". promise to send 2/~ fortnightly
ru-/ till 15/-°in- all ‘is _paid. 2/-
Tutor Free. Cash Price, 12/6
Post Free. (Elsewhere Double),
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\ 15/-to42/-. CataloguePostFree
¥ Pain’s Presents House,
Dept. 9A, HASTINGS.

WIRELESS

wiRELESS il MA KT YOUR OWN

made clear.
WIRELESS FYOR
ALIL, 6d.,and its requel,
SIHPLIPIED 'WIEE-
LESS, 1/=
At all booksellers or 19
post free from {==

RADIO PRESS, 3, Devereux Bldgs., W.C.2,

lBHﬂﬂSE 40 STAMPS FOR 6. ot I
of 500. Send 2d. postage.— Kant.

10, Wave Crest,. Whltsta.ble,

Stop Stammering! 9.5
ticulars FREE.—FRANXK B. HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London, W.GC.1,

Cure yourself

Fine New Model Ac- 1

Dellght. or Money Back. Others !

SE
'I'ha mysteries of wireless |

ARE YOU - HAPPY,

Bright and Cheerful? It iz impossible to be so
if . you suffer from Nervous Fears, AwEwardness
in Company, Nervous Depression, Blushing, .
Timidity,. Slceplcssnec;s Lack of Will-power,- or -
. Mind Concentration. You can absolutely overcomse,
all nervous- troubles if you use the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment., GUARANTEED CURE
OR MONEY REFUNDED. Scnd 3 penny stamps
immediately for particulars. Godfry Eliott-Smith, .
Ltd., 543, Imperial Buud[ngs Ludgate Circus,

London EC4 ' |

WHY BE SHORTQ If a few extra inches are

what you need, commence -
the Girvan Scientific Treatment at once. Students
report from 2 to 5 inches increase. You will
work, eat, and sleep better. Send p.o. for par-
tlculars, and £100 guarantee, to Enquiry. Dept.,
A.M.P. 17, Stroud Green Road London, N.4. |

MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels 2/6, §5/6, Yen-
triloquist’s Instrument Invisible, Imitate Birds,
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1737, W. HARBISO'\T
239, Pentonvilla Road, London, N.1.

£2,000 Worth of Cheap Job Photographic
Material, Cameras, etc. Send at onca for

Catalogues and Samples Free.—-EAGKBTTS ;
WORKS July Road, Liverpool, E. :
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& THE GREATEST BARGAIN _

) TERMS ever put before the

k1 British Public by one of :

. LONDON'SOLDEST-ESTAB. [ 2}

Yy LISHE® Mail Order Houses. % Jit

b voain An absolutely FREE GIFT

N Fre.,e of a Solid Silver English [
‘# Hall-marked Double Curb Albert, (&

W . with Seal-attached, given FREE @‘s

with every Watch, _ - -

N
S
=E

= Spéciﬁchfiun: Genl’s Full-size
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fing Fiume and White Russia Pictorials, ele., 3d.
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Centre
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'All ‘you require. " Bdots,  Suits, - Costumes,
. Raincoats, Overcoats, Accordeons,sWatches, Rings, -

. Clocks, ¢te., fromdl-monthly, 2 Catalogite free Homo-
. or abroad:—Masters, 2 Litd., 6, Iope Stores* Rye. !

STAMMERING

Genuine home ° cure.
Particulars free—¢. B,
BURTON, 27a, The Square, St. Annes-on-Sea, 7

"GUT -THIS . OUT.

The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Value 2d.

Send 7 of these Coupons with only 2/9, direct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet Street,
E.C.4.~ You will receive by return a splendid ..
British-Mado ~*14ct _Gold Nibbed  Fleet . Fountain -
Pen, ‘value~10/6 (Fine, Mecdium, or Broad nib) .-

If only one coupon is sent, the price is 379 2d,

 (Pocket Clip 4d

v

being allowed for each “exira coupon up to six.
.) Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
returned. Special New Offer: Your Own
Name in giit letters on either pen for 1/- extra.

Lever Seli-filling Safety Model, 2/- extra,

satisfied. Send 6d. now MY
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18 all you pay forour No. 400A Mead
““Marvel’”’—the finest cycle ever offered
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in colours.: Sent packed free carriage
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dissatisfied; Old machines exchanged. b
Big bargains in factory soiled mounts, K

- Tyres and acoesaories «33 1-3%/y below :
shop prices. ™ Write TO-DAY._for testi-
monialsand illustrated art catalogue,

- -

3

Cycle Company (Ine.),

(Dept: B797); Birmingh'm. -
LUSHIN G'ﬂsmr'—cbﬁisqrﬁu‘s,nn:ss. |

SHYNESS, - TIMIDITY

T Simplé” 7-day Permanent” Homg Cure

for either --sex. ~Write at .-once. and

pet - full & particulars =~ quite « FREFE

privately.—U.J.D.,” 12, “All Saint

Rd., ST. -ANNES-ON-SEA. -

. DON’T : BE < BULLIED
§ — .Special offer. Two Illus. Sample Les-
\ v sons from my Complete Course on,
® 1 JUJITSU for § penny stamps,Jujitsw
&, is the best'& simplest'sciencelof solf,
®_ - . defence and attack ever in-
_ vented.> Lﬁlrn“tao t-a.l:ﬁca.ra
T o ol of yourself. under-all cir-!
. ma SAGMIN W ~ e cums&mces}‘._and*learn 40
protect the small & weak. SEND NOW—YAWARA"'

-

r SCHOOL {Dept.A.P,),31,Golden Sq, Regent Street, W.1.

| All applications for Adverbise-

L8 T,

“ment Spaces in this publication
- should ~-be - addressed to .the
‘Advertisement Manager, THE
"NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
The Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, Liondon, E.C.4.--

-
i

-C

—r——

~ Printed and Published every Wedncesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press (1922), Ltd. Tho

Fleetway Ilouse,
6/6 for gix
Africa:
Gordon

P.h' 41.5‘?1.‘.

months. Abroad, 11/~ per annum:

- -

N D/'R

Farringdon- Street, London, E,C.4. Subseription Rales; Inland, 13/-7per annhum;

5/6 for six months. Sole ~Apents - for South

The Central News Agenry, Limited. Sole Agenis for Australia. and New Zealand: Messrs,
& Gotch, Limited; and “for Canada: _ The Imperial News Company (Canada), Limited,

May 19, 1923, °



