T. FRANK'S JUNIORS TOUR ENCLAND AND‘WALES !
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tj Read about the Thrilling Incident depicted above in This Week's
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CHAPTER 1.

HANDFORTH, THZ HFRO!

¢ 0OOD 'lu'-_‘:weun‘!”
Church, of tho Rewmove, made
that remark in a startled voice.

He caime to an abrupt halt in
and stured out to sea.  The
sunshine was streaming down

the sands,
afternoon

over the sparkling waters ot Laugland Bay..

The scene was very picturesque and peace-
ful. . |
Only one or two people werg'ln bathing-dress
at the momeunt, and these favoured the
left-hand side of the bay facing seawards,
where thd sand was soft, and where the
waves broke with tingling splashes of spray.

The ecliffs and the rocks were some of the
prettiest we had seen siuce we commenced
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N eMystery Of
Jead Mans Cave.

A Grand, Long Complete Story of the
famous Juniors of St. Frank’s as pioneers
of a caravan -school. This is the second
story of the touring school series, and
describes the boys’ adventures in Wales.
The school comprises the whole of the
Remove, so that practically everyone of
any impertance is there. Lessons are
carried on each day in the open, but in
cetween there is plenty of fun and ex-
citement, In fact, none of the Juniors
can complain that the caravan school
is monotonous, and by the time they get
back to dear old St, Frank’s again, they
will have learned more abeut their own
country than they could ever have done
at St. Frank’s. As you will now be im-
patient to get on with the story, I will
conelude my remark§ here and now, as
thicy say in America, : :
THE EDITCR,

THE NARRATIVE RELATED
THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER

we were enchanted
This part of the

sur caravan tour, and
by the whole =scene.
south Wales coast was wonderful,

Qur comp was ounly a little way back
from Langland Bay, and situated in a de-
ightfully green little wvalley. The village

of Oystermonth was within comparatively
easy reach, with the great seaport of
Swansea, five miles beyoud. The famous

Mumbles Head was oue of the spots we iu-
tended exploring during our stay.

But at present a great many of the
iuniors were strolling about on the clilfs
and sands near Langland Bay itseli.

And it so happened that Handforth and
Church and MecClure, the celebrated chums
of Study D, were crossing the bay close
againsg the breaking waves, And Chlurch
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looked utterly startled as he stared out io
se.

“Look!” he panted, cluteching at Illand-
forth’s arm. - Look out there!”

Edward Oswald Handforth dragged him-
self away.

“ What's the idea?” he demanded.
“Don't be such an ass! What should I
Jook at? There's nothing to see, except the
water, with a silly rowing-boat half a mile
ont. What’s biting you, old chump?”

“No, no!?’ gasped Church. * There!
Nearer—just out in the bay!”

M¢Chire suddenly gave a jump.

* Great Scott!*? he said blankly.

*“ What, have you got the jim-jamns, too?"
~yared Handforth. ** You—you babbling luna-
lies! Can't you speak plain English i

“There's—there’'s a body out there!”
yanted Chureh.

Handforth started.

*“* A body!”

‘“ Somnebody’'s been drowned!”’
(‘ture, his face blanching.

** Drowned !”

 Yes, floating in the water-—"

* Floating !”

‘ Feet uppermost——>"

saldl  Me-

* Feet uppermost!” repeated _Edw:u-d
3swald like a parrot. ‘“Great pip! I-I
helieve you're right! Quiek! We've got to

ilo something !*?

All  three juniors weroe now looking
thoroughly alarmed. And there was cer-
taily every reason for their pale faces and
seared Jooks. IHandforth, too, had seen that
which had caused his chums such perturba-
tion.

Some little distance out in the bay, two
feet were sticking out of the water—human
feet, encased in shoes. Iven at this distance
the juniors could see that they were high-
heeled shoes, and quite small.

“It's—it's  a lady!”?  breathed Church
huskily. ¢ She must have fallen in!”

“ And s=he’s dead by this time!” muttered

vJeClure. ““Oh, how awful! We'd bhetter get
soma help p?
“ Rot!” broke in Handforth. * How do

we know she’s dead? She may be just going
down -for the third time! It’s up to us to
fish her out! Here! Hold this! There's no
iime to lose!”

Quick as thought, Handforth threw off
lis cap and jacket. Then, without bother-
ing about any more of his clothing, he
plunged through the breaking waves, and
commenced swimming desperately out to
that grim, significant object which was
floating so placidly on the surface of the
water.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson and I were further along the beach,
and we saw Handforth’s extraordinary dash
into the waves. A little further away,

Archie Glenthorne was walking with Reggie

Pitt and Jack Grey.
~“ What’s the matter with him?”? I
claimed, wondering. ‘“Fancy rushing
the water like that—with all
oni*? ¥

ex-
into
his clothes
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“Mad!”? said Tommy Watson.

“Clean off his rocker!” declared Sir
Montie. *‘Ile is, really!” . '

*“ 1 don’t know about that,” I said. ** What's
that out there? Why, great Scott! There
seems to be somebody in difficulties &

‘i Bﬂgild !!.!

We all pavsed, and stared at the seene. .
We, too, saw those feet sticking up fromss
the surface of the water. And we 'Saj
Edward Oswald Handforth swimmin
desperately out towards them.

“]1 mean to say, the laddie’s tailor will be =%
somewhat shocked!” observed Archie Glen- 2
thorne, in a scandalised voice. “ When i
comes to plunging into the babbling brin
in all a chappio’s clothing—- Well, X
imnean, somewhat near the limit. Even the™
hest trousers won’t preserve their crease
under such conditions. Absolutely not!”

“1 don’t think Handforth was thinking
about his trousers, old man,” said Pitt
gquietly. ““This appears to be serious.” :

Archie nodded as he adjusted his wmonocle. *

“Dash it!*” he said. ‘ Serious? Well,
rather! Too f{rightfully sericus for words!

I mean, it gets dashed near the point of
tragedy! 1It's nothing more nor less than
foul when a fellow's trousers are drenched
in seawater. And as for his waistcoat and .
shirt and =

*“Dry up, you ass!” said Pitt.
rescuing somebody !”

“What?? exclaimed Archie. “Whatt
That, of course, makes a diff! Gadzooks!'
The old bean is beginning to buzz somewhat!
In other words, I grasp the trend of your
remarks! How absolutely priceless! We
are gazing upon one of those scenes that a
chappie is accustomed to witnessing in a
bally film show!”

“Yes; but this seems to be the genuine
article!” said Pitt grimly.

Handforth, in the meantime, had almost
reached his objective. All sorts of people
were now running up to the spot, and crowds
were Jining the beach—shouting excitedly.
Boats were making for the spot, too.

But MHandforth was there first.

He reached the legs, and grasped one of
the feet firmly. Then, turning, ho com-
menced swimming back to the shore—con-
scious of the faect that his eclothing was
dragging him back considerably. But the
sea was calm, and he felt that he would be
able to complete his task.

It pever oeccurred to Ilandforth that it
might have been advantageous to the unior-
tunate lady if he had turpned her right side
up before lugging her ashore. There was

“ Handy's

not much hope for her if slhe remained im-

mersed.

But Handforth was one of those dashing,
bold spirits who do things in a rush. IHis
ono idea was to get the lady ashore; time
enough then to see about bringing * her
round.

Two or three of the onlookers yelled wildly
to him, but Handy took no notice. And
pobody dived in to Edward Oswald’s assisi-
ance. He was doing so well that no {ime



T.overy small.
. “dhcularly as he grew nearer and nearer to
. .the shore. And then, at last, he felt the
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would have been saved if others had butted
in. Besides, it was only fair that ilandforth
should have all the glory.

Nearer and nearer he came to the shore.

He was now feeling a sense of wonderful
exhilaration. He had succeeded! He had
rescued this drowningz perrson, and all the
other chaps would have to admit that he was

4he best of the bunch. Handiorth wasn't
;" but he dearly loved the limelight. The

g a of being the hero of the hour appealed

. to him.
. It seemed to him that the lady must be
Certainly, she didn't drag par-

';’*‘p’a-udy be:ch under his feet.
7 Good!” he muttered. “ At last!”
Breathing heavily, he found that he was

now able to stand up with his head and

shoulders quite clear of sthie water. It was

time, he considered, to make some effort to |

render assistance.
““ All right, miss; don't worry!"” he panted.
“You'll be all right in two ticks!”

Whether he expected the lady to hear
these words is questionable, for at that
moment, according to all rules of human
anatomy, her head must have been about
four feet below the surface of the sea.

Handforth gave ons heave, and then ut-
tered a startled gasp.

“Great  pip!”  he huskily.
“What the—how the

He broke off, unable to find words to ex-
press himself, for instead of a lady, he
found that he pulled out nothing but a
ragged kind of bundle, all tied round with
rope, with a couple of plaster legs attached
to it These legs were adorned with_ silk
stockings and high-heeled shoes.

“ Ha, ha, hal”

The crowd on the beach burst into a roar
of wild amusement. Many of the people
were hugely relieved to find that they were
not witnessing a tragedy. The St. Frank's
chaps roared hecause Handforth locked so
funuy. Dut the biggest laugh of all went
up fromy about half a dozen boys who were
standing cve:r by.

These boys were strangers to us, and they
were about the same age 23 the 8t. TFrank’'s

exclaimed

¥

juniors, and wore straw hats with school
colnurs.

“Hurrah!” they vyelled. “(Cheer the
hero!”

*“Ian., ha, ha!®

Handforth atared at the object he had

rescued, he stared at his own drenchod self,
and he stared at the beach.

“I—I've been tricked!” he
viulently.

“IHa, ha, ha!” |

“ Poor old Handy!” :

‘“ Better bring her ashore, and start arti-
ficial respiration!”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

Handforth came splashing
pression  something fearful.

roared

out, his ex.
He Jeft the

|
|
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ceeded to stick her legs skywards with vn.
ditninished lifelike-ness—to coin a word.

* Wait!”? hooted Naadiorth. “Just wail!
Somebody®s going to be slaughtered for this!
By George! I'm blessed if I'm geoing to Le

messed about likg that!  This is all the
thanxs I get for risking my life!”
“ Ha, ha, ha!”» _
Ilandforth emerged, dripping wet, ani

many of the liughing onlovkers dodged hur-
riedly aside, Handforth found that nobody
was particularly anxious to remain near him.
And little wonder.

For. he acted like some huge member of
the canine family; as €oon as he got out of
the water he commenced to shake himself,
seading liberal splashes in all directions.

And the “ lady ” floated placidly.

““Where is he?” roared Handforth, glaring
round. * Where's the chap who droppel
that thing into the water? Whero is lhe?/
I want to pulveriso him!”

“Steady on, Handy! Cool down a bit!" ’
agrinned. “It was a good joke—"’

 Joke!” howled liandforth., “ Do you call
this a jeke—all my clothes ruined?”

“Rats! Salt water won't hurt those
flannels,” [ replied calmly. “] thought
there was something queer about the who.n
business when I noticed how those chap..
were grinning. Pity swallowed it, too!”

Reggie Pitt nodded.

“You bet,”” he said.
didn't dash in to assist!”

Handforth  looked round, instinctively
making a move to roll up his sleeves. It
was a habit of his, for it was au zctiou he
performed many times daily.

“Which chaps?” he asked
saw them grinning? Whero are they?
You mean them! By George!”

The leader of Study D had turned, and had
noticed the boys who were still standing in
a group some little distance away. They
were now calling to two other boys, wearing
aimilar hats, who were just jumpinz out of
a small rowing boat,

“Hi!” beilowed Iandforth, like a mega-
phone

The strangers turned and looked at him.

““ Are you calling to us?” inguired one of
themr politely.

“Yes, I am!” bawled Handiorth, striding
up. “Did you play that trick on me?”

The boy nodded.

. “ Indeed, yes,” he replied, in the strangely
melodicus Welsh intonation. “Ip was =
xood joke, look you! We didn’t know that
vou would be the one to go to the rescue.
Pat it was funny. Yes, indeed!”

“You—you Welsh fathead!” roare:
Handforth, ¢ Stand there, and I'll biff you!
Of course, I kpew all the time that it was a
dummy! I only swam out to make sure
of the thieg——"

“ }Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth gave a roar, and charged.

But the Welsh boys scattered, and before
any damage of any sort could be done, Pitt

“That’'s why we

grimly. You
Ohi !

- lady * still in the water, where she pro-|and Grey and Church and McClure and 1
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grabbed Handforth, and held bim  back.
we kept him in custody.

“Lemme go!” he howled wildly. i

“ Steady on, old man!” I grinned. “You
can’t get away from it—the joke was a good
:n2. Why not take it im the right spirit,
wutl grin? And now that we've got the op-
portunity, we'll introduce ourselves.”

We procceded to do so, explaining that we
were members of the St. I'rank’s Remove,
vwhich was touring the country. In return,
the Welsh boys told us their names, and
added that they were all from the Lang-
more Grammar School, situated a short
distance away, between Langland Bay and
tivstermouth.

The leader of the Grammarians was a
hright-eyed young fellow pamed Evan
LI-wellyn. He was dark, well built, and

there was something about him that spoke
of high spirits and fun.

“*You're all fromm the Grammar
Ashed Pitt. >

“ Yes, yes, indeed!” sakl Evan Llewellyn,

““What made you think of that wheeze?”
P inquired.

‘1t was Evan's idea, look yon,” put in one
of the others. “He is full of ideas like
thit. We wanted to spoof just tiie ordinary
peoaple, and never believed that you chaps
wonld fall into the trap. Indeed to good-
pess, it was all the better.?

*Oh, was it?”? snorted Mandforth.

“Yes, yes,” _ ' |

“Well, 1 don't think so0,” said Edward
Ceowald sourly. *Of all the fathcaded japes,
that’s about the silliest I've ever struck.”
“We faked it up with & foothall,”
chuckled Llewellyn. It was easy. The
football was so weighted that it kept the
vight balance, and made the legs stick up-
wards., } re sorry if we have offended
you,” he ed graclously, to Handforth.

“Oh, go and eat coke!™ said Handy. “ It's
nos a question of being offended—¥m wet!
And, what's more, I'm going to biff you!
Yes, indeed—look you—goodness, and all the
rest of it.”?

* Ha, ha, hal®

ltandforth lunged out as e was speaking,
hut he was not allowed to reach his ob-
icetive—which was Llewellyn's nose. We
dragged him back in time. And after a
while he subsided, and promised to keep the
price.

Within five minutes we got rid of him—
¢ 'hurch and McClure hauled him off to the
«amp, so that he could change into fresh
clothing. And the rest of us strolled up
1';113 beach with Evan Llewellyn and his
chums,

The picturesque pile of the Langland Bay
Hotel lecomed in front of us, The hotel, in
faect, was the only building of any import-
auee in this immediate distriect. Upon the
elifl-tops on one side of the bay there were
«ome houses, but the Langland Bay Hotel
doaninated all.

As we walked, we explained to the Welsh
boys how we were touring the eountry.

‘““* You se¢e, the whole Remove has left St, |

School?”?

&

Frank’s completely,” I said. ‘“ We are still
going on with lessons just the same, and
Mr. Nelson Lee is in cowmplete charge of us.
We've got six enormous motor caravans,
fitted up in the most wonderful way you
ever saw. And when we camp for a time,
we fix up a big tent which serves us for
a Form-roo:n .and a dining-hall combined.”

“That's stunning!” said Evan. *“I"
heard of you gix or five times cnce be
already!”’

‘** What !** e

“ I've heard of you tix or flve times—-=""_ =

““Oh, yes, of c¢ourse,”” I said, with a .
chuckle. **Just your way of putting it, eh?:
It seems that our fame reached Swansea
and district before our actual arrival.” — &8

* Yeg, yes, indeed!” said Evan, nodding.™
“ We saw reports of you in the papers, look
you. But we never thought that we shounld
meet any of you. We should greatly like
you to visit us ut the Grammar 'S(Tll(}(}]."__!

“That’s jolly decent of you, old main,”’
I gaid cordially. *‘There's nothing we'd like
hetter. That joke ¢n Handy seems to havs
provided a gsood introduction.”

* Yes, ves,” said Llewellyn. ¢ And is it
true that you have been all througli Devon-
shire and Somerset, and that you had an
exciting adventure on Dartmoor, Lot far
from Okehhampton?” .

“ Rather!?” said Pitt., ““That was days
and days ago, though. Since then we’ve
heen at 1liracombe, Bath, and Bristol, and
then up to Gloucester, und down through
Moumouth. We've been seeing life, I can
tell you.”

“You went to Cardifi??

“Yes, but we didn’t stay there.”?

“JIt i3 a fine city indeed!”? said Evan,
“ My uncle lives in Carditit?®?

“0Oh, Cardifi's a wonderful place!” said
Pitt diplomatically. ‘‘In fact, we're abso-
lutely in love with Wiles., But now, about
this invite. Do we .tuke tea with you
privately. or—-=" _

“We want you to ecme and have tea In
our study,’’ replied Evan. **1{ is hig enough
for many, and we will prepare :zomething
gpecial. Shall we =ay to-inorrow eveningy
Not to-day, as we are not prepared.”

“Good!" we replied.

And so it was arranged.

- L b

PTER 1I.
ARCHIE'S DREAM! |

P HIS." said Archie,

He addressed his

remark  to  nobady

reason that there was nobody

to speak to. Archie Glen-

CHAPTER

‘35 the hLife!”
in particular, for the simple -
te -alone. He stood there, on

thorne was quite
the edge of the ecliff, gazing out uver Brace-
lett Bay.

““1 mean to say, it's just the kind of
stutf to make a chappie Jeel that life is
somethiffg like life!” Archie proceeded.

‘““Large supplies of ozone whizzing rouud,




sunshine in chunks, aund all that kind of

I'f'lt..”

It was afternoon of the following day, and
- Archie was taking a walk. He had strolled
away from the ecamp, feeling that he wanted
“to be alene. He had ne desire for cnything
strenuous. -
. To be absolutely truthful, he had an idea
that lie might be able to steal a little nap.
«The idea of l!ounzing on the grassy tops,
“Upasking in the sun, rather appealed to him.

™ And now he had found the very spot that

It was just near-a little foot-
Archie

he desired.
path which seemed very deserted.

‘had not met a soul fur some titte, and
‘the grass hereabouts was soft and mossy
c-and particularly inviting.
“ Absolutely,” murmured Archic. “ Forty
of the best—what? 1 mean to say, 1 feel

the necccsity for small supplies of slumber.
The good old tissues are wilting under the
influence of the afternnon sun. So lhere, as
it were, goes!”

He laid himself down in the grass, and
from this position he was able to place his
hands behind his head, and  gaze dreamily
out over the bay. In the distauce he could
faintly see one or two steamers lazily
pursuing their course oun the ocean. And in
his ears there was the dreamy, elusive sound
of the waves as they broke upon the beach,
far below.

“Good!”  hreathed Archie. ““In fact,
dashed good!” _ .
He was just about to close bis eyes, in

preparation for sleep, when ashade of
annoyance passed over his f{ace. He sat up,
adjusted his monocle, and gazed along the
clifi-tops.

““ This, of course, is foul!”™ he said plaint-
ively.

Three figures were approaching. Tt was
just like evervihing else in this life. When
one expects to be alone, one finds strangers
approaching. If Archie had particularly
wanted someone to appear, he might have
waited hours in vain.

‘“] mean to sav, a chappie can't even in-
dulge in the good old nap without some
fearful blighter butting n."” proceeded
Archie, in an injured voice. *“ Why, gad-
zooks! That is to =ay, great Scott! I do
helieve that the chappies are the good old
lads of the village!  Absolutely! Evan
Llewellyn and the other fruity sports! This
is somewhat better!”

Archie made no attempt to get up as the
three boys from Langmore Grammar School
<ame up. They were Evan Lleweilyn, and
nis two chums, Dick Price and Ivor Morzan.
They paused and smiled. )

“Shuinai bwechan!"” said Llewellyn cheer-
fully.

“ Absoiutely !"
say—what ?”’

“* Shumai bwchan!"

““ Oh, rather!"’ said Archie.

He hadn’t pot the faintest idea what
Llewellyn wasz saying, but he thought it a
mmere matter of politeness to azree. . But it

replied Archie. “ T mean to

- = -

Handforth stared at the object he
had rescued ; he stared at his own
drenched sclf, and he stared at the
beach.

¢* |—I1've been iricked !’ he roared
violently.

¢o happened that Llewellyn was speakine in
Weish., But [ don't guarantee the spelling;
I'm simply putting down my idea of what ik
scunded lika.

‘“How are you, old chap?" asked Evan,
arinning. ““That's what I asked yon just
now, bu$ youn didn't seem to understund.”

** Absolutely not!" said Archie. “1 don't
wish to be frightfully rude, and all that
kind of thing, but I must confess that 1
thought yvou were in dilliculties of ‘some sort.
It struck me that vour teeth vere getting
in the way, or something!"

The Welsh boys grinned again.

“ All rrght, we don't mind,” smiled Evan,
“ Welsh is easy to learn—if you know how.
Yes, ves., indeed! If I was about to take
a drink, I should hoid up my glass aad say:
*Tachi dda i chwi "

“You would?” said Archie. ““How shoeck-
ing! 1 mean to sayv, there’s no real neces-
sity to use such frightful language, surely?'

““That's not frightful Ianguage, you ass,"”
chinekled Llewellyn. it simply raeans
‘good healthh to you.' But I won't bother
vou with any more Welsh just now. You've
gcone a shade paler already, look you.v

Archie breathed with relief.

“] mean to say, rather!" he
“The old tissues are wilting worze fthan
ever. ¥ have a feeling in my bones thab
sleep is necessgary. Just a short little con-
snltation with our friend Morpheus—what?"

“ Morpheus?”’ repeated KEvan. ¢ What you
need, old chap, 1s to see one of our special

azreed.

lWelsh witchies! 1 suppose you've heard of
‘oo 2" -
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“ Witches!" said Archie, starting. ‘ But,
really! I mean, dash it! I had an iea
that aHl the witches were burned at the
stake, or something! 1 thought the poor
ald gals were chased away on broomstieks,
and what not! I mean, witches don't aetu-
ally thrive to-day, do they?”

EkEvan winked at his two chums.

«“ Phrive?'' he repeated. **You ought to
go up into the hills! Yon won’t be able to |
ntove . hundred yards without meeting a
witeh!”

Archie shuddered.

“ How absolutely shocking!" ln, said, "1

down in the good old valleys. You grasp
my meaning?”’ .

“Indeed, to goo:dness, you will meet
witches wherever you go!” said Llewellyn,
lcoking serious. ** And, look you, you will
nat be anfe to tell which are witeches and
which are not witenes!”

Archie adiusted his inonocle.

““That, of course, is dashed Iucid!”’ he

“ All this witch business, 1 mean.
I must confess that 1 don't quite get the
hang. However, we will let it rest. Pray
wander away, dear old darlings, and let me
indulze in the good old vap. I am feeling
vweak !’

The three Welsh hoys, still chuckling, went
tn their way.

Archie lay back with a sigh, and closed
'his eyes. He was not an imaginative junior,
"uut as he lolled in the grass, half asleep
and half awake, his mind Jdwelt upon the
subject of the reeent conversation.

He remembered reading stories about
witehes in his younger days—Welsh witches,
i+ particular. He could remember a picture
af one, wearing a black tall hat, tapering
to a point at the 1op. And in his dozey
state he went Trom witehes to fairies and
poblins and spiritualism,

And, finally, he fell into a deep sleep.

And it was hardly surprising that Archic
dreamed. And the subjeet of his dream was,
nobt unnaturally, Welsh witches.

Archie told me all about it afterwards,
and this dream of his was so vivid and so
whimsical that it Jdeserves a better fate
‘than to he passed over with a mere word.
The dream was a corker.

It scemed to Archie that
Iyving on that cliff,

vhserved.

he was still
He was awake, sitting
up, and looking out over the sea. But,
somehow, the whole scene wag different—
1!thnu"h, at the same time, it was the same.
Youn know what dreams are.

Well, there was Archie lnnkin'g about him
and wondering why on earth the Statue of
Liberty should be planted in the middle of
Langland Bay. Archie had seen the real
Statue of Liberty in New York Harbour,
while on a visit to the United States, and
this one was just the came.

““That’s dashed queer!” he murmured to
bimself. “It scems to me that gomething
has happened. Here we are, o to gpeak,
in the good c¢ld wilds of Wales, and—-—-——

1

| bim.

rather think, old lad, that I shall remain ! Llewellyn would say, shumai bwchan!

What-ho! In fact, what-ho twice! What
do we see? What is this that comes float-
ing out ol the ozone?”

Archie was greatly interested in a bhig
figare and a number of small figures which
| seemed to materialise out of the very air.
For come little time they hovered near the
edge of the cliff iike a fitmy cloud of gnats, .
Ionlv much larger.

Then the objecta took shape, came nearer,.&
and were suddenly immediately in !rnnt A

““Dash it all!”” hreathed Archie. *‘1 mean
to say, how do you do? Or, as that chappie
Abso«

lutely! I must confess that 1 first took you J
for a number of Conan Doyle’s dashed
fairies!”

Archie could see, however, that the new-
comers were not fairies.

He regarded them with great interest.
The foremost figure was that ¢f a Welsh
witech. There was mno juestion about this.
There was the witch, all complete—long
cone-shaped hat, nut-cracker jaws, flowing
' gown, broomstick, and all. Indeed, the lady
had apparently been using the broomstick
a3 a kind of improvised acroplane,

And she was surrounded by a number of
attendants.
These latter ware not witches,

but come-

thing in the nature of goblins. Or perhans
they wWere  gnomes. Atchic wasn't quite
sure. Anyhow, they were little blighters

all dressed in green skin-tights, with pointed
t;es. They wore little green, pointed caps,
and cach gnome had a wispy beard. And
not one of them was. avy larger than twelve
inches.

““This,” said Archie, “is somewhat in-
teresting,
He rose to his feet and adjusted his

monacle, sno that he could examine the new-
comers with greater facility. The dream
was £0 rcalistic that it secmed like real life.
| There they were, all in front of him. The

i witch was gazing at him with a fixed stare,

and the gnomes were dancing round. Curi-
ously enough, they danced in the air, about a
foot from the ground.
“Well,” said Archic. ““ What about it?"
The witch pointed a finger at him.

‘“ Llanbetlyyiyllinwehillnydd y Jda try-
tinogcoedwddywch chyileth!™ she exclaimed
severely,

Archie started. ;

“T beg your ]Jd.ltlul?’ he usked politely.

“ Nynddgarth doveyllan ryswtberiz dudno-
| balagolen harlech idris llanid!” said the
wituh “Bbda y cadertowy wddach?"

Archie gave a gulp.

‘“1 must confess, dear old sport, that I
fail to comprehend,’ he replied.
‘““Fathead !’ said the witeh,
strangely like Handforth.
Again Archie started;

that.

‘“Can't you understand plain Welsh?” de-
"manded the witch, who had now begun to

in a volce

he hadn't expected

cven look like Handforth.‘“You dotty ass!



Follow me, or I'll jolly well shove you in
my pot, aud.make a potion of you!"

“"That, of course, would be poisonous!”
sanid Archie.

““Yes, it would be, if vou were in the
pot!’’ replied the witch. “Come on! We're
going down to the beach, and I don't want
any more of your rot!'’

Let me hasten to explain that the languago‘.

~which the lady had been using was certainly
~mnot Welsh. I have simply set down what it
sounded like to Archie.
relieved to find that English was now being
employed. _

He rose into the air, and was amazed to
find that he didn't fall again. The witch had
taken hold of one of Iis hands, and was
guiding him up into the atmosphere.
was disconcerted by tvhe fact that a couple
of goblins insisted upon hanging on to his
rizht ear. :

And they proceeded to float down to the
beach,

This was a curious experience. Archie had
naturally believed that if he stepped over the
etlge of the cliff, his existence would be
®omewhat swiftly terminated. For the beach
was a good way below, with large nummbers
©0f rocks.

But, somehow, instead of falling sheer,
Archie proceeded to flont down. The sensa-
tion was delightful. Now and again hLe
floated up somewhat, just as though he were
Langing on to some invic,ble balloon.

But finally the beach wag reached,
the witch smiled.

“ Rywstberisidri chyn!lth!"” she said firmly.

‘“ Absolutely,” agreed Archie. “ I don't
kuow what you mean, old dear, but abso-

Iutely!™

*We're now going to my hovel,” said the
Indy. *“And once we're there, 1 shall lose
10 time in giving you a potion that will
make you feel like a good 'un! We Welsh
witches are pretty hol stuff!™ -

““So it appears,’’ said Archie.

To his astonishment, the witeh walked
down the beach, and then went straight out
over the sea. She experienced no difficulty
whatever in walking on the surface of the
water.

The sea, indeed, had now become a kind
of marble slabh. Archie walked on it with
a sensation of peril. He had an idea that
the mirbie would turn into sea again at
any moment. The goblins danced round,
and chanted a tune which sounded very sus-
piciously like “Carolina in the Morning.”

And the hovel which the witch had re-
ferred to did not seem to he such a fearful
kud of place, after all. It was, indeed, the
Statue of Liberty. But,” by some extra-
ordinary process, it wasn't the Statue of
Liberty any longer. :

The thing had row become a little island,

and

4 rocky crag which stood up from the sea,

and contained a few houses—wounderful-look-

g places like one sees in the pages of a

Iairy-tale book. o
There were spires and minarets and domes,

-

He was greatly

Archie

21l glistening in the sunshine. And here and
there one of the round towers would jut

over the edge of the rork in- a very
(angerous-looking manner. But, of course,
fairy palaces, as imagined in the minds of

book illustrators, are hardly to be described
as practical cfforts of architecture.

““ What-ho!" observed Archie. *‘This, I
presume, i3 the King's domain—what?"’

“Off your rocker?” askgd the witch.
“This is my study!”

Archie was absolutely certain that Hand-
forth had spoken the words. Why on earth
should Handforth keep butting in like this?
There was something very queer about it.

Because, when he looked at the witch
narrowly, she looked exactly like KEvan
Llewellyn.

“ This i3 frightfully queer!” said Archie
shaking his head. '

“ Indeed to goodness, look you!' said the
witeh. ¢ Another word, my son, and Ul
bitY you one on the nose!'

Archie subsided. _

He now found himself at the foot of the
cliffs which roese from the island. Apparently
there was no way up those cliffs—no way
of getting into this seemingly impregnable
stronghold of Welsh witchery. '

But the most remarkable thing of all was
that Archie found himself inside without
knowing liow he had got there. It reminded
him of a film at the cinema. The scene be-

1 ecame somewhat blurred, and kind of faded

out. And when it faded in again, Archie
was standing quite comfortably on the bal-
cony of one of those towers.

And instead of being madz of gold, as he
believed, it was really made of thousands:
of ginger-beer bottles. He [elt strangcly
thirsty as he looked at them. It added
greatly to his thirst to see all the Dbottles
were full, but tightly corked.

“That's frightfully awkward,” murmurecd

Archie. “I mean to say, when a chappie
feels like a second edition of the dashed
Sahara. It's decidedly embarrassing to find

that so much liquid should be corked up'”

He grasped at one of the bottles, and as
he toox it, it turned into a pot of ink. He
threw it down with disgust, and the ink
spread all over the floor of the balcony, and
formed a pool of soapsuds.

As 1 told Archie afterwards, his mind
must have been in-a very extraordinary
state, to go off at so many tangents. Bu{
he explained that -he had been thinking of
witches and fairies, and only that morning
he had had an argument concerning ginger-
beer. And somebody had spilled some ink
on his waistcoat.

"He was 1ust gazing over the Triancle of
St. Frank’s—which, somehow, had come into
the picture—when he became aware c¢f the
fact that all sortz of people were approach-
ing. :

The balcony was not very large, but as
these people came, the balcony grew-bigaer.
It was a very obliging - kind- of balecory—ib
expanded according to requirements. ' And,
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bhefore Archie was aware of the fact, he was
actually standing in the St Frank’s
Triangle.

The Ancient House had assumed large
numbers of turrets and towers, and the Col-
lege House looked like an Indian temple.
And all the people were dressed exactly like
Welsh witches, with cone-shaped bhats and
with sweeping brooms.

But the most extraordinary thing of all
was that they™ looked like St. Frank's fel-
lows,

The foremost were Handforth, Chureh, and
MeClure.,  Pitt was there, and De Valerie,
atid Tommy Watson—even 1 was there.

“ Now then, clear out of here!”’ said the
Handforth witeh, coming up to Archie and
<eizing him by the back of the neck. “I1f
you think you can butt in here, you've marde
it bloomer. This place is only rescrved for
witches !*?

‘“ But you see——"

“T don't see!” interrupted the witeh., *If
you like to come to my hovel, I'll tell your
fortune! Cross my palm with silver, and I'l}
read your giddy hand! It won't take more
than two minutes,”?

**1 absolutely refuse!” said Archie firmly.
“1 mean to say, when it cones to reading a
chappie’s hand, 1 must confess »

He broke off as the Handforth witch left
them, and proceeded to chusze all the other
witches. He dealt with about twenty in one
Fash, He chased them up and down, seized
them and tossed them into the air. Several
disappeared over the Ancient House, and a
fow alighted on the roof of the College
House.
~And as this particular witch worked she

prew larger and larger. Before long, Archie
was staring up, and about two hundred feet
above him he could see Handforth’s face.
The witeh had now bhecome Handforth com-
pletely—even to his Etons. But he was
about two hundred times too big. He filled
the Triangle.

“Now I'll deal with you!* roared Hand-
forth.

His voice was like about ten thundereclaps,
and the concussion was o tremendous that
the whole school tumbled to fragments.
Archie felt himself picked up, and he was
whirled far into the air.

He went up and up, shooting skywards,
and quite enjoying the feeling. Then, just
as he was ahout to fall back again, an im-
niense motor-caravan came flying through the
air,

This caravan had no wings, and was, in-
deed, one of the ordinary ecaravans attached
to the party. It was speeding along an in-
visible road a thousand feet from the

ground. -Archie landed inside without any
difficulty.
And he came face to face with Handforth.

Considering
forth a thousand feet helow, this was all the
more remarkable. And Handforth was now

that he had just left Hand- |

Evan Llewellyn was next to him, and the
pair were talking excitedly,

‘“Clear out of lhere!” said Handforth,
turning round and looking at Archie.
““ We're bound for Langley Bay, and we

can’'t waste tlme on you. You'd better clear
out, before you're chucked out!”

“But I mean to say, the fall would be
somewhat frightful!”” complained Archie.
“]1 imagine that we must be about a thou-"
sand feet up, old bean! Kindly allow me to
stay on the old spot.”?

Handforth didn’t argue. ;

He seized Archie, and calmly threw him
out. And then another strange thing hap-
pened. Instead of Archie falling down,
only descended a few feet, and then floated -
through one of the windows,

Before Handforth could hurl him out a
second time the caravan struck with tre-
mendous force against the old clock tower of
St. Frank’s., It descended with a terrific
erash into the Triangle,

Archie felt himself descending into com-
plete darkness. Then one of the Welslt
witches, with a face just like Evan Llewel-
lyn's, struck him over the head with an
enormous bhroomstick.

And that was just a little
Archie woke up.

too much,

CHAPTER III.
THE SOOTHSAYER !

‘ HAT-HO!” said
Archie, blinking.
““ Wake up,

luzy-bones!” said
A Vvoice, % (.mng to sleep
here all the afternoon?”?

“Wnat?”? said Archie, sit-
“I mean, pray don't use that
Why,
ereat NScott! , That is to say, absolutely!
What is all this dashed husiness???

The Genial Ass of St. Frank's looked round
him, rather bewildered.

“There’s no business that 1 know of,”
chuckled Evan. *1 think you mnst have
been dreaming, old chap. 1 simply gave you
a tap on the head with this cane of mine.
Yes, indeed!”

‘““ Gadzooks !” murmured Archie.

He was still heavy, and he struggled to
his feet, and felt rather thunkful that the
dream was ovey.

“The faet is, old tulip. I've had a par-
ticularly frightful kind of nightmare,” he
observed ‘“To be quite correet, 1 shouid
really call it an afternoon-mare. 1 have
been seeing Welsh witehes, hLovels, goblins,
and gnomes, and all that kind of thing. I
mean to say, it's not calculated to make a
chappie’s nap very enjoyable. I feel some-
what, sold out, so to speak.” |

Evan Llewellyn and his
chuckled.

“You've bheen dreaming abeut witches ke-

up.

ting
broomstick so violently, dear old lad!

“Wo companions

attired as a chauffeur, and was drwing the { cause we were talking about them half an

caravan,

hour ago,” said Evan. “11’ you like, we'll

he -
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take you to one of those old ladies, and in-
troduce you.'

“ That will be somewvhat frightfully nice!”

¢« Her name's Mrs. Howell, and she's re-
nowned as a soothsayer,” said Evan.

¢ A which?”

“Yes, yes, indeed, a witch.”

“ 1t appears, laddie, that you don't quite
grasp the trend,”” said Archie politely.
“You made some remark to the effect that
this lady is a sayer of sooths, or words to
that effect.”

““Yes, yes: she tells fortunes.”

“0Oh, absolutely,” said Archie. *‘For-
tunes, what? In other words, she’s one of
those persons who gaze into the good old tea-
~cup, and proceed to explain where you were
born, where you will be next year, and so
forth. And, finally, she probahly requests
the sum of five shillings, or something like
that.”

The Welsh boy grinned. :

“ Mrs. Howell isn't that sort,” said Evan.

““She doesn’t need the money—she does it |

just for nothing. We shall have to take you
along down by there and introduce you to
her. Indeed to goodness, you will be sur-
prised !”

‘““ But, my dear old lad, 1 don't want to
be surprised !’ complained Archie. ‘I mean,
I've had enough of witches for an ordinary
lifetime. I've seen scores of them! And I
don’'t believe in the ladies, anyvhow!”

Evan looked serious.

“Just wait until you see Mrs., Howell,”
he said. ‘‘Look you, I'm mnot ]Dklllg now,
Mrs. Howell is a wonder.”

““Yes, yes, indeed!” said the other boys.

“She can tell your fortune with absolute
accuracy,” went on Evan. ¢ Supposing we
take you along after tea? How does that
go? I have told you six or five times before
nlready! Mrs. Ho“el] will please you, what-
ever!"”

“The fact is, laddie—""

But Archie didn’t proceed.
truth,

To tell the
he was gradually becoming slightly in-
He had heard all sorts of things
about Welsh witches, and he had seen a few
in his dream. It struck him that it would
be rather good to see one in real life. Then
he would be able to judge perfectly.

And as he was in Wales, why shouldn't
he seize the opportunity?

S0, after a little more persuasion, he
agreed to go. And he found himself accom-
panying Evan Llewellyn and Co. to the
Langmore Grammar School.

When they arrived, they fourd that none
of the other St. Frank's guests had arrived,
although they would be appearing very
shortly. Archie found that Llewellyn's study
was very comfortable and attractive.

Evan explained all about Mrs. Howell’s
prowess in the art of telling fortunes. In.
deed, she was renowned throughout the dis-
trict as a soothsayer. What she didn't
Know about fortunes wasn't worth learning.
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don't say anything to

“But, mind you, W 1l tak
“We will take

the others,” warned Evan,
yvou on this trip secretly. Indeed to good-
ness, if you tell the others, it will spoil
everything—for they are hbound to come,
too.”

“Dear old lad, T will obey your wishes,”
said Archie gracefully,

“Good!"” replied Evan,

And soon afterwards all the other St.
Frank's fellows put in an appearance. 'They
were entertained royally to tea. And after

the meal was over, all the visitors were
showed round the Grammar School, and the
Welsh boys proudly pointed out all the

places_of particular interest.

They were honoured by the fact that their
visitors were from such a famous school as
St. Frank’s College. And they were greatly
delighted: when they were invited to pay o
return visit. They were to be entertained in
the caravans beforc the camp was moved oir
to the next stopping place.

And when the time came for departure,
only one 8t. Frank's junior remained be-
hind. And this one was Archie Glenthorne.
Evan Llewellyn had made quite certain that
Archie did not get away.

“So here you are!” said Evan, as he came
upon Archie in the gymnasium. ¢ Glad you
stopped here. We're now going oft.”

“To see Mrs. Howell?” asked Archic.

11 Y'ES-”

“That, as it were, is the stuff to give
them,”" said &rchie, nuddmg “T must ac-
knowledge, ' dear old turnips, tiiat I'm

becoming d:tslted enthusiastic. This fortune-
telling stuff has grabbed hold of me.”

“Just you wait until you've heard the old
lady,” said Llewellyn impressively. * You
will enjoy yourself. 1 have told you six or
five fimes——"

“ Absolutely,” said Archie hastily.

They passed outside, where Price and Mor
gan were waiting. And the four of them
left the school premises, and made their
way up a narrow, winding lane to the top
of a steep hill near by.

And, almost on the very summit, stood a
small cottage. _

It was a strange little place, deserted-look-
ing, and cold. But little curtains at the
window gave it an inhabited appearance.
Fvan and his chums wenf to the door and
tapped.

¢ Come in!"” came a quavering voice from
the other side of the door.

‘Evan turned to the others.

“Look you!” he said softly. * Don't do
any fooling! Mrs. Howell believes in every-
thing, and it wouldn’t be right to laugh at
her.”’

“Carry on, old dear,” said Archie. “I'm
filled with large suppiies of frightful
curiosity. Kindly lead the way.”

Evan turned the door-handle, and they
entered the soothsayer’s cottage.
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CHAPTER 1V,
TELLING ARCHIE'S FORTUNE.

RS. HOWELL proved
to be very much hke

Archie’s conception
of her. She sat in a
corner of he front room,
huddled up in a big, old armn-
cnair., Che was attired in a

kind cf eloak, and her face was wizened and
Lined.

Upon her giey locks there rested one of
those Welsh hats,  cone-shaped, and very
Ligh. In her hind ¢he held a curiously

which ¢he moved vp and down,
in the meantime.
indeed, a regular witch's

shaped twig,
:t oning to Ilf’l"‘«l,‘“

The (fltt.l;_\{. Wil s,
hovel,

The freplace was of the old-fashioned kind,
aml over some burning twigs there hung
i hind of cauldron, with steam isswing fromn
it. The whole scene looked like a picture
tuken ont of a feik-lore book.

“f wmean to say,”’ murmured
“This is the real statf, what!”

“Hush'? warned Evan.

Arcehie.

Mrs, Howell stirred, and looked up at the
Loys,

* Well, well??’ she asked. ““ Indeed to good-
ness, what is it you want? Why do you
come to me in this way. whatever? = Look |
you, 1 am not feeling well this evening., I

.,.mt you to go.”

“In that case,” said Archie, “we'd better

retire, dear old boys!??
£y I-:uts! She's alwavs like that!”  whis-
Pered Evan. “It's all right, Mrs. Howell,

ve want you to teil our fri:nd what his Tor-

tune will be.  We want you to read bis
hand.”
“Yes, yes, indeced,” <aid  Mrs., Howell

1y

“* Show me!

“he held out one of her own hands im-
patiently. They were encased in thick, woeol-
len gloves.,  Archie, after a moment's hesi-
fation, sat down on a little stool, and sub-
mitted himself to the ordeal.

The Welsh “witch ” toek his hand, palm
uppormest, and gazed at it ﬁeurrhm;,l}'. She
continued staring at it o lonyg, in faet, that
the position became somewhat embarrassing.

Net a word was spoken for fully two
minutes, and it seemed like an age to the

hoys., BEvan and hiz companions stood there,
looking on. And Archie pervspired freely.
Scmehow, he felt that the eld lady was

searching mto Ly very soul, And then, at
last, she began to speak.

“Your home is far, far from here,” she
ald, Iin a drening voice, Youpr name i3
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Archibald, and you are the son
who has won fame in
Your father is a colonel, look you.”

“Gadzooks !’ breathe:d Archie, startled.

“Yes, ves, I am right,” went on Mrs.
Howell softly. * You live near a place called
Bannington, far off in Englond—in Sussex.
Your father is a tall, upright man—a iine
man. You have weulth—you have mnever
wanted for anything, whatever. Indeed, 1
am right!”’

“By gad, youn are!” said Archie, more as-
tonished than he could say

It was absolutely impossible that this ecld
woman could have known anything about it.
There couldn’t be any trickery, either. It
wazn’t even possible that Evan and his
chums had primied her with facts. TFor they
Enew nothing about Archie’s home or prople,
It was rather uncanny,

“What do I see?” proceeded Mrs. Howell.
“What do I see? Indeed to goodness, this
g strange!. This very day you will hear of
a deatn!”

“1I mean to say, what?” murmured Archie,

““A death?”
“You will hear of a death!” repeated
Mrs. Howell. ** But you need not be alarmed.

It will not be closely connected with your-
self. 1 see many things. Yes, yes, indeed!
Your hand is not a good one!”

“That’s rather foul!” murmured Archie.

“You will hear news of something,” went
on Mrs. Howell dreamily. *“ You wili learn
of some happening that will lead to much
fighting. You will not take place in this
lighting, but you will witness it.”

“That, at all events, is a dashed relief!”
said Archie. * 1 mean to say, when it comes
to fighting, 1I'm not absolutely a second
Dempsey !?

‘“I sead other things:,” continued the sooth-
sayer, rocking herself to and fro, and holding
Archie’s hand in o tight grip. “Ah! What
1s this? Let me see! What is this?”?

Archie peered forward at his palm.

‘““Between ourselves, 1 rather faney
my hand,” he said mildly.

“What is this?’? repeated Mrs.- Howell.
“What do I see? There is a letter! Yes,
yes, indeed! A lJetter frem one who knows
you well-—a letter frem one who is much in
your .thoughts!®

“Really 7 said %1
lutely not!” -

“You will receive the letter soon—quite
soon,” s=aid the old lady “And heed my
warning, O youth. Look vou, it will be bad
if you ignore what I teil you! You must
obey. Disaster will happen if you do not!”

“Obey?” repeated Archio vaguely.

“1 am reading the letter,”” said Mrs.
Howell dreamily. ** Yes, yes! Indeed, I canu

itlE

Archie. mean, abso-

se¢ all that the letter contains!?’
“That’s dashed = aueer!”’ said Archie.
“What I mean to rewark is, how the

dickens ean you see what the letter contains
when tl}& dmhcd thing hasn’t arrived? That,
as it were, is asking a cove to believe too
much!*



¢« Jlush, child—=hush !
¢ Kh?' said Archie.
Tmean——-"

¢+ 1 can see what this letter coutains,” re-
peated Mrs. Howell. “ And you must obey
eversthine in that letter—youn must do all
“that is asked. If vou do not, the
*qlll_‘ﬂt't‘ri will be terrible!™

“(hild? You don’t

Archie was beginning to {ee! rather uncom-

fL_lrt:th‘.

“Of course, this is all frighttully interest-
ing, but at the same time, don’t you think
it's a2 bit too steep?” he asked. *““I- mean,
“about the death business, and the fighting,
and tho letter, and uall the rest of it? You

il
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exiactly all of it. T don't mind confessing
that & somewhat small slab would be suffi- .
cient L

“You are destined elsewhere!” said the
soothsayer. “ When this fever coriaes upnn
you there will be one thing to do—and only
one thing!”

“Take some medicine, what?"”

“It will be useless taking medicine—it will

1T

o et

| be useless calling doctors,” said Mrs. Howeli

tragically. * They will not be able to help
you. Iundeed to goodness, if you have pro-

perty, it will be as well to make vour will!”
Archie nearly fell off the stool.
protested.

“ But, dash it!" he “To be

Ly

The fireplace was of

the old-fashioned kind, and over some burning
twigs there hung a kind of cauldron, with steam issuing from it.
mean to say,” murmured Archie, ‘' this is the real stuff—what ! "’

lll

can't absolutely tell me that all these things
will happen, old dear?”

“They will happen!” caid Mrs. Howell.
“0Oh, yes, yes! They will assuredly happen!
Aud before lonz—soon—youn will awaken one
morning and you will find yourself in a
fever t

“ That sounds rather cheerful, don't }'ou'

know!"
“A fever!" snapped DMrs,
youth, your hand is terrible!

Howell. * Oh,
I am deeply

grieved by what 1 see. This world 1s not
for you.” | %
Archie started.

“ Well, to tell you the honest truth, 1

don't want it!” he declared. ** At least, not

absolutely exact, dash it with great empha-
sis. This is not only frightful, but poison-
ous. My will, what? I've got to make out
the last old will and testament ?”

““\When this fever comnes upon you, the end
will be swift,” said the old lady. “I am
reading vour hand, and I am ftelling what
I sce. And I see nothing but blacknezs—
nothing but gloom—nothing but horrible

i

things!

Archie gulped.

“Well, in that case, I might just as well
resign myself, what?” he asked, in a hollow
voice. “I don't wish to be fearfully pesst-
mistic, but it seems there’s no hope for me.
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Aml that's “A—a fever?” he breathed hoarsely.
give up the fight!” “You think so?” :
“ 1 see what I see!” declared Mrs. Howell, “ Positive!” said Ilandforth. ¢ Better sce

after the manner of an oracle. *‘ I say what
it i3 necessary to say. Yes, yes, indeced!
When the fever comes upon you——->’

“ Without wishing to harp on the point,
don’t you think we’ve had enough about
the fever?” asked Archie plaintively. *“To
iell you the abhsolute truth, I'm feeling fever-
ish already! Perhaps thers’s been a misfire!
I really think I ought to make my will

straight away !

“*Xa; you have time yet,” said Mrs.
ilowell. **I see no nore. Everything has
hecome black. Of your future life there is
no sign. You have but a few days with us!”

She dropped Archie’s hand, and fell back
ntn a kind of stupor.

““Come on, wa'd better get out !’ whis-
pered Lleweilyn. in a scared voice. “ She
always goe: off like that, after telling some-
hody’s fdrtune. I say, 1 wish we hadn't
brought you now!”

80, as a matter of fact,
Archie.

They managed to get out of the little cot-
tage, and the three Grammar School boys
cvazed at Archie in a queer kind of way. Ap-
parently they were affected almost as much
H B he was,

The old soothsaver’s words had been im-
pre-siw—~tdrt]mg ‘And, as Archie re-
marked, - outlook was somewhat foul.

do I!” groaned

CHAPTER V.
. ABSOLUTELY UNCAXNNY!

¢¢ ALLO! Where did
you spring from?”
demanded Hand-

forth. “We
thought you'd got lost! And
what's the matter with you,
anyvhow 7"
Archie Glenthorne gave a feeble moan.
. 0ld dear, the end iz near at hapd!” he
suid faintly.,

“ What 2"

I shall

« Eh 2

“I am =oon passing from this spotl!” de-
clared Archie «adly.

“You’'ll soon pass into the diteh if you
don't talk sensibly !”” said HHandforth. ¢ You
fathead! You ass! What's the idea of
crawling into camp like a doped earwig?”

proceed to make my will——"

Archic revived somewhat wunder this
~timulant. _ .
“Dash it!” he protested. ‘““In other

words, great Scott! Without wishing to be
personal, old dear, I think you are a fright-
ful bhghter to. compare me to a doped ear-
u:g' I mean, it’s not nice! That kind of
thing isn't dnne!”
Handforth grunted.
*“You're {ill!” he said
what’s the matiter with you.
ing for » fever!" -
Archie turned slightly

firmly. “ That's
You're sicken-

grech.

:for .1ge:,,” said Handforth.

\[I IJE&Q,’

Handforth passed on, whistling-—plzinly in-
dicating that he wus not very much cone.
cerned about Archie’s state of health. The
genial ass of the Remove had just wandered
into camp. It was growing dusk, and every-
thing was peaceful and quiet in that
secluded spot. -

The camp coansisted of all our caravans,
and the wpeatly erected tent which served
as a class-room. Our caravans were great
motor vehicles, and they were fitted up in
the most wonderful manner. We used them
as bedrooms at night, and as studies during
the day.

They were so roomy, that, once iuside,
one could easily imagine oneself within a
large apartment, somcthing after the style
of a ship’s cabin.

Archio made his way towards Caravan
No. 1, which he shared with several other
fellows. His little chat with Handforth had
not made him feel any better. But he was
nos allowed to enter.

Ile ran into several juniors who were
grouped round the doorway of Caravan
No 2. Handforth had just joined this
group, and had already made a few remarks
concerning Archie. De Valerie, Dick Good-

L win, Fatty Little, and a few more collected

round Archie and hemmed lum m

“Yes, he looks bad!” said I'a ¥ Wllqt
he needs is a good feed!” _ :
““ Ahsolutely mnot!”’ said Archie. “ PDear

old boys, kindly allow me to proceed. My
days, in 2 way of speaking, are numbered.
I don’t exactly know how far the numbers
extend, but thero you are!”

“What are you talking about, you ass???
demanded Pitt, pushing up.

“ Bxplain yourself, fathead!”
forth. ._

Archie looked at him, and shuddered.

“@Go away!” he breathed. ** You look ab-
solutely ghastly, old weas.”

“ Bhi?

“1 saw you this afternoon.”” went on
Archie. “ You turned into a Welsh witch,
and then into a giant! You threw me a
thousand feet into the air, and all sorts of
other fearful thiungs like that! And your
face reminds me of that foul experience!
Kindly buzz oft!”

Handforth pushed up his sleeve.

““ Why, you insulting rotter——" he began.

“Don’t!” put in Church. “Can’t vou see
the poor chap’s dotty? For some reason,
he's taken leave of his sensesg!”

“ Well, they've been on the point of going
“In fact, they've
said good-bye two or three times. Under
the circumstances, I won't smash hm1 I'm

said Hand-

always sorry for a lunatic.”

Archie sat down on the steps of the carae
van, and stared before him in a glassy
kind of way. -



¢« A death!” he murmured. “* Then after

that, fighting—mucl: figuting.”
I suppese you mean the

other way

about?’” asked Pitt.
“No; she distinctly said a death first!”
replied Archie. “Dear old boys, 1 didn't

helizve in this sort of thing until now. In
fact, 1 don’t believe in it at all! But it's
dashed signifieant.”

The fellows had o great deal of trouble,
buj in the end they dragged from Archie the
full story! IIo explained about his dream,
and then he went on to tell how he had
visited Mrs. Howell, and how the old lady
had read his hand.

¢ Ha, ha, ha!?

The whole crowd roared at the conciusion
ol Archie's tale.

“Do—do you mean to say you believe all
thas bunkum?” yelled Handforth.

¢ Well, in 2 way of speaking, no,” said
Archie. “ At the same time, it's inclined to
make & chappio somewhat queer £

““Rot !

“Don’t be a silly ass!”

“ There's nothing wrong with you, and
that old woman’s talk means nothing!” de-
clared Pitt. “ Don't take any notice of it,
Archie. I thought you had more sense
than to believe that kind of superstitious
piffie !V

Archie brightensd up a bit.

“You think it might be all wroag?” he

aslied.

“Of course it's all wrong,” put in De
Valerie, with a grin. “The old gal simply
did that to get some money out of vou——-"

““ Abzolutely not!”? said Archie quickly. “1I
d'dn't pay her anything.”

“Then she's expecting you to go back,
and she'll colleet her fee then,” =aid Pitt.
“That's what these old Iadies are like. In

any case, Archie, you needn't take any
notice of what you've heard. It can't come
true.”

The giassy look began to die away in
Archie’s eyes.

“ T must admit, fruity ones, that you have
bunged large doses of cheer into the old
beliry,” he cbserved. “1ln other words, 1
am beginping to get a touch of that new
Kruschen feeling! That kind of push-a-'bus-
over sensation!” _

And Archie stretched himself, and did a
few exercises, and smiled round at the chuck-
ling juniors.

And just then one or two of the juniors

sei up a shout as a motor lorry arrived out- !

side, just in the road. This lorry contained
ail sorts of supplies for the camp, including
a great deal of eatables. It was always
interesting to watch the unloading of grub.

Several of the juniors collected round as
the two men in charge of the lorry carried
in the first hampers. And one of these men
was looking so utterly forlorn and miserable
that he raised comment among the fellows.

“ Anything wrong, old chap?” asked Pitt
Sympathetically.

*“ Indeed, yes, yes!" replied the man, in a
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mournful voice. ¢ Look you, this morning 1
heard of the death of my wuncle, in Caer-
phitly. And I was going down by there
only this week-end. The old man has left
me nothing, I suppose.”
Archio Glenthorne was standing near by,
and he tottered somewhat.
“A death!” he murmured.” ¢ She said I
suould learn of a death to-day!”
¥ T ——
CHAPTER VI.
STRANGER TIIAN EYVER!

VEN  the sceptical
juniors  were rather
- struck by the inci-

dent,

It was curious, to say the

least of it, that Archie should

ks have heard of a death from
an outside source, exactly as the old sooth-
sayer had prophesied. There was something
rather uncanuy about it.

‘e 8till, it’s ounly coincidence,” remarked
Pitt. “ There's no need for you to imagine
things, Archie. Just because this part’'s
come true, it doesn’t mean to say that any-
thing else is going to happen. Forget uall
about it."

“Dear old lad, T will!” said Archie. ‘At
the same time, I'm worried—frightiully
worried. I mezan to say, who woulde’t he?”

““ Rats! There's nothing in it!”

Archie walked off, and made up his mind
that he would get to bed as soon as pos-
sible. Sleep was whuat he needed, although
he didn't want to have any more dreams,
One was enough for him,

e was just going to enter the caravan
when Bob Christine came up. And the
leader of the College House¢ junicrs was
carrying a local newspaper.

““ Heard the latest?” he asked.

“No,”” said Archie. “ The fact is, laddie,
I'm not interested e

“There seems to be trouble in the
Rhondda Valley,”  reniarked — Chrixtine.
“Some of the miners are on strike, and
there's no telling what might happen. In
fazct, some of the mine officials seemn to thiak
that there'll be fighting.”

Archie gave a violent stark,

“TFighting!” he said weakly.

(11 -YE"S!”

“In—in the Rhondda Valley?”

“That’s what it said.”

“ Gadzooks!”

Archie leaned feebly against the caravan.
Here was the second part of the prophecy
coming true. The old soothsayer had told
him that he would hear some news that
would lead to fighting. And, sure enough,
that news had come!

At one period Archie had begun to suspect
that Evan Llewellyn and his chums might
have had a finger in the game, but these sus-
picions had long since left him. It wasn't
possible for them to know of the lorry man's
uncle, or to cause fighting among the miuers
in the Rhoudda Valley. '

No. The Grammar School boys had nothing
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to do with it. Mrs. Howell appeared to have
a marvellous faculty for seceing into the
future. And the way in which all these
things were coming true was alinost weird.

“* Why, what’s wrong?” asked Bob Chris-

tine. as bhe saw Archic¢’s expression. ¢ Any-
thing the matter, old sou¥?
C“XNo, not. at all!”” warmured Archie, pull-
ing himself together, * That is, absolutely!
The matter, what? Well, it so happens, old
tleiilr',’that I shall soon be making my dashed
wiil !’

- He was about to pass on, leaving Christine
staring after him, when Fullwood and Co.
arrived. ‘The nuts of the Ancient House had
st returned from Oysterimouth, where they
had been attempting to find a bookmaker.
The three cads of Study A were up to their
old games, as of yore.

“lleard the news?” asked Christine. 1t
secins that there’s going to be some trouble
in the Rhondda \'u]lcy. Archie seems quite
cut up about it, and the fathead hardly
kuows what he's saying 1

“Archie can zo and eat coke!” satd Fall-
wood, "‘“*An’ what’s that you were saym’
about trouble in the Rhondda Valley?”

“There’s going to be some fighting—-"?

“Rats ! juterrupted Fullwood. < That
piper of jeurs is- ancieat! I’ve got the
latest here. There's been plenty of fighting
already. Some of the extremists had a re-
«ular battle with the police, an' tous of
them were arrested. Bestdes that, there were
leaps of injuries.”

"l(’}h!” said  Christine. **That’s pretty
bhind.”?

Fullwood and Co. passed on. Bob Chris-
fine walked away, too, and Archie Glen-
thorne just mavaged te crawl into the cara-
van., Somehow, he felt that his strength was
chbing away., This was getting altogether
too much for him,

I mean, what about it?” he ureathed, »3
he sat down heavily in a chair. ¢ Mys
tlowell said that I should hear something:
that would lead to fighting. I heard it
Then came the news of the fighting itself!
This is getting too dushed steep to be com-
fortable!”

Archie wouldn’t mind the prophecies com-
ing true under any ordinary eircumstaoces,
e would have marvelled, but there the
matter would have ceased to interest him.

But if one prophecy came true, why not
nithers?

The next item on the programme, accord-
inz to the old soothsayer, was that Archie
would receive a letter, And he was to obey
what the letter told him—or there would bhe
trouble,

The
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But what did it matter, anyhow? Becaiise
the next thing was to be a fever—and i;.-
wouldn’t be necessary for him to call auy
doctors! The outlook, so far as Archic could
see, was somewhat putrid.

Two of the prophecies had come true.

What next?

When all the other juniors came into {"~
caravans, those who shared No. 1 with
Archie found him sitting in his chair, staring
straight in front of him. [ could sce uv
once that he was much affected.

“ What’'s the trouble, Archic?”” T askoid.
¢ Still worrying about that silly fortunce
telling business?”?

Archie didn’t answer.

““Gone to sleep with your eyes open?™ I
azked politely.

Still no reply.

“ Archie, you ass!™ @ said, shaking hiu,
“Wake up!*’

I He started, and looked at we dazed!ly.

“What-ho!” he said. *“What-ho! <o
here we all are, what? Dashing about,
- Irither and thither, and doing this and thot,
That, of course, is the stuff. Pray procecidy
laddies—take no notice of little me!”?

“ What'’s the matter with you?” 1 askud.
“]1 thought we'd convinced you that uli
that soothsaying stufl was nonseunse!*’

. Archie gave me a sickly zmile,

“Oh, rather!” he said. *‘* Absolutely.”

He proceeded to undress himself in readi-
ness for bed, and went into no explanations.
He {elt that it would be quite useless to do
s0. Afteir ail, what was the pood?

He ecouldn’t expect any sympathy, and no-
body would understand. He thought it far
better to keep the thing to himsélf. And
when, at last, he snmuggled down between the
sheets, he had an awful feeling that he was
getting feverish.

What would happent on the morrow?

Would somethilg misfire? Would he geb
the fever first, or would that letter come?
He was very curious. In the first place,
who would write to hita? He wasn’t expect-
ing any communication of any sort.

And,.still thinking ou the subjeet, he went
off into a deep sleep.

He didn't dream. His sleep was perfectiy
sound and healthy. Anmnd he awoke in the
morning, bright and cheecitful, and feeling as
sound as a bell. There was no sign of fevcr
—no trouble of any kind.

He sat up in bed, stretched himself, and
gazed out of the caravan window. The sun
was streaming down gloriously.  Archie
hopped out, and proceeded to picparc for
his morning ablutious.

“The sun shines., the bhreeze- blows, and
all that kind of ~tuff!*’ he said blithelv., 1
mean to say, the very air makes a chuppie
feel timt life will go on for ever and ever

Hc suddenly paused, and tumed ~lightly
pale, )

e had just remewmbered about the sooth-
sayer. 'That bit about life moing cn for cver

; (Continued 2n page 13)



POWERFUL NEW NELSON LEE SERIAL JUST STARTED!

A " 'l’.g\,l Jl: ‘15::: /m ’ i : ::'_l- : v . o y o :
S \ G / Wt A% Pl :
h !:\";x &Ar.ﬁ%/’lil ’ ; § -‘.-.". _ . =
0\ W, ] —- R ot . : )
' : " : N\ v f;:yﬁ i ”- . r— .".:.-=.#'.-.:.;u.._::5;'_j - _‘-- A, "" A i i ‘-. . H ] ":‘?' ‘1'
CONTAINS THE VERY BEST DETECTIVE Y
- STORIES.
No. 30. PRESENTED WITH “THE NELSON LEE tlBBARY." June 30, 1923.

— -

_ In this amazingly clever detective story, NELSON LEE
- ' | is matched against the brains and subtle skill of Professor
Mark Rymer, an exceedingly dangerous type of intellec-

= " tual criminal—inhuman, crafty, resourceful and daring.
FOR NEW READERS. On the present occasion, this szelfsame
Lord Easington, a wealthy Cornish clump of gorse played an equally
peer, confesses on his deathbed to a benefleent part, for, just when Nelson Lee
serret, m“rringe and 0!’ a 80n and heir and his ll}f_'klﬁ'f:i?' companion hﬂd given
to that marriage, He just manages themseives up for Jost, these bushes
to say “The Silver Dwarf' hefore arrested their downward flight, and held
he expires. This is assumed to bhe them ﬁuf«peudm‘l, for one brief fraction nf
a small efligy wherein the marriage a second, in their Kindly but somewhay
document:y  are concealed. Mark painful embrace,
Rymer, a profeszor of science and It was only for an instant, for two
a rascally cousin of the late peer, | men's weight was more than the bushes
is determined to destroy the docu- were able to support; but it served to
mentary evidence coming hetween break the force of their fall, and when at
him and the Easington  peeragea. inst  they plunged into the sea, they
Nelson Lee i3 equally determined to experienced no more serious hurt than a
frustrate the professor’s evil designs, sudden shock and a moment’'s loss  of
(Now read on.) breath, |
LYt . “ Are you safe?”
THR 3SMUGGLRR'S Ll-:.iP. The question rose to both m2n’'s lips,
T ‘h;n a!rieud.v Il‘reen exliﬂueneél t-tha.t the | in a spluttering, breathless gasp.
** Smuggler’'s Leap " derived its name G Voas s , : poo i m
} from the fact that in days of old a| . Hri? ’,m?I Tou;'l.l.l right:” panted  Jack.
certain notorious  smuggler, being gt e — . . ‘
hotly pursued by the Revenue men, had Right as the maill” sald Nelson Lee,
ie“ped d“wn frﬂ"l the rna(] ﬂ]H}VE, and as hli‘ hl‘DUR‘ht hlmse]f ull.‘)ltg:ilde ;{fu_'k WItr.“
had escaped destruction by faliing into |a couple of vigorous strokes. Where's
an enormous ciump of gorse-bushes, half- | the nearest place where we can land?
way down the face of the clift. { “We can land here, I think,”" said Jack,




** There's a footpath runs down the faee
of the ecliff, thouzh I don’t know. whether
I can find it in this confounded darkness.”

They swam to the foot of the clif. For
two or three minutes the young engineer
explored its rugged face in vain, Then a
ery of delight burst from his lips,
~ ** Here it is!” he cried.

He grasped a projecting ledge of rock,
and hauled himself out of the water. The
detective quickly followed his cxample, and
five minutes later they were standing on
the road at the top of the cliff.

“By Jove, that’s the narrowest shave
I ever had!” said Jack, as he stooped to
wring the water from his tPousers. 1
thought it was all U P with us when that
scoundrel pushed you over! Who was he,
do you think?"” - o

There was no reply. Jack raised
Lhead, and found that he was alone!

For a moment he was thanderstruck.
Then he heard the sound of hurrying foot-
steps farther down the road, and ib
sinddenly dawired upon him that Nelsen Lee
had taken to his-heels! :

Like an arrow from a bow Jack dashed
after him. le overtook the detective at
the top of the long, steep hill which ran
down into the village.

“Where are Yyou for?'"  he
srasped, razing along detective's
side.

** For
Nelson

‘“ But
graini®
station
panting.”

" We'll have a try for it,
replied Nelson Lee. * Come on

But although they sprinted for all they
were worth, the etiort was vain; for even
as they dazhed into the little station, the
tail-lights of the train were just vanishing
round the first curve of the linc.

his

making
by the

the station, of course!” said
Lee, without slackeiling his pace.
we can't possibly  cateh  the
protested Jack., ' It's in the
now, I can hecar the engine

apyway!"”’

'lfl'
.

“'Ard luck, gents!” said the solitary
porter sympathetically, “I didn't see
yon ecomin’, or 1'd 'ave Kep' her back.”

*Well, it's no use erying over spilt
milk !™" said Nelson Lee, ' The train has
gone, so there's an end of it. By the
way, porter, weren't you on duty here

whien I arrived by train this evening?”

** Yes, sir,” replied the porter.

“ Weli, did you notice the gentlenman
who came with me—a thinnish man, with
a big nose and stooping shoulders? He
wis wearing a beavy fur-lined coat, and
he drove away with me in Mr., Langley's
carriage.”

**Oh, yes, sir, I remecmbers the gent,”
said the porter. *“‘ My mate tell'd I as
‘ow the gent was Lord Easington's cousin.”

“That's the man,”” said Nelson Lee.
“Did he leave here by the 915 for
Penzance?”

** Nta, sir, that ‘e didn't; but ‘e left by
that train you missed jest now!"
t‘;’lia! Do you know where he booked
ot” -

|

|

r

|

' %ust now,’

e e

SECTION |Y

“ Falmonth, csir.”
“Just as 1 thought!'’
Lee,

He slipped a shilling into the porter’s
hand, and turned to Jack,

‘“Come along, Mr. Langley!®

mﬂttered Nelson

he said.

-4 We may as well get buck to the Grange.

Good-night, porter!"”

" " Good-night, sir, and thankee!".
“You'll have cause to remember
visit to Penleven Grange!’' said Lee,
when he and Jack had left - the station
and were trudging up the long, steep hill.
*“It has already cost you a horse and

my

| trap, and has almost cost you vyour life!.

Now, dare I make a further
your kindness?” -
* Dare you!" exclaimed
reproachfully. ** How can
a aquestion? All that I have-—-all that
Ethel has—we owe to you! Anything we
c¢can do to help vou we shall be only too
delighted to do!”

Their hands met in an eloquent giip, aw:d
for a few moments no word was said.

Then Nel:on Lee spoke again.

“You heard me questicning the porter
" he said. ** What do you iufer
rom his replies?"’

“That Professor Rymer was lying when

claim

Jack

(LY |

half-
vou ask s=uch

he said he was going to Penzance, IHe has
gone to Falmouth.”
“Then why didn't he wait at the

arange, and drive to the station with yon
and me? Why did he leave the Grangze
at  a quarter-past eight, if he didn't
intend to leave Penleven until half-past
nine 2’ .

“I ean’t imagine.”

“Can't you?” gaid Nelson Lee. ** Then
Il tell vou. FLord Easingtun’s last wdids
werc: ‘The proofs of my marriage. Go
to my Louse. 'The Silver Dwarf.'

“* Now, it is perfectly clear to me that
Professor Rymer knows what his cousin
meant by the words ‘The Silver Dwarf.'
That is to say, the professor knows where
the proofs of his cousin’s marriage are
concealgd, He heard me say that I should
go to Easington Towers to-night, and Le
knew that if I went to the Towers, and
repeated Lord Easington’s dying werds,
I should find out where the documents
were  hidden,  He decided, therefore, to
prevent me going to the Towers until he
had been there himself, and had sccured
or destroyed those documents.

“ With this end in view, he pretended
that lhie was going to Penzance by the 9.15.
After leaving the Grange he concealed
himself belnnd that Jow stone wall at the
smuggler’s  Leap, and when we were
driving past he fired at your horse. Ifind-
ing that his plot had misearried, he took
advantage of my back being turned to
push me over the edge of the cliff. He
then walked on to the station, caught the
Falmouth train, and is now on his way to
Easington Towers.

** Now, when we get to the Grange 1
want you to lend me a suit of dry clothes
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your stables.

and the speediest horse in ur
It is eighteen

It is now a quarter to ten,
miles, you say, from here to Iuasington
Towers. The professor will arrive there
abont Ralf-past ten. By riding hard 1
ought to arrive a few minufes after mid-
pnight, and may thus be in time to
prevent him destroying the proofs of his
cousin’s_ marriage. It's a forlorn hope, 1
admit, but it’s the only chance I have of

nipping the scheme in the bud. Will yon
do this fcr me?”

“ With the greatest pleasure in the
world !"" _said Jack.

He was as good as his word., They

reached the Grange a few minutes after

ten o'clock, and a quarter of an hour later,
on Jack’'s favourite hunter, tho
detective was galloping down the road on
his way to Easington Towers,

-

HOW THE SILVER DWARF STARTED ON IT3

STRANGE AND ADVENTUROUS JOURNEY.

HE detective was right. It was
Mark Rymer who had pushed him
over the edge of the cliff. The
The professor had known from the

firat what oword Easington had meant by
his  mysterious allusion to the Silver
Dwarf. More than this, the professor also
knew that if once Nelson Lee went to
iasington  Towers, and made a few
inquiries there, he, too, would know what
Lord Easington had meant, and would
know where to look for the proofs of his
lordship's marriage.

In view of these facts, the professor had
determined to make a desperate efiort to

prevent the detective going to Easington
Towers until he—Mark Rymer—had hoen
there first, and had secured the precious
documentsz, How he carried out this

dastardly scheme the reader already knows,
and it only remains to bhe added that,
after he had pushed the detective over the

edege of the cliff, he hurried on to the
village, caught the Falmouth train, and
arrived at Falmouth at a quarter-past ten.

1t should here bhe explained that
Easington Towers Wis a fine old
Elizabethan mansion, standing in a well-

wooded park, about a mile amnd a half to
the west of the town. Wihilst the pro-
fessor had heen travelling from Penleven
the moon had rifen, and the wind had
died down to the gentlest of gentle breeszes.

The roads were in capital condition, and
the professor decided, therefore, to walk
to the Towers instead of hiring a con-
vevance,

No sooner had he started than two
peculiar facts attracted his attention, One

was that the sky to the west of the town
was jlluminated by a bright, red glow, not
unlike the reflection of some enarmous
furnace. The other was that everybody
he saw seemed to be going in the same
direction as himself,

| shou”’

“Ther2 mnst ba a fire somewherna,” he

mused, 1 wonder where it can be?"

He hailed a burly fisherman, who was
trudging along a few yards in front of
him,

““Where are all these people going?™ he
asked., .

““To see the fire, T expecet,” replicd the
fislierman,

“And where i3 the fire?”

“ BEasington Towers!"

The professor started as though he

Liad
bheen shot -

““Is LEasington Towers on fire?"' Le
gasped.

I shoald just say it was!" said bhis
companion, pointing to the glow in the
sky. ‘" Look at that! 1It's the biggoest
blaze we've had round here for many a
yeur,” '

““How was the fire caused?”

*That's more than I can tell you. AIll
I know 1is that one of Lord LKasington's
grooms came galloping into the town about
eight o'clock to-night with the news that

the place was on fire. The fire-brigade
turned out at once, and messages were

sent to other places asking for assistance.
There are four or flve fire-engines there
already, I believe; but from all I can hear
there’s not mnuch chance of saving the
place."

He had scarcely finished speaking ere a
tradesman’s cart came rattling past.
Quick as thought the professor sprang into
the middie of the road, and held up his
hand.

*“Are you going to the fire?" he
addressing the man in the cart.

“Yes, sir. Would you like a lift?
drive you there for a bob."

The professor clambered in

Fifteen minutes later the cart dashed
through the handsome iron gates of
Easington Park, and pulled up at the end
of the sloping lawn in front of the house.

The professor sprang from the cart and
stood gazing at .the scene before him,
From end to end the house was wrapped
in a lurid sheet of flame. Four separato
streamers, in as many diflerent positions,
were playing on the blazing pile. There
were ladders reared against some of the
windows, and on these ladders the
helmeted figures of firemen could be seen,
some with wvaluable books in their hands,
some with gold and silver plate, some
with priceless pictures,

Servants and policemen were flitting to
and fro, receiving thes¢ various articles
from the firemen, and all around this busy
seene was a surging crowd of excited men
and women, including, as 1§ aiways the
case at a fire, a considerable sprinkling of
roughs. .

As soon as the professor had taken in
these details he made an -attempt to
elbow.his way -to the fronat, For a time
the spectators refused to give way; but
precontly somebody recognised him, and a
went up that this pale-taced, big-

asked,
11l

beside him.



Easington,

nosed man was the new Lord
the heir to the dead man’s title and
estates, the owner of the house which was
now being rapidly burnt to the ground.
As if by magic, the crowd pressed back
and wmade way for him, and a few moments
later he was standing at the foot of the
terrace steps, in full glare of the flaines,
*“ Where did the fire break out?’ he

asked, addressing the late Lord Easing-
ton’s butler.

“In the dining-room, sir,” was the
reply. " By some means or other the

mantel drapery became ignited, and almost
hefore we knew what was happening the
whole place was in flames.”

“Let me see,”” said the professor,
sceratehing his ching * the dining-room 18
next the Iihrury, isn't ity”’

“Yes, sir.

“ Was anything saved from the library?”

*Oh, yes:, sir! We got most of the
tlnings out of the rooms on the ground
Noor hefore the fire-brigade arrived.”’

Again the profs&sor seratched his chin,

“1f I remember rightly,” he said,
“ there was a silver statuette—quite a small
thing, about ten or twelve inches high—
oin the library mantelpiece. It was
supposed to reprezent a dwarf, I belicve

LE |

“ Oh, yes;
terrupted the bhatler.
we always called it.”

** Was it saved?”

1 couldn't =ay, x=ir. 1'd nocthing to do
wilh removing the things from the library.

I know what you mean!” In.
** The sSilver Dwarf

My work ~vas in the drawing-room.”
““Who removed the things from the
library?”

“ Polloeck and Trelawney, sir—the head-
groom and the under-gardener.”

‘* Where are they?” '

The butler thought they were '*some-

house,”
in

in the

wiere round at the back of the
and the professor accordingly. set out
search of them, -

“If the Silver Dwarf was left
house,”” he muttered to himself, '* the heat
will have melted it by now, and the
papers inzide it will have been reduced to
ashes., DBut I m afraid that's too much to
hope for It's far more likely that some
nf these meddlesome idiots have rescued
the thing”’

After half and hour’s search and inqguiry
he at last discovered the groom,

““ One moment,” he said, as the groom
wias about to hurry past him. * You
helped to remove the things from the
library, I beflieve?”

1 did, sir.”

** What became of that silver statunette

on the mantelpiece?”

“The Silver Dwarf?”

“ Yes.’

“1 don't know, sir.”

“Didn't you remove it?"

**No, asir; but I rather fapcy Tre-
lawney did. 1 don’'t remember seeing it
the last time I was in the room.,”

!

“* Where is Trelawney?™

“ They’~e taken him to Falmouth. He
was rather badly burnt in trying to save
one of the pictures in the entrance, and
they ‘ve taken him to the hospital.”

The professor cruvhed back a savage
oath. This prolonged suspense was getting
on his nerves, Yet he dared not rest until

he had ascertained the fate of the silver
statuette, in which, as he guessed, were
concealed the proofs of the late Lord
Easington’ secret marriage,

He elbowed his way through the crowd
agam, and accosted the man who bad
driven lim [{rom Falmonth,

‘““How nmueh to drive wme back to
Falmouth?’ he asked. * Will  half-a-
sovereign tempt wyon?”

“I1t will!" sahl the man, with a gzrin,
*“Jump in, sir!”

The professor jumped in, and ea moment

later he was on his way to Fahnouth,
It was helf-past eleven when he reached
the hospital; but the mention of his name

and rank sufficed to procure him an
inmediate audience  with  the  injured
gardener.

“1 am toid that you were one of those
who helped to save the things in the
libr.}: v,””  sald the professor. *Is that
GO

“ Yes, sir,” said Trelawney. ** Me and

Pollock removed everything that we cotld
carry.’

“ Do you remember
the mantelpiece?”

a silver stdtuette on

“The Silver Dwarf, as we called it?”

“Yes. Did you remove ity

*“Yes, sir.”

“ What did you do with it?"”

“I carried 1t into the coachhonse, cir,
along with all the other ornaments.
You'll find it on the floor, between the
yellow dogeart and the hroufrlmm »

The professor slipped a coin
hand and hurried away. Twenty minutes
ater he was back at Easington Towers,

The ecoachhiouse was some distance from
the house, and was approached through
a large square stone-flagged vard., At
one end of this yard was a big wooden
door, communicating with the carriage
drive; at the other end was a five-barred
gate, leading into the paddock,

The professor opened the wooden door,
and as he did so the stable clock struck
twelve., The bluish light of the moon,
mingling with the ruddy glare of the
flames, gave the place a weird and un-
canny aspect. The yard appeared to be
absolutely deserted.

He closed the wooden door,
towards the e¢oachhouse. Suddenly he
percetved that the coachhouse door was
open. He quickened his pace. Then a
startled oath fell on his ears, and the
next moment a man dashed out of the
coachhouse with the Silver Dwarf in his
hand, and darted towards the five-barred
gate which led into the paddock,

Instantly the professor realised what

inta his

and glided
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had happened. Taking advantage of the
confusion, one of the roughs already
mentioned had stolen round to the stable-
vard in search of loot. The Silver Dwarf
had evidently struck him as Dbeing both
valuable and easy to carry away.
Possibly he had only just laid hands on it
when the professor’s approaching foot-
steps had startied him; but, however this
might be, it was only too clear that he
was now in the act of making off with it.
No sooner had the professor grasped this
fact than he whipped out his revolver,

clambering cver the gate, a filreman rushed
into the vard.

‘““That man—stolen the Silver Dwarf!”
velled the professor. * Quick—help me to
catch him!'"’

The fireman good-naturedly joined in the
pursuit ; but his heavy boots and accoutre-
nients impeded him, and before reaching
the end of the paddock he gave it up and
turned back.

Not so the professor, however. Revolver
in hand, he tore across the moonlit
paddock, clambering over a second gate,

N
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The detective had just caught sight of the motionless form In the middle of
given vent to his surprise.
Like an arrow from a bow,
the moonlit road and vaulted over a low, wooden stile.

the road, and had
scoundrel’s stupefaction,

This broke the spell of the
he darted across

““Stand, or I fire!"” he yelled.

Possibly the man thought he was bluff-
ing. At any rate, he paid no heed to the
warning, but sprang to the gate and be-
gan to clamber over,

The professor fired; but his bullet flew
harmlessly over the fellow’s head, and
before he could fire again the thief had
clearea the five barred gate, and was scurry-
ing acro.s the paddock.

With a roar of baffled fury, the pro-
fessor dashed after him. Whilst he was

and found himself in a narrow country
lane, bordered on each side by towering,
leafless hedges. The thief was then about

forty wards ahead, but was obviously
slowing down, as though he were out of
breath.

At the end of the lane was a turnpike
road which led towards Penleven. By the
time the thief had reached this road, his
pursuer was less than thirt( yards behind.
At the end of another half-mile the dis-
tance had been reduced to twenty A



and the professor
of a
when the thief, with a swift

was ten,
to try the eifcet

little later it
had just decided
running shot,
and sudden
Dwarf into the
Crack! The

the Silver
at bay.
and the

movement, tossed
ditch and turned
professor fired,

thief fell forward on his face. Exultingly
Mark Rymer darted towards him; but
even as he did so the cunning rascal—who
had merely been shamming—leaped to his

feet, knocked the revolver from the
]:roi'essor‘s grasp, and seized him by the
throat. -

‘Though taken completely by surprise,
the professor never lost his presence of
mind for a single instant, Quick as
thought he clenched his fists, and dashed

them into nis adversary’s face. " Following
this, he flung his arms round the fellow’s
waist, twined one leg behind his knee, and
exerted all his strength to bring liim down.
For a time his efforts met with no success;
but at last, with a superhuman eliort, he
tripped Ins assailant up, and flung him on
his back.

Nothing daunted, the fellow scrambled
to 'his feet, and rushed at the professor a
second time, A stinging blow between the
eyes only served to add to his fury, and

an instant later the two men were locked
in each other's arms,

In point of physical strength the pro-
fessor was altogether outclassed by his
burly, Dbig-iimbed antagonist. Notwith-
alandmg thh Lhowever, he defended .hini-
self with such frenzied vigour that for
quite two minutes he more than held bhis
own. Breast tc breast, each with Lis arms
around the other’s w.ut they reeled and
staggered across the IlLUIllit road in a
Herce and desperate wrestling bout.

Then the professor’s foot slipped, and in
less time than it takes to tell he was
iying on his back in the middle of the
road, with one of his adversary's Kknees
firmly planted on his chest, and two
brawny hands encircling his throat,

Then the man suddenly raised one

ponderons fist, and dealt Mark Rymer a
violent blow behind the ear that deprived

him of &l consciousness.  Flushed with
triumph, ne then sprang lghtly to his feet
and was greping in the diteh for tho
Silver Dwarf, when he heard the clatter
of horse’s hoofs.

With a gasp of alarm he darted bhack
into the middie of the road, and even as
he did so his eyes fell on the face of
Nelson Lee, who was cantering ‘down the
moonlit road on his way to Iasington
Towers,

For a roment 1the man  seemed
absolutely paralyvsed with terror. In e¢pell-

bound fascination Le gazed at the rapidly-

approaching figure of Nelson Lee, and
then at the senseless form of the man he
had stunned, and then at Nel:on Lee
again,

Suddenly a sharp, short cry of astonish-
ment fell on his - ears, The deteetive had
just caught sight of the motionless form

in the middle of the road, and had given
vent to his surprise,

This broke the spell of the scoundrel's .
stupefaction, and gNWvanised his palsied *
taculties into life.” Like an arrow from a .
bow he darted acrozss the moonlit road,
and vaulted over a low wooden stile. An
imstant later he was raeing across the

flelds with the fleetness of a hunted harce.

“This looks uncommonly like foul play,”
muttered Nelson Lec, as he reined in his
steaming horse beside the prostrate form,
and sprang out of the saddle.

A3 he uttered these words he sank down
on  his knees by the side of the un-
conscious professor, and rolled him over
on his back. _

The cold, clear light of the moon, falling
cn Mark Rymer’s pallid face, told the
detective who he was,

** ireat Scott, it's the profeszor!’” he
gasped. ' Now what, in the name of all
that’s wonderful, is he doing here? What'
has Ii‘ippemdf And who was  his
l]hq‘til]d "t f

He unbuttoned the professor’s
placed one hand over the region
heart, It was heating;
it is true, but otherwise normally
regularly. He examined him  for
but discovered nothing
a swelling behind the
series of livid impressions on

and
his

coat
of

and

left ear,
the throat.

which appeared to he the finger-prints l)f't

a pair of muscular hands.
His exfimination finished,
rose to his feet, mounted the
gazed across the fields,
however,
of sight
““It's a thousand pities 1
a few minutes earlier!”
himseif, ** However, the fellow's gone,
there's an end of him so far as I'm con-
cerned, In the meantime I can hardly
leave the professor here. I must convey
him to some place where they'll look
after him until he comes round, and then
I can ride on to the Towers, and try to
find, out what Lord FEasington meant by
his?reference to the Silver Dwarf.”

Little did he dream that the Silver
Dwarf was lying at that moment less than
fifteen yards from where he stood, i

From hm position on the top of the stxle,
he was abie to sce the red roof of a
small farmhouse, standing back some dis-
tance from the turnpike, at the end of a
short, -tr.u;:11t; cart-road.; He
prnfeuwr in his arms and laid him aecross:
thhe horse's back. Ten minutes later lre
was at the door of the farmhouse.

And evea whilst the detective
knocking at the door, a Falmouth
man. strolling down the road on his “way-
back from the fire, saw the Silver Dwarf,
picked it up, examined it, thrust it under
IES jersey, and calmly walked away with
it! . -

The

stile,

detective’s knock was answered by

somewhat feebly,

injuries |
more serious than 4,
and a @

didn't arrive
he muttered to
and

the detective §.
and-..
By that time,
sfark Rymer’s assailant was out:

raiced the j*

d

wWas.
fisher-



i raw-boned, sleepy-eyed youth of
4lt:,i};t‘1l‘3“
= ('an I sce your father?” asked Nelcon
ee. :
o Naw,” caid the youth. * Hc's gone to
ithie fire  They're all gone but me.”
t The detective, of course, had seen
lred glow in the gky, but had never
pected it with Basington Towers,
- Aud where's the fire, my lad?’
asked
@ At the
¥k Luﬁlng (N9
Lee.
“ Yﬂf'_.‘-.”
Without a word,
{4 he still  unconsecious  professor
horse  and carried him into  the house,
S wlicre he deposited him on a low wooden
sscttle, and covered him with a horse-rug,
“This is Professor Rymer—Lord Easing-
cousin,”  he said, turming to the
{(}mlth who was staring at him in open-
mouthed bewilderment., ‘' He has met with

the
COI-

he

replied the youth,
gasped Nelron

Towers,™’
Towers?"

detective lifted
off the

the

Eﬂ ‘an accident, but isn't sericusly hurt, He'l
*‘« be all rlght in an hour or so; in fact, he’s
~beginning to come round ;1lr“uly When
_he comes round, give him this.’
e thrust one of his cards into the

f' outh's hands, hurried ount, sprang into
f he saddle, and galloped off 1in the
3 d:rm,t}ur ol the Towers.
. As luck wruld have it, the. first man he
““encountered when he rode into the stable-
~ ‘yard was Pollock, the head groom.
§ ' Here, my man, take this horse and
stable him!’ he cried, as he hastily dis-
" mounted.
% Pollock stared at him, with something
:‘z‘{ﬁf resentment in his glance,
b “*And who might you be, pray?’ he
% aaked

was the quiet reply.
Lee, thLe

. " Nelson Lee,"”
i Whav! Nel=on
_gasped the groom,

n}fi

detective?

Lee nodded his head,
" Shortly before your master’'s death,”
he said, ** he instructed me to come to

tlie Towers and toke possession of certain

important documents, He died before he
had time to tell me where 1 should find
the documents: but the last words he
uttered werc: ‘Go to my house. The
Nitver Dwarf.’ ”?

“The Silver Dwarf!” exclaimed the
rroom, ‘' Well, I'm blowed! His lord-
ship’s cousin, Professor Rymer, was here
alhbout an nour and a half ago asking
about the very same thing!™
&' About tlie Silver Dwarf?”
© " Yes. Ie wanted to know if it had

- been saved from the fire.’

o “1f what had been saved?”

t4 ' The Silver Dwarf, of course.”

g.ﬂ “But I don't understand you. What

ds the Silver Dwarf?"

g2 ‘' [t’s a silver statuette,
stwelve inches high, which
N the mantelp:cce in the
Ssupposed te represent a dwarf,
A2t any rate, it was always

about ten or
nsed to stand
library. It's
I believe,
known to

about

RE% OUR DETECTIVE\STORY: SECTION |

m——

evervhody at the Towers as the Silver
Bwarl."

The puzzied look  died out
detective's face. The mystery of the
| Silver  Dwarf was a mystery no longer,
v At last he understood the meaning of Lord

Eaziugton's dying words,

of the

The RSilver Dwarf was evidently hollow,
and within its interior were coneceaied the
proofs of Lord Lasington’s secreb

, marriage !

But where was the Silver Dwarf now?
Had it been destroyed by the flames? Or
had Mark Rymer scenred it?

He put those questions to the wondering
groom,

““Oh, yes, sir it was
fire,”” said Pollock;
professor has got

saved from the
“but  whether the
1t or not I can’t say.
All T know is this: Mr. Rymer asked me
if it was true that me and Trelawney—
that's the under-gardener—had removed
the things from the library. I told him
yes. Then he asked me if we'd removed
the Siiver Dwari, I told him I hadn't
removed if myself, but I rather thought
Trelawney had. He asked where Trelawney
was, and 1 told him he'd been taken to
Falmouth  Hospital, 1 consequence of
having been -ewrely burnt. I don’t know
whether the professor went to the hospital
or not, but I was told by one of the
firemen about three-quarters of an hour
later——  But there’s” the man bimself!
Hi, yvou there! Half a minute!”

“ What is it?"” asked the fireman, who
had at that moment entered the stable-
yvard in zearch of a ladder.

‘“1 want you to tell this gentleman what

yon know about the Silver Dwarf,” said
the groom,

“ Well, it was like this, sir,” said the
fireman **1 was coming along the
carriage-drive, just about midnight, when
I heard a revolver-shot. 1 rushed into

this yard, and was just in time to see a
man jump over that gate with something
bright and silvery in his hand. Mr. Rymer
was running after him, and he shouted to

me at the top ©f his voice: ‘ That man—
stolen the Silver Dwarf! Help we to
capture him!" 1 scrambled over the gate,

and me and Mr. Rymer set out in pursuit.
Before we'd gone very far, however, tha
weight of my accoutrements began $o tell
on me; s0 I had to give up and came
| back here.”

“ But the professor went on?”
“Yes, When last 1 saw him
chasing the thief along that lane

| leads into the turnpike-road.”

he was

which

Almost before the. fireman had finished
|5pe:}king, the deteetive was in the saddle
again,

later he had cleared the five-
across the

A moment
barred gate and was gallopind
moonlit paddock.

“T see it all!’”” he mublered excitedly.
““The professor saw that fellow making off
with the Silver Dwarf. He chased him for

| some distance along the road which leads
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towards Penleven, and at last the fellow
tarned at bay. There was a struggle, and
the professor was stunned. The thief, no
doubt, had dropped the Silver Dwarf in
order to defend himself, and while search-
g for 1t afterwards he saw me coming.
more  than possible that when he
bulted he left t‘ne Silver Dwarf behmd him
on the roadway.”

Fired by this hope, he galloped down
thie narrow lane, round the corner, and
- into the moonlit furnpike. As he neared
the spot where he had picked up the
professor he perceived a man, armed with
a lantern, was groping in the ditch.

At the sound of the horse’s hoofs the
man stepped out into the middle of the
road, and once again the cold light of the
moon fell on the corpselike face of Fro-
fessor Mark Rymer.

“ Well met!” cried the deteetwe as - he
~reined in his horse and sprang 'to  the
ground. * Allow me to congratulate you
on your safe and speedy return to can-
bCl'JUSHESC‘. Gl 1
~ The professor favoured him with an
ugly, vindictive scowl.” He arched his
shoulders —for all the world like a cat
arching her back—and his deep-set eyes
narrowed to the merest slits.

“Why have you come hack?” .
“To help you look for the Silver Dwnrf"‘

‘where the Dwarf lay,

‘touched the horse lightly with the spurs;
and the animal

-mddle and waved his hand in mock fare- b

said the detective cheerfully. The pro-
fessor started. _

'NEXT WEEK’S NUMBER OF
l DETECTIVE STORY SECTION” WILL CONTAIN :—
Another Thriliing Instalment of

THE SILVER DWARF!

in which Professor Mark Rymer dashes off to
Paris in quest of the Silver Dwarf and is followed

LT‘L‘SON LEE in hot pursuit.

by NI

Also, there will be a clever complete

Detective

. GORDON FOX.. .
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‘““ Then you know?"” he hlissed. L?ni

““ Everything,'" said Nelson TLee. * The ;;a
Silver Dwarf is a statuette. 1t is IIDJOW *;g
and inside it are the proofs of youp % 5
cousin’s secret marriage. It was stolen _;_.-
by the man who stunned you. He droppeds
it when you attacked him, and afterwards@s
he ran away, and left it behind him., Yorues
have come back to look for it. Perhap o
you have found it?" o
As he uttered these words he suddenl pie):
darted forward and ran bis hands lightly¥es

down each side of the professor’s body. 7= -j—_-.;-'

“No, you haven't found it!”
qteppmg back just in time to avoid a bln vals
from the enraged professor’s fist.

Leaving the professor standing .
middle «f the road, literally paralm
with rage, he began to explore the dlbch't,
on each side. For a while he sought in <
vain; then his eyes fell on a well- dcﬂnedw
impressioa in the mud. 2

“Too late!"” he murmured. * This ls*
without a doubt, "'r
Somebody must have picked it up whilsg:
the professor was at the farmhouse.” .

He went back
road,

n,,\a

into the middle of the...
and vaulted into the saddle. é

b
O g
—

bounded forward like
stone from a catapult.

At the end of the lane he turned in hig: “35

well. Then he vanished round the corner
and Murk Rymer lost sight of him, P
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CHAPTER 1.

THE MURDER IN THE FIR PLANTATION—MR. KUD-
SON KECEIVES AN UNPLEASANT LETIER.

on Saturday night, and the follow-{

ing day had beea dull and frosty;

but at eight o'clock on Monday
morning, when Gordon Fox strolled out to
{he cobbled yard of the Feathers Inn, smok-
ing his after-breakfast pipe, the sum Wwas
shining from a clondless sky, and there was
every promise of fine autumn weather. The
detective wore thick boots, a knickerbocker
suit, and a deerstalker cap.
brief holiday, taking on2 of his walking
tours, and he had spent Sunday at the little
village of Weybridge, thirty miles down in

,‘1‘\ HERE had been a light fall of snow

Kent.

- Off to-day, sir?” said Toby Rackstraw, the
landlord, who was fondling a couple of black
spaniels.

~¢Yes, very shortly. This i3 a snug little
place you have, and I would like to stop
longer.”’

“That's what all my guests tell me, siy,
and they come back when they can. There’s
young Mr. Oakley Smith, who left last night.
I've known him for a couple of year. [He’'s

‘a bank clerk somewhere in London—Willes-
‘den, it.strikes me—and he don’t get much
. time to—-"

“I thought he was a photographer?”
Gordon Fox broke in absently. :
“ He'’s that, too, sir,” broke in the land-
“ An amateur fortygrapher, he calls
and he often runs down for a

- week-end trying to get pictures of wild birds

on the wing. It's a well-wooded
country hereabouts, and especially the Pal-
Jrave estate, just beyond the village,
*here are no Palgraves left now, and the
estate belongs to Mr. Harry Hudson. Oddly
enough, he was a Weybridge lad who went
out, to Australia thirty years ago, and made
a fortune in sheep-farming,
six months ago, just when Palgrave Hall
was up for sale, and he wought it like a
shot, He has no family, and he must find
it dull living there alone.

since he—*
Tobhy Rackstraw paused abruptly, and the
detective uttered a startled exclamation.

He was on a]

shooting

He came back

The Case of the

£1,000 Film !

The Faventures of
Gorpon Lox, L2ETECTNVE

constable turned into the yard, breathing
hard, and mopping his brow with a handker

- ¢hief,

" for

[
T
|
l
E

But |
r not speak.

t

s

|
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“ What’s
landlord, ‘

“It’s murder, Toby,” was the reply. “A
man killed over in the fir plantation. Mr.
- Hudson’s gamekeeper found him, and sent
¢, and after I'd been I remembered
that Mr. Fox was stopping here. So I
thought 1'd better——”’

“1'lt come with you at once,” interrupted
the detective., ‘Sure the man was mur-
dered ?’?

‘“ Not. a doubt of it, sir.”

The landlord, bheing old and rheumatic,
could not accompany the others. He pro-
mised not to spread the news as yet, and
then Gordon Fox and the constable set off.
The inn was at the end of the village, and
they had not far to go. They hurried across
two fields, through a belt of fairly open
COVeET, and then into a dense, dim planta-
tion, where bushes grew head high amid
the crushed and yellow bracken, and the
spreading boughs of Scotch fir-trees formed
a matted roof, They pushed on for some
distance, guided by voices, and presently
entered a little glade surrounded by tangled
thickets and timher.

,Here were the gamekeeper and Mr. Harry
Hudson, the latter a thick-set, burly man of
fifty, with rugged features and close-cropped
beard and moustache of a reddish hue. And
sprawled on the ground, with his sightless
eyes turned wupward, was a middle-aged,
clean-shaven man, dressed in a suit of
shabby blue serge,

“This {s Mr. Fox, sir,
tective,” said the constable.

The Australian squatter nodded, but did
sordon Fox bent over the body,
and as he examined it a curious expression
played-on his face for an instant.

“ Skull crughed in,”” he said, rising. * The
man was killed by a blow from some blunt
instrument, and he has been dead for many

wrong, DParchett?’’> cried the

the famous de-

{ hours, probably since yesterday afternoon.
, | None of you know him?”’ -

He’s not a bad |
sort, but he’s been kind of putting on airs |

‘*He's- a stranger, sir,” declared the game-
keeper. -

“That’s right,** said Constable Parchett.
i*He don’t belong anywhere near Weybridge.

| Don’t look like a péacher, either.”
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“I hope you will find the murderer,
Fox,” said the owner of Palgrave Hall.

“1t seems a mysterious case,” replied the

detective. “ The ground has been hard since

Saturaay, and there are no footprints. I

wonder if that light fall of snow has all

melted?” _
“1f any is left,

we'll find it over here,”

said the gamekeeper.
He led the way for fifty yards, to the
shadiest part of the plantation, and then

stopped, with a gesture. In a little hollow
was a thin carpeting of snow, and on the
surface of it were the faiut impressions of
heavy, hobnailed boots. A man had crossed
and recrossed, as if going to and from the
'scene of the trngedv The prints were not
fresh, but had evidently been made on the

previom day.

“ That settles it,”” vowed Constable Par-
chett. “Tom Wilgres is the party we.want,
He is the most notorious poacher in the
neighbourhood, and I'll bet his bhoots will fit
these marks. He must have murdered that
poor fellow.”
~ “Mistaking him for me,” put in the game-

keeper. “The two must have met about

twilight.”

Giordon Fox had quickly slipped away. He
returned to the glade, knelt by the corpse,
and picked out of the wound a tiny, round
flake of ivory, white on one side and yellow
on the other. He penetrated the thickets,
in the opposite directicn to Fis companions,
aitd within twenty yards he came to a small
pond girdled by traes and rushes. He gazed
at the still, dark water for a moment. as if
wondering “lmt secrets it might hold, and
then retraced his steps. His keen eyes dis-
covered no snow or footprints, but when he
was within three yards of the glade, among
high and thick bushes, he found a little
cylinder that proved to contain & roll of

hall a dozen unused photographic films.
With a low exclamation, he thrust them
immto his  pocket, and the next instant he

emerged into the open just as the rest of
the party appeared.

**No need for you to look atout, sir.” said
the constable. *“ When we get Tom Wilgres
“c'll have the right man.”

“ Appearances. are certainly against him,”
admitted the detective; and, as he spoke, an
odd smile hovered nbout his lips.

Gordon Fox declined Mr. Hudson's invita-
tion to Iunch, and 1eturned to the inn,
where he learned that young Ouakley Smith
had been absent with his camera most of
the previous day, and had not come back
till after dark. The body of the murdered
man—his pockets contained nothing but
some Treasury notes and silver—was removed
to the Fe nthera, and, meanwhile, Tom
Wilgres had been nrreste(l and locked up.
His boots fitted the prints ir the snow, and
he admitted that he had been in the plan-

late on - Sunday - evening, but he
strenuously asserted his innoecence. '
- The -detective spemt mast of - that after-
noon-in the fir-wood, but without result, and

.going to London.

Mr. | after supper he announced his intention of

Night had fallen when he
started for the station, and as he was wulk.
ing through the village street a man came
out of the post-affice in front of him. The
lizht from the window revealed the featurey
of the Australian squatter. His face was
ghastly white, and in his hand he held a
letter, which he crumpled savagely as he
crossed the road towards the footpath that
led to the Hall.

. ] know what that means,” reflected Gor-
don Fox, who had not been seen himself,
“I am on the right track, though the case
is by no means clear yet. 1 fancy Mr.
Hudson will spend an uncomfortable night,
from the look of terror on his face. As for
that pond, I hope it won't be dragged

during my "'ahsehce.”
The
andd

It was a short walk to the station.
detective jumped into the London train,

was soon being whirled away in the direc.
tion of the metropolis.

—_—

CHAPTER II.

LANDLADY AT HARLINGTON CRESCENT—MR.
OAKLEY SMITH TALKS TOO FREELY.

HE murder had been discovered on
Monday, and the task that Gordon
I Fox had set himself proved less easy
than he anticipated. He was en-
gaged in mdkmg inquiries all day Tuesday,
an:d at nine o'clock that evening he knocked
at the door of a house in Harlington
Crescent, Willesden. A middle-aged woman
appeared, with a shrewish countenancc.
“Yes, Mr. Smith lodges here, she suid,
in answer to a question; ‘““ but he is not in."”
“When is he likely to returnt”
“Ten o’clock is his usual time,

THE

sir.””

“I am a friend of Mr. Smitl's,"
said the detective, “and he promised to
show me some photograpas that he meant

to take down in Kent on Sunday. 1 wgnder
if he took them?”

“I think he did, for when he came home
to lunch on Monday, the day of his return,
he got to work at his fillums, as he cualls?*
them.. He must have been late at the bunk,
for when he had finished lunch he mrnpped
to write a letter——"

“Yes—to me. Did he receive my answer
to-day?”

“A letter eame for him at supper-time,
sir, but he didn't —’ The woman paused,
as if suddenly suspicious.

“ Might I wait in Mr.
he returns?' inquired Gordon Fox,
anxious to make a search.

“ Certainly not!" replied the

Smith's room until
who was

landlady

and, with an indignant exelamation, - the
door was slammed.
The detective turned away, and walked

down the narrow strip of garden to the gate.
He looked up the street, saw two persons
approaching, and recolrmaed one by the light®’
of the lamp-post. D:ut,mg back, he cronched
under a clump of shrubbery, and a moment
later two men stopped at she gate.



] tell you I'm tired of fooling,’ said
one. ‘‘1 want the five pounds you borrowed
from me three months ago.” -

« Jt's a'right, Emerson,” replied the voice
of Oakley Smith, who had evidently been
drinking too much. _

« pon’'t you worry. I'll be rich soon. Yon
know 1 take pictures, eh? Well, 1 have a
flm that’'s going to make my fortune—a fitm
© ghat's worth cne thousand pounds.

{hat, old fellow?"

« What nonsense are you talking, Ockley?*?
< 4« No nonsease, It's frue, b’lieve me,”

« When will you pay?”?

How’s .
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the mystery. He knew now, to a dead cer-
tainty, who had committed the Weybridge
murder.

CHAPTER III. '
THE SURPRISB AT PALGRAVE HALL—THE
SQUATTER'S CONFESSION.

T was an anxious moment for two per-
sons who were hiding near the platform
of Weybridge railway station when the
London train arrived at eight o'clock

on Wednesday night., But nothing had oc-
curred to spoil the programme, for imme-

a .._‘_r /-'
ol

VZithin twenty yards he came to
rushes. He
what secrets it might hold.

a small pond girdled by trees and

gazed at the cstili dark water for a moment, as if wondering

*“ Lesh see. To-mcrrow uight I oo out of
town—"portant busiress. Come to Elue Posl
Thursday night, Emerson, and you'll get
your money.”

“1f I don't, you'll know something. Mind
that.

The speakers separated, and the footsteps
of one died away. Oakley Smith, who was
A young man of perhaps twenty-seven,
elitered the gate and stumbled
- garden path. He ascended the steps,
locked the door, and vanished within the
house. A few second: later Gordon Fox rose
from his hiding-place,

up the |
1n-

He had parily solved |

diately Mr. Oakley Smith stepped from one
of the ecarriages, with his cap pulled aver
his faeec and the collar of his overcoat drawn
up. Little dreamins that he was being
shadowed, he quickly left the station and
walked a little way down the road. Then,
with intent to avoid the village, he climbed
a stile, and strueR across the fields in the
direction eof Palgrave Hall

Gordon Fox and Constable Parchett were
in no particuar hurry, for theirs was the
shorter route. Having watched the young
man c¢ut of sight, they walked slowly
through the village and a quarter of a mile



beyond it, when theys turned into a dark

avenue of limes.
The avenue led to the Hall, and from the

cover of some shrubbery at the edge of {ne

drive the two men saw UOakley Smith ad-
‘mitted to the old Georgian mansion. After’
waiting for five minutes, they crept round
to one side. They noiselessly raised a small
window, climbed through it, and found t.lﬁlem-
selves in the gun-room, as the detective's
pocket electric lamp showed. From this
they reached a lighted passage, and a dozen
steps brought them to what they knew to be
the apartment they were seeking. From
within could be heard faint voices.

“It is locked,” whispered Gordon Fox, as
he scautiously tried the handle.

«“ That's- bad,” breathed the constable.
¢ What is to be done?” .

“Preak in., We must take them by sur-
prise, bhefore they can destroy the evidence.
Ready?”

“Yes, here goes!™

A combined effort, a crash, and the door
flew open, with a shattered lock. The de-
tective and his companion rushed into the
room, which was a small.one, evidently used
as the estate office. From a table in the
middle Mr, Hudson and Oakley Smith sprang
to their feet, white and dazed, and ere they
could recover from their astonishment the
constable levelled a revolver at them.

“Don't stir,” he threatened, “or Il
shoot !
It was a dramati¢ scene. A couple of

servants, drawn by Lhe noise, were standing
outside the door in fright and curiosity.
The young man 2tood still, trembling
violently. The Australian squatter uttered
a groan and reeled backward, dropping into
a chair.

“Pon't make any disturbance,’” Gordon
Wox said quietly. “You know why we are
here.” i

He stepped fo the table, on which lay a
heap of coins and notes, a photographic film,
and a finished picture mounted on a card.
He picked up the latter and held it to the
light, staring at it with fascinated eyes.

He saw a scene that the eamera had por-
trayed to the life—the little glade in the Nr
plantation, the crushed bracken, the huddied

form of the murdered man; and stooping
over him, with shocked 2nd distressed
features, with a walfing-stick eclenched in

one haud, was the owner of Palgrave Hall.

The detective put photograph and film in
Lis pocket.

“Mr. Hudson,” he said, “I must arrest |

you on a charge of murder, and any state-
ment you may make may be used in evidence
against yeu.”

The wretched man lifted his head, sat
higher in the chair.
“T must speak.” he said huskily, “ 1t was

not murder. I struck in self-defence. I
will tell you all—it is not a It ng story. Five

Years ago the dead maun—his name was John

Raker—was my manager out in Queensland.
He was o widower, and his son was a clerk
down at Sydney. The boy got into trouble —
cmbezzled some money from his employers
to cover losses on betting at races. Two
hundred pounds would have saved him, ang
Buker asked me to lend him that sum, pro.
mising to work it out. I was hard-hearted,
and 1 refused. Several days
broke into my house at night and stole a
bag of gold from my desk. 1 caught him,

He was tried, convicted, and sentenced to a’

term of penal servitude. Meanwhile, to save
arrest, the son had shot himself. i

““The years rolled on, and six months ago
I came home to my native village, a rich
man, and bought the Palgrave estate. Last
Sunday afternoon, as I was walking in the
fir plantation, I met John Baker. He told
me that he had been released from prison,
and that he had traced m2 to England to
have his revenge. He drew a revelver from
his "pocket, and, before he could shoot, to
save my life, I struck Lim with an ivory-
headed stick I was earrying. He fell,
dropped dead, and for a long time—it may
have heen half an hour I crouched over
him, dazed with horror. Then I threw the
stick and the revolver into a pond near by,
and crept home in the twilight.

“That is the honest truth, Mr. Fox. I

wanted to confess, but I was afraid to: and,

meanvhile, on Monday night, T received a
letter from this young man. He told me

of the photograph he had taken, and offered

to sell me the film for a thousand pounds,
with the understanding that he would swear
never to——"

“It was an aeccident,” broke in Ouakley
Smith sullenly. ““You ean't blame me for
yielding to the temptation. | was in the
fir-wood on Sunday, trying to zet a snapshot
at a flying pheasant, and as 1 was pushing
through the thickets, holding my arms high,
the branch of a tree caught the camera, and
it went off with a click. Later I took a
couple of snap-zshots, and when I went back
to London and developed the films, 1 found
the one you have there. At noon on Monday
I saw the murder mentioned in a newspaper,

‘and, knowing what a chance I had of mak-
ing a pile of money—I knew Mr. Hudson by

sight—I wrote to him at once.”
““You are a scoundrel and a blackmailer,”

said Gordon Tox, ‘““and, to my mind, your

crime is the worse. And now 1 must
trouble you both to come with me.”

r L] L ] ] L - L)

Oakley Smith went to Wormwood Secrubbs
for three months, which was getting off
lightly; and Mr. Hudson, whose story was
believed by the jury, was convicted of man-
slaughter, anl sent to prison for a year.
After his release he sold Palgrave Hall, com-
pensated Tom Wilgres for what he had suf-
fered, and then went back to Australia to

end his days.
THE END.

later Baker

.



(Continued from page 14)

had done it. According to all that Mrs.
1fuwell had said, life for him was only going
on for a brief period.

His blitheness vanished, and as he stood
 gtaring out of the caravan window it seemed
him that the sun went in. The whole
g ‘Jandscape became dark and dreary. A cold
" plast seemed to whizz through the caravau.
T @adzooks!”  he  breathed.
- n!u

gﬂﬁt%hnt.’s the matter, old
" PBrent, coming into the caravan
* moment. ‘“Cheer up! ‘Glorious morning
“.and 1 think Nipper's fixing up a crmkef
match for this evening. Those Grammar
gchool chaps, you know——"

o Kindly refrain from mentioning them,”
cpid Archie eoldly. I have nothing against
the dear chappies personally, but they were
{he cause of my present misery. [ mean to

son?? asked
at that

£

=1

say, even if a cove is going to pass into |

another world shortly, he doesn’'t like to
know about it in advance!”

Alf Brent roared.

“ You—yon giddy ass!”?  he
« Fancy believing that twaddle!”’

Alf Brent and Avchi: had always been firm
chums, and were just as pally as ever.
“Archie shook his head sadly, greatly shocked
that his chum could descend to euch levity.

““Cheer up, Archie!” griuned  Brent.
«You'll live to be eighty yet! Oh, by the
way, I’ve got something for you.”

-
chuckled.

“ Something for me?” repeated Archie in- )

diiferently. _
“Yes—a letter,” said
by this morning's post.”

Brent, It ¢came

He held out the letter, and Archie stared

at it with a Kind of fascinated horror,

—— f—

CHAPTER VII.
THE MYSTERY OF DEAD MAN'S CAVBE,

: u AKE it, you ass!”
5 suid  Brent. My
> hat ! What’s the
3 matter? Don’'t look
E at the thing as thengh it
. were a giddy rattlesnake, 1t
€. _ won't bite you!?’
Q Archie gave a gulp.
o “That—that letter came for me?” he]
= breathed faintly. .
" “Yes—this morning "

*“Are you sure??”?

“Of course, I'm sure, you dufler,”” said

Brent. “1t's addressed to you, and it was
posted in Swansea last night., ['m not in-
nuisitive, but I'm just woadering who tlie
dickens could have written it.”?

Archie took the letter in @ kind of trance.
He turned it over and over in his fingers,

_and feared to open it.

The whole thing was becoming a night-
mare.. First, the news of the death—then
the fighting—and now this letter! Every one
of  Mrs. Howell's
true. It was getting beyond belief,

“1'd  for-}

prophecies were coming.

But there it was—that mysterious letter
that he had to heed!

“ I'm. frightfully sorry, old bean, but I
trust you won’t be offended,” said Archie
awkwardly. “F mean fo say, I'm not a
secretive fmunder, or anything like that——-"

‘““ All' right, Archie—I understand,” said
Alf, moving away. ‘““A nod's as good as a
wink to a blind horse.”

He passed out of the caravan, and Archie
b sat down heavily. In fact, Le sat down far
L more heavily than he had intended. In his
preoccupation he believed that there was a
chair immediately Uehind him, and there
wasn’t.

He landed on the floor with a crash that
'*shonh every bene in his body.

And that shock tended to soher him some-
what. He picked himself vp, groaning, and
Hopped back on to his bed. All the other
fetlows were up and dressed. Archie had
the caravan tao himself,

Breakfast, in fact, was just upcn ready,
but Archie had been allowed to slumber on.
He braced himself up, squared his shoulders,
| and tore the flap of the envelope open. He
extracted a plain sheet of uctepuper.

Atthough fearing to read what, the mes-
}sage way, he gazed fixedly at the notepaper.
And it wasn’t so ferrible, after all, Yor
this is what he read:

‘“ Dear Master Archibald,- Excuse me
writing, sir, but it is very important %
should see you. I ecannct come in the

ordinary way, for reasons [ will explain.
But I must meet you to-morrow. 8o
please be dowrgin Dead Man's Cave, just
' near the Mumbles, at four-thirty in the
afternoon. [ will be there waiting for you,
b and will tel! you why ] have written in
this way. The matter is very, very im-
portant.—Your cobedient servant,

‘ “ PHIPPS.Y

Aychle gazed at the letter wcenderingly.

“Phipps!”? he breathed. * Well, so0
speak, ['m dashed.? -

He was aware of a bhig feeling of relief.
He had expected something far worse than
this. After the things that his imagination
 had been bhusy with, it seemed ridiculous
ihat he should be worrying over a message
from his own valet.

Phipps—good old Phipps. Archie had not
| been able to bring the man on this tour,
much to his regret. And, for some reason,
Phipps found it necessary to meet Archie in
dead sceret,

The elegant junior ecarefully felded the
letter up, and resolved. that he would be in
Dead Man’s Cave—wherever that might be —
that afternoon at the appein‘ed hour. And.
u]f conrse, he would say ncthing to anybody
else,

Archie, really, felt greatly hucked. The
_prospect of meeting Phipps was cne that
filled him with pleasure. Phipps would be
able to advise him. Phipps, in fact, wguld

to




b2 ohle to drive the clouds away. Phipps
was like that.

‘“1 mean to say, when I talk to the laddie
face to face, he will proceed to reel forth
yvards of the good old comfort,” Archie told
bimself.  “ Phipps i3 one of those brainy
coves who can do anything. I must admit
that I'm feeling absolutely priceless.”

And he dressed, and szallied out to break-
fast with almost all of his us.al good spirits,
Nobody noticed that he was abstracted, and
by this time practically all the juniors had
forgotten about the soothsayer.

But Archie was very preoccupied during
morining lessons, and more than once Nelson
Lee had to bring him sharply to attentioi.
However, lte got through the day fairly well,
ﬂ;ll‘d as soon as school was dismissed, he was
ofl,

It was now four o'clock.

And he had to meet Phipps at four-thirty.
So far he had made no inquiries concerning
Dead Man's Cave. He felt that it would be
{rmdvisubl{- to cuestion any cf the other fel-
OWS,

So he sallicd out on his own, thankful
that he had escaped without being ques-
tioned. He decided that it would be a zood
idea for him to walk down to Langley Bay,
and then climb over the rugged rocks at the
foot of the cliffs, and proceed towards the
Mumbles in that way. .

Down on the beach he met a couple of
native youngsters who had been paddling.

“Just a moment, dear old frnits!” he =aid
gracefully, * Pescibly vou will he able to
direct me to a spot known as Dead Man's
Cave?” ~

“Never heard of it!" said cne of the boys.

¢ But. dash it, it's somewhere near the
Mumblies!”

““Never heard of it!”
youngster stolidly. _

And Archie could get no'hing further from
him. He was puzzled, and not a little wor-
ried.  He particularly wanted to find where
this cave was-—otherwise it would not bhe
very easy for him to keep the appointment.

He wuas proceeding to climb over some of
the rocks when he observed that another
youngster was near by. He wounld try again.
This youngster was even smaller than the
others, and appeared to have been shrimp-
ing. He was whistling cheerfully and de-
cidedly out of tune.

“Looking for something, mister?” he
asked, as he gazéd at Archie.

‘“ As a matter of fact, I'm trying to find
Dead Man's Cave,”” said Archie.

repeated the

““ Dead Man's Cave?” repeated the boy.
“Why, look you, that is just along the

beach. I have been in Dead Man’s Cave
once before already !’ |

Archie seized a shilling in his pocket, and
held it ready. ,

“What-ho!” he said. “ Kindly proceed
with the directions, old lad!”

The youngster pointed.

¢ See that queer-shaped rock?’ he

¢That one that looks like an arch?

said.
Dead
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Man’s Cave is cxactly opposite, look you,
You can’t mistake it, because the entrancae
is like a docrway, going to a point at the
top.”

Good man!” faid Archie, “ Kindly allow
me to hand a@ross a small token of 1wy re.
gard. In other words, baksheesh!”’

The shilling changed hands, and
went on his way, rejoicina,

Under any other circumstances, he would
have been greatly interested in the beach, .
The rocks were exceedingly quaint, and some '
of the formations were really extraordinary.

On his left, as he walked, the cliffs rose up
at all angles—rugged picturesque, and beau-
tiful. And the beach itself was strewn with
all kinds of big rocks, with the sea splashing
vigorously and musically further away.

But Archie saw nothing of this,

His whnole attention was on Dead Man's

Archie 5

Cave. At length he arrived, and found the
place to be exactly as the boy had '
seribed.  Arriving at the cave entrance, he

plunged in—noting that the time was just
after four-thirty.

““ What-ho, within!”? sang out Archie,
“TPhipps, old lad, Kkindly emerge from the
shadows, and greet the young master! I am
here! I mean to say, Archie has arrived!
Come forth, c¢ld tomato!”

The only reply was his own echo.

The cave went in deeply, and all was
black beyvond., At least, it was black at
first. DBut Archie’s eyes soon becam: accus-
tomed to the gloom, and he began to see
the shape of the cave in a dim, uncertain
kind of way.

" The floor was sandy, without any trace of
senweed. And the rocksides, although
rugged, were clear to him now,

“Phipps!” he bleated. 1 say, Phipps,
old lad!"

But Archie’s voice was like that of a lost

lamb.

““ Dash it!” he went on feebly. ¢ Thjs,
don’t you know, is getting more frightful
evervy moment! Where, Phipps, are you?
Den't keep so bally silent! The young

master is longing to hear your voice!”

But it seemed that the young master
would have to long.

For no soothing voice came out of the
cave. Then Archie, as he looked round,
gave a start.
the side of the cave.
marks there.

He turned to them eagerly, and {eound
that these chalk marks were writing. And
he read the words with strange misgiving.
There, in plain lettering, were the words:

Tuere were chalk

““Could not stay. Danger.—Puires.”

“(Great Scott, and what not!” breathed
Archie, “1'm dashed if I know what to do.
I'm dashed if I know——"

He came to an abrupt heard
jumping into his mouth.

His eyes, now thoroughly accustomed to
the gloom, were capable of seeing all sorts

halt, his

He kad noficed something on
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'- was right—he bad made no mistake.
_‘thing was the hand of a human skeleton.

~yust a hand,

+hines that had been previously invisible.
?{Et’::‘(l):llﬁl see something sticking out of the
and, just a little way further up towards
;ile end of the cave. And Archie gazed at
it. horrified. '

‘For it was the hand of a skeleton!

«This—this is frightfully frightful!?”> he
hreathed.
~. But he
approached the fearsome

braced himself up grimly, and
object. es—he
The

sticking up out of the sand!
The whole thing was uncanny, and unac-
countable.

He remembered the name of the cave, and
this was no comfort to tim. Gingerly he
bent down and grasped that horiid relic. It
came away, much to his relief, proving to
he a hand and nothing else.

There was a string attached to it, and
when he pulled at this stiing, it withstood
his efforts. There was something buried in
the sand! And Le now saw, with even
greater re¢lief, that the skeleton hand was
merely an anatomicat specimen. It was
mounted, and very similar to two or three
that were in the S8St. Frank’s museum—or
the museum of any other Lig school.

Obvioasly, this skeleton hand could
have heen left there by accident. The cave
was- visited by all sorts of people durnng
the course of the summer, and it was only
safe to assume that many holiday-makers
had-already penetrated ils depths.

‘¢ Pash it all!”? breathed Archie. *“ What
am 1 to do? Phipps--where is Phipps? 1
wonder why the dear laddie was compelled to
trickle away so hastily? There is something
Nishy about this.”

And, having come to that conclusion,
Archie gave his full attention to the string
which was attached to the skeleton hand.
He tugged at it with considerable force, but
could not pull it out of the tightly packed
sand.

So he commenced digging with his hands,
and after a while had succeeded in excavat-
ing to a fairly dcep extent. He had made
a big hole in the floor of the cave, and he
was concerned about the state of his fingers,

And then, just as he was deciding that the

not

~game wasn't worth the candle, he felt some-

thing solid. Again he pulled on the string,
and this time he was successful in freeing a
small, square object.

It came away from the sand, and lay
thiere, revealed as a metal box, The lid
wag tightly closed down, and the whole thing
was bound up with cord. Archie didn't
waste any time. :

He was growing tired of these iysteries.
59 he pulled out his pocket-knife, slashed
through the eord, and opened the lid of the
hox. He stared into the opened cavity, and
gave a httle gasp. X

“I mean to say,” Le murmured dazedly.
‘““ Doubloons, and what not! Pirates’ hoard,
and the good old pieces of eight. This, I

I

imagine, is what the chappies in Treasure
Island were after!™
For the box contaized hundreds of glitters
lng gold eoins!
They gleamed,

even in the gloom of that
Taking oue of them out of the
box. Archie could see that the design upon
1t was unfamiliar. They were not British
coing, bhut Spanish, by the look c¢f them.

By now Archie wag feeling somewhat weak.
All these surprises, one after the other, were
rather too much for him. For the life of
him he ecouldn’t uunderscand why this box
had been left here,

And how was Phipps connceted with it?

When would Phipps come back? What
should he do with the box of gold and the
skeleton hand? Was it his duty to inform
the police?

After due econsideration, he decided that
it would be far hetter for him to keep his
own counsel for the time being. He would
wait a hit and see how things developed.

And it oceurred to him that he would he
conspieuous if e went marching down the
heach, carrying a skeleton hand and a jing-
ling box. But he didn’t quite like the idea
of leaving the zold there,

After due thought, he decided to bury
the hand in the sand again, and he would
carry the box. If be was careful it wouldn't
pingle, and nobody would be suspicious.

S0 he carried out this programme.

But he was more astonished than ever,
and inclinedd to be despondent. Once again
Mrs, Howell had proved that she had been
able to see elearly into the future. And
the next item on the !list was for Archie to
make his wiil,

cavern,

That was rather a job for the genial
Archie,
The interest he might have felt in the

treasure was now only Inkewarin. He didn't
even tell anybody about it. When he arrived
back at the canip he found that most of
the fellows were «ver at the Grammar
School, where a cricket match was in pro-
gress, !

The Remove Eleven, in fact. were playing
the Welsh boys. And it may be as well to
state that the mateh was a huge success.:
Evan Llewellyn and his chums gave us a
great game. And we only won through sheer
effort. The Welsh hoys were quite hot stuff.

Archie didn't wait for the crickefers to
come home, in the dusk of the long June
evening. Ibpstead, he went straight to bed,
and soon fell asleep. He was firmly con-
vinced that his future lad heen {oretold,
alml that it held nothing but disaster for
him,

When he awoke In the imorning he found
that he was one of the first. It was earlier
than the usual hour for rising, and all the
other fellows in the caravan were still in
bed.

But Archie couldn't sleep.

It was a fine, clear morning, and the air -
waa invigorating., It was just before seven
a'clock, and Arvehie felt that he couldn’t lie

]
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in bed any longer. He felt stuliy.
while he was dressing -he glanced at himself
anxiously once -:‘:r_t.v.lc in the mirror.

He came to the couclusion that he was
looking aomewhat, awful. His face had an
wonusual fush, and it zeemed to him that bis
eyes were ummturull}. bright. He wanted to

get into the fresh air.

By the time be was outside most of the
other juniors were dressing. And Archie
ame foace to face witly Handforth as the

caravar,
Edward Oswald,
this morning, an't you?
matter with you !ately?
All you can do is to moon about, looking
as thonch vou're going to a funerat!"

Archie smiled wanly.

“ Absolutely,” he agreed. 1 have an
idca, dear old lad, that [ shall go to =«
funeral, In fact, [ shall the most im-
portant itera on the programme, and T shall
occupy the leading carringe!l”

- Jlandforth stared.

“Eh?? he said blankly.

lutter was

¢ fallo,
“ip pretty early
What's been the

leaving his own
Archie,” said

L]
L

¢ Absolutely.” said Archie sadly.

Handforts recarded Lhe elegant junior
critiealiy. -
“Well,” you cuzht to know best!”” Le ob-

gerved. ““ And now that T come to look at
vou sdquarely. I must admit you seent a bit
arogay, ‘Those  bricht spots in jyour cheeks

You're in for a fever!”

¢ Fover!" sajd Archie, with a violent start.

«“0f course!” said Handforth. “You'd
better be careful—it might turn to pnen-
monia or housemaid’'s knee., or something!"

“ Really?” said Archie, listlessly. ¢ That's
frichtfully interesting. 1 didn't know that
a chappie actually could get housemaid's
knee, old Iad. But we’ll et it pass. As
you say, I've zat the fever!™

Archie wandered on, with a dull expression

his eyes. As a matter of fact, he wasn't
suffering from fever at all, or anytning like
1ib. It was imoagination more than anything
else, and iinagination can go a long way.
But he was convinced, and he ‘clt that his
Inst hours were near at hand.

ain’t healthy!

CHAPIER VIII.
MAKING HIS winn!

- y (« NYTIHING wrong,
Archi2?”

s Questions of this

" kind were getting

quite common lately, uand

l : Archie scarcely turned as

i Regaie Pitt made the inquiry,

¢ What's the nmtu-er old man?"” went on
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“ You—you mean |

i =y,

Archie
looking

. On

the
2o miserable about »»

Fitt, slappinga
“What are yon
Archie sighed.
“The fact is,

"‘thr}l]] Ifhr

Pitt, old seout, the end

|1
drawing near!” he said. “But no mabter.
I am resigved. I am ready!”
“ Ready?" repeated Pitt. “Resianedo
What for?” | ]

“The end!"
“Whait. end, you
“Dear old boy,

dummy 2"

as the happy bunting-ground," gaid Archia,
“1 don’t know Ahat 1 ghall
any huantiag: but there you are
I sinczrely trust that vou will
spending auy of your good money on flowers."
Pitt grinned. |
“What's the joko?" he asked cheerfully,
“ What's the idea ol tryine to kid me?”*®
“Dash it all!™ protested Archie. I mean
to say, I onght to know whether I'm going
to die or not! Can't you see the fever spots?
Didn’t the old scothsayver declare th vt when
I became feverish it would be time for me to
make my wili?"
“My dear chap,
notice of that—-—""
“But everything elie has
“How do you mean?”
Archie explained ‘lh(nlt fhe varions prootia.
cies, and Pitt iistened ith great interest
And when Archie had ninne he pursed {ns
lips, and nodded. Pitt was by no means coi-
vinced,
‘There's something rummy about thig,”
declared, It deserves some attencion.”
‘“ Absolutely,” agreed Archie.” “1 mean ta
certaindy not!  Tt's all obvious, anid
there’s nrothing more to ULe said. This ia
where | leave you, laddie. I don't suppoae
I shall Iazt out to-day!”
Archie vent towards the caravan whiech Le
shared, and iay himsell down in the gruas

you mustn't teme any

come true!’

fie

near hy, 1t was very comforsable there, fur
the morninz =ua was warm and cheerial,
And Archie zimply allowed himself to relax.

Jupiors crowded round nim,
with questions.

“ Kindly refrain
onions ! said Archie,
it, bui the old strength is ebling.”

“ Ehbing!” ‘ -

“ Absolntely,” said  Archie, “I'mm frigh*-
fullys sorry, and all that, but I'm dashed if
[ ean understand what all the fuss i1s about.
Pleaze allow me to die in poace! You miglt
as well be sporty!” |

“The fathead’s gone dotty!™

“ Absolutely off his nut!”

“Clean loony!"”

Handforth pushed through the erowd.

““Leave him to me!" he eaid. ¢ Look
here, Archie, you're a donble-harrelled fat-
head! Not long ago you were taiking to me
about pegging-out: and that' § all  rot!
Yqu're just as liealthy as I am. . @

Archie shook his head, and smiled.

“You don't seem to understand, old dar-

and plied Limn

ol
heiiove

from GLotherina me,
“You may nes

I ¢hould soon he passing
into the land that the Red lndians descrihe |

absolutely da 2
[ shail an
refrain fron*
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lie said softly.

]i“ﬁin

o You see, this isn’t

control 0Vver,
1 do, it
iahe any
I've just

let  things
their owll

_-any
W hatever
\\.‘qllit
diference.
got to
Stake
course.

«you rveally think
you're pegging out?”
-1 asked wonderingly.

« Absoluntely!”’

¢ But, my dear chap,
you'd better see a
“doctor——"

«“That will he use-
Jezs,”’ interrupted
Archie. Ol nean,
didu't  the old lady
sy that doctors
would be no good?
The only thing to do
is 10 make my will—-
tiadzooks! I'd nearly
[orcotten it!”

He started
alarmed.

* Kindly «ash about
and zet e some paper
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and a pen!"  he
pleaded, " I've zot
all =orts  of Z
and I want to dis-
tribute them fairly,
A chappie can't very
well pass out of this

world without leaving dazedly.

a will hehind him!"”

‘* Doubloons and what net!
and Lhe good old pieces of eight ! "’

Archie opened the lid of the bcx and stared into the |
cavity. He gave a gasp. '* | mean {o say,’”” he murmured

Pirates’ hoard,

Archie was &0
serious about it all that we ceazed to smile.
He really seemed to take it for granted that
he was going. %
“You ass!” I =aid. “You don't really
believe all that pifle?”
“1 do!”
‘“Then you
Handforth.

“That is to say, 1 helieve everything that
Mrs. Howell told me,” proceeded Archie.
"*You see, it's all eoming true—ahsolutely!
Every dashed thing! I shall leave my gold
wateh to Alf. I've got some pound notes in
1wy pocket, too. I think you'd better share
them, you know!” '

“Oh, well, if 1t's a question of divvying-up
your personal property, we'd better have it
all eut and dried!” said Handforth, ““We
don’t want any tighting about it after yon've
gone! Here you are; here’s my pocket-
book. And a pencil, too. Grab hold of 'em,
and get husy!”

Archie proceeded to
And ‘we all stood looking on, inwardly
amused, but outwardly astonished that he
should have taken the thing s0 much to
heart,

Auod he wouldn't be convinced,

admit it's piffle?” demanded

write out hLis will.

No matter what we said,* no matter how
we talked to him, he still remained of the
tixed opinion that his ¢nd was drawing near.

“There’s the box of gold, of course,” he
said thoughtfully. **'I'm dashed if I know
who to will that to! I suppose the Govern-
iient will want some of it, as it was treasure
treve,  It’s  frightfully unfair that the
Government should pinch any of it at all;
but Governments, somehaw, have a fearfully
taking way about them! They take every-
thing they can lay their bally Prands on!”

““What are you talking abont?” asked
Pitt. ““What box of gold?"”

“The one I found in Dead Man’s Cave.”

“ Dead Man’s Cave?”

“ Absolutely!”

Handforth touched his hecad significantly.

““ He's wandering!” he said, with a shrug
of his shoulders. *Poor ¢hap, I think we'd
better cet some flowers ready, after all,
When a chap starts to wander, it's about
time to give up hope!'”

“Look here, we've 2ot to
further into this,”” I said grimly.
isn't wandering. What about this
cold? Where is it?”

“In my locker, dear cld lad.”

inquire a bit
‘“ Archie
hox of
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I asked.
you found this box
of gold in Dead Man's Cave? Let’s have the

facts.”
In a dreamy volce,

will you?"

“ Feteh it,
“ Now, Archle, you 8say

Reggie,

Archie told us all about
it.

¢“Let's have &ll the details,” I said.
“To begin with, you haven't explained why
you went {o this old witch, as you eall her.
You've simply told us that youa paid a visit
to her. How did you know where she
lived?”

““Thuse Grammar School
ne,” said Archie feebly.

“What!” I yelled.

chapples took

“Absnlutel}"' replied Archie. ¢ They in-
troduced me——"

““They introduced you!" I roared. “You
-=3you dummy! You—you silly uss! You've
:reeft’ letting those Welsh chaps pull jour
54 & :

Archie gazed at me dazedly. And just

then Pitt came up with the box of cold.
He grinned hugely as he allowed some of
the coins to trickle through his fingers.
They fell back into the box with a metallic
clang.
‘ Counters!” he ramarked. ¢ Solid brass,
and worth abeut ten a venny!"
CHAPTER IX,
GETTING AT THE FACIS!

¢ RASS!" repeated

B Archie, in a faint
yoice.

“0Of course they

are!” said Pitt. ‘‘Fancy you
believing that this stuff was
gold! And where the dickens
did you find it?"”

Archie sat up, recovering rapidly.

““ Why, in the cave!” he said. “The letter
from Phipps——"’

“What letter?”

‘““The one I got this morning!"”

‘“ But you haven't told us an)thlug about
that yet."

‘“ As a matter of fact, old dear, I didn't
think it was of any particular concern to
you,"” said Archie. ¢ However, you might as
well read it. It's from Phipps. It isn't
much like hig writing; wvub perhaps he was
feeling bad at the time!”

_tWe took the letter from him and examined
it.

“You dummy!"” I s=aid. ““This isn't from
Fhipps at all: it was written by Llewellyn,
1 expect. It’s all a fake! Jt's all a
practical joke, just to spoof you! They
thought you looked easy, I expect, and they
were pretty well right!”

“ Gadzooks!"

Archie stared at us blankly.

*‘ Thei—then +about the
coming true——?* he bhegan.

“ All prepared,’” 1 said grimiy.

‘¢ Prepared?”’

“0Of course,” I said.
chaps primed. up the old girl in adv ance ;
they told her exactly what wag required—

other things

1

e -;urmose these |
‘;grew grim.
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te say lb " 1 replied.
big |’

‘The whole thing's
air Y

— e an ate

““But they went into the cottange with
me,"”’ declared Archie.

*“Very likely--but they've gol plenty of
chums,” I pointed ont. “‘Some of the other
chaps went on in advance, 1 expect. Any-
how, we'll find out the full truth as soon
as we see Lhe rotters.”

‘“ Rather " E

“We’'ll teach them not to
Frauk's chap!”

““The nerve!”?

“We'll jolly well’ put the bounders in their
richt place!”’

llaudmrlh looked round grimly.

“Who's* with me?” he asked. I vote
we go straight away to the Grammar School
and. get bua}'! We'll slaughter the whele
crowd, and then——"

“We won't do anything of the sort,” ¥
interrupted. ¢‘There'll be plenty of time to
deal with the chaps to-night. And that'll
give us an opportunity to think out soine-
thing fitting. Any ordinary scrap won't be
sufficient. We'll try and make the punish-
meitit fit the crime!"

““ Rather!”

“That's a good :dea!'”

“In the meantime, we'll go on just as it
nothing had  happeuved,” I continued.
‘“ Archie had better remain in his caravan
as much as possible, and if any of us sce
the Grammar School chaps, we'll hint that
Archie is feeling a bit unwell—we’'ll make
them believe that their scheme has worked.”

“But 1 don't see the object of it yet,”
said Tommy Watson,

““ Neither do I—but we'll make them give
an explanation,” 1 declared. ¢ Anyhow, you
can be quite sure that this stain is going
to be wiped out. We're not going to have
a Grammar School crowd having the laugh
over us.”

“Not iikely!"

“We’'ll show them what's what!”

‘““We'll have our revenge, too.”

Archie looked round at the excited ]lll‘llf}rﬂ.

| and adjusted his monoclie.

“Kindly come to me with large {hunks
ofﬁassistunce,” he exclaimed. “1 mean Lo
say, I want you to rally round vigorously.
If this is all spoof, how do you account for
the lorry chappie saying that his uncle had
died?”

I laughed.

““1 expect Llewellyn stopped the lt:nrr:,r on’

and tipped the chap half-a-crown
“ Nothing easier.”

the road,

““And the fighting in the Rhondda
Valley?”?
““ Easier still,” I replied. ¢ These Welsh

chaps know all about that trouble, and it

.wasn't much of a long shot to guess that

some fighting would soon take place. The
prophecy about the letter came right bemusa
they sent it themselves.
evaporated into thin
Archie gazed - at me, and his expression

“ But this is frightful!” he declared,

spoof a St.

So there you are!’

PR T L T
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find that box of gold, and weuld come dasii-
* jng up to the camp, .
“he had found some buried treasure.
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deceit, don't you know!

I'm begin-
regard these Grammar School
nothing better than a bally bed
I mean to say, a patceh

nﬂuch
ping o ;

AppICS as
g!;:!st.liuging nettles!

{ grmied, _ .

wOf course, that’s your point of view,” |
1 chuckled. ¢ But, if we care to admit the
gruth, it was a pretty good joke. S:;mehov{:
it misfired—and we can eastly guess how.

¢ How??? asked Watson bluntly.

« Why, they reckoned that Archic would

!

E

spreading the yarn that |
| And
look how foclish we should have appeared
when the truth came out—providing we ail
went into hysterics over the marvellous find. |
Even the papers would have got hold of the
yarn, and we should have had to sing small,
and the Grammar School chaps would have |
been top dogs.”

“ My hat!’” said Pitt.
right. It was all a wheeze to spoof the |
lot of us—through Archie: Thank goodness
Archie had enough seuse tg keep quiet. And |
pow we've got to think about our revenge.”’ |

“Yes.”” 1 agreed. * It so happens that
the Grammarians are coming ‘to tea this |
evening—just Llewellyn and his own chums,
They're the fellows who instigated this
plot. aud we'll put them through it.”

“We can't very well touch them while
tliey’re our guests,” said Pitt doubtfully.

“aCan't we?” snorted Handforth. '

““ No, we ran't,” I said. ‘“But there’ll be
plenty of time afterwards. Leave it to me,
you chaps—I shan't let you down.”

Everybody was satisfied except Hand-
forth—who had a great idea to dash off ]
to the Graimmar School on his own. In fact,

]

he almost made up his mind on this point. | P

It, was only Church and McClure who brought
him to his senses. |

“Why cau't 1?7

“Because you'd be slaughtered—that's
why,” <aid Church. < If you went there og
your own, you'd stand no chance at all. |
Those Welsh chaps would pile on you, and |
you'd be finished.” S

'L took a long time before Handforth saw o
reazon, and only Church and McClure kuew |

how difficult their task had been. ;
Evan Llewellyn and his chums turned up:
in the alternoon, as previously arranged.
They had eome to tea, and they were given

“You're just abont {

| behind.

t don't mean the whole Remove.
{ forth and Co., and Pitt and Grey and De

| | =
“You can't do it, you ass!” said Church. { E=

i Llewellyn and his

P B cliche

LEE

‘“Special??” I repeated, kuowing that he
was fishing.

"“Yes, look you,’” replied Evan. ““Any
cxcitementy??
| ‘““We've been as quiet as bees in clover,”
I replied. “ Why?”

‘*Oh, nothing.”
. Llcwellyn dropped the subject, realising

that he was getting no satisfaction. And
then I made a suggestion to hin.

“We've got the evening before us,” 1
said. *“What about going on a little ex-
ploration trip on the rocks near 'the
Mumbles? You fellows know it better than
we do, and you caun show us all the in-
teresting spots.?’

* Indeed to goodness, that is a good idea,”
said the Welsh boy. *‘Yes, yes, we will go.
My chums will be only too pleased, what-
ever.?

“ All right—that's fixed!”’

And soon afterwards, the others being
agreeable, we started out on the trip.
Archie was the ouly fellow who remained
He eomplained of feeling rather
fagged, and decided to sneak forty of Lhe
best.

Quite a good number of us went—for when
[ I eay that we all went except Archie, I
Only Hand-

Valerie and our own crowd.
But we were in sufficient foree to deal
 effectively with the six Grammarians,
Littié did they imagine what was in store
for them! ;

A

a big welcome. TI'or this occasion we were
Eav;ng a special kind of feed incide the
ent.
~ And the Welsh bhoys enjoyed themselves
Imnvensely,

There were only six of them, for we had

we shall  be

CHAPTER X.
very picturesque, with
and with  many holiday
in a part of the rocks where there was ro
- tremely interested in thlie scenery. And it
had alt paused to take a rest on the grassy
to tell you chaps,” 1 said, looking over at

just possible.”’

goodness,
"“Well, we've hcard somethin-;z about a

SURPRISE FOR LLEWELLYN AND CO.
UMBLES HEAD looked
M the lighthouse perched
high upon the rocks,
makers in the near vicinity.
But we all took care to go
fear of interruption,

For some time we pretended to be ex-
was net until we were absolutely to our-
selves that I commenced operations. We
bank. _

“By the way, there’s something I'd like

chuins. *1 don’t know
whether you’ll he imterested, but 1 think it's

*“Indeed to
interested.®?

Welsh soothsayer,” I said. “ Some queer oid
girl who tells fortunes, and looks into Lhe

The Welsh boys exchanged glances.

only invited Evan and his own particular{ future.”
chums., We couldn't very well have a whoie
crowd, They were taken round the camp,

and ¢.verything was shown to them.
‘““By the way?” asked Evan, after a while.

; “?Yes, yes, indeed,”’ said Price. “ What of
‘her??’
““Nothing much, but I thought you might

“Anything special been happening lately?’’ {like to hear about an English soothsayer,™



e

‘T went on [u:.lm!v
near Lere, and we're going to introduce you.
Yon'll be very entertained.”
.Llewellyn looked at me queerly.
“1 don’t understand,” he said.
I didn't know there were Iinglish
Sayers—particularly here, in Wales.”
“That's one of the things
to find out,” I replied. “And while we're
on the subject, 1'd like to ask a few ques-
tions conrcerning Mrs. Howell.”
“Mrs. Howell!” snorted Handforth. ¢ 1f
I gnt hold of her, she would howl!"”
. ¢ llelpt
‘““Spare us, Handy!" '
¢ Mrs. limsell"-’” repe.nted Llewellyn.
yes, of course. You know her?”

“We've got one quite

f*Iudeed{
sooth-

you're going

“ Yoz
LL."‘J-

Say a word to me, and I'll chuck you 0\*-1-
the cdge of the cliff into the sca! I've got

nothmw against you personaliy. In faet, |

think you're a set of good sportamen——bub '

that makes no difterence. I’ve a good mind
to take you one by onc and bifi you into
the middie of next week!”

Llewellyn grinned.

“You seem to know all about it,” .lLe
remarked. “ Did Glenthorne tell?”
“Not until we began to suspect somne.

thing,” 1 replied.
we're willing to let it drop. You feliows
are going to be punished—and in a fittiag
manner. But we'll go into that later.”

“ Look you, it was only a, joke—"’

““I admit that, but you 've got too mus i
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“We've heard about her.” I said. “She
appears to be a remarkable Kind of persen.
To be absolutely exact, we'd like to know
how you had the nerve to spoof one of
our chaps?”

The Welsh boys looked startled.

“What—what do you mean?’ asked Evan,
with a sickly smile.

“I think you know what I mean,”” I re-
plied, grinning. “I don’t mind admitting

that it was a pretty good joke, but it misse:l

fire. And you chaps have wot to understarnid
that 'vml c't‘n‘t Dess ulmut with St

“ Frank’s:
o Lshrould 'thmk”nnt'“'qnnrtml Handforth,
“For two pins, I'd wipe the lot of you up!

nerve to think you can play japes on St.

Frank's!™ I said severely, ‘“Why, it's
nothing more nor less than cool cheek!
How did you spoof Archie about the old

lady?” Pt A
“She wasn't an old lady at all—che was

one of our chaps dressed up,” said Pr.ce.
“l say, go easy! Indeed to goodness, ib
was ouly a little joke——" -

“Little!” I interrupted,
it was pretty elaborate.’

““You see we heard all about his reanr,

“In my opinica,

{ and  we -thought we had a good chauoce %o

spoef him,”- said Llewellyn. “Indeed t0
goodness, he asked for it! It was easy
enough for one of our fellows to dress ap

i y
o oL TR B Sl

““ And don’t imagine that .

i e T Joe T
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':'Gaitnthnrne would tell everybody about his §

1%
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ee an old witch—there isn't such a person
- Mrs. Howell, anyway ! That little cottaze
g been empty for weeks, and we easily
it up. Of course, we thought that

=3

wonderful treasure, and then we meant o
come along and yell with laughter.”

«Oh, did you?” said
«Well, you'll yell, but in a different way.
The game’'s pretty good, but two can play’
at it. But it so happens that we're not
going to do any deceiving.”

The Grammar -School boys began to look |

neasy.

’ « What is your plan?” asked Evan., “1
have told you six or five {imes once befﬂrel
already that it was only a joke—" 4

« Exactly—and this s only a joke, too,”
[ erinned. *“My sons, you have walked into
the trap beautifully., And 1 think our/|
scheme  will
Although yours was a jape, it was a bit of
a dirty trick to choose an easy-going simple
chap like Archie. He's one of tlic best, and
you've really upset himm. Why, he absolately
thought he was going to peg out!”

Liewcllyn laughed.

““ He shouldn't be such an ass,”” he said.
“le asked for it—yes, yes, indeed! And
it must have been rather funny to have seen
him preparing his will.” ,

«“Jt might have been funny for you,
hut it wasn't to him,” I said., “It was|
lucky that Archie is a strong, healthy chap.
Why, a thing like that might have sent a
weakling half ecrazy. 1t was dangerous. |
And we're going to muke you rotters pay for |

2 W l
it.’ !

The Grammar ESchool boys
gether defensively.

““ Look you, don’t bLe unreasonahie
began Price. ~

“Not a bit of it—we're simply going to
provide yocun with some euntertaimuent,”” T ]
said sweetly. “And it’s no gecod trying to
ofer any resistance—we're three to one.
We've got you here, and we mean to get
husy!”?

“Let's stop all this talk, and do
thing ! said Handforth impatieutly.
Llewellyn Jocked rouud in desperation.
“We—we didn’'t mean any harm!™ he pre-
tested. I say, don’t be mean! Let's call
it off, and I'll bet Archie won't mind——-"’
““ Archie won’t, hut we do!"” 1 declared ;
yrimly. ‘““It's got past the perconal point.
This is a matter of honour fer the school.
We're not going to let a bunch of giddy

clumped to-:

»

conic-

Grammarians get the better of the &St
Frank's Remove.” :
‘““ Rather not!” said Pitt. “You didit'¢

try to spoof Archie alone—you tried to get
Lthe lot of us into your wheeze.”

“Grab them!”? I said brieily.
“Good!”? roared Handforth.

Within a minute all the Grammar School
hoys were firmly held. There was no chance

work out better than yours.t

}

Bob Christine. |

1 into the fulure!

I

F the

for them to fight, for they were completely |
outnumbered, They tried to smooth matters

LEE LIBHARY |
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over by expressing their regret—hbut it was
useless. '

And finally, when they found that we were
firm, they became defiant.

‘““All right—do  your worst!?”  zald
Liewellyn. e don't carc—we had the first
laugh, anyway.”

‘““Line them all up!” I eommanded.

“That’s right—facing this way!”

The six prisoners were held tightly, and
compelled to face a big rock which projected
out of the grass. 1 mounted upon this rock,
and Pitt then stood forward, after the
manner of a lecturer, He indicated me with
a sweep of his hand.

“Allow mae ta present the King «f
Wizards, Professor Nipperino!”® he exclaimed
grandiloquently. * Here we have the most
wonderful soothsayer in the world! He will
foreteld exactly: what will happen during the

next hall-hour—even to the minutest
Jetail §»? .
‘“Ha, ha, hal"?
‘* Silence ! commanded  Pitt  severely
“This s a serious occasion. Professor

Nipperino, the wondrous soothsayver, will now
proceed to start on the job! Pray, O wise
one, commence the operations! We, your
wiiling slaves, will obey! Silence for the
great oracle!?? :

“What's all. this rot?’” asked Llewellyn,
glaring, '

“Wouldst thou dare to ,
great soothsayer is preparing his
thoughts??’? demanded Reggie. “Let e
explain further. You fellows had your owa
socthsayer, and we’ve got ours! And 1
think that cours will be a better prophet
than yours was!”

I gave & preliminary cough, and the pro-
ceedings commenced

interrupt, while

CHAPTER XI.

TURNING THE TABLLES,
(¢ ET me see  your
palms!”’ I COul-
manded. “If they

don't hold out thoir
To do the
got to =see

hands, make ’em!
thing right, 1've
their palm=!?
uniors didn't quite like it, but
they were compeiled to extend their hands,
face upwards, towards me. 1 examined then
carefully
X tnf: grubby, but we’ll let that pass.™
I observed. “H'm! 1 can see all sorts of
trouhle coming. This is very bhad! The

| trouble will be swift, sudden and somewhat

painful.”

““ Ha, 1fh, ha!l¥

““ Cariously enough, you will all suffer from
the same fate!” 1 went on. “I can sce
Lo! 1 am possessed with
marvellous sight, and I can foretell what will
hapren nextl?

‘“*lla, ha, ha!”?

“ Exactly five minutes from now you will
all be frogsmarched round and round in a
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circle! I wenb on. “You may not believe
this, but I can see! Being a soothsayer, |
am allowed to see these things!”

“ That's tha stuff!” chuckled Pitt.

“ If you think this is funny, we don’t!”
growled Llewellyn. “ Of course, you know
what's going to happen—you've planned it
Al

“ Don't dare to interrupt the soothsayer!™
1 said severely. “ And when it comes to
planning, you were pretty smart at that
game yourselves! Don’t interrupt like that!
a4t destroys the * fluence.” I can see clearly
into the Luture—I can see that .after the
frogsmarching there will be a heavy bump-
Eng " '

Ma, i, hat" )

“ Bvery ona of you will be bumped siIx
times!” [ deelared. “It's rather queer that
I should know the exact number; but when
we're supplied with second sight, 1t's mar-
vellous what we can do!”

“HMa, ha, ha!” _

“There will be something el-e in the im-
mediate future,” I declared. ¢ Listen! I
will tell you what 1 can see!”

1 raised my head dreamily, and gazed up
towards tho sky.

“I can see o road!” I exclaimed ab-
stractedly. “I can see a road that leads
hetween green hedges. Along this road six
Grammar School boys are marching, and
they are all roped together, and tied with
their hands behind their backs.”

“ What!" gasped Llewelliyn. “ Look you,
if you do that—"
 With their hands behind their backs!” I
repeated. “1 can see them arriving at the
Grammar School. 1 can see them being de-
livered over to their companions in the
school courtyard. There is much shouting—
much excitement. And 1 can see all sorts
Gf____h

“ 1 reckon you've seen enough,' said Hand
forth. - Lelt's get busy!”

“If we wait much longer, the first
prophecy won't eome true,”” grinned Pitt.
“ That five minutes is nearly up.”

I rose to my feet.

““ The soothsayer has now finished !"'I said.
“Let us see if he has foretold the future
accurately.”

He had.

Without any delay, all the Grammar
School fellows were frogsmarched round and
round in a wide circle. Aud after that they
were bumped until they gasped for a rest.

“ Look you, make it pax!” gasped
Llewellyn, with a feeble grin. *“We're not
wild against you chaps for doing this—it’s
only what we can expect.’ But, indeed to
goodness, we have had enough.” e

“ That’s your opinion,” said Pitt. < But it
isn't ours!”

Aud the six Gransmarians were securely
roped together—exactly as I had 0o wonder-
fully ¢ foreseen.” We had brought the
stout cord with us, and we didn't see any
reason why it shouldn’'t be used.

As Pitt remarked, it seemed a

shame to

Ryttt il

Besides, the
And yvery soon
were  in

bring that cord for nothing.
propheecy had to come true.
afterwards the &ix Grammarians
a long line, separated by about ten feet -
each. Stretehed out, with the rope tight
between them, they made a long single file
praocession. .

“I think we'll have mercy on you re.
garding vyour hands,”” T said. “1 don't
t.hinili we'll tie your hands behind your backs

“Rats!” said Bob Christine. ‘That’s go$
to be done, otherwise you're a rotten scoth-
sayer. You distinetly saw their hands tied
behind their backs.”

“Ha, ha, ha'”?

So, in spite of what I had said, prepara-
tions were made to tie the Grammarians’
hands with separate ropa2s. The one long
line had been passed round each waist, and
Llewellyn himself led the procession.

And while some of the juniors were prepar-
ing these extra ropes, Handforth was engaved
in a slight argument with Church gpd Me-
Clure. It had commenced because Church
and McClure disagreed with Handforth re.
garding the punishment which had been
planned for the Welsh boys.

Handforth deelared that they ought {o
have somnething stronger than frogsmarching
and being roped together. Ile scoffed at
the idea. And Church and MeClure were
unwise enough to declare that there waz no
necessity to do anything more drastic.

“All right! If I can't punch Nipper, T'll
putch you!” said Handforth grimly., ¢ I've
been waiting all this time to biff somebody
on the nose. It's going to be you!”

;_‘ _Ildrr::)k here " began Church desperately.
it !

Handforth’s fist thudded into Chureh’s
fice before the latter could dodge. Mec-
Clure thought it wiser to get out of the way
before his tvorn came. e turned like Jight-
ning. and scooted. ‘

“Hi!”  bellowed Handforth wrathfully.
“(Com: back!™ )
He gave immediate chase. MceClure was

rushing over the grasz at full speed, and
he suddenly pulled up with a tremendous
jerk, pale to the lips. He had received a
fearful shock. |

Only in the nick of time had he pulled
himself up. Until he was actually upon it,
he had not realised that there was a sheer
cliff  just there—a cliff which dropped
straight down into the cruel rocks below.

The ground was so formed that it seemed
that the grassy hank sloped down. But
it didn’t—it ended abruptly. McClure whs
only just able to prevent himself fromn going
over by digging his heels into the turf, and
falling flat.

Even then he slithered,

and his legs over-
hung-as he lay sprawling. '

** Now I've got you!” roared Handforth
triumphantly. v

He came blundering up at full speed.

¢“Stop!” shrieked MeClure. = You'll

over-—"

go *



& fe ended up in a perfect scream of horror,
mr Handforth, in his ramheaded way, took
“po notice of the warning. Ho came dashing
~ap._ at full speed, and found it utterly im-
~ possible to stop in time,

Edward Oswald saw the- danger, but he
was going faster than McClure, and although
pe made every effort to pull np, he failed.
Mc(lure made a wild attempt to grab at
hi; leade?. _

But it was all over in a second.
Bandforth hovered on the edge of the clill,

and actually managed to half reguain his |

palance. Then the grass slipped from under
him, and he vanished. o dropped out of
sight with a gasp of alirm.

McClure lay there, ncarly dead with fright.

‘“ile’s gonme—he’s gone!” lie moaned |
thickly. 1

Other fellows were shonting madly wuwow,
(‘hurch, forgetting all about the punch he
had received, tore up, and assisted McClure
back into absolute safety. Both thic juniors
were deathly . pale.

““ Where's Handforth?” screamed Chureh,
his voice cracking with anxiety. ]

“ He—he went over!” sobbed McClure.

Tears were welling into his eyes—and hie |
didn't care.
fond of their leader, in spite of the dance
he generally led them. Apd the thought
that he had gone to his death was awful.

I came rushing wup, my heart beating
madly. I knew that it was useless to scold,
or to ask the juniors why they had allowed
their headstrong study mate to blunder so
voer the edge of the cliff,

I didn’t say a word.

But I flung myself face downwards in the
grass, and gazed over the edge, expecting
to see Edward Osward’s remains lying down
there on the rocks, mangied and lifeless.

But a sob of joy came into my throat as
1 stared down.

Handforth was within thirty feet of me!

Jy some extraordinary chapce, he had
caught against a ledge about a third of the
way down the ecliff. The rocks were very
sharp and treacherous, and I wondered how
on earth ho had managed it.

Then, with a gulp, I saw that it had been
providential.

Handforth had done nothing to save him-
self —he had not had the chance. And there
was no ledge, after all, as I had at first
inagined—just those jagged spurs of rocks
stieking outwarde.

Handferth's jacket, flying open hy the
force of his descent, had caught fairly and |
squarely on a sharp point of rock. And
by soine miraculous chance, the material
had held.

I could see that the jacket was torn and
liable to tear further; but, for the moment,
JMandforth was safe. But he was caught in
such a position that his back was towards
the cliff, and he could do nothing to assist
himself. He could not even clutch at the
rocks with his hands.

Both he and Church were very |

I be fatal.

More than abnything else, he lovked like

Handforth haovered on the edge of
the c¢liff, and actually managed to
half regain his balance. Then the
grase slipped froem under him, and
he vanished. '

a monkey on a stick. Any attempt on his
part to shift his position would probably
The rocks were a hundred feet
below him—eruel, treacherous, jagged things,

“*Don't move!” I shouted desperately.
“Keep still, Ilandy!”

“The—the coat’s an

tearing!” came

agonised voice from Handforth.

It was not like his usual shout at all, and
it, contained a note of horror in it. It seemed
that he Eknew that he was doomed. The
very fact that he kept perfectly motionless
proved that be was fully aware of the awful
perii, ,

If Hapdforth had attempted to turn, so
that he could grasp at the rocks, his weight
would have caused Lthe coat to tear like a
piece of paper. And there he was, thirly
feet, below us.

I leapt to my feet, my eyes gleaming.

** Tuere's omy one thing!> I shouted. ‘¢ He
may net last a minate!  Unfasten that
rope!??

‘““ By jingo, yes!”

“It’s the only chance!”

“Thank Heaven we brought it with us!"
said Heggie Pitt. *“ It seems like Fate! I
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never dreamed that apnything like this was
going to happen——"

“Don't talk—don't talk!” I gasped.
“Quick! Get the rope free! If we lower it
dowun, Handy might be able to grip hold of
35"

All the juniors rushed feverishly round the
ropad-up Grammarians, And their hearts
sank, Those Kknots had been tied securely.
P.\eu as they were about to commence their

task, they realised how long it would take
th&m

Evan Llewellyn came rushing up to me,
dragaing the other Welsh boys with him.
Iiis face was flushed and excited.

* Look you!" he shouted hoarsely. ¢ Why
should you take this rope off? There are
six of us! Three of us ecan go down the
cliff, and you can hoid the other threce of
us on the top. We are roped—all ready.
We will rescue Handforth!”

I took o deep breath.
“By Jove!” 1 said.
But—but the risk
*““Never mind the risk!” interrupted ZLivan

quietly., ““Are we not ready for it?”

“Yes, we'll do it!” shouted the other boys
from the Grammar school.

“Then get at it! Don't waste fime!” I
breathed.

* Hurrah!”

“Good old Wales!”

But those cheers were only very subdued.
The tenseness of the situation was such that
any shouts were impossible.

And it flashed through my mind, as the
Welsh boys commenced their dangerous
task, that Fate had taken a hand in this
affair. These six fellows had been roped
together merely for the purpose of a jape.
And yet they were ready—on the. spot—
when there was a crying need for rescuers.
That they were ready and willing to under-
take the risks spoke volumes for their pluck.

Not a second was lost.

Liewellyn himself was the first one to be
towered over. His face  was set and grim,
and slightly pale, but there was no sign of
tear iz his eyes. Yet he knew full well
that he was risking his own life.

And the other Welsh boys knew the same.
Th at rope had never been brought for such

terribla test as this. It was utmuz. cer-
funl}. but there was no guarantee that it
would hnold,

And if, by

apot——

But I ciosed my eyes and shivered slightly
as [ thought of the consequences. Not only
Handforth would perish, hut two or three
of these brave lads as well. And, without
a moment’s notice, they had been ready to
sisk their lives for another.

Price was the next one over.

They descended foot by foot, lowered by
those above. Where it was possible they re-
licved the strain on the rope by grasping on
%0 the rocks, grazing their arms, and tear-
ieg their ﬁngers

And they were being lowered just near
plie spot where Handforth hung.

“What a great idea!

any chance, there was a weak

e n—— e —
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And, at last, after the third Grammarian
had been compelled to go over the edge, *
Llewellyn found himself npext to Edward -
O?wnhl. Now would come the supreme test
of all.

Up above, the remaining three Gram-
marians were being held securely by the St.
Frank's juniors, They were safe cnough,

but the rope now had a fearfu! strain upon

it.

For there were three sturdy boys hanging
to that one line. And, presently, Hand-
forth's weight would be added.

That would be the dread momenc.

Would the rope lold?

Handforth was a big fellow, and his
sudden weight on the rope would mean every-
thing. If it held, the efforts of the Welsh
boys would be crowned with glorious success,

But if it broke there would be a quadruple
tragedy. The thought was appalling.

“ Steady now!” said Lvan quietly, as he
reached out his hands towards Handforth.
“] think the bast tlung you can do is to
grab hold of my feet, if you can get a

grip.”?
“ All right; I ecan manage,” mutiered
Handforth chokingly.

- “If you take my hands, we shall tip up,
and that might spoil everything,” went on
Evan. “ Look you, grab iy ankles—and
hang tight!”

Handforth was already doing so. Llewellyn
was in such a position that Handforth could
seize his ankles firmly. And then, at that
very moment, the last atom of his jacket
gave way.

The shock on the rope was terrific.

Handforth swung down, and it seemed to
Evau Llewellyn that his legs were being
pulled cut of their sockets. And Ildlldf')l‘th

was hanging there, desperately gripping
at his rescuer’s ankles.

But the rope held! ,

“ Now, up—gently—gently!” I said, my

heart beating wildly.

Inch by inch, the other’ Graminar School
boys edged away from the clit. And Reggie
Pitt and I, at the very edge, eased the rope
as much as we could. It was one of the
most trying ordeals that could be imagined.

Bu% at last it was over.

Llewellyn came over the edge., with Hand-
forth still clinging there. Ready hamds were
reaching over. Pitt and I were held by
others, and we secured a firm grip of Hand-
forth as soon as he came within our reach.

“Got him!” I breathed. “Ch, thank
heavens!” '

The rest was easy.

Handforth was fairly yanked on to the
cliff top, and we all lay down, exhausted
by the physical and the mentat strain. And
from "far below came the rousing echoes of
many cheers, i -

“ Hurrah! Hurrah!" » ' '

And then I realised, for the first time,
that crowds had been watching from the
beach below. They had witnessed the whole
dramatic rescue.

Our reaction did not last long. In a few
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m a brick!” he said huskily.

e

Floatjng School.”

) t
L

ants we were on our feet. And even
recovered sufficiently to stagger
The first thing he did was o grasp
iewellyn's hand.
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“ Better than
**Led i% rip!»

“ Rip, hip——"

“* Hurrah!?

that!” roared

Handy.

ul
to bift vou on the nose, and you
saved my life! By George! What a good
san! I— T'm not much good at thanking;
people 1’ he went' on awkwardly. I hardly
know what to say!”

« Indced to goodness, yoa need say |
potling ! interrupted Evan .uhalnl;. AR B
over—and we are all Safe. There is nothing |
1o worry over whatever!”;

Hle turned to me before Handforth could |
say anything further. ‘

«« You didn’t foresee everything accurately, |
did you?” he asked quietly. ‘' As a fsont.h-;
sayer, Yyou weren't very successful, luok |
you!” :

i B}v ‘
you clhaps marching up to the Grammar
school in a roped line, but that was all:
wrong. You'res not going to do apything. of
the sort!”

Evan smiled. ‘

“ 1 thought we should have earned our
frcedom,” he said simply. *‘I'm glad this
lhas happened, for now we are all friends,
and the hatchet i3 buried !®’

“1n less than two minutes the Welsh boys
were all free.

“Now then, ycu S{. Frank's chaps!”
shouted JTandforth enthusiastically. =* We've
guot to give three cheers for these gddy
Weilsh chaps! They're heroes! They're some
of the best fellows I've ever kuown!” '

Jove, T wasn't!” I replied. 1 sawﬁ

The 8St. Frauk's fellows fairly let them.
selves go; and the clitis rang with the echo
and re-echo of the tremendous cheer whice
arose. And from down below, ou the beach,
came an answering cheer,

“Lock youw, this is all
Priczs.

** Rats !
bit of it!”?
Handforth, in spite of the terrible nar-
rowness of his ercape, was hardly hurt at

silly——"' began

said Pitt. ** You deserve every

1':,nll, and the manner in which he recovered

his usunal spirits was
ten minutes he was
agaressive seli.

But his feelings towards
l.1~'=h:iunml boys were warm and friendly. And
so were the feelings of all the others. That
perilons episode had sealed a hond betweep
us which made us friends and comrades for
good.

And as wo .returned through Oystermonth
to the camp wo found that the news had
preceded us. There was 2 good deal of ex-
citement in the village, and the nexw morn
ing the Swansea papers were full of the
whole affair.

And we were never

remarkable.

Within
practically

his old,

the Grammar

likely to forget our
little tussles and dealings with t{he boys
of Wales. They had proved tliemselves to
be griy to the backbone, and we departed
on our further travels with warm feelings to-.
wards Wales in geuneral.

“ Hurrah!”

| And so—on to Lancashire!

e THE END.

- Editorial Announcement.

My dear Readers,

A few days ago, while glancing through a
daily paper, my eye alighted upon a para-
graph entitled, if 1 remember rightly, '* The
The writer of the para-’
graph was g schoolmaster, and strongly ad-
vocated the same ijdéa embodied in the pre-
sent series of stories now running in this
journal. Old readers will recall, of course,
that this is not exactly a new departure in
the St. Frank's stories. Every summer for
some years we have mada a feature of send-
Ing the boys on a. cruise to some remote
part of the world. This year, cur author is

making a special tour of America—and at the
time of writing is in California—getting first-
hand copy and material for the coming sum-
mer holiday series. But 1 will say more
ahout this anon,

The present travelling school series has
aroused a great deal of interest both among
masters and boys in various schools through-
out, the country. Next week the Remove will
tour the North of England, and their ad-
ventures should be warmly applauded by our
admirers in the north, in another fine story,
entitled, ** The Lads of Lancashire.”

THE EDITOR.
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‘“Marvel”’—the finest cycle ever offered
- on suchexceptionally easy terms. Bril-
liantly plated; richly enamelled; lined
in colours, Sent packed free carriage
paidon 15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL
Fully warranted. Monejrefunded if
dissatisfied. Old machines exchanged.
Big bargainsin factory soiled mounts,
Tyres and accessories 33 1-3°/, below
shop prices. WriteTO-DAY for testi-
monials and illustrated art catalogue

\u

: t\ " e
Cycle Company
_(Dept. B797) Birmingh'm.

el
(XInec.),

ARE YOU HAPPY
Bright and Cheerful? It is impossible to be so

- if you suffer from Nervous Fears, Awkwardness
in Company, Nervous Depression, Blushing,

‘Timidity, Sleeplessness, Lack - -of Will-power, or

Mind Concentration. You can absolutely overcome
all nervous troufles if you use the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment." GUARANTEED CURE
OR MONEY REFUNDED. Send 3 penny stamps
immediately for particulars. Godfry Elliott-Smith,
Ltd., 543, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus,
London, E.C.4. '

ZSf| THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY
(o O e

YOURS ™

TERMS EVER OFFERED-

Take this remarkable opportunity of
securing one of these bandsome
Watches, complete with Free Chain,
which we are offering to readers of 1hig
which have never been equalled. Gent's

on terms
ze Keylens

I'ﬁ: -8l

Lever Wateh, stout nickel-silver-finished case, earcinlly
adjusted balance, i-plate lever movement, clear bod

figures, best erystal glass.  Very hand.ome watch
desigmned for hard wear and accurate thnckeeping,

Guaranteed for five years, - :
Handsome Double

FR E E pocket - to - pocket ..‘? |
@

ALBERT FREE with

. every watch.

So sure are we tHat YoU WILL
BE MORE SATISFIED, that we
send this Watch postpa d upmn
receipt of 6d. only. Afier re-
ceiving the watch, if satistied,
the balance is payable 16
on receipt, and 23/- monihly
until 12 8 is paid. Discount
2. for full cash with arder,
or balance within 7 days,
‘Send 6d. to-day to—

SIMPSONS LTD,,
(Dept. 151),

84, Queen’s Road,
Brighton.

HEIGHT GOUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan
System increase your height. Send
P.C0. for particulars and our £100
uarantee to Enquiry Dept. A M.P.,
7, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4,

I
b .

| MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Pareels 2/6, 5/6, Ven-
triloquist’s Instrument, Invisible Imitate Birds,

Price 6d. each, 4 for 1)-..—T. w. HARRISON,
. 239, Pentonvilfa Road, London, N.1. S

DON’T MISS

the Glorious NEW PROGRAMME

f NUMBER of PLUCK out this week.

Ask for PLUCK -

Wireless and

3 Brand New Series—2 Ripping

Long Completes—A Heap of -
Tip- Top Wireless Articles,
Pictures, Jokes, etc. :
:: Fascinating Competitions! ::

Adventure Weekly-éZd-.

-
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¥ Yours for Sd. .. 20%
L Yours for 3d. ..NE5
& The ‘' Big Ben" Keyless Lever Watch
& onTHE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS

ever put before the British Public
by one of London's Oldest-Estab~

g

rder Houses. _ _
FHEE Aun absolutely .
= !, Free Gift of NG G‘
= aSolid Silver English - " AR}

: Hall-marked - Double Curb \-3
= Albert, " with Seal- attached, Q'.\
given Free with every \_}':ﬂch_. \-
) ==8pecification: Gent's Full- L:?
\._-—_::_“sme Keyless Lever Watch, ™

== \mproved actlon; fitted patent Mg
.. recoil click, preventing k!\
breakage of mainspring ‘-"

by overwinding, - -
=

[

10 Years' Warranty,
Sent on receipt of ".'{\
3d. deposit : after (Q
W\ approval, send 1/9 q{:ﬂ
% more. The balance “:]

- may then be paid X§

| by 9 morithly pay- Q?\
ments of 2'- e:u:h.‘
Cash -refunded in Q-
i)l full if disdatisfied. @
#// Send 3d. now to @
4/ 4.A. DAVIS & Co. &
- (Dept.'87). " ()
26 Deamark Hilt, 1§}
London, S.E. 5. t:';x

-
- [ ‘s
= SO RO

' )

L Fine New Model Ae-
Q-PHIG cordeon,10x 10} x 51
) ins.,” Piano-Finished ‘and Mctal
Bound. 10 Keys~Etes, Grand
29 OrganTone. Sent by Return Post;
/), Lo-approved orders,-for-1/« De-
7/ posit and_ 1/3  Postage,  and
4'; promise to send 2/« fortnightly
o= Lill* 15 /- in all-is paid. 2/=-
=&ee Lutor Free. Cash Price, 12/6

3 Post: F'ree. *(Elsewhere Double) .
B\ Delight or Moncy-Back. Others
“®15/-to42/-.Cataloguc Post Free,

¥ - Pain’s Presents House,
- Dept. 9A, HAST];NGS,

------

- £2,000 Worth of Chcap Job Photographic
Material, Cameras, etec. Send at .once for
Catalogues = and' Samples Free. —HACKETTS
WORKS, July Read, Liverpool, E.- =~

Raincoat,
Gold Ring,

New Suit,

"
Cullery, Watceh, or Boots on

patterns,—Masters, Ltd., 6, ITope Stores, Rye.

Cure yoursell

IStOp Stammering! as T did, Par.

ticulars FPREE.-FRANK B. HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1,

PSHARPS
SUPER-KREEM
A TOFFEE

Costume, - Cycle,” {
\ casy- |
terms from 4 /- mounuthly. Write for catalogue and |

37 »’_B COMPLETE 37 '
/0 wireLess ser: O/ 0
Satisfaction or Money Returned. Complete Cabinet,
Receiving Sct—=Crystal Receiver, 4,000-9hm
'Phones, Acrial, Insulators, and .Lead-in -Wire,
37/6 (Postage, cte., -1/6). OTHER CHEAP
LINES—Set of Parts for making Shock Coil,-1/6;
Battery Parts, 1/- (Post 2d.); Electro-Magnet,
6d. (Post 1id.); Electrical .Experiments,.2/3;
Complete Electric Light Outfit, 3/9 (Post 4d.
cach). . Illus. Lists, 3d.—SYMAX CO., - 261,
A.P., Lichfield Road, Aston, BIRMING-
HAM, ENG. : | '

) LUSHING

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY

Write _at once, - and
get  full  particulars quite FREE
privately.—U.J.D., 12, All Saints
Rd., ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

for either. sex.

. Special offer, Two Illus. Sample Les~

% JUJITSUfor4penny stamps, Jujitsu
2, i8 the best & simplest science ot self

5 - defence andattackever in-
> . Iv?uted. Lﬁarn tdn takflcaira
' ! g of yourself under all cir-

“ L Ao cumstances and. learn to
protect the small & weak. SEND NOW—""YAWARA'
SCHOOL (Dept.A.P.), 31, Golden 8q, Regent Street. W.1,
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Simple 7-day Permanent Homo Cura

s
DON’T BE BULLIED

sons from my Complete Course on i«
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