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The great lizard-like thing streaked up Archie Glenthorne's body and curled itself round his neck.
Its fork-like tonzue darted out within an inch of his face. *“ Good gad !’ gureled Archie faintly,
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Follow the Amazing Adventures of Nipper & Co.—

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the 5t. Frank’s stories now appearing in ** The Popular ” every Tuesday.)
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“ . . . Remember, boys, we are like a lot of Crusoes cast on

a deserl island withoui food, and without clothing ! says Nelson

Lee. And such 15 the predicament of the Si. Frank’s louring

school! Read all abort Nipper & Cos amaping adveniures in this
gripping yarn of the Australian wilds.—EDITOR.
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CHAPTER 1.
Awakening 10 Realities !

stirred uneasily, half-awake and half-asleep. He opened his eyes, and then closed

themn quickly. The sunshine was dazzling, and ho was now aware of the fact that

he was feeling nncomfortably hot. Moreover, there were aches and pains in various
parts of his anatomy. . ‘

“Good gad!” he muttered, sitting up.

He opened his eyes again and beheld a dazzling, bewildering confusion of red and
orange and blue. He started violently. Then he realised, with a slight fceling of relief,
that these brilliant colours were only those of his silken pyjamas. But in the full sunlight
of the tropic day they not only sccemed startling, but positively ‘aggressive.

Archie did not trouble himseclf to think things out. Ho lazily fell back again and
pondered over the gencral situation. Of course, it was perfectly priceless to be in
Australia, and all that sort of thing, but it had to be admitted that Queensland—or some
parts of it, at least—in the month of February was dashed hot.

In a vague sort of way Archie remembered how the School Ship had crossed the oceans;
how all the fellows had watehed the Test Match at Adelaide; how they bad.all started
off into the heart of Australia for the benelit of their education.

Half St. Frank's had come on this trip—the occupants of the Ancient House and the
Modern House, All the other fellows were still at St. Frank's, keeping the flag flying.
On this world tour, the boys were carrying on with their school work, just as at home.
It was inevitable, of course, that there had been one or two interruptions, but on the
whole everything was satisfactory., Quite a lot of work had been done, and the school
was shewing itself readily adaptable and anxious to do well, Mr. Nelson Lee, who was
in full charge of the party, had very little to grumble at.

And Archie Glenthorne languidly kept his eves closed as he mused over the situation.

Of course, it was all very well to come out here into a part of Australia that was
practically unknown, but there were certain disadvantages about (he trip which Archie
disapproved of. ;

3- RCHIBALD WINSTON DEREK GLENTHORNE, of the Remove at St. Frank’s,
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He had nothing to complain abéut when it
came to a question of travelling comfort, or of
feeding, or of sleeping. Sir Arthur Bramp-
ton, the famous Australian millionaire trans-
port magnate, had provided the schoo! with a
.perfectly marvellous fleet of motor-coaches,
Super-motor-coaches of enormous size, and
especially designed for travelling over the
trackless wastes of lesser-known Anstralia.

All  this, Archie assured himself, was
perfectly topping. But it was undeniable
that the life was most frightfully strenuous.
Always on the move, always dashing hither
and dashing thither. 'The school had had a
splendid time at the Dodd station. Jerry
Dodd’s father, who owned a chunk of
Australia about as big as the county of
Sussex, had been remarkably hospitable. And
after a general jollification the train of
coaches had moved on—further into tho wilds.

Now they were hundreds of miles from any
township—cut oft from civilisation. It wasn’t
quite certain whether they were still in
Queensland, or whether they had got into
Northern Territory. Anyhow, it was practie-
ally tropical, and tremendously hot.

At this point Archie Glenthorne became
puzzled. His wits began to get sharpened.
Now that he came to think of it, it seemed
frightfully peculiar that he was sleeping out
in the open under the hot sun, elad only 1n his
pyf'nma,s.

n fact, the situation was' grotesque.
Probably he was dreaming. Yes, that was it.

“1 mean to say, absolutely not!” he mut-

tered. ‘'That sort of thing 1sn’t done!”

He was vaguely aware of volces close at
hand, and he opened his eyes again,
Ruimmmily enough, he was wide awake. There
wasn't any doubt about it. If ho wasn’t
awake, how could he have opened his eyes
like this? A dazzling array of red and orange
and blue told him that he was undoubtedly
wearing his pyjamas,

He sat up, fully alert now—indeed, some-
what shocked. The first thing that struck
him was the extraordinary fact that he was
sitting on the ground—on the hard, bare
oround. And he had been using a heap of
dried grass for a pillow!

“0Odds mysteries and
cjaculated blankly,

He could now understand why he was aching
so much, Being unaceustomed to such a hard
couch, his bones were feeling the effects. And
now, as he looked further afield, he beheld
a strange mass of metal—a twisted, grotesque,
nightmare-like pile of debris—which, never-
theless, bore a curtous resemblance to a
vehicle,

Arnd then, in a flood, full recollection re-
turned to Archie Glenthorne.

““Good gad!” he gasped hoarsely,

He staggered to his fcet and groped for his
monocle, This was a purely mechanical
action, for his monoclz wasn’t there, He
stared at the nightmare like motor-coach. It
wasn't the only one. There were others—
many of them; and they were all twisted,
warped, skelefon-like caricatures,

horrors!” he

Not a soul !

NUMBER !

was near them, whilst overhead a kind of
heat-haze hovered.

There was a lot of trees near by, where men
were working—building crude kinds of
shelters with sticks and grasses,

And now Archie could see the sprawling
forms of dozens of other St. Frank’s fellows—
seniors and juniors. They seemed to be
everywhere; the majority of them were sleep-
ing, and, without exeception, they were weor-
ing nothing but pyjamas!

“Absolutely !” said Archie, taking a deep
breath. “ Stranded, what? I remember now,
dash 1t!”

He felt his heart beating more rapidly, for
he had recalled the tragic happening of the
previous night.  All those marvellous motor-
coaches were now nothing but wreckage—
with their contents! Iiverything had been
lost in the all-devouring flames!

Archie felt sobered as he remembered tho
details. Pierre Verano. the chief mechanic
of the outfit, had gone mad, and in his
insanity he had opened all the petrol-taps on
the coaches, and had driven away in the
great tender which contained all the spare
supplies of spirit,

Some distance away the madman had met
with an accident. The tender had crashed
and had exploded; and the flames, leaping
across the intervening space, had involved all
the coaches. The petrol-soaked ground had
made 1t impossible for anybody to attempt
any salvage work,

The whole party, staggered and dumb-
founded, had been cﬂmp{ﬁed to stand by, and
to watch the coaches consumed in the flames,
Verano had had a grudge against Sir Arthur
Brampton, and it was generally assumed that
in his madness he had intended to leave the
party stranded, making good his own escape,
But disaster had overiaken him—and that
disaster was partially shared by every member
of the party. Verano was dead, having been
blown to atoms in the explosion. And the
St. Frank’s crowd, hundreds of miles from

civilisation, was without any means of
transport.
Everything had been lost in the fire—

clothes, food, cooking utensils, bedding, rugs,
water--everything !

It was a grim reality for Archie Glenthorne
to awaken to! |

CHAPTER 2.
Stranded in the Bush !

DDS  disasters
&\ catastrophes|”

Archie Glenthorne
uttered that exclama-
tion as he cameo to a
full realisation of the position. Of course, he
had been sleeping—just the samo as fhe other
fellows, He remembered now. 1 hEIv had all
been disturbed in the early part of the nignt,
and, owing to the fire, there had been great

(Continued on page 6).

and
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(Continued from page 4.)

disorder and confusion. It was not until after
dawn that the fellows, tired and weary, had
been advised by Nelson Lee to get some sleep.

Many of the seniors and juniors had pro-
tested that they could not sleep, but within
ten minutes none of them had been awake.
Archic knew by the position of the sun thay
the morning was still comparatively young,
but he had had several hours of sound sleep.

“Good gad!”

He stared fascinatedly at something on the
ground—something which was moving near
swo or three of the other sleepers. It was red
and big and ugly—an enormous insect of some
kind with horrible, gigantic claws!

Archie picked up a stich from near by and
crept nearer. The insect moved more quickly,
and 1t seemed to Archic that the - frightful
thing was leering at him.

Slash ! :

He brought his stick down violently, and
the great red insect scurried off, disappearing
into a tunnel-like hole. At the same moment
two or three of the sleepers sat up, awakened
by that thud so close to their heads,

“Hallo!” said one of them dully. ‘What’s
the ttime? By George! It’s pretty hot here!
Eh? Why, what the—"

Edward Oswald Handforth, the celebrated
leader of Study D, looked about him in
hewilderment. {\Iipper, the Remove captain,
spﬁ:mg to his feet, fully awake, uttering a
yell,

“Look out, you fellows!” ke
“It’s a scorpion!”

“What?” gasped Handforth.

That great red insect had appeared from
:he hole again—finding, perhaps, that it was
not really a tunnel. It swerved, and went
;cutLling down into another opening in the
2arth.

“I tried to kill it, dear old boy,” said
Archie. “I mean, a somewhat frightful
creature, what?”

“A scorpion, Archie—with claws as big as
crayfish,”” said Nipper, breathing hard. * Oh,
my hat'! And we'’ve been sleeping here!
Those things are dangerous. They're
poisonous, and they can bite horribly.”

“ Absolutely,” nodded Archie. “That’s
what 1 thought, laddie.”

Cther fellows were getting to their feet
now, unecasy and startled, having heard this
brief snatch. of conversation concernin
scorpions, They included Church an
McClure—Handforth's chums—and Tommy
Watson and Tregellis-West and Travers and
Jimmy Potts,

" Wtat’a the time?’ asked Handforth.

shouted.

 securcd some rabbits and other game.
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“It must be nearly mid-morning,” said
Nipper, “We can't tell exactly, because we
haven’t any watches.”

“QOh, my only aunt!”

“Xverything was lost in the fire,” said
Nipper. “The men seem to be pretty busy
over there,” he added, as he shaded his ¢yes
against the sunhight. * What are they doing?
Building shelters, by the look of it.”

g “Shelters?” repeated Handforth. “What
or?”

"Getting ready for to-night, I daro say,
dear old fellow,” put in Vivian Travers.

“To-night? But why?” said Handforth,
“We're not going to stay in this place all
day, are we?”

Nelson Lee, seeing some of the juniors
moving about, came over to them. The
tamous schoolmaster-detective was looking
hot and grimy, for he had been working as
hard as any of the other men. His pyjama
trousers were turned up nearly to his knees,
and his sleeves were rolled rig%t up, too. This
airy attire in such a climate was by no means
distasteful. By day, at all events, heavier
clothing was not necessary.

“I was hoping that you boys wounld sleep
until mid-day, at least,” said IL.ce. "Iceling
hungry, eh?”

“What'’s the good of feeling hungry, sir?”
asked Nipper. ‘*All the food has gone,
and-——"

“Some of the men have gone off, searching
for food,” said Lee. “We have already
A
meal of come kind will materialise towards
mid-day.” :

“'That's cheerful news, anvhow, sir,” said
Travers. *“Even if we only get a couple of
mouthfuls each it’ll be something to be
going on with. But how about water?”

“Mercifully, there i1s a plentiful supply of
water near at hand,” said Lee. “There is a
stream, only three or four hundred yards
away, tucked behind those patches of scrub

yonder. 'There is a water-hole, too—and
that will be very handy this- evening, no
doubt, for it will attract game. So we

might be able to get hold of some supper.”

He spoke hghtly, although ?is feclings wera
heavy. They would neeg 0 obtain large
supplies of food to provide all these mouths
with meals, for the party was a very largo
one In addition to all the boys there were
b saveral masters, and there were the coach
drivers, the waiters, the attendants, the
l mechanices, and others, It was these men who
were now working so hard over by the trees.

“But why build these shelters, sir?” asked
Eﬂandforth blankly. “Why should we stay
here until to-morrow? Why not make a move
at once?”

““A move in which direction, Handforth?”

“Eh? Well, any direction, sir,” said
Edward Oswald. “Does it matter?”

“Tt matters a great deal,” replied Lee.
| ““When we do make a move we shall go back
on our own tracks. Fortunately they will he
‘casily followed, since the great coaches have

‘left a very clear trail.”
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“But it’s hundreds of miles to the nearest
bit of civilisation, sir!" protested Church.

“Yet we know well enough that if we
foliow the coach-tracks we shall eventually
get back to satety.” said Lee. “If, on the
other hand, we strike off at random into the
bush, we shali only get ourselves into further
Ero?’ble. It would be a very unwise thing to
0.

“1t would be Ittle better than suicide,
sir,”” nodded Nipper.

" Let me remind you, boys, that the coaches
traversed a desert region yesterday,” con
tinued Lee. “Throughout most of the day
we were crossing a barren, waterless waste,
with nothing but serub and cactus. in sight.
And since the way back to civilisation lies
across that waste, we must prepare ourselves
for the trip. To start off to-day. without food
?n&i -fithout clothing, would be the sheerest
olly.” '

Handforth scratched
his head

“But 1 can’t see
the good of waiting,
sir,” he said. “We
shan’t get any clothes,
no matter how long
we stay here. And as

HAVE YOU
A FAVOURITE CRICKETER?

Of course you have!
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“There’s nothing to worry about,” he de-
clared cheerfulily. ““Of course. it’s rotten
losing all those wonderful coaches, but [
expect they were insured. And in any case
Sir Arthur Brampton 18 a multi-millionaire.”

“That’s not the point, Handy,” said
Church. “The material loss needn’t count
much, But what about us? How about get-

ting out of this predicament?”
“ Being stranded, you mean?"” said Hand-
forth. * Oh, that's nothing much! We've
only got to get back to Mr, Dodd's ranch.”
“I suppose you mean Mr. Dodd’s station?”
asked McClure.
“What’s the difference?”
“Nothing much—only that the
‘ranch ' isn’t used in Australia.”
“I'm using 1t!” said Handforth promptly.
“Therefore 1t t8 used. As I say, we've only
got to get back to Mr. Dodd’s place, and
everything will be all serene.”
“But how are we
going to get back?”

word

grunted huroh.
“Didn’t you hear
what Mr. Lee said?

There’s a desert be-
tween us and that
cattle station—a wast

T hen

for food—=" ]fﬂu f?IHSI Eﬁtﬁf tbg SIHIPZﬂ waterless plain.h It
o ' ‘ was easy enough to
Owing to the pre- compelrtion wbch;r‘ 1S 10w iy« Ml v
sence of water in this running wn the *““ NELSON coaches, but it’ll be a
;t)lartmu_lar dlﬂti_l'k‘l ?_t LEE.” The ﬁ?’St coupon different proposition
dlere 15 ever IE@il-
hood thet theve @il appeared last week, and o Ioeli—particulatiy
be plent]v of game,”
said Nelson e e.
“Our object, there-

fore, will be to cap-
ture as much of this
meat as possible, and
to dry it. We must
fashion wvessels, too, for the carrying ol
water, and we must provide ourselves with
footgear and hats, Perhaps these can be
fashioned out of grasses.- I don’t know yet.
All our ingenuity must be set to work.
Remember, boys, we are like a lot of
Crusoes, cast on a dosert island without
tools, without food and without clothing.”

The juniers were silent. They realised to
the ful{ how true were Nelson Leeo’s words.
It would be madness indeed to leave this
spot if they were unprepared. QOne fortunate
aspect of this grave position was to be
found in the fact that there was water near
at hand; also that, great as the disaster was.
no lives had been lost However. the pros
pect was very grave, if not entirely hopeless.

CHAPTER 3.
The Schoolboy Crusoes !

ANDFORTH was

an
optimist, and he re-
fused to take a
serious view of the
situation. :

you il find the second coupon
tn this 1Ssue—on

PAGE

when you remember
that we haven’t any
shoes.”

“Why go back 1o
the ranch, anyhow?”
asked Handforth
“There might be a
township nearer. After all, Australia isn't
like the wilds of the Sahara.”

“Some parts of the Sahara are more thickly
populated than the interior of Australig,” said
MeClure. “Besides, if we penetrate further
into the bush, we might meet with some
blackfellows.”

13.

“Natives?” .
(1] YEE."
“All  the better,” said Handforth,

“They’ll be able to show us the way to the
nearest township.”

“You idiot!"” snorted Mac. “Even nowa-
days seme of these aborigines are practically
as cannibalistic as they ever were!” "

“By George!” said Handforth, his eyes
Hi’]ﬂl‘{j’ihg “('annibals!”

e seemed to relish the prospect of meet-
ing some of these formidable gentlemen.
Church and McClure grunted.

“What about the Test Match?”
Chureh.

“The last one, at Meclbourne?”

“Yes.” '

“Plenty of time for that,” said Handforth,
“We're not half-way through February yet.
We shall got back in time to see the final

asked

| Test, you mark my words!”
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His chums could not share his optimism,
In fact, cricket—to them—seemed about the
most unimportant thing in the world, Only
a comparatively few Lﬁl}fs earlier they had
becen mad about cricket, But how could
. they enthuse about the great game now—
when they knew that there was a doubt about
(heir ever getting back to the settied regions
of Australia?

However, there was no sense in sitting
down and bemoaning their fate, And they
were anxious to make themselves useful.

Practically everybody was awake now.
Group of senmiors were standing about talk-
ing, and crowds of juniors were excitedly dis-
cussing the situation, too.

“1 can’t believe that there’s no chance for
us,” Boots, of the IFourth, was saying.
“Surely there’ll be scarch parties sent out
when 1t 1s known that we are missing?”

“Sent out from where?” asked Nipper.

“Well, from Mr. Dodd’s ranch--beg par-
don, station—to mention only one place.”

“But why should Jerry's father send out
search-parties 7’ asked  Travers, “He
doesn't expect to hear any news from us
for wecks, and he naturally assumes that
we are well on our way.”

‘“Well, what about the next township
we're due at?” argued Boots. ‘““There are
petrol supplies there, and when we don't

turn up there’ll be inquiries, and—-"

“You mustn't be too sure of that,” said
Nipper. “8Sir Arthur DBrampton made no
definite plans. The people 1n these town-
ships will merely assume that we have taken
a different route. Of course, search-parties
will be sent out ultimatcly, but not until
two or three weecks have passed. And what's
the good of that tous? Unless we can find
adequate supplies of food, and unless we
can provide owurselves with some sort of
shelter, we shall never last three weeks, And
it might even be a month, or more, before
any party can get through to this barren
gpot.”

“H'm! I suppose that's right,” admitted
Boots thoughtfully, “In fact, now 1 come
to think of it, how will they know where
to look ¥”

“That’s just it,” said” Nipper. “The in-
terior of Australia 1s large, you know. Aund
when ywou’re looking for somebody at ran-
dom, there’s more than a chanece that you'll
go astray. I tell you, it’s no good relying
upon any scarch-parties coming to rescue
us. If we don't get out of this hole by
our own efforts, we shall never get out
of it at all.”

Handforth came bustling up.

“Well, what are you fellows going to
do?” he asked briskly. “What's the good
of standing about here, jabbering? We'd
better get busy.”

“Doing what?” asked Bob Christine.

“There’s plenty for us to do,” replied
Handforth, “Mr Lece reckons that we can
make sandals for our feet out of dried
grasses—and hats, too. Why not go out
into the surrounding bush, and gather all
the dried grasses we can find?”

GIFT NUMBER!

““I think we'd better wait until the guv’-
nor organises something, Handy,” said
Nipper. “It’s no good doing the thing at
random. It’s jolly easy to get lost in the
bush, youn know. We'd better go out in
properly formed parties.”

“With prefeets in charge of wus,” said
Handforth tartly., “Yes, I know the sort
of thing! Not likely! [I'm not going to
have any prefect bossing over me now!
We're all in the same boat—we're all on
the same level. School rules will have to
‘be chucked until we can get back to the
normal,”

This was probably true. It would be quite
impossible to keep up any sort of discipline
in these present ecireumstances, As for
lessons, the very idea of doing any work
was farcical. They would all have to join
foreces in the cffort to escape with their
lives from this wasteland.

“Come on, Mac—you, too, Churchy |”said
Handforth briskly, as he joined his chums.
“We're not going to wait for the others.
We're gomng into the bush to look for dried
grasses. And perhaps we shall be able to
collar some grub, too.”

“Grub?” said Church and McClure, in
one voice,

“Rabbits or kangaroos,” said Handforth,
“We mustn't be particular about what wa
eat now, vou know. It's a case of all hands
to the pumps, too.”

“But we can’t go into the bush like this!”
said Church, looking down at his airy
attire.  “We're barefooted, too. Some of
the chaps—Ilucky beggarsi—have got slip-
| pers, but we’re barefooted.”

“All the more reason why we should make
ourselves some sandals,” said Handforth
promptly. ‘' Leave it to me, my sons, I'll
show you how to make shoes out of dried
grass,”

“Well, they say that nccessity i1s the
mother of invention, and goodness knows
there's plenty  of  necessity now,” said
McClure.  “We shall have to see what we
can do in the inventive line.”

——

CHAPTER 4.
Handforth, the Hunter !

'T was characteristic of
Handforth to steal
away before any of
the prefects or
' masters conld stop
naturally, he took Church and
McClure along, too, Not that they really
needed any taking., Much as they disliked the
idea of leaving the camp like this, they
 felt that it was necessary for them to do
so, in order to take care of their leader.
“Well, that’s good!” said Handforth, after

they had got behind a clump of ftrees.
“It’s hotter here, too. Not so hot. This

S
him, And,

| shade 1s weleome.”
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As Handforth brushed against the byshes he let out a wild yell and leapt about a yard into the air

““ Help ! " he hellowed.

“Yes, but what's the idea of sneaking ol )
this,” asked Church. *“I noticed old
Pyeraft eveing us as we camme away al

“Bother Pyeraft!” interrupted Hand-
forth, with a frown. “He's one of the
moaners. LThere aren’'t many, thank good-
ness, but he's tho leader of the choir!
Gore-Pearce and Gulliver, and that crowd,
arc the culprits—and Pycraft is in sym-
pathy with them. What the dickens is the
good of crying over spilt milk? The only
thing to do 1n a situation like this 1s to
malo the best of 1t!”

This was undoubtedly a sound way of look-
ing at the position. And it was perfectly
truec that Mr. Horace Pycraft, the master
of the Fourth Form, was wandering about
complaining bitterly, prophesying all sorts
of disastrous happenings, and gencrally set
ting a bad example to the boys. Not that
anything else had been expected of him,

Handforth & Co. were compelled to pick
their way carefully, for they were bare-
footed, and the going was not altogether
LASY. Handforth soon found this out,
although he made no comment, It had been
his idea to come away like this, and he
was not going to admit that it was faulty.

Just on the other side of a pateh of
mulga serub the three juniors came within
sight of the little stream that Nelson Lee

had referred to. It trickled its way down
a rocky course, and, at other times of the
year, it was probably a rushing river of
considerable size,

to the other side of

“We'd better get

“I’'m stung 1 ¥

ground looks pretty open over there—only
a few bushes here and there. I dare say
we shall be able to find plenty of dead
grass.” :

‘““Scorpions, tog, perhaps,”
“And with our bare feet '

“Rot!” said Handforth,
afraid of scorpions. are we?”

“They can bite.”

“They won't bite us,” said Idwerd
Oswald. “They only attack people when
they're cornered.”

“Or when vou happen to tread on ono
by accident,” said McClure grimly.

They were very interested in their sur-
roundings. There were plenty of trees, the
majority of them being of the eucalyptus
family, There were ironbarks, bloodwood,
and coolibans. There seemed to be a lot
of animal and bird life, too.

The three juniors were rather startled
by the rasping noonday call of the butcher-
birds, with their black and white plumage.
These birds have a very different note
the early morning—a carolling of flute-like
quality, in direct contrast to the rasping
noise of noon. They have gained their name
beeause it is their habit to prey upon smaller
birds, and to butcher more than they really
require,

Handforth & Co. noticed one or two small
birds pronged on the thorns of trees, and
they little reahised that these tiny carcases
had been spiked there by the buteher-birds,

There came a great sereeching, too, as a
crowd of soldier-birds collected togethier in

said Church.

]

“We're not
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a trece to show their disapproval of these
intruders.

There were parrots to be seen, also, and
little red-capped robins,

“Well, if the worst comes to the worst,
I dare say we can manage to exist on these
giddy sparrows, or whatever they are,” said
Handforth, as he glanced at a clump of
trees, ““Great Scott! Did you.hear that?”

“That deep call 7” asked Church.

“Yes,” satd Handforth, pointing. ‘‘Look!
That tiny bird made that noise!”

He pointed 1{o a small, insignificant
diamond bird—really a sparrow—which was
certainly not more than three inches long.

“You're wrong,” said McClure, staring.
“That little thing couldn't have made all
that noise.”

But Handforth was perfeectly correct.
The little diamond sparrow had uttered its
usual deep-throated call—a most surprising
sound, coming from such a small throat.
Curiously enough, it seemed to the juniors
that the bird's call came from guite another
spot, although they saw the beak open.
is a fact that these little créatures have ven-
triloquial powers, and they can throw their
voices so that it is sometimes confusing to
know from where their calls actually come,

“Look here, Bandy, I don’t think we'd
bhetter venture far,” said Church uncasily.

SPECIAL FREE

“Although we're not far from the camp, |

we might easily lose our sense of direction
n

“Why, the f:nmp.is only just behind those |

trees,” broke in Handforth. ““Where's the
harm of venturing a little way? 1 want to
gather a lot of grass, and I'm jiggered if I
can see any just here. Come on! Let's
strike through these rummy-looking bushes.”

He walked off before his chums could
stop him; but he only went a few paces.
Then, as he brushed past those *'rummy-
looking bushes ”” he let out a wild yell, and
lcapt about a vard into the air.

“Help!” he bellowed. *“I'm stung!”

Then he gave another vell, even louder.

than the first, and Church and McClure
:ame up, their minds running on sceorpiens,
and such-like poisonous ecreatures.

Church happened to touch one of those|

plants as he dashked up, and he gasped,
checked, and his face screwed up in agony.

“Oh!” he gurgled. “Um stung, too! It's
—it’s these rotten plants. Handy ”

“It’s cactus!” said McClure, backing away,

As far as the eye could reach the vista
wlns covered—literally choked—with the
plant. ,

The juniors did not know it, but this
pestilential stuff was prickly pear—one of the
curses of Queensland. There are many
thousands of acres so thickly coveéred with
prickly pear in that State that nothing can
be done with it.

It 1s a plant to be carefull
plant that has little pointed
take a delight in piercing one’s arms and
legs, even through thick clothing, And
Handforth & Co. were wearing nothing but
pyjamas !

avoided—a
arbs, which

| added,

It}
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Furthermore, these pointed barbs cause
intense agony, The sting 1s not only irritat-
ing, but alarming,.

“Let’s—let’'s get back to the camp!” said
Church huskily, ‘ These stings may be dan-
 gerous, Hand{! We'd better see Mr. Lee,
lund perhaps he’ll be able to give us some-
thing to stop the pain., My hat, though!” he
“All the medicines were burnt up
in the fire!”

Handforth was in such agony that he did
not raise any objections, He decided that
this lone venture had gone far enough.. He
had not bargained for being stung so
severely by a mere plant—and a plant, too,
L which looked so harmless.

One glance at all that mass of prickly pear
convinced Handforth that a walk through it,

clad in pyjamas, was not calculated to be
healthy!

CHAPTER 5.
Archie in Trouble !

the chnms of
Study D reached the
camp, the pain
scemed to have les-
sened, but they were

still in considerable agonw,

“There’s nothing to worry about, boys,”
| raid Nelson Lee, after they had told him.
“¥ou must have brushed against some
prickly pear plants.”

“Some which, sir?” asked Handforth.

“Prickly pear.”

“Tt wasn’t that, sir.,” said Handforth,
shaking his head. “It was a kind of cactus.
| There weren't any pears on these plants.
Besides, I should know a pear-tree when I
saw one,”

Lee smiled,

“In Australia this plant pest is known as
 prickly pear,” he explained. ‘It is, with-
out exaggeration, a menace to the country—
particularly to Queensland.”

“It was a menace to us all right, sir!”
said Church, with feeling.
F “You must avoid it,” replied Lee. ‘At
home, in England, you don’t deliberately
[ wallow amongst stinging nettles, do you?
Well, this prickly pear is infinitely worse than
any stinging mneitle. In many parts of the
country i1t =0 thick that any progress onm
foot is ont of the question.”

Nelson Lee did not add that he was full
of qualms concerning their proposed return

to the Dodd Station, for he knew that the
great coaches had, on the previous day,

lp]unged through mile after mile of the deadly

pear. Whole tracts of country had been
smothered with the stuff. Those great
coaches, especially built for such purpose,
 had driven over the pear-bushes as thongh
| they did not exist. But how diferent it
would' be if the party attempted to go back

on foot—and without any adequate footgear !
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. For, as Nelson Lee knew,
chance of reaching the cattle station was to
keecp to the tracks that the motor-coaches
had made—and those tracks led right through
these prickly pear areas! It was small
wonder that Lee. in his own private mind,
half believed that such a journey on foot
would be doomed to failare,

“You mustn't go out of camp like that
again, young men,” said Nelson Lee, after
hie had done all he could for Handforth &
Co. “We are making all the neccessary
preparations, and if you boys are needed for
anything, you will be called upon.”

At that moment their attention was
aftracted by a tremendous shout which
sounded from behind a dense clump of bush,

and they recognised it as Archie Glenthorne’s
voice.,

“Someone clse in trouble!” exclaimed Lee,
pursing his lips,
" “Hi, Lelp?” came Archie’s frantic tones.

8.0.8. ! Kindly raily
round, Remove!”

Nipper and Travers
and one or two othors
were nearest to those
trees, and they went
rushing round, fearful

lest  Archie should
have met with some
wild creature which

had attacked him.

As a matter of fact,
Archie was startled
nearly out of his wits
—although, so far, he
was safe enough.

He had wandered towards the river bank,
and he had come unexpectedly face to face
with a creature of extraordinary aspect. To
Archie’s startled mind, it loocked like a mon-
strosity out of a nightmare—a miniature
cdition of a prehistoric horror.

It wes a great, lizard-like thing, fully six
feet in length. Actually it was a monitor.
There were lots of them along the river bank,
and some of them indeed in the river itself.
For these creatures are just as much at
home in the water as out.

Archie, hardly knowing whether to stand
his ground or to bolt, compromised by letting
out a yell for assistance. And Nipper and
the erowd of other juniors, dashing round the
trees, caused a most alarming thing to
happen. The lizard, being unprepared for
this rush, evidently came to the conclusion
thlﬂft it was an attack dirceted against him-
self,

And it so happened that Archie had half
turned at the same moment,

The monitor ran straight
streaked up his body like
stood on his shoulders!

“Good gad!” gurgled Archie faintly.

Ho took a look sidewavs, and he felt that
his last moment had come. Tor there was
the horrible monstrosity, coiled awkwardly
round his neck, and there was its black,

~at ' Archie,
lightuing, and
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their  only [ forked tongue, darting in and oul, coming

within an inch of his face!

““My only hat!” panted Tommy Watson.

Archie gave a sudden lurch, he spun round,
and the monitor dropped Lo the ground with
a thud, scudded off, and vanished into tha
stream.

“Are you Dbitten, Archie?” asked Nipper
breathlessly.

“Odds frights and scares!” breathed
Archie. “I don’t know, old thing! I mean
to say, what a perfectly foul piece of fright-

fulness! I'm like a dashed jelly!”

" Nothing to be afraid of, young 'un,” said
one of the men, as he joined them, *It was
only a goanna.” |

“A which ?” asked Nipper.

“A goanna,” said the Australian. “I've

known them to run up a man’s neck before
now—when they’ve been chased by dogs.”

“Thanks,” said Nipper. “ Meaning us?"

“Not exactly,” smiled the man, *“ But the
goanna cvidently thought that you were
chasing it.  They're
queer creatures, with
lizard bodies, and with
torked tongues like
a snake’s. But vou
needn’t be afraid of
them. I believe the
natives rather enjoy
them as food.”

“I'd rather starve!’
satd Tommy Watson,
with a shudder.

Trim

It

“They're  horrible
looking things,” said
Nipper.

they are,” agreed the
“But you mustn’t despise them
One never knows—we may come
eating goannas before we're

“Too right,
Australian,
as food.
down to
through!”

It was a disquieting thought.

However, there was something else to think
about just then, for the word went round
that a sort of meal bhad been cooked, and
there was o ration for everybody, Not that

Archie Glenthorne wanted anything,  His
recent adventure, lm‘rmlvﬂs Hmth it had
been, had robbed him completely of his
appetite.
CHAPTER 8.
Discoverigs !
OBODY knew exactly’
what they were eat-

ing. Tor all manner
of creaturcs had gone
; into the pot, Rabbits,
birds of various sorts, and other flesh that
the Australians in the party declared to be
edible.
It was a crude meal, and, for most of the
Qt, Frank's fellows. it brought them right
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lown to realities. Tt gave them an inkling
of what they must expeet. There were no
plates, no knives or forks.

'T'he boiled meat was handed out on pointed
prongs of wood, and in this manner it had
to be caten—held on bits of wood, or taken
in the fingers. Although many of those
petrol-cans had been filled with meat, the
ration, for each individual, was only small.
The meal, as a meal, was meagre. Still, it
was something—and food of any kind, at a
period like this, was to be thankful for.

“Well, that's that!” said Nipper, when he
had finished his portion. **Now I suppose
we shall have to go until supper-time before
we get anything else 77

“But we've had hardly anything'!” pro-
tested Tommy Watson, ““And what about
bread—--or vegelables? Have we got to eat
nothinz but meat until we get back to
eivilisation? Oh, my hat! What a prospect!”

““And such meat, dear old boy!” =said
Tregellis-West, with a shudder.
How absolutely frightful!”

“It's not a very pleasant subjeet to think
about,” said Nipper quietly.  “Still, con-
sidering everything, it’s rather a wonder that
we've had a meal at all so quickly as this,
Later on, perhaps, when things have got
more arganised, we shall fare better.”

“But it scems all wrong to me!” said
Boots, shaking his head. ““What’s the idea
of stiching here? No rescue can come to us,
and we might as well be pushing on—trying
to get back .

“The guv'nor has alrcady explained that
it would be fatal for us to leave this spot
until we are ready,” interrupted Nipper.
“We must be able to carry water with us—
and food, too. Ior when it comes to the
actual march it will be a terrible ordeal.
Most of you fellows seem to forget that
we're stranded in the wilderness. It would
have heen bad enough 'f we had just run out
of petrol—if we had retained all cur stores
and supplies. Even then we should have been
in a nasty hole. But as it is the position will
hardly bear thinking about.” .

“Let's think about something clse, then,”
said Sir Montie. “Let’s have a look at the
burnt-out coaches, for example. They're
pretty well cooled off by now.”

This was true. Hitherto it had been well-
nigh impossible to approach the debris of the
coaches, for, after the dreadful fire, the heat
had been tremendous.

So Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watson
wandered towards one of the masses of
rharred wreckage that was all that now
remained of those once splendid motor-
roaches.

Other fellows were interested in the move
ments of several emus, which were paying a
visit to the camp. These great, inoffensive
birds were extraordinarily inqusitive. In
fact, they were so curious that any nervous-
ness they may have felt appeared to be over-
come. For they approached quite close,

examining all objects that were strange to
them.

L 4
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“I don’t know whether those giddy things
are any good as food, but if they are we
shall be all -1ight for supper,” remarked
Watson. “Look at ’em! Ostriches, aren’t
they 1"

“LEmus,”” said Nipper. “They’re a kit
different from ostriches. T've always heard
that they are inquisitive beggars, and——-"

He broke off, all thoughts of the cmus
driven out of his mind, He and tho other
juniors had approached close to one of the
twisted and blackened masses that repre-
sented the motor-coaches.

“What's the matter?” asked Watson, as
: Nipper paused.
““Nothing’s the matter,” repliecd the

Remove captain. ““But look here!”

He kicked against something amidst the
debris. Then, bending down, he picked up
a number of twisted, tarnished objects.

"“"Begad!” said 8ir Montie, staring.
“*Table forks!” ;

“"Forks and spoons and knives!” said
Nipper eagerly., “They’re a bit out of
shape, and the handles of these knives have
Praclica.lly gone. But look at ’em, you chaps!
I'hey’re knives! And they're forks and
spoons! Hundreds of 'em !”

“And we used our fingers to cat that funny
meat |’ said Watson.

“This is a discovery, you chaps!’ said
Nipper. “We've been thinking that every-
thing was lost in the fire. I say, there might
be other wuseful objects amongst the
wreckage, too!”

“"Let’s have a look!” said Watson quickly.

They found that they could climb into the
body of that coach. Nothing was left of it
but the bent and twisted steel frame, and all
the other metal parts. In the centre there
was a great mass of conglomerated debris.
This coach had cvidently been one of the
dining-cars, i

Careless of soiling their hands or their
airy garments, Nipper & Co. commenced
turning over the blackened objects. Many
of them were still warm, but they took no
notice.  And presently Nipper let out
another shout of triumph.

“Here’s a frying-pan he ejaculated.
“By Jcve, and some iron saucepans! There’s
no telling what there might be amongst all
this wreckage !”’

“What about the other coaches?” asked
Tommy Watson excitedly. ‘“Perhaps we
shall be able to find something in them,
too 1"

“What's the excitement?” asked Travers,
coming up.

“We’'ve found some knives and forks and
things!” yelled Watson,

The news soon spread, and the excitement
was not only rife amongst the boys,

12

t but amongst the men, too.

Presently every coach was being explored.
Those charred remnants were searched
diligently, in the hope that something would
be brought to light—something uscful. And

(Continued on wvage 14),
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(Continued from puge i2).
the result was truly astonishing—and most
gratifying.
It was found that, whilst several of the
coaches were absolutely burnt out, others

had escaped this fate. The outer sections
nad suffered, giving a general appearance of
cemplete destruction, but inside there was a
difference.

One of the great tenders, for example,
which looked wvtterly ruined, proved to con
tain a veritable gold-mine of salvage. It
was one of the tenders which had been
utilised as a supply store. Qut of this one
vehicle alone they dragged blackened cases
of canned goods, and, amid great cheering,
it was found that the ecans were whole.
Once the scorched wood was torn away they
found dozens of cans of beans—milk—fruits—
and similar luxuries.

A caso of tea turned up, too—and sugar

and flour. Most glorious find of all this was
—flour!
Food!

It seemed that the sitwation was not =o

terribly bad, after all!
CHAPTER 1.
Salvage |

RUB, you claps—and

heaps of it!” said

Handforth happily

“0Oh, my hat! And

. we thought that we
had to exist on nothing else but sparrows
and emus and rabbits |”?

“They’ve found lots of flour!” said Full-
wood breathlessly., “We shall be able to
have some bread for supper!”

“Hurrah!”

“And tea, too!” egaid Travers.
—with milk!?”

“Geod gad!” said Archie Glenthorne, a
dreamy look cominy into his eyes. “The cup
that cheers, what? Laddies, I feel all
dithery! 1 mean to say, this glad shock has
caused me {o go wonky at the knees!”

Another supply tender yielded plenty of
stores, too, Much of the stuff was damaged
by the fire, but who cared? As long as some
of it was catable, what else mattered ?

Sir Arthur Brempton was overjoyed. He
had been very subdued that day, moving
iabout llke a man in a dream. He felt his
responsibility greatly, for he held that he
was to blame for the entire disaster. Nelson
Loe bad warned him against that chief

.

“Real tea

1

f

i
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“mechanie, Verano, whose vindictive madness

had resulted in such destruction, and if Sir
Arthur had taken Lee’s advice, the catas-
trophe would not have happened.

And now, after the situation had seemed so
desperate, this glad discovery had been
made. It must be remembered that the out-
(it had carried an enormous amount of sup-
plies. There were scores of mouths to feed,
and Sir Arthur, who believed in doing things
thorcughly, had had a large pumber of
supply coaches attached to the expedition,
and these had contained tons of food. -

Well over half this food had been burnt
up. But after everybody had believed that
all of it had been destroyed, it was a glorious
thing to find that such a large amount of it
was unharmed.

The fire had not been able to rcach the

centre of the stores, Indeed, after two or
three hours of hard work, when nearly all
the stuff had been cariied out and spread
over the ground, iv was found that those
cases and sacks that had been in the very
centre were not even scorched. Four whole
sides of bacon were brought to light. Two
of them were half gone, but the other two
were perfectly good. And as though to
clinch the matter two cases of eggs were
tound to be n excellent condition.
“Eggs, vyou chaps!” gloated Nipper.
Hundreds and thousands of them! We're
going to have eggs and bacon for tea—with
bread !”’

“Hurrah!”

“Let's start cooking something now

“Yes, rather—we're starving!”

“The bread’s liable to be a bit heavy, butl
we don't care abiout that!” said Fullwood,
grinning. .

“Heavy'!” roared Handforth. “ Who said
so? They've found tins of baking-powder
—and all sorts of useful stuff!”

It was the food discoveries that pleased
the schoolboys most. Some odds and ends
of clothing came 1o light, too; but the
majority of this stuff was unfit to be used,
for it was scorched and burnt so badly that
even the portions that looked sound were
rotten. The fellows reckoned—and quite
rightly, too—that they could get along with-
out heavy eclothing in a climate like this,
Food, on the other hand, was essential.

Nelson Lee was inclined to gloat over a
particularly hcavy case that turned up—two
or three heavy cases, in fact. They were
found in the very cenire of one of the big
lorries, or tenders, buried in the midst of
charred wreckage.

These cases contained—rifles! Ammuni-
tion, too! Never for a*moment had Nelson
Lee believed that the ammunition would be
any good. But, owing to the protective
layers of other things that had surroundcd
the cases, the heat had not penetrated to
these sealed cases of cartridges. And now
the party was plentifully supplied . with
weapons—and with ammunition for those
weapous.

ik
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“This will make an enormous difference,”
eald Lee, as he discussed the find with Mr.
Stockdale and Sir Arthur and one or two
others, *““1'ho food problemn 1s no
grave. There are many mouths to feed, and,
although we shall have to ration with care,
thero will always be plenty of meat.”

“You mean, we can hunt for our meat
supplies 7" asked Sir Arthur Brampton.

“Of course,” said Lee, *‘Frankly, gentle-
men, I was pessimistic this morning. We
obtained a meal at mid-day~—but do you
honestly think that we could have kept it

EY)
said Sir

up

“I was a bit doubtful of it,”
Arthur.

“Doubtfult” gchoed Lee. “It took half
our men several hours this morning to ob-
tain the meagre supplies that we boiled in

longer {

| progress,
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CHAPTER 8.
The Council ol War !
ASS another muflin,
Handy, old man.”
“Rather | Here
you are!”
The feast was in

and 1t was one of the merriest,
happiest occasions that the St. Frank's fel-
lows could remember. They gave no thought
to the morrow, and to their general pre-
dicament. Until they had started eating,
they hadn't realised their hunger; and now
they were fairly revelling in the rough-and;

ready feed that had been prepar. d.

those twisted petrol- The laughed at
cans. [ have bﬁtin thEI:J ; fm?\:ﬂtle‘ij anl
worrying very greatly ’ nobody objccted to a
over fhe yeg*.reninf: : DON’T MISS slight pungency in
meal. How couirl YOUR FREE GIF I'S! the flavour of the
we  kill  suffictent tea, which had been
game to supply us Yoiu've aiready collected made in bent and
all? And not omy twisted petrol-cans—

to-day, but to-morrow
and the next day!
How could we equip
ourselves for the com-

superb badges of seven of
England’s victorious Test
Crichkelers, so you musin’t

and which was con-
sumed out of black-
ened axle-cups andd
other odds and ends,

ing march back to spoil the set by missing ihe capable of holding

civilisation?” 1-'5?nafniﬁg ni;w fbat are on Ilql.lld, which h ad
STk wus Indsed W tha wan fook ol fDT been taken from the

terrible problem,” ¥ = debris,

said Mr. Stockdale. badges of Jardine, Hammond

“Now, however, wo
need not worry on
that score,” said
Nelson Lee.  “With
<o many rifles--and
in excellent condition, too—we are safe.”

“But even now our position is desperate,’ |

said Sir Arthur, shaking his hecad. “ Nobody

knows of our predicament, and we cannot.

expect rescue from outside. And how are
we to cross that dreadful desert, Mr. Lee?
How are wo to get back? Attired as we
are, mnierely in these pyjamas—without
proper footwear—what chance i1s there for
v '

“We will leave these points until later,”
replied Nelson Lee, with a lightness in his
tone that made all the others feel cheerful.
“The first thing now is to prepare a really
good meal—to put all these boys into a
good humour. Upon the whole, they have
behaved splendidly—with very fine courage
and calmness. We don't want them to get
pessimistic. And an excellent meal, with
the certain knowledge of further excellent
meals to follow, will help matters greatlf'."

So, as the day was drawing to a close,
a -tremendous spread was prepared. Bread
was made by the cooks, more camp-fires were
lit, and the air was soon filled with -the
luxurions odours of frying bacon and other
similar good things.

1
And the St. Frank's party felt that life

was indeed worth living, in spite of the
uncertaintics 'of the present situation!

and Tyldesley
NEXT WEEK!

As for plates, there
wasn't one amongst
the whole crowd. But
there were plenty of
fresh leaves, and
these, spread on the
ground, served excellently. And, after all,
there were knives and forks—and these were
a great boon.

'%‘he fellows were making the most of this
feast; for they had received a hint that
there would be a striet rationing system in
vogue on the morrow, Only a certain
amount of the salved stores would boe used,
and the meals would be supplemented largely
by freshly killed game.

“Personaily, 1 can't seo tho reason for
it,” remarked Bob Christine, of the Modern
House, as he was discussing the siuation
with a group of other juniors. “There's
tons of grub here. Enough to last us nearly
a couple of weeks, I should say—without
any strict rationing, either. And we ought
to get back to the Dodd Station by then.

“PBefore then,” said Boots. “But Mr.
Leo is cautious, and he doesn’t believe in
taking any chances. He's in full charge,
you know, and we've got to obey orders.”

“He knows what he's doing,” said Full-
wood. “1 don’t want to be a croker, but
it strikes me we shan’t get back to the Dodd
Station within & fortnight—or within a
month, either.”

There was a laugh of derision.

“It's all very well to laugh,” said Full-

L wood, “Ask Jerry.”
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“What's his authority for knowing?”

"He's an Australian.”

“Ho doesn’t know much about this part
of the country,” said Boots, “In fact, I
doubt 1f he has been out in the wilds
‘before.”

““Oh, yes, I have—but not so far out as
this,” sald Jerry Dodd, as he came up,
alter overhearing the remarks. ‘“And 1
should advise you fellows not to be too
optimstic. I’'m as keen én getting back to
my father’s station as any of you—but
there are lots of difficulties 1n the way.”

“Prickly pear, for instance?” grinned
Christine,

“You seem to think this prickly pear is
funny.”

“ Not funny, but there’s no need to make so
much fuss over it,” said Christine. “It'll
be a pity if we can’t conquer a lot of silly
bushes,”

Jerry looked grave.

“What would you'say if we found our-
sclves facing about fifty miles of barbed
wire?”’ he asked grimly, “Fifty miles deep,
I mean—tangled wires, strewn over the
eround in hopeless confusion. How would
ou like to force your way through that
Dt?ii

“It would be impossible, of course,” said
Boots,

“Well, this prickly pear is a lot worse
than any barbed wire that was ever turned
out of a factory,” said Jerry; ‘“and this
part of the country is absolutely infested
with the stuff. Don’t you remember how the
coaches erushed it down as we came along?
Mile after mile of it—as thick as the sand
on the seashore., It’s easy enough to talk,
but wait until we’re face to face with the
problem.”

“Oh, don’t croak!” said Gulliver.

“Croak!” echoed Jerry, with heat. “I'm
not croaking, you ass! But 1 happen to
know more about this country than you do,
and I’'m just giving you a word of warn-
ing !»

However, the spirit of optimism was so
great that nobody took any notice of Jerry,
or of Nipper or of the other fellows who
pointed out that the journcy back to civilisa-
tion promised to be fraught with uncer-
tainties and danger. That solid meal, com-
ing so unexpectedly and so joyously, had
put everybody into a good humour,

It was in this mood that the St. Frank’'s
fellows turned in for the night., This was
a very simple process. They merely laid
‘themselves down behind the shelters that
had been built, resting on the piles of dried
grasses that had been gathered. It was the
peneral impression that an early start was
to be made on the morrow, and everybody,
therefore, was contented enough to get to
sleep. The day had been tiring, too, and
the majority of the fellows were ready
enough for slumber,

As soon as they were all soundly asleep,
Nelson Lee called a council of war round
one of the camp-fires. The party consisted
of Sir Arthur Brampton, Lee himself, Mr.
Stockdale, and one or two of the Australians
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of the party—drivers of the coaches, and
men who understood the country.

“ Now, gentlemen, we've got to thrash
this matter out,” said Nelson Lee concisely.
“A decision muss be reached. We're
stranded, and although the finding of a con-
siderable supply of food is gratifying, it
really does little to help the general
t situation.”

“You're decad right there, Mr. Lee,”
sald one of the Australians. “We got here
easily enough in these coaches, but that was
because they had caterpillar tractors, and
tcould climb over anything and go any-
b where,”

“¥You can take Simmons' word, Mr. Lee,”
put in Sir Arthur. “He’s the man who
drove the leading coach, the man who picked
the way.” _ :

“Thaf’s right,” nodded Simmons. “ Pick-
ing the way was easy enough—simply be-
pcause we drove over the pear bushes and
over practically everything else, But it’ll
‘be a different proposition getting back.”
“That’s why we are holding this council
tnow,”” said Nelson Lee. " Airhough we may
make temporary footgear for the® boys, and
for ourselves, if it comes to that, I doubt
if such measures will be effective. In fact,
I think it would be absolute folly for the
whole party to venture across that waste-
land. For scores of miles it is waterless,
and in parts treeless. Same of the boys might
never get through.”

“A terrible thought, Mr, Lee,” said Sir
;;n'i‘:?},un', troubled, *“Yet what else can we

o

“We must face the facts boldly and fear-
lessly,” said Lee. *“It's no good deluding our-
selves, Sir  Arthur—there’s no sense in
L assuming that we can do this or do that. The
boys, at least, must be assured of safety. I
am responsible to their parents, and——"

“No, My, Lee—the responsibility is mine
now,” said the millionaire, "It was I who
brought them on this trip.”

“Well, we won’t argue over that point,”
said Lee quietly. *‘Let us say, then, that we
are jointly responsible, 1 stato, most
emphatieally, that we must not take any of
these boys into deliberate danger. And there
will be danger—of a most conerete kind-—if
we are rash enough to march in a body back
- on our tracks. I believe 1t 1s a full hundred
miles to the Dodd station,”

“"Too right it 1s,” said Simmons, nodding,
“Just over a hundred, if anvthing. I'm a
man who understands these parts—D’'m a
native of Queensland—and 1'm telling you
straight out that it would be madness to take
all these youngsters, barefooted as they are,
and in this sub-tropical heat, on such a trip.
Not twenty per cent. of the party wounld get
through alive !”

Mr. Stockdale loocked haggard.

“Then what are we to do?” he asked
 huskily. **What is the alternative? Yon say
that we eannot undertake this trip—and it is
certain that woe cannot hold out here in this
crude camp for more than a week or two.
Fven if we seeure cnough game to feed all
these moutls to start with, the animals and

i
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Handforth sat up with a gasp of surprise.

Gliding near him was a shadowy black body.

He saw

a repulsive face turned quickly towards him ; he saw two gleaming eyes and the glittering point
' of a spear!

the birds will soon be frightened away—
leaving us without food of any kind.”

There was every reason for Mr. Stockdale’s
alarmed tone—for, indeed, it secemed that
there was no solution to this grim problem !

e ——

CHAPTER 9.
The Decision !

ELSON LEE Jlooked
round at those
worried faces, and he
had an cxpression of
quiet confidence In

his eyes.
“I need volunteers,” he said briefly.

“Volunteers?” repeated  Sir  Arthur,
staring.

e { .l

“TFor what purpose?”

““I need volunteers for the journey back
to the Dodd station,” replied Lee. " No more
than six men must undertake this risk. 1
would go myself, only it 1s my plain duty to
remain with the boys o

““Yes, ves, of course,” said the millionaire,
“In no circumstances, Mr. Lee, must vou
think of leaving. That would be a mistake of
the worst kind. I will go back—"

“*Not while we’re here to prevent vou, sir,”
interrupted Simmons gruffly. *“ You're not
used to bush marching—especially in your
bare feet. Better leave it to the rest of us.”

The other men murmured their agreement.

“We'll undertake this job,” said Simmons.
“I don’t think there’ll be any trouble about
volunteers cither, Just say when you want
us to start, Mr. Lee, and we're your men!”

L]

“You bet!”

“Splendid " said Sir Arthur, * You pro-
pose, then, Mr. Lee, to remain hero with the
main party whilst six men attempt to get
through ?”

“1 think it will be the only wise course,”
replied Nelson Lee. *“These six men can
casily carry sufficient food in their packs to
last them through—and it won’t be such a
difficult job to fix them up with improvised
footgear. But, as you will see, it would be
a much more formidable proposition- if we’
wero all going.”

“So formidable as to be practically hope-
less,” said Sir Arthur.

“And once the men reach the cattle
station, the rest will be comparatively casy,”
sald tho schoolmaster-detective. “* A car can

' be dispatched almost within an hour—loaded

with supplies. There are some tractors, too,
on the Dodd station, and many of these can
be requisitioned. 1 reckon that we can all
be back within a week at the latest.”

“Providing these men get through,” said
Mr, Stockdale quietly,

Even Simmons said nothing. Ie was ready
enough to make the attemipt, and there would
probably be a great deal of rivalry betweern
the other men when it came to the choice of
Summons’ companions, [For all of them were
cager cnough to volunteer. Yet they must
hayve known that the risks would be great,

The chmate here was sub-tropical, and the
country was extremely diflicult for any kind
of march. There was not only the pestilential
prickly pear, but countless other difficultics
to contend with, too. Those great coaches
had crossed a desert, and this must ncces
sarily be re-crossed on foot—and, so far as tho
adventurers knew, there was no water of any
kind, Through that wild bushland, in the



18 SPECIAL

fcarful heat of the Queensland summer, it
would be a nightmare journey.

And although these six men were natives
and familiar with bush travelling, they would
. be severely handicapped by their lack of any
sort of equipment. There was not evey a
compass by which they could guide them-
selves in case they lost track of the tell-tale
marks of the motor-coaches; and there were
many rocky stretches where the ground was
hard and barren, where the trail might easily
be lost.

Undoubtedly Nelson Lee’s policy was a wise
one.

It would be madness for them all to attempt
this journey. But six might get through—
especially six hardened, toughened, valiant
men such as Simmons and his companions.

Nelson Lee rose to his feet.

“Well, we can consider the council at an
end,” he said, smiling. *“ At dawn, Simmons,
you will be off. Get® as much sleep as you
can now.”

Simmons was perfectly nonchalant,

““That’s all right, boss—leave it to me,” he
said coolly. “If we don't get through, and
have a rescue party back for you within four
days, you can call me a coot.”

But when he got apart with the other men
he pursed his lips and shook his head.
"%uckle}"a!” he said significantly.

The others understood what the
meant,

“A forlorn hope, eh?” said one of them.
“Too right, 1t 1s!”

“Well, we'll do our best,” satd Simmons.
“And if it’s humanly possible to get through
we’ll do it.”

“Good-0!” chorused the others.

Nelson Lee personally superintended ihe
packing of the six men’s kits. Food was pre-
pared, water was provided for each—and this
alone was a formidable task. Ior there were
no ordinary carrying flasks. All manner of
ingenious devices were adopted so that a
guflicient supply of water could be carried.

It taxed all Nelson Lee’s resource to solve
this problem. How, then, would it have
been possible to carry water for the entire
party? It was diflicult enough to send
these six men into the bush with adequate
supplies—supplies that would mean the differ-
ence between life and death.

At last the packs were complete, and 1t was
now past midnight. The camp-fires were
burning low, and Lee himself went round and
piled fresh wood upon them. The smoke was
aromatic and soothing, and helped consider-
ably in keeping off the mosquitoes and other
night inseccts.

At last Lee allowed himsclf to obtain some
rest, and he was asleep within two minutes of
stretching himself on the ground. And the
whole camp slept.

Half an hour elapsed. No sounds disturbed
tho stillness except the regular breathing of
the sleepers—some of them snoring—and the
dull crackling of the fires, and occasionally the
ery of some night creature from the wooded
belts bevond the creek.

word
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Then towards one o'clock something black
secrned to move over on the edge of the camp
beyond those piles of twisted wreckage. Ono
black object—two—ihree! Thoy were moving
stealthily, silently, mysteriously. )

Whether Nelson Lee awoke by instinct or
whether he heard some sound is a matter of
no consequence—but suddenly he opened his
eves, Yet he did not move. He was fully
- awake—sensing somechow that all was nof
right.

He lay there, watching, listening., Faintly,
beyond the smoke pall from one of the camp-
fires, he caught a brief glimpse of a lithe
black figure—a nearly naked figure. Lee's
| heart began to beat more rapidly,

Strangely epough, he was not alarmed. He
was only filled with wonder—and hope. He
‘was only curious and amazed. An aborigine!
Without the slightest doubt that form he had
scen belonged to a black fellow!

What could 1t mean?
| Nelson Lee and all the other members of
the party had believed that this section of the
country  was  utterl and  absolutely
uninhabited. They had thought that there
were no aborigines within hundreds of miles
of them—believing that the blacks were much
further to the north and north-west,

Lee refrained from moving because he had
an idea that if he stirred he would drive this
lurking black inte the shadows again, and
then he would be lost. And Lee badly wanted
to get hold of the man, to question him—to
find out whence he had come. For if there
were aborigines in this district it was more
than likely that they would be able to guide
tho party to a white settlement. Perhaps
| there was a station or a township much nearer
than Mr. Dodd’s place. If so, the party’s
problem would not be so difficult.

Lee moved cautiously, wriggling like an
cel, until he slid behind the crude shelters
that had been erected. Here ho was behind
cover, and he could move safely.

He watehed, and ther his keen eyes
| detected another slinking black form—and

another! There were two or three of them—
| perhaps dozens! For a moment Lee caught

his breath in., Supposing there were hun-
dreds? What if the camp were surrounded
| by a wild mob of blacks?

—

e ——

CHAPTER 10.
The Capture !

BET  Nelson Lee dis-
missed this suspicion
almost on the instant,

Tt was too fantastio
—too absurd! The
| aborigines were not in the habit of movi
about in great tribes. Morecover, if there
had been such a tribe in this district some
 signs of the blacks would certainly have been
seen oarlier,

As for attacking the camp, this thought

was too fantastic to be seriously considered,
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The whito party was a large one, and the
blacks were undoubtedly aware of this. It
was not likely that any attack was contem-
plated. .

It was far more probable that these abori-
gines were merely five or six in number, and
were skulking about on the off-chance of pil-
ferving some trifling odds and ends. If Lee
or anybody else in the camp made a sudden
move, they would be scared off. And Lee
wanted to capture one, at least, in the hope
that he might know a little pidgin-English.

Unfortunately Handforth had been restless
—probably
when he unexpectedly sat up, and saw a
shadowy black body gliding comparatively
near him, he gave a gasp of startled sur-
prise. He saw a repulsive black face turned
quickly towards him; he saw two gleaming
eyes, and the glinting point of a spear.

“Blacks!” he yelled, springing to his feet.
“Cannibals!” .

Nipper, aroused, sat up. ,

“*What’s that?” he ecjaculated. ‘“Handy,
vou idiot! Have you gone dotty ?”

“"We're surrounded by eannibals!” roared
Handforth excitedly.
—dozcens of 'em !”

“There goes one!” ejaculated Harry Gres-
ham, pointing.

A number o
figure also, and within a moment the whole
camp was In AN UProar.

“Blacks!” panted Edward Oswald, looking
round for a weapon. " Buck up, you chaps!
They're going to attack in a couple of
minufes! Swarms of ’em! By George, it'll

be a fight for our lives!”
“Good gad!” groaned Archie. ““The
blighters might have waited until we’d

finished our spasm of the gooa old dreamless!
I mean, somewhat inconsiderate, and all that
gort of thing!”

Nelson Lee was inclined to be very annoyed
during the first few moments after the alarm.
Then he changed his mind. For one of the
black fellows, in making a dash for the
shadows, came slithering diagonally towards
the spot where Iee was crouching.

The man thought that his way was clear,
but he got a shock a moment afterwards.
For Lee sprang out, confronted him, and held
out his empty hands, as an indication that
he was unarmed. h

“Hold on!” said Lee, in a friendly tone.
““WWhat do you want here?”

“Yack-a!” howled the aborigine, in fright
and surprise,

There was a rattle as he dropped his spear,
and he made an attempt to bolt. But Lee
was just a shade quicker, and he leapt in and
grasped the black by the arm.

“Don’t run away!” he said. *Nothing to
be frightened about. I won’t harm you,”

The aborigine, a tall, well-built man of
about middle-age, turned a pair of frightened
eves towards his captor.

“No savvee,” he said violently.

“Yes, vou do,” said Lee. “Come sit longa
camp. Talk-talk Savvee?”

The man shook his head.

owing to the mosquitoes—and |

“I saw them just now-

f other fellows saw that black |

|

|
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““No savvee,” he repeated vehemently,

But Lee could tell, by the way the man
glanced into the camp, that he Kad under-
stood the words perfectly, and as the detecc-
tive applied a little pressure on his arm, ho
moved forward. They reached one of the
camp-fires, and Lee invited the aborizine to
sit down. After a moment’s hesitation the
man squatted on the ground, and looked
round uneasily.

Nipper and Handforth and a few seniors
were ncar by, and some of the men, too.
Simmons was looking very astonished.

“Well, this beats me!” he was saying. *“1
didn’t know there were any black bovs in
this distriet, It’s not so barren, after all.”

“Who is this man?” asked Sir Arthur
‘Brampton. '

“That's what we want to find out,” said
Lee, as he turned to the captive. *“‘You
needn’t be frightened. Smoke pipe. We are

friendly—savvee ?”’
The man took the tobacco that Leo
proffered, but he continued to look uneasy.
“Your friends?” went on Lee. “Call them
in. Let them come longa fire for talk-talk.”
The aborigine secemed more reassured.
“Me savvee,” he said, nodding. “Me think

vou going to kill black fellow,”

“Why should we kil yvou?” asked Lee,
smiling.  *“Or your friends? Call them in
for smoke and talk-talk.”

“No come for steal,” said the aborigine.
“You think we come for steal, eh? But we
only look. Master send us.”

“Your master?”

“Him white man,” nodded the other

| placidly.

“A white man!” ejaculated Sir Arthur.

“But this is extraordinary, Mr. Lee! Woe
did I']E}t knnw—_”
“Him all white,” said the captive., “Him

skin-—him bair—everything. Master send us
L{II]ganllEh to find out big noise and big
aze.’

““He must mean the explosion,” said Hand-
forth breathlessly, :

“But bow was 1t heard—or where ?" asked
Nipper. ‘““And how could the fire have been
scen ? This white man that the fellow refers
to can't be very far off.”

Lee waved a hand towards the bush again.

*Call your friends,” he said, “No harm.
We give you food and tobacco.”

The man noddéd, rose to his feet, and
uttered a wild kind of ery, repeating it two
or three times. In tho silence that followed
answering cries came from the darkness.
Then, whilst everybody in the camp watched,
three other aborigines advanced out of the
-shadows into the circle of flickering light cast
hy the camp-fires, |

“Come longa camp!” called Nelson Lee,
“You come sit down for talk-talk!”

The blacks advanced., One of ®hem was
distinetly younger than the others, and he,
unlike his companions, was wearing a pair
of shorts, red in colour, with a blue belt
round his middle. Scanty though Lhis aitire

i

was, it reminded vaguely of a uniform. He
| was a well-set-up black, this man, and he
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was clean-shaven, his hair well-
trimmed.

“You not harm us. white men 7"’ he asked,
in much better English than the other black
fellow.

“We not harm you,” said Lee.
should you think such a thing?”

““Master warn o8 against all white men,”

sald the newcomer. ‘Where white men—
danger, So master tell us. We thought you
kill Yarro.” -
“So your master has warned you against
all white men?” asked Lee thoughtfully.
“Who is this master of yours? Why should
he tell you such: strange 'things? The white
ineu are your friends, and mean you no
1arm.”

“There are white men and other white

being
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men,” said the aborigine. *‘Master tell
Olem, Me Colonel Olem,” he added, with
pride.

And all those who listened, including Nei-
son Lee, wondered what the explanation of
this mystery could be. Where had these

blacks come from, and who was their white
master ?

CHAPTER 11.
A Change of Plan !

OLONEL OLEM, ° as
he had called himself,
was now apparently
quite at home, apd all

; his ‘misgivings were
dissipated. Yarro and the other blacks were
equally at their ease. Finding that these
people did them no harm, they were
thoroughly restored.

“We no came for steal,” said Yarro. “We
came for look.” |
“Our white master sent us,” nodded Olem.

“Him say, ‘go find big noise and big
blaze. And if you sec white men, they kill
}.Gu.J A2

“Your master is a strange man to tell you }

such things,” put in Sir Arthur Brampton.

“Qur master good man—clever man; hun
give us food, and we live proper,” said Olem.

““And who is your master?”’ asked Lee.
“Where does he live, and what Iis
name ?”

“Him master—no other name.”

““Is this true 1

“True,” said Olem firmly.

Nelson Lee began to scent something inter-
esting—something unusual. Furthermore, he
was beginning to hope. If there was a white
man in the neighbourhood, it might be
advisable to change the plan that had already
been made.

“Where do you live, Olem?” asked Lec.
“Where ® your master now 1”

The young black pointed.

“Seven hours—eight hours,” he replied.
““Difficult for travel. Much prickly pear, then
swamp.”’

.“Is there a cattle station in that direc-
tion ?”

his
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turning to the blacks.

‘man will be in a position to help us,

NUMBER!

“Plenty men and women—big town,” said
Olem. *““Me colonel of master’s bodyguard.”

“Well, I'm hanged!” said Sir Arthur.
“I’ve never heard of such a thing.”

“This town—if such a ({Jlacu actually ex-
ists—cannot be a great distance off,” said
Lee keenly., “Considering that the way is
so difficult, and that it can be rcached on
foot in seven or eight hours, the mileage
cannot bé very much. It 1s evident, too,
that this white man heard the boom of the
explosion when the petrol-car blew up, and
the glare from the fire must have been
scen, too.” _

“But I can’t credit it,” said Sir Arthur.
“Ilow can there be a town out in these
wilds? And a white man, with a personal
bodyguard of blackfellows! Without wish-
ing to be too blunt, I half-suspect that this
man is drawing upon his imagination.”

“Yet he speaks amazingly good English,”
put in Simmons. “Never heard one of
these boys speak so well .before. There’s
something special about him.” )

“I have the same impression,” said Sir
Arthur, looking at Olem curiously, )

“You have food and sleep?’ said Lee,
“You wait until
morning ?”

“We cat, and when sunrise, we go,’
Olem,

"He- looked round, and then raised a hand.
Lee had noticed that all these aborigines
had been regarding the Eyjume;.-clag] figures

t

' said

of the schoolboys and the men with open
surprisec—and - they had looked at those
blackened 'pilos of wreckage, too.
“You have trouble?” asked Olem.
“Much trouble,” replied Lee. *Big fire—
nearly everything burnt. No shoes—no

clothes—no tents.”

“Bad!"” said Olem, and one or two of the
others,

Thoy seemed very interested, but Lee made
no further explanations, and when the blacks
had been provided with® something to eat,
Lee strolled off with Sir Arthur Brampton
and My, Stockdale, A crowd of St. IFrank’s
fellows, in the meantime, gathered round the

blacks, watching them with intercst,

““This is a queer business, “Mr. Lee,” said
Sir Arthur bluntly.

“Very queer.”

“What do you make of it?”

“ Nothing-—yet,” replied Lee. ““I’'ve never
come across anything like it. As far as my.
experience goes, these aborigines are more
or less primitive. But these men are dif-
ferent. ‘They’re typical bushmen, but they
are undoubtedly more educated and more
sophisticated than the majority of their fel-
lows, And this ¢ white master’' appears to
be responsible.” .

“Yet he warns his servants against other
white men,” exclaimed Mr. Stockdale.
“What can be the meaning of that?”

“I don’t know—but I do know that we
must alter our programme,” said Lee, “Tt
would be foolish to proceed with the
original plan now. Far better spend a day
in going to this so-called town. The whito

The
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very fact that there is a white settler in
this country proves that he is in communica-
tion with civilisation. The fact that we have
never heard of this ELttlEIﬂEIlt is no proof
that 1t does not exist.” -

“Are vou sure that these blacks are really
friendlv?”  asked Sir Arthur. “They
blsnig it spears with them, did they not?”

08,
“Doesn’t that look significant?”

**Not necessarily,” said Lee, “*These blacks
habitually carry spears, I believe. They may
need them for use in self-defence—or for
getting their meals. We've got to remember
that Olem and his companions made no at-
tempt whatever to attack us; and yet, had
they chosen, they could have flung their
spears with deadly effect from the datrk-
ness. I believe Olem’s story—that he and
his companions were merely cireling round
the camp to find out its nature.”
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attempt to get back to the Dodd Station,
Sir Arthur and several other men were to
accompany these blacks back to the ““town ”
that they spoke of. Yet how a town could
exist in this sub-tropical wilderness region
was a puzzle that intrigued the adventurers
very considerably,

—_—

CHAPTER i2.
Handforth’s Brainwave!

ANDFORTIH was
frankly indignant,

“The whole thing's

a swindle!” he de-

clared, with some

heat. “Somebody told me that these abori-

gines were c"mmb.alshand these fellows are

‘:1“'4:!1!,] it is extra& ia h a,!r mless as
ordinarily 0o ittens I

news,"” vsaidg Sir “Did  you want
Arthur, with relief. == 2 5 1 them to chuck spears
“A 5ett11*[:1?nt . only Eth jﬁutwtl asked
seven or eight hours’ . hurch tartly.
journey away! Why, This was the buge number *Not ezactly, but I

our troubles are prac-
tically over, Mr. Lee!
Once we reach this
place we 511&11 be ou
of all danger.”

Test Malch.

“I am thinking of
the boys,” said Lee,
as he looked towards
some of the excited
juniors. “It will be
a very good thing if
they can be placed
out of recach of any
pertl. Yes, we must
certainly make an im-
medutq_, investigation into this strange busi-
ness,’

“Do you intend to go back with these blacks
yourself ?”

“I have not yet decided the point.”

®Then let mo decide it for you, Mr. Lee,”
said Sir Arthur. “I urge you to remain
here—in full charge of the camp. Let me
go with Simmons and two or three of the
men, I will find out the exact truth,
and if there is a settlement, I will swon
send word—and as many supplics as I can
get hold of.”

“There might be danger,” said Lee, shak-
ing his head. *‘Although ‘these blacks seem
trustworthy, there is always the chance——"

“And supposing there is danger,” inter-
rupted Sir Arthur grufly. “Am I to shirk
1t? I insist upon going, Mr. Lee, and you
can say anything you please. This is a
very vteeptmnal upportumty and we must
take full advantage of it.”

““All right,” smiled Lee. “If you insist,

Sir Arthur, I suppose we had better refrain
from argument.”

And so it was settled.
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expected 'em to be a
bit dangerous,” said

Handforth.

“These are modern
days, Handy, n!cl
man,” said Nipp
with a smile. “ “e v

- not living in the old
“bad days.” At that
time, when Australia
was first being set-
tled, I dare sav the
blacks were a pretty
dangerous c¢r o w d.
" But now there aren't

many aborigines left who haven't come in
contact with white men, and who haven't
acquired civilised wavs and bhabits.”

“Some of 'em are cannibals to-day,”
Handforth obstinately. “I was speaking to
a couple of the men yesterdav, and they
told me that cannibalism is practised in
some tribes whenever the biacks get a
chance.”

“Your leg was being pulled, old man,”
chuckled Church.

“I'm not so sure of that, either,”
Nipper. “I've read that cannibalism is
still practised by some of the blacks. But
why enter into a discussion on the subject
now? These men aren't that sort, Theyv're
fairly well civilised.”

“And we've been swindled,” said Hand-
forth, nodding. “Instead of being sur-
rounded by cannibals, and fighting for our
lives, weo're standing here, watching those

A coloured

logether

said

said

black fellows eating some of our grub! I'm
going to sleep again,” ‘
“Best thing vou can do,” said McCluro

promptly.
But when lHandforth laid drmn again lio
did not sleep, although the other fellows,
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having come to the conclusion that the ex- don’t. It's a secret. At dawn. when Sir
citement had fizzled out, were soon slumber- | Arthur and those other men go off with
ing once more, the blacks. we’'r : : "

Edward Oswald Handforth was a fellow| «pp 9 i .\']' igh gm}ng ;ﬁ i{?ll{m Kheeen ]
of remarkable impulse. An idea had sud- } e WEGHs  DONEINE
denly come to him—one of Handforth’s “It’s no good asking Mr. Lee for permission
“specials.” This i8 merely another way of [ to go with the party, so our only chance is
saving that the idea was rash. While every [ to follow on behind,” said Handforth. “I
other fellow in the party could be trusted | don’'t see why we should be left out in the
to act reasonably and rationally, Handforth | cold.”’
could be relied upon to do the opposite. He Church and MeClure, now thoronghly and®
was, in fact, the exception to the rule. absolutely awake, grasped their lecader seo

As he lay close beside the sleeping. forms | tightly that he winced.
of Church and McClure, his eyes were open, “Chuck 1t, you asses!” he said grufily.
and he was looking eagerly to- '
wards that camp-firee where the
aborigines were still squatting.

“Why not?” murmured Hand-
forth. “By George! It’s. the
wheeze of the century!”

He thought it out thoroughly,
carefully, and considered all the -
pros and cons. He took about
twenty seconds to do this. Hand-
forth’s ideas regarding thorough-
ness, when It came to cogitating
upon one of his schemes, was
weird and wonderful.

He knew of the new plan. There
was no secret about it. Sir Arthur
Brampton and Simmons and three
other. men—all five of them Aua-
tralians—were to accompany these
blacks to the town that was sup-
posed to exist seven or eight hours’
march away. And they were to
start at dawn.

Handforth felt that he could not
keep his wonderful idea to himself,
so he shook Church and McClure
into waketulness, taking care that
none of the other {fellows were
arousged.

“What's up now?”’  asked
Church, rubbing his eyes., ‘‘Any-
thing else happened?”

“Not yet—but it’s going to!”
said Handforth.

“Oh, go to sleep!” mumbled
Church.

“look he, my sons, there’s
something I know that you don’t!”
said Handforth mysteriously., ¢ It’s
a secret.”

His chums aroused themselves A erowd of aborigines appeared in sight. Anpd at their he

more fully.
“A ssecret?” said MceClure. figure, with his red shorts,

“What 1is it that you know,

Handy ?” . ”Yoﬁ're mad, Handy—deity!”  said
“I said it’s a secret.” McClure, in alarm. “The best thing we can
“Well, you can tell us, can’t you?t” do is to obey orders, We'll stay here, in
“I’ll tell you if you'll give me your word | camp, until something definite is discovered.™

of honour that you won't let it go any| “I tell you, we're going with Sir Arthur’s

further,” said Handforth. party.”
“All right,” murmured his chums. “But we can’t!” said Church. “We
“ Promise 7" haven't any shoes, and all that prickly pear
“Yes.” stuff——"
“Honest Injun?” “Bother it!"” interrupted Handforth. “Wae
“Honest Injun!” made tome shoes yesterday out of dried
“ All right, then,” said Handforth coolly. | grasses. They're a bit clumsy, but they’ll
“I'll tell you the thing that I know, but you ! do,”
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rd top-boots, and spear.
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“Oh, my hat!” groaned Church, * Why
the dickens can’t you act like a sensible
human being, Handy, and net like an inmate
of Bedlam? Why can’t you be patient?”

“1 want some action,” replied Handforth
stubbornly.  “Sir Arthur and those other
men are going to make the trip, wearing
nothing but pyjamas and grass sandals—and
if they can do 1t, so can we!”

“They're Australians,”

“What does it matter?” said Handforth.
“What's the difference? If it comes to that,

it’s only right that England should be
represented-—and so we're going !
“We're not,” sald Church excitedly.

“T'll tell Fenton, or one of the other pre-

feete, and he’ll soon put a stop to your hittle

game.”’ ‘ *
“ What akout your promise?”

"Eh?? said Church, with a start. ‘ But—

but—"

“Both of you gave me your word, honest
Injun, that you'd keep the secret,” said
Handforth cooclly. *So you can’t back out
of ‘it now, my lads!”

Church and McClure were startled at their
leader’s duplicity, He had trapped them
very neatly. It was impossible for them to
give him away.

There were only two hopes.  Firstly, it
was more than likely that Handforth would
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be sound asleep at dawn, and that he would
awaken too Jate to put his plan into
execution; secondly, there was always tho
| chance that they would be spotted getting
away.

“0h, all right, then!” said Church, giving
Mac a nudge. “If your mind’s made up,
Handy, we can’t do anything.”

+ "Of course you can’t!” agreed Handforth,

“So we’ll go to sleep again now— and wake

up at dawn,” said Church.
i or three hours yet——-"
“I know it—and we're not going to sleep,
L either !” said Handforth, shattering the first
of his chums’ hopes. “ We're not taking any
chances, my sons! We'r» going to wait for
| the dawn, and we're going to watch Mr. Lee

like a cat watching a giddy mouse. Then,

““There are two

He presented an-extraordinary

just before dawn, when Mr. Lee’s back is
turned, we’re going to slip away
and wait in cover until the expe-
dition starts. See? Nobody can
spot us shipping away like that,
. because we shall have elipped away
in advance.”

And so the other hope had “‘ gone

west,”” too! Church and MecClure
were thoroughly alarmed. Hand-
forth, for once, was displaying

some real ingenuity.

“Well, we’'re not going with
you!” said Church fiercely. *If
you want to go on this dotty mis-
sion, Handy, you can jolly well go
by vourself!”

“Hear, hear!” said McClure.

“But you promised—"

“Rats! We dida’t promise to go
with you,” said Church. “We ouly
promised to keep your secret.”

“Why, you—you—->"

“Oh, chuck it!” said Mac.
“Let’s go to sleep again, Churchy.”
They pretended to — hoping

against hope that Handforth wonld
succumb to the warmth of the
night, and drop off. They knecw
perfectly well that they could not

allow him to go on this siunt
alone.

Unfortunately for their hopes,
Handforth remained very much

awake—this _idea had gripped him
—and when the first faint streaks
of dawn began to show in the sky
he commenced activities. 1t was
perfectly true that he and hie
chums had made some footwear for them-
selves—crude sandals of thick, dried grass
roughly woven and entwined. But they
were comfortable enough, and afforded ex-
cellent protection for the feet, although
there was no guarantee to their wearing
qualities.

“Come on, you chaps!” whispered Hand-

forth. “It’s time we slipped off. Nobody
will notice anything if wo go easy., Mr. Lee,
of course, will think that we'ro sleeping,
like the rest of the fellows.”
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“Look here, Handy-——"'

“There's no time for arguments,” inter-
letLd Hutﬂfnrth coldly.  “Either you’ll
congent to come with me, and come quictly,
or I'll go off on my own, and you can jolly
well stay behind with the crowd.”

Church and McClure made their choice—
and when Handforth sneaked into the cover
of the neighbouring bush, some minutes later,
they sneaked with him.

SPECIAL FREE
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CHAPTER 13.
Into the Bush !

ELSON LEE tcok Sir
Arthur Brampton's
hand.

“Well, " good-bye—
and good luck,” he
said heartily. ‘I sincerely hope, Sir Arthur,
that this trip will be successful. We shali
await your return - with confidence

“I feel my responsibility very greatly, Mr.
Lec,” said the Australian millionaire. “It
was I who bgought you and all these boys
info this unkfown region, and it is my duty
to get you back safely. I shall do my best
to send you word of some kind or another
before the day 1s out.”

" “]1 shall hardly expect. anything - before
to-mnorrow,” replied Lee. *“In the meantime,
we in camp will go ahead with our plans,
and prepare for anything that might crop
up.”

Sir  Arthur and his companions were a
quaint-looking group. The trousers of their
pyjamas were rolled up to their knees, and
they were wearing remﬂrkuble footgear—
cunningly woven *‘boots ™ which came well
over their ankles, -and which were tied on
with creepers, Round their waists were
primitive belts, and on their shoulders they
carried pucks of food and water—and cach
man was in possession of a rifle. On their
heads were rouglily-made, but effective, hats
of dried pgrass, '

“This is the Robinson Crusoe stufl, sure

cnough,” cackled Simmons.

“And there are several editions. of Man
T'riday.” . smiled Nelson -Lee. “Well, the
dawn is here, and s you had better get

ssraight off. Once again—good luck!”

The blackfellows were carryine no packs
whatever, and Sir Arthur had pointed out
that if these aborigines could do the icurncy
so unprepared, why was it necessary for the
white men to carrv food and water and

Kovoortrorvorvoosotrttel
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rifles?  Nelson Lee, however, thought it
better to be on the safe side. At the same

time, he was ready to admit that it was a
very good E1gu-—-the=e blacks travelling so
light, It indicated that their journey to ihe
camp had been trivial, and thercfore the
journcy back to the town they spoke of
would be equally trivial,

The departure was made without any fuss
—without any cheering, The school was still
aslecp, for there was no earthly reason why
the fellows should be aroused. Most of the
other men were sleeping, too. Nelson Leo
had only aroused Sir Arthur and the men
who were to accompany him.

After all, there was nothing particularly
cxciting about this little journey. It was
not a forlorn dash for help, or anything like
that,  Sir Arthur was merely using the
blacks to guide him to the settlement—which
would probably turn out to he some paltry,
1solated prospector's camp. However, this
man, being very familiar with the country,
wouid probably be able to indicate a safe
route to some decent-zsized settlement or
township,

Olem and Yarro led the way. All these
blacks were now perfectly at their ease; the
white men had secured their confidence, and
they secemed strangely eager to get back
to their “tfown.”

They plunged straight into the bush near
the creck, and none of them noticed the three
crouching figures behind a patech of mulga
scrub. As soon as the party had got well
past the three figures emerged.

“0.K.!” murmured one of them.
as safe as houses.”

Church and McClure were thoroughly dis-
appointed. Not even Nelson Lee had noticed
them stealing away from their sleeping places.
Kven now they had not been misscd, or there
would have been an outery. So thera was
nothing for it but to follow Sir Arthur and
his p:uty

This proved to be a much easier task than
Handforth’s chums had believed, The trees
were fairly thick alongside the creek, and
there was plenty of cover. Jt was not
difficult to keep the expedition in sight, for
neither the blacks nor the white men looked
back, and as thev took no precautions to
maintain silence—since there was no need
—the task of the shadowers was simpie.

The chums of Study D were inadequately
equipped compared with Sir Arthur and his

“We're

companions. They carried no packs and no
rifles, In fact, they were quite empty-
| handed.

The home-made shoes proved quite satis-
factory—in fact, surprisingly eflective. But
it was doubtful if they would be any good for
hard wear.

“How long is this going on, Handy?’
asked Church in a low voice. “When are we
going to disclose ourselves to Sir Arthur?’

“Not for miles yet.”

“Better not,” put in MeClure.
scnd us back”

“Ie might
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“That’s just it,” said Handforth, nodding.
“We don't want to take any risks like that.
But after we are well on our way, Sir Arthur
won't feel inclined to waste a lot of time by
going back with us. Don’t you see the
wheeze? He wouldn't dream of sending us
back on our own—and so he’ll have to take us
with him.”

Now that the adventure had fairly started,
Church and McClure were beginning to
change their opinion. Somehow it did not
seem 80 hare-brained, after all—and they were
healthy, vigorous schoolboys. The splirit of
the adventure gripped them, and very soon
they were just as enthusiastic about it as
Handforth himself. They came to the con-
clusion that their leader, when all was said
and done, was a pretty brainy sort of chap.
Most of his ideas were duds, but when he did
strike a good one, it was good. And this idea
was one of those.

The aborigines avoided the prickly pear for
several miles, but then, apparently, it was
neeessury to leave the creek, and they
emerged from the bush, striking out into the
open sunlight and across the plain, whero
there was no cover save for an occasional
wilga-tree or some mulga scrub, and, of
course, the unwelcome prickly pear.

“That’s done it!” said Handforth blamkly,
as he and his chuins reached a point where
they could no longer keep in cover. “We've
got to show ourselves now. Let's hope
nobody turns round and spots us.”

Strangely enough, nearly two miles were

covered before the presence of the three
juniors was d'ﬁﬁuvﬂrnd. During this time
the aborigines “had picked their way cun-
ningly and carefully through the prickly pear.
There was no actual path, but the blacks
seemed fo avoid the worst clumps of tne
hateful plant by instinct, and progress, instead
of being laborious, continued to be fairly
brisk. - ,
But now and again the party, in order to
avoid an ecxtra-heavy patch of stuff, would
nearly double back on its own tracks; and it
was on one of these occasions that Handforth
& Co. were spotted. The fact was, the chums
of Study D were 1n trouble. Being so far in
the rearguard, they had lost track of the
“path ” through the prickly pear, and there
was every indication tﬂat they would get left
far, far behind. In their eagerness all three
juniors had sampled the wretched spikes, and
now, when they were discovered, they were by
no means displeased.

“Boys!” thundered Sir Arthur across the
intervening space.
herc? How did you come

“"We've been following you all the time,
sir,” shouted Handforth. “And now we've
got In a mess with this rotten cactus stuff,
I'm stung in about a thousand different
places, sir!”

The parly retraced its steps, the Dblacks
looking surprised and curious, and the whites
angry. In the glaring sunshine of the nearly

NELSON LEE

'ljl 3
-

-

SCHOOL

“What are you doiug |

|

{
H

tropical morning, Sir Arthur faced the three |

juniors. .
“You young rascals!” he said angrily. “So
vou’ve been following us, have you?”

o
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“Yes, sir.”

“What for?”

“We want to come with you, of course, sir,”
said Handforth. “We stole out of camp, and
nobody saw us go-—and we want to be with
you, We're relying on your sportsmanship,
sir, not to send us back,” he added boldly.

Simmons and the other men were grinning,
and Sir Arthur's eyes twinkled.

“The spirit of adventure, eh 7" he chuckled.
“Now, I wonder what I had better do with
you #”’ :

But his tone proved that he had already
decided.

—_———

CHAPTER 14.
The Hidden Valley )

ANDFORTH  looked
eagerly at Sir Arthur
Brampton.

“You'll let us
come, won’t you,
sir ?* he asked. ““We won't cause any trouble

—and our patent boots are wearing well. We

haven't any grub or water, but we don’t mind

going on short rations,”

“Very clever!” said Sir Arthur, nodding.
“You reckoned that I wouldn’t go to the
trouble of taking you back to the camp, eh?
You suspected that I would not waste so much
timue. But if you come with us, what about
Mr, Lee?”

“Oh, that’s all right, sir!” replied Hand-
forth. ‘““He may worry a bit, but he’ll know
that we're with you, and he'll be pretty sure
that we're safe.” :

“That’s just the point,” said Sir Arthur,
“Mr. Lee might not jump to the truth., He’s
a clever man, but he 18 not possessed of
second-sight, and I do not think he is capable
of thought-reading. It 1s quite possible that
he will assume that you boys have drifted off
into the bush, and then there will be a rare
commotion.” ,

Handforth shook his head. .

“He won't think anything like that, sir,” ho

replied. “I left a note.”
- "Bonzer!” murmured Simmons approv-
ingly. _ ) _
“0Oh, you left a note, did you?” said Sir
Arthur.
“Of course,” replied Handforth. “1

wouldn’t leave Mr. Lee in the dark like that.
I scrawled a few words on a broken pieco of
box-lid with a burnt stick. Said we were fol-
lowing you, and that we would join you three
or four miles from camp. So Mr. Lee will
know that everything’s aﬁ serene,”

“Well, you deserve to accompany us, if

only for your infernal nerve,” said Sir Arthur,

with a chuckle. “ But for the life of me I
can't understand why you should be so keen
on this journey, In this sweltering heat and
through this confounded prickly pear, it’s by
no means a pleasant trip.”

“But it's an adventure, sir,” said Hand-
fortly cagerly,
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And so the three juniors were allowed to
go, and before very long it turned out
that the aborigines’ estimate of time was at
fault. TFor there were indications that they
were necaring their journey’s end after only a
matter of four hours had elapsed.

The prickly pear in this direction was not
nearly so thick or extensive as appearances
had led the party to believe. Without Lee
knowing it or suspecting 1it, the camp had
been made almost on the edge of the prickly
pear region. It extended for miles antf miles
in the other direction, and the natural
assumption was that it cxtended in just the
same way in every direction.

But investigation proved the opposite.
Olem and his companions led the way towards
a low range of rocky hills which could be
obsérved now and again through a break in
the trees, For by now a strip of forestland
had been reached, and the appearance of the
countryside was well-nigh tropical, with its
innumcerable wild flowers, creepers, gaily-
coloured birds, and abundant animal life.

Then ecamo o swampy region,

The heat here was very oppressive, and
before long all the members of the party were
perspiring Jfreely. Only accasionn? ghimpses
of the sun could be seen, and the atmosphere
was moist and humid. '

Under foot the ground had become {reacher-
ous and boggy, and occasionally one of the
travellers would find his foot sinking deeply
down into the deceptive-looking surface. 1t
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was deceptive because it had the appearanco
of solidity, and yet actually the whole belt
was little better than a quagmire.

“Well, Handy, I hope you're satisfied!”
panted Church, as he laboured along.
“Phew! I'm stiled! And these flies and
other insects are an awful nuisance! We shall
lose our shoes before long 1if there’s much
more of this hard going.”

“Don’t growl!” said Handforth, as he
wiped his brow. “ By George, though, ii is
a bit rotten, isn’t it ?”

Handforth, in his enthusiasm, had not
anticipated any such ordeal as this. But since
the idea of coming on the journey had been
his, he could not very well accuse his chums
of being responsible.

“How much of this?"” asked Sir Arthur,
glancing at Olem. ~

“Mile—two miles,” said tho aborigine,
“Not long. Soon we come to rocky pati,
and then into hills.”

“Was there no other way?”

“This way the only way,” said Olem.
“Come longa black fellow, and all safe.

Follow carcfully., No good walking this way
or that way. Ieep to black fellows’ trail.
Sayveo 7”

1@ it really necessary to be so cautious?t”
asked Sir Arthur, *“The ground is swampy,
but I do not think there is danger.”

“Much danger,” interrupted Olem quickly.

“Many men die in swamp. Many white men.
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Come longa this way, not know path. Tall
mto devil mud. Soon gone.”

“You mean they are sucked down?”
Simmons bluntly.,

“Devil mud grip them—pull them—take
them,” nodded Olem. “But keep to black®
fellows’ trail, and all safe.”

Sir Arthur glanced back.

“You boys had better get closer,” lie said,
with concern  “Keep strictly to our tracks
—do not take any step to right or to left.
There 1s danger here.”

- ““All right, sir,” said Handforth,
be all right.”

The aborigines zig-zagged this way and
that, sometimes almost returning on their
own tracks, but ever progressing.  Their
movements were bewildering, and apparently
ywite randem, Yet they must have known
oxactly where they were going, for never
once did any member of the party become
bogged, except when
strayed off the trail for a yard or so.

In a moment his ankles were under, and he
felt himself being dragged relentlessly down
into the deadly swamp.

“Quick, you chaps!” shouted Handforth,
who happened to be the nearest, and ho
dashed forward to the rescue, followed by his
two chums.

Simmons was now sinking rapidly into the
swamp, and things would have gone badly
with him but for Handforth & Co.’s prompti-
tude.

“Grab my hands!” yelled Handy to the
unfortunate driver, and leaning over as Yar
as he dared, he held out both his hands. At
the same time Chureh clasped hold of his
leader round the waist, while
grabbed Church likewise.

Simmons clutched at Handy’s outstretched
hands, and then the three juniors heaved
with all their strength, assisted by others of
the party who had come upon the scene, At
last he was hauled out, and he sprawled on
the ground, panting.

,\ll!

“Thanks, young 'uns!
had recovered his composure. “I'd been a
goner but for you. The place 1s an absolute
quagmire—worse than a quicksand,” he
added. “Gosh, 1 hope these blacks know the
way out of it again! It's so deceptive that
if we're left on our own we shall never sce
solid ground again.”

Just for a moment Sir Arthur had a doubt?
The alarming idea occurred to him that these
blacks had deliberately lured them into the
swamp, so that they could be left to that
death-trap, But the millionaire soon dis-
missed this unwarrantable saspicion. There
was no earthly reason why these black
“boys ” should commit sucﬁ an outrage.
Moreover, Sir Arthur was satisfied that they
were simple and harmless.

Proof of this was forthcoming very soon
afterwards, for the ground gradually began to
rise, and it became more solid.

“All safe now,” said Olem.
devil mud.”

asked

CWe'll

“No more
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Simmons carelessly |

MecClure §

he said, when he
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They pushed on, and after another half-
hour they found that the trees began to thin,
and soon they came out upon a rocky, sun-
drenched plateaun, where the heat beat up
from the ground in waves of suffocating
radiation,

“Soon come valley,’

4

said Olem, pointing,

“Up this hill, and through rocks. Then
valley.”

“What valley ?” asked Sir Arthur,

“Valley of white master.”

Olem said no more, and the party pressed

on, cager to take a look into this valley,
which appeared to be owned entirely by the
Jnysterious white master.

CHAPTER 15.

The Valley of the White
Master !

HE party found itsell
penctrating a narrow
ravine, where ' the
rocks rose steeply on

. either hand. t was

a sort of ininiaturc pass, and suddenly, un-

expectedly, as they skirted round a pro--

montory of rock, they came within sight of
the valley below. |

And they all halted, filled wilth wondgr
and amazement. In fact, they were so stupe-
fied with surprise that for the first few
momeuts nobody spoke.

They could see far down into the valley—
a vision of green, with a sparkling river, and
a creck here and there. But the surprising
feature of this view—the glorions feature—
was the sight of necat, cultivated fields—and
fields, moreover, that closely resembled the
fieclds of England! . There were meadows,
with cattle grazing; and, half-hidden amidst
 tall, stately {rces, were the roofs of some
houses. .

“Well
blankly. -

He was the first to break the silence, and
the others all broke out into execited exclama-
tions. '

“Yve never seen anything like 1t ! deelared
Simmons.

“Extraordinary !” said Sir Arthur. “Culti-
vated fields—-in the midst of this wilderness!
Pasture-land—meadows! Can all our calcula-
tions be at fault? Can we be on the edge of
a settled, thriving distriet 77 ,

“No, sir!” said Simumons, shaking his
head. ‘“This is unknown Australia—a bit of
the interior that isn’t touched by the rail-
ways, or the telegraphs, or the roads, There's:
something queer about this valley, and the
sooner we go down into it and find out the

I'm jiggered!” said Handforth

truth, the sooner we shall satisfy ouw
curiosity.” | 4

Sir Arthur nodded, and {urmed to the
aborigines,

“What is this valley 7 be asked.
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“Jt is the land of the white master,”
replied Olem. “Plenty flour—plenty yam—
plenty tobacco—plenty everything.” .

“How far does it extend? How big is this
valley 7"

“Big valley,” put in Yarro eagerly. “Many

fields. Much land. White master clever
man.”’ _
“Let's hurry on, sir!” said Handforth

breathlessly. “ By George, we were expecting
something  interesting, but this takes the
biseuit !”

Before they could move, however, a number
of excited aborigines appcared as though
fromm nowhere, Like Olem, they wero wear-
ing bricf shorts, of some thin red material.
One of them, as though to complete his
uniform, sported a peaked cap.

This man was evidently a lgnd of officer,
for when he spoke to Olem, the latter
saluted. True, it was a careless, hurried
salute, but it was undoubtedly - a military
action. They talked rapidly in their own
tongue, and the others, crowding round,
joined in. Discipline. at all events, secmed
somewhat lax. _

“Never in my life have T known anything
like this,” said Sir Arthur Brampton, 1n
amazement, to his companions. “ Black boys
—in uniform—trained like soldiers! It is
well-nigh unbelievable!”

Olem turned, the other blacks spread them-
selves across the rocky path, and their spears
were held ready.

“General Gimbi say ‘go back,’” said
Olem.  “Not enter valley, White master
much angry if you eome longa us.” '

“Oh!” said Sir Arthur. *“ 8o your friend
is n general, eh? And you are a colonel ?”

Olem nodded vigorously.

“Well, my cheerful friends, this comic”
opera business is all very well as a joke,
but you had better not go too far with it,”
said Sir Arthur grimly. “Take us to your
white master.”

“Not come!” shouted the' man in _the
peaked cap. “Olem big fool for bringing you
here. Not come further., White master’s
orders.”

Sir Arthur glanced at his companions.

“What shall we do?” he asked, in a low
voice, :

“Go straight on, siv!” replied Simmons.

“Nothing else for it,” said one of the other
Australians, ““Mustn’t show weakness before
these blacks.”

“Rather not!” said Handforth. “I'd like
to see these black chaps try to stop us!”

They advanced, and the aborigines
mediately sent up a wild shouting. Tt
fairly obvious that “ General Gimbi " had
remonstrated with Olem for guiding the
white party through the swamp and into this
ravine. He was a superior officer, and he
secnued to regard the advent of the white
party with dismay and consternation. Olem
himself had exhibited very much the same
symptoms—until Nelson Lee shad gained his
confidence.

“White men not come!” shouted Gimbi.
“White: men go back!”

im-
was
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“Come on!” muttered Sir Arthur.

He strode forward, and the others, resolute
and determined, moved with him in a body.
Handforth & Co. were just as bold as the
men,  This was a moment when a strong
Jront must be shown, It was unthinkable
that -the expedition would turn back now,
after catching a glimpse of that remarkable
valley.

The blacks set up a wilder howling than
ever, and one or two of them, in their
excitement, hurled their spears. The weapons
clattered harmlessly upon the rocks, but
motre than one man had been compelled to
leap aside in order to save himself from
injury.

“Let them have a volley!” snapped Sir
Arthur, bringing his rifle to his shoulder.
“But fire over their heads, If we scare
them 1t will be sufficient.’

Crack! Crack! Crack!

A number of shots instantly rang out,
and the effect, as the millionaire had an-
ticipated, was immediate. The aborigines
flung their remaining spears down and
bolted, secreaming and shouting. Olem and
Yarro and Gimbi were the last to go, and
the latter was leaping and gesticulating
like 2 madman.

“That's sottled them!”  said Sir Arthur
grufily. “The infernal nerve! We'll havo
something to say to this white master for
allowing his ‘boys’ to threaten a party
of white men!”

They marched forward, and when, later,
they plunged into a thick belt of trees,
and continued along a kind of rough track,
they were prepared for action. They half-
expected an ambush—or, at least, they ex-
pected spears to come hissing out from

lof an Inglish countryside.

the undergrowth.

Sir Arthur was now anxious concerning
the three junior schoolboys, He was sorry
that he had brought them. But how could
he have anticipated any such dramatic de-
velopment as this? Fortunately, there were
no manifestations of hostility, and the little
party plunged deeper and deeper into the
valley.

At last they had left the hills behind, and
they were soon marching along an open lane,
with the fields and meadows on cither side.
A closer view only confirmed the former
impression. These fields were irregular, and
oddly shaped—almost exactly like the fields
What was more,
they were surrounded by hedges.

“This ecountry. was never like this
naturally,” said Simmons, with convietion.
“These fields have been made—these hedges
deliberately planted.”

“It’s opposed to all Australian prineiple,”
satd Sir Arthur, nodding. “I don't pretend
to understand—but, by the look of things,
we shall soon be in a position to understand
better, There are houses already in sight.”

It was truec. Less than half a mile further
on there were wooden buildings to be seen—
the outskirts of that township that Olem had

i spoken of,
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The man felt himself being dragged relentlessly down into the deadly swamp.

““ Quick, you chaps !

yelled Handforth to his two chums, and he leapt forward to the rescue.

. And the party progressed at a brisk march,
i spite of its tiredness, and in spite of
the broiling hecat of the afternoen.

CHAPTER 186.

More Surprises !

ANDFORTH & CO.
were agog with ex-
citement. They had
no fear. The way in
which those abori
gines assured them that the
blacks were mnot really a menace, Now
nambers of other aborigines were to be
seen—working peacefully m the fields, fill-
ing the soil, tending cattle, and so forth.

There was, indeced, something very start-
ling about this whole adventure.

had bolted

The scenes in this valley were different
from any the juniors had witnessed in
Australia. They were not characteristic of
the country at all. And this fertile hollow
was hidden away behind the rugged hills,

w a region that was generally supposed to

be an uninhabited wilderness,

“Extraordinary!” repeated Sir Arthur,
in a tone of wonder,

At close quarters he could see that the
houses were thatehed—and in such a way
as to be remmiscent of the old Engdish
style. The houses themselves were of wood.
and they were found to be very crudely
constructed. There was no glass 1n the
windows, and the general architecture was
primitive. Yet they were in no sense aborl
ginal dwellings. In spite of their crudity.
they followed, in a gencral way, the bun-
galow type of home in England—with a
hittle admixture of the homely country cot-

little shops.

tage. There were little gardens to them,
too, the majority being neatly set out and
tended.

Pecping from the doorways and windows,
and round angles of the buildings, were
women and children—black, of course. They
were all neatly attired in frocks of some
cotton material,

“What do you make of it, sir?” asked
Handforth, appealing to Sir Arthur.

“I make nothing of it, my boy,”
the millionaire. “I am
wildered !

As thev advanced they found themseclves
entering a regular township, and they even
encountered one or two primitive-looking
The rough track had become
a road, and mow 1t turned into quite a
wide street—dusty and uneven, and mnocent
of all wheeled trallic, but 1t was a street,
nevertheless.

Crowds were gathering—men, women, and
children—and they were tacking themselves
on behind, and walking with the white party.
They jabbered and eried out and waved
their arms,

Towards the centre of the strange fown-
ship a body of blacks appeared—all of them
wearing the curious red shorts. 'They
marched in some sort of order, and the
crowds, at the sight of them, fell back.
These “soldiers ™ ranged themselves all
round Sty Arthur and his companions, and
formed an escort,

“This doesn't look any too cheerful to,
me,” murmured Church. “They’ve taken
us prisoners, Handy !”

“Rot!"” said Handforth. “They’d beite:
not try any monkey tricks, or they’ll find
themselves in trouble |”

Sir Arthur, who was looking keenly about
him, noticed that one house was mueh
bigger—much more pretentious—than any

I'eplit‘ll
completely be-
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of the others. It stood apart, surrounded
by s well-tended grounds, It was an
claborate sort of bungalow, with a low-set
roof, and with a wide veranda facing the
broad street.

As the party approached, a tall, upright
figure could be scen standing on  the
veranda at the top of some wooden steps.
He was an 1mpressive figure,
in white. Thoe gencral effect was increascd
by the fact that this man was a white man,
with a long, white beard and an abundance
of white bair, His expression was grave
and angry. His lined, bronzed face was ex-
pressive of resentment,

Slowly he flung up one of his hands, and
uttered some quick words in the language
of the aborigines Instantly the men in the
red shorts halted and stood at attention.
=ir Arthur and his party continued to move
forward—until they_were at the foot of
those veranda steps,

“Am I right, sir, in assuming that vou
are in a position of control here?” asked Sir
Arthur bluntly.

The man in whito looked at him out of
smouldering oyes.

“Who are you?” he demanded.
do you want here?”

“Wo come for aid,” said the millionaire,
delighted to find that this man spoke
English. “We are but a few members of
a big party that has met with disaster in
tho bush, Your blacks were found near our
t;*:a.tlllxp, and they guided us to this wonderful
valley.”

“They shall be punished for their folly,”
said the other sternly. ‘““You are white men,
and vou arc not welcome here, in my com-
munity."”

“You are, at least, ecandid.”

“T intend to be candid,” said the man
with the smouldering eyes. “I am angry
that my peace of nine years should be <o
disturbed Who are you and your com-
panions? How comes it that you are
stranded in the bush? And why come to
me? I cannot help you—I will not help
you. Your entry into this wvalley is an in-

truston and an offence.”

“Do ' you happen to be the king here?”
asked Simmons, with some heat.

“I am the ruler of this valley—the supreme
law."”

“With the sanction of the_ Australian
Federal Government?” asked Sir Arthur.

“I caro naught for governments!” re
torted the other. “Out here, I am in the
wilds. For nine years I have been undis

turbed—I have been left to build my com-
munity, and to rule the destinies of these
harmless black people.”

“What 1s your name, sir?” asked the mil-
lionaire.

“My name does not matter,” replied this

extraordinary man. “I am the white
master.”
“You are an Englishman?"”

“T am the whito master,” repeated the
other. "Nine years ago I abandoned my
nationality, 1 am a man of the wilds—a

attired all
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man lost in the heart of this great con-
tinent."”

“Since you are the supreme ruler, I think
we have a right to demand an explanation
from you, sir,” said Sir Arthur sternly.
“Your men attacked us. They threw spears
and it was only by firing a volley of rifle-
shots over their heads that we were saved
from further molestation. Is this the way
vou greet your feilow-white men? Is this
the way vou instruct your aboriginal sub-
i QY
jects ¥

The white master looked troubled,
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“If my men _ati:'m:i.{ed yvou, they shall
answer for their ineredible daring,” he said.
“Yet I suspect that they acted from a mis-

placed sense of loyalty to me. They ac-
counted you intruders, and acted accord-
ingly.”

“And do you regard us as intruders?”

“I do,” said the white master coldly. 1

. desire no association with my fellow-white

men.”

“And wvou will send us back into the
bush—knowing that it will probably mean
death ?”

““No, I will not do that,” said the man on
the veranda. “Much as I resent your pre-
sence, I will extend you all the hospitality
that 1s at my disposal. I only urge you to
depart and go vour ways without an un-
necessary prolongation of this stay.”

“There are other members of the party
out in the bush—including a great number

| of schoolboys—English schoolboys,” said Sir
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Arthur. “They are without clothes, with-
out shoes, and their food, supplies are
limited. They are unfamiliar with the

Australian bush, and they have no means
of transport. I desire to send a messenger
to the camp of my friends, and to instruct
them to come "

“No,” broke in the white master harshly.
“To that I will not consent. T will rally all
my resources, and I will send two hundred
iaden men bhack with you. But I will not
permit your friends to enter this valley.”

““Since we have entered it, and since we
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are under no pledge of seercey, what differ-

ence would it ma_kg if. our friends enter,
too 7" asked the millionaire. **And why, sir,

is fhere any need for such strange behaviour?
Are you ashamed of this valley, and of the
splendid work among the blacks that you
have evidently been doing 7’

The white master did not answer for some
little {ime. He stood thoughtful, his lined
face frowning, his eyes smouldering.

“Your point is a sound one,” he said at
last, ““Since you have entered this valley,
and since you are under no pledge of secrecy,
vour companions might as well enter, too.
Gentlemen, my soldiers will escort you to a
suitable lodging. I will dispatch express
messengers to your camp, and your friends
u.ii{]he Fl'&l]tf‘(! safe escort into the New Colne
\Ta‘ e ’. J

“We have your word for that?” asked Sir |

Arthur,
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“My word,” said the whife master, bowing,

He then turned on his heel and walked
into the bungalow. He had given his visitors
a strange welcome, indeed—if it could really
be called a welcome. But it was felt that he
was a man of his word—a man of honour.
As to who he was, or why he was living in
this strange valley, one wlite man amidst
hosts of aborigines, was a puzzle that fairly
bristled with intriguing possibilities.

——

CHAPTER 17.
The White Man’s Escort !

AWN, guv'nor,” said
Nipper, as he glanced
up at the eastern sky.

“Yes, yes” gaid

Nelson Lee., “And
still no word from Sir Arthur”

The pair squatted near one of the camp-
fires, and all round them the other members
of the party were sound asleep. Nipper,
awakening shortly before, and seeing Nelson
Lee tending one of the fires, had joined him.

“We didn't expeect anything to happen
until to-day, did we, sir?”" asked Nipper. “I
only hope that Sir Arthur and the  others
aro all right.”

“ Particularly those young rascals, Hand-
ford and Church &nd McClure,” said Lee,
frowning. “1 am rather disappointed with
Sir Arthur for allowing them to—"

“Look out, guv'nor!” broke in Nipper.
“There’s somebody moving over there,
amongst those gum-trees!”

They were both on their feet immediately,
Lee's hand on his rifle.  But there was no
Two figures came into the
circle of the firelight—figures instantly recog-

nisable. They were Olem and Yarro.

“You have returned?’ asked Lee sharply.
““What of the others?”

“White men send letter,’
a cheerful grin.
I show you.”

Nelson Lee took a folded piece of paper
which Olem had produced—a rough, coarse
piece of paper, but stout and strong. Upon ii
was written a message, and Lee quickly noted
the signature—"' Arthur Brampton.”

“What is it, sir?” asked Nipper eagerly.

“¢Dear Lee,” ” read out the schoolmaster-
detective,—"* “ You may trust Colonel Olem.
We have reached thy township, and are all
safe, including the tlireo boys. Olem will
guide you and the rest of the party withour
delay. There is much te tell you, but details
here are unnecessary, since we shall be join-
ing forces a few hours after this reaches you.”

“Is that all, sir?” asked Nipper.

“That is all.”

“But Sir Arthur hasn't said where he 1g,
or what this township is like——"

“Sir Arthur finds it unnecessary, as he
says, to go into such details,” broke in Nelson
Lee. “Is it not sufficient to know that therc

’ said Olem, with

“You read; I wait. Then
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is a township, and that we are thus able to
get back to ecivilisation without delay?”

Lee’s tone was full of relief—full of untold
satisfaction. He scnsed that there was some-
thing very unusual about this township, and
he quite appreciated Sih Arthur's disinclina-
tion to write long explanations in the letter.

“It 1s well!” he said, turning to the wait-
ing blacks. “Sit down and rest. I'ood will
be given you. We will be ready to start
within the hour.”

Olem grinned.

“Plenty men for help,” he said blandly.
“White master know best.” ,

He turned, flung up a dusky brown hand,
an¢ let out 8 great shout. That shoub
aroused nearly everybody in the camp, and
the. next moment St. Frank’s. seniors and
juniors were sitting up. rubbing their eyes,
or jumping to their feet. The men were
quickly alert, too. They were thoroughly
awake just in time to witness a rather strange
speetacle. A file of heavily-laden men came
marching out of the bush. ‘There were
between fifty and sixty of them, all loaded—
but unarmed.

“What is this?” asked Lee, turning to|

Olem.

“White master send many things,” replied
Olem, with & wave of his hand. “Plenty
shoes for teet. Mauch else too.”

; “]\‘Vell, I'm jiggered!” said Nipper breath-
essly.

The aborigines, at a word of command from
Olem, set their burdens down; then they
retreated to the edge of the camp, where they
squatted down, and jabbered &animated.v
amongst themselves, ; ,

“It's a queer business, Mr. Lee,” said Mr.
Norton, the Remove master. “What do you
make of 1t?”

But Lee hardly knew how to answer. The
bundles, upon examination, proved intercst-
ing. 3cores of pairs of roughly-made shoes
were disclosed—they were serviceable things,
of ray hide—hand-sewn and of all sizes. Then,
too, there were strangely made straw hats,
and drinking cune of baked eclay. unglazed
and primitive, There were var.ous assort
ments of fruits, and clumsy earthenware
bottles, evidently for the purpose of carry-
ing water on the march.

“What kind of a township is this, any-
how 7" asked TFenton of the Sixth, in an
amazew voice. " All these things are primi-
tive and crude.”

“It beats me," said Nipper, seratching his
head. “ But Sir Arthur tells us to go there
—and he went along In advance to give the
place a look over, didn’t he? It must be all
right. or he wonldn’t tell us all to follow.”

“Let’s be thankful that there’s a town of
any kind near at hand,” remarked Stevens,
of the IFilth,

“MTrue, brother—true,” murmured William
Napolecon Browne. ‘It 1s no exaggeration
to say that we are all gratified and relieved.
There were indications yesteday that e

|

1
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should be compelled to turn ourselves into

Abackwoﬁdsmcn and squatters, and to eke out

a precarious existence in these wilds. Now,
however, there is an alluring prospect ahead
of us. It cannot truthfully be said that this
15 a hopeless dawn.”

“But it can be said that vou're a hopeless
ass!” said Stevens.

““An ass, perhaps, brother, but not hope-
less,” replied Browne bencvolently. “I can
say, without fear of contradiction, that my
optimism—-"

But nobody heard what Browne's optimism
was like, and nobody cared. A wave of ex-
citement was swecping through the camp.
There was an element of mystery in this
strange affair. Everybody felt that there was
something unusual—something remarkable—
about the township they were setting out for.

And, without doubt, there was every justi-
fication for this feeling !

CHAPTER 13,

Into the New Colne
Valley !

HE journey was not a
diflicult one. Olem
and his blacks went
in advance, heavily
laden then came

Nelson Lee, with a group of the men, then

the St. Frank’s seniors, followed by the

juniors, and, finally, another party of men in
the rear.

There were many sore feet long before the
journey was haif over, for those rawhide
shoes were not as comfortable as they might
have been. Yet they were infinitely beotter

than the grass sandals that had been made in
camp.

The day was swelteringly hLot, the sky
cloudless, and the sun blistering. The heat
scemed even more oppressive after the
prickly pear belt had been left behind, and
when tho great party was marching beneath
the tropical undergrowth of the swampy
region. The steamy atmosphere, so humid
and oppressive, was even worse to-day than
vesterday.

Never once did the blacks falier or make
an error, Unerringly they led the way
through that treacherous expavse of slime
and insect-infesled moisture, Then came the
higher ground, where the atmospherc was
less humid, and although it was blazingly
hot, it secmed a greal relief after the recent
ordeal.

Many of the juniors, who had thought that
the march would be simple and easy, wero
showing the effeets, They were weary and
exhausted, and their eager excitement, which
had been noticeable at dawn, was now com-
pletely lacking.

-
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However, ‘they bucked up considerably
after they had got well into the ravine, for
the sun, slanting across the hills, left this
valley in deep shadow. A halt was called
here for drinks, and upon Olem assuring
Nelson Lee that the end of the journey was
praciically within sight, long drinks of water
were handed out  After this the fellows felt
refreshed and invigorated, and when they
marched again, they walked with a lighter
step—a brisker stride. And those who had
sore fectsand there were many—forgot their
pains soon afterwards, For a rather surpris-
ing thing happencd. Just before the valley
came into full sight, a crowd of aborigines
appeared, all dressed in red shorts.

forth!

He was an extraordinary figure. He, top,
was wearing a pair of those red shorts, and
upon his head he sported a peaked cap.
There was a band of blue material stretched
slantwise across his chest, and upon his feet
were some welrd and wonderful top-boots.
He carried a spear, and he marched with a
firm step.

At the very rear of the column Church and
McClure cpuld be scen, attired very similarly
to their leader. 'The only real difference was
that they were not wearing the Dblue band
across their chests, |

“@Great Scott! It's old Handy!”

"Well, I'm blowed!”

“Hurrah ¥

“This proves that everything's all right,
anyvhow !”

“ Rather !”

LEverybody was shouting and laughing, and
another cheer went up. Yor the sight of
Handforth was a suflicient indication that the
march was nearly at an end.

“Welcome to the New Colne Valley!” sang
out IHHandforth. “Now. then, men! Halt!

Form fours! Attention!”

The blacks, alter a lot of shuffling and
dodging about, formed into a ragged kind of
line. And they held their spears high in the
air by way of salute.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Handy !”

“That's the way to do it!” grinned Hand-
[forth. It doesn’t take me long to train these
men. . Wait until I’ve been at it for a week.”

“But what are you supposed to be #” asked
Nipper.

“I'm the officer of the visitors’ bodyguard,”
replied Handforth promptly.

“You're the which ?”

““You heard me the first time, you ass!”

But who made you the officer?” asked
Nipper.

“1 g™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And who organised the visitors’ body-
guard 7”

“1 did!” said Handforth coolly. *These
black fellows were wandering about doing
nothing, so I thought I'd give them some-

And at |
their head marched—Edward Oswald Hand- |
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thing to do. And as they obeyed my orders,
everything is all serene.”

“It’s & wonder they didn't go for you with
' their spears,” remarked Buster Boots, of the
L Fourth., *““But I suppose, after giving you a

| good look over, they decided that you were

too tough.”

“Fathead !” retorted Handforth.
not cannibals!”

e thou_%ht yvou said all these aborigines
were cannibals 7”7

“ Perhaps they were, in the old days—but

“They'ra

| these black chaps are more or less civilised,”

said HHandforth. ‘“ Anyhow, they know better
than to start any of their monkey tricks while
I’'m in command|”

He gave some more orders, and there fol-
 lowed another series of shuffiings and scurry-
ing about. This lack of precision was not
entirely the aborigines’ fault, for Handforth
had a habit of giving an order, and then
countermanding it with the next breath, .

However, the guard was eventually formed
up into a double eolumn, and then, with
Handforth at the head, they marched into the
valley. In-a way it was a very impressive
entry for the St. Frank’s party—a sort of
trinmphal march.

And then surprise {ollowed upon surprise.

All these seniors and juniors had felt that
L they were past the point where they could ba
astonished; but when they saw that wonder-
ful valley, with its irregular fields and
meadows, 1ts crecks, its thatched houses, they
were nearly speechless with wonder. Nobody
quile knew what they had expected; but
never 1n their wildest dreams had they
anticipated anything like this,

Down in the valley near the township, Sir
Arthur Brampton himself came forward. Tho
millionaire was no longer dressed in his
pyjamas, but in a kind of airy uniform—Dbricf
shorts and a gay-coloured shirt. A wide straw
hat on his head afforded him eflicient pro-
tection from the sun’s rays.

“Splendid !” he said, by way of greeting.
You have done well, Mr. Lee! I hardly
-expeeted you until daylight was failing.”

t “Tor goodness’ sake, Sir Arthur, tell me

what all this means!” said Lee bluntly.
“*Where are we? What is this remarkable
place 1”

“We are in the land of the white master,”
replied Sir Arthur. 1 believe he calls it the
New Colne Valley—but there, Lee, you have
Fra{:hcai]y the sum total of mny own know-
edge. The gentleman has not vouchsafed me
any detailed explanation, and I can only tell
you that we are all very unwelcome in this
community.”

“Unwelcome

“Unwanted,” said Sir Arthur. ‘“The white
master—as he calls himself—was quite candid
on the point, He is tolerating us because we
are white, and because we are in distress.
Otherwise, he prefers our room to our
company.”

“My only hat!” said Nipper.

COMING
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“Has this man a grudge against his
fellows?” asked Lee. “And if he is so
hostile, why has he allowed us to enter at all?
Without his aboriginal guides, we could never
havo crossed that deadly swampland.”

“ Well, you see, my litilo party got in more
or less By accident,” explained Sir Arthur.
“Olem and his men blundered. It seems that
they ought not to have revealed the secret of
the valley to us. But as we were in, the
white master thought that it would do no
harm if the whole party came in, too.”

“l sece the point,” nodded Nelson Lee.t
“But I'm hanged if I can see why this -man
should be so aovxious for us to avoid his
wonderful valley.”

ey

% CHAPTER 19.

The Exile of the Bush !

IR ARTHUR BRAMP-
TON shrugged his

0%
7 2
shoulders. ,
“Does it really

Y,
. o *‘
e’
o
J/ = matter?” he asked,

“This man—this white master—is eccentric,
He resents our presence, but he recognises
that we are white, and that it is his plain
duty to aid us in our extremity and show us
every hospitality.”

**Is this man alone¢ here?”

“Quite alone—except for the blacks.”

““And how many blacks are there ?”

“Quite a number,” said Sir Arthur. “ Well
over a thousand, I believe—counting woinen
and children. An astounding community.” |

““Has this white man no white com-
panions 7"

“None. He seems to be a recluse—an exile
from his own kind.”

“Aud for this reason he disapproves of our
invasion ?” mused Nelson Lee. *I shall be
very interested to hear what explanation he
has to offer. He must have been here many
years——"

“About nine, I think,” said Sir Arthur,

“Then he has accomplished marvels in such
a short space of time,” said Lee.

“The valley is full of surprises,” agreed Mr.
Stockdale. *“We have passed corn and
vegetables and fruit orchards, and everything
appears to be flourishing amazingly well.”

hey continued their march, and presently
they came into the heart of that quaint town-
ship, with its thatched roofs and .ils dusty
strects. Nelson Leo and his party became
more amazed than ever as they saw it. The
whole place seemed such a contradiction.
Homes like this for the aborigines! It was
unheard of. On the other hand, there were
no windows in these bouses, and the very
implements that the landworkers had been
using were crudely made tools of wood.

“*All arrangements have been made,” said
Sir Arthur, as he walked alongside Lee.
“There are several of these houses specially
prepared for our benefit. I have been super-
vising the work all day, and I think we shall
find them quite comfortable, It may be neces-

LM
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sary to remain here a few days—I don't quite
know yet—but I dare say we could do with a
short period of rest.”

“And this white master?” asked Nelson
Lee. “Who is he—actually ?”

“You can see him for yourself,” replied
the millionaire,

He nodded towards the big bungalow, and
there, on the veranda, stood the vﬁ'titn figura
with the white hair and beard. If he had
been wearing long, flowing robes he woulc
have looked patriarchal.

. “An invasion—an invasion!” he was saying
in distress. “ My solitude is indeed rudely
shattered. And my secret is no longer safe.”

Nelson Lee advanced.

“Sir Arthur informs me that you have
been kind enough to put certain houses at our
disposal, sir,” he said. *“As the leader ol
this party, I would like to thank you——"

_ “"Spare yourself the {rouble, my f{riend,”
interrupted the white master, ““I require ne
thanks—I desire no thanks. Your presence
here is distasteful to me. But of two evils I
am choosing the lesser, It is better for you tc
be here in ihis valley than to return to your
accursed civilisation, there to spread stories
of my strange valley community—stories that
would probably in due course become grossly
exaggerated and lead to inquisitive official
investigation.” :
There was an implication in these words

{ which caused Nclson Lee to pause.

2

“You arce suggesting, Mr.—Mr.—

“My name does not matter,” said the
sther., “I am the white master.”

“Your words imply that we shall not
leave this valley,” said Nelson Lee, ‘““and
that, surelv, is a fantastic snggestion., We
are anxious to return to a rccognised settle-
ment or township——"

“There is one fifty miles to the west-
ward,” interrupted” the white master.
“That is the only settlement in this whole
region. But during my nine years’ sojourn
in this valley I have never once communi-
cated with that settlement, and the people
who live there are not aware of my
existence,”

He waved a hand, as though dismissing the
subject,

“But these young pecople are doubtless
tired and bhungry,” he went on. “They will
be escorted inte their homes. For the
present, sir, we need say no more.”

He turndd, and Lee did not press for the
interview to be continued. He knew that
many of the boys were uiterly exhausted,
and they nceded food and drink and rest.

So they were taken into some of those
queerly-built houses, and they found the
interiors as quaint as the exteriors. There
was furniture of a kind—roughly-made tables

and chairs—table utensils made of baked
clay—knives and forks of a hard wood.
Extraordinary ingenuity must have been

employed to provide all these,

Having seen that the school was quite
settled, Nelson Lee left one or two of tho
Form-masters in charge. The prefects,
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too, were now resuming their authority. For) built—a sure cnough indication of good
the [irst time since the disaster of the burnt | living, with an abundance of food, So
coaches the school was now required to|many of the Australian aborigines are skinny

observe discipline,

Nelson Lee took Sir Arthur Brampton
aside.

“We will visit the white master,” said
Lee, with a curiously grim note in his voice,
““I am particularly anxious to have a talk

and ill-nourished that these people looked
| exceptionally robust in comparison,

And this man—this white master-—was un-
doubtedly responsible for the community’s
prosperity. But while he was a kind of fairy
' godfather to the blacks, would he be equally

with that gentleman. His hospitality, | generous to these white visitors who had
althoughﬁudgzng, is lavish. Yet I doubt [come into his hidden valley?
its sinceryy.’’

“Why® what do you mean, Mr, Lee?”
asked Sir Arthur. “I have been priding
myself that we are in luck’s way. I made
these arrangements & .

“It remamms to be seen, Sir Arthur,

whether we have improved our lot by coming }

to this valley,” said Nelson Lee. “On the
face of 1it, it scems that our troubles are

over. A fifty-mile trip to the settlement is

CHAPTER 20.
The Shock !

HE white master rose
to his feet as Nelzon
Lee and Sir Arthur
mounted the veranda

not formidable, But before wo discuss this steps.

further let us have a chat with . hat white-
haired man.”

They went to the big bungalow, and they
found the white master seated in a deck-

| “Please do not disturb yourself, sir,” said
Lee. “If you will not consider it an im-
 pertinence, we shall be most interested to
'ggnr the story of this remarkably -cuitivated

chair on 1ihe veranda, contemplating the} valley—"

peaceful scene of the wide main street.
Aborigines were passing to and fro, and they
all seemed to be bent on some business or
other. Some were earrying loads of fruit,
others, with tools on their shaulders, were
returning from the fields, It was noticeable
that all these blacks were sturdy and solidly-

“I do regard it as an.impertinence,” said
the white master coldly.

“I am sorry 5

“TFurthermore, I have no desire for your
company, gentlemen,” said the white-haired
man. ' IFor nine yvears my solitude Las been
undisturbed, and now this present situation
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1s none of my own making. I beg of you to
respect my wishes. You may remain here
if yvou please, and perhaps. in time, I shall
grow accustomed to——"

“But we do not intend to remain,” said
Nelson Lee. “Since you value your solitude
so much, Mr. Wintorn, we will not presume
to disturb 1t for a minute longer than we
can help.”

The white master started back, his eyes
burning.

“Winton!” he muttered.
name!”

“Your name 1s Mr. Stanley Winton,”
Lee quietly.

““Are you a magician?” panted the white
raaster hoarsely. “How did vou know? 1
have never met you before——"

“This gentleman is Mr. Nelson Lee, the

“You know my

said

famous detective,” interrupted Sir Arthur, |

““Perhaps that may help to solve the riddle
for yout”
“1 claim no magical powers,’
“I have never met
ou “before, Mr.
inton, but I have a
record of your case in

smiled T.ce.
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He broke off, nearly choking.

“My wife and my little son were dead!”
he went on hoarsely. “My wife was killed
by the shock, and my little boy, a delicate
child, was neglected, and he died. And
then, on the very day of my release, the
truth came out. It was known that I had
been innocent,

“On that day—the day I returned to my
barren home—]1 made a vow!” continued the
white-haired man, rising to his: feet and
clenching his fists. “I swore that I would
go to the uttermost ends of the carth—that
I would bury myself amongst a primitive
people, untouched by the curses of civilisa-
tion. I penetrated far into Queensland, into

the west. Then I deliberately wandered on
and lost myself—walking mile after mile,
getting even further and further into the
wilds,

“I found this valley by accident—Dby
succouring an injured aborigine,” went on
the man. “I was lea
through the swamp—
and I came to this
valley., At that time

my gieﬂ-f An E}t‘ “ An attractive coloured Album it was 1‘-‘5%& h?"ﬂﬂ 0{
end blundering snd ~ 8nd Four Metal Portralt — ORZ JOC¥ g
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secmal
and he sat
abruptly, star-

The man
pleased,
down

Sutcliffe and Larwood were
given away Free in last week’s
issue of Nelson Lee.

men about me.”

He paused, calming

Readers down somewhat, and

ing straight before who missed this can obtain a he became remini-
him. copy by applying to: Back scent.

You dkrm:':'I?” ne Number Dept., “ Nelson Lee “We  worked—
muttered. hd-Ji School smry Library;” Bear mon‘th in and mcnth
thought that the i d Street out,” he continued.
world had forgotten Alley, Farringdon Street, “1  taught  thcse
me.” London, E.O.4,, and sending harmless, industrious

“No doubt the 3d. in stamps to cover postage. people my language.
world  has,”  sail I taught them crafts.
Nelson Lee. “It is I had the landscape

fourteen years since you were convicted.”

The white master started.

“Yes, convicted!” he said, bending for-
ward. ** Wrongfully arrested, econvicted upon
false testimony, and flung into prison for
five vears’ penal servitude!”

“But T don’t understand !” said Sir Arthur. |

“It is an old case,” said Nelson Lee.
“Indeed, a f.mous case. Mr., Winton, a
peaceful country gentleman, living in the
quiet Colne Valley of Essex, in England,
was arrested on a charge of manslaughter,
At first the charge had been one of murder,
but it was altered. Mr, Winton's estate
steward was found dead, and it was known
that tlis man was under notice. There had
been a quarrel between them,”

“Over some trifling matter of a public
right of way,” said the white master
feverishly. *‘I was thrust into the dock, and
without a shred of recal evidence the verdict
was given against me. Men perjured them-
selves, and it was in vain that I protested
my innocence, I was sent to penal servitude,
and when I came out, after spending five

years of torture, I found——"

altered—fields were made. Seeds were sown
—oh, yes, I had brought some supplies with
me. And this is the result!” he added,
waving ‘his hand eloquently. “ A community
of my own, with many hundreds of loyal
subjects. They came to me, these blacks, 1n
ever-increasing numbers. And, once in this
valley, they never get out. It will be the

samoe with vou and your party. I let yon
come in—but you will never get out!”
He spoke gloatingly. “You have your

liberty—you can go where you please. But
if you attempt to get back to your infernal
civilisation you will perish in tho attempt!”

Nelson ILee and Sir Arthur  Brampton
looked at one another with troubled eyes.

Was there any truth in the white master's
statement? Were they doomed to remain in
this sunny, picturesque valley for the re-
mainder of their days—ecut off from the
world? THE END.

(“The Valley of Surprises!’ is the title of
next week’s long yarn, and Edwy Searles
Drooks has once again produced the real
“goods.”” Also look out for wyour Free
Dudges of Hammond, Jardine and T'yldesley.)
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EFORE 1 forget it, I would like to
B thank all readers, at home and abroad,

who have sent me such nice Christmas

and New Year cards. I am writing
this, of course, just about Christmas-time, so,
lthnugh the festive season will be over and
forgotten by the time these words appear, I
am right in the middle of receiving t Ee nice
cards referred to. 1 mean, 1 couldn’t very
well thank you for them before I got them,
could 1? That's why this little note mnay
striko you as being late. These expressions
of good will are coming in by every post,
from all parts of the norld and it makes me
realise more than ever how many more friends
I have got than those who are in daily con-
tact with me. It warms the cockles of my
heart (whatever they may be), and makes me
feel that I really know you all.

¥ k4 *

Glad you agreec with the majority—Leslie
Wilson (West Hartleponl)—that there is not
too much of Handforth in my yarns. Con-
sidering that he and his minor are the two
most popular characters, I should be lacking
in my duty to our readers if I did not kwp
them both well in the limelight. Dut, as I
have often said, it is impossible to please
everybody : so I must console myself with the
thought that I am pleasing mpst of you. As
you have given me permission to publish your
phntogrqp% it appears Uppofe]te mine this
week. The only trouble is, I shall look
awfully forbidding in comparison with your
own smiling chivvy.

1 * *

Yes—Nora C. Milne (Hayes)—I really do
write all the stories that are published under
my name—as well as some that are not
published under my name. You surely don’t
think I’d risk another man writing his stories
and” using my name, do you? They might
be so much botter that you would all expeet
me to keep up to the same standard! As for
your wondering if I'll ever sce your letter, 1t’s
in my hand even now, and I lhmk your idea
of green ink on green paper is very tasty.
Any such combination of shades is always
attractive. I'd hike to mention here that I
read all letters from all readers, although, as
I have repeatedly mentmned on this page,
can only find space to reply to a few.

NOTE.—I! any reader
be pleused to comment upon such
are likely
majority. All letters should he addressed:

NELSON LLE SfHGGL
STORY LIBRARY, The Ilectwa
IFarringdon Street

But |

writes to me, 1

to interest the

BROOKS, «clo 1lhe

Hnuse.
Londan, %

LESLIE WILSON |

also rup!:,; by post to quite anumber of

recaders every week,

* *

I did not think it necessary—>Maysie
Mortimer (Cheadle Hulme)—to mention in
the stories that Vivian Travers had obtained
a new motor-bike to replace the one that was
wrecked shortly after l1e arrived at the school,
Regarding an Engl 1¢=h series, I have already
mooted such an idea in these columns—that 1s,
a School Train, with St. Frank’s moving
from town to town all over the country—but
so far there has been no time for readers to

»

give me their opinions, although one or two
have already expressed their liking for the
wheeze, And, at the time I am writing this,

remember, the paragraph I have alluded to

has not Innn* been in print,

* *»

-
w

I'm afraid you're asking too much—Wilfred
Snowden (Doncaster). Firstly, you want me
to send you my photograph, and sccondly,
yvou want an advert, inserted in the Corres-
pondents Wanted column—and you have not
even sent me your own photo, and you admit
thm vou have not joined the League. Yonu
can’t have something for nothing, you know.
Send me your phﬂtn and you'll have mine;
join the ngne, and vour adyvert, will he
printed in due course, free of charge.

x
Yes, Handforth was at St. Frank’s in the
very first story—Irank Drinkwater (Alrin-

cham)—and he has been there ever since. A

few readers think that I make too much of

|hlm but the general opinion is that he and

%% 1‘13,? are the two most popular fellows. So

it’s only natural, isn’t it, that they should

appear rngularly whilst minor characters—

such as Lord Pippington—are only mentioned
at long intervals,

7’

#* »
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START THIS NEW SPORT AND ADVENTURE SERIAL NOW 1
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In spue of bis manager’'s warmmngs, Rex Carringlon, the Blue

Crusaders’ brilltani centre-forward, 1s determined to bave a

go on the dirt racing wrack. He does—and the resulis are
" dramatic 1n the extreme !

. The Lure of Bpeed!
URRRRRH! _ ‘
z There was something exhilarating,

awe-inspiring, in the spectacle of
- those leather-clad, demon-like figures
hurtling round the track, clouds of dust
arising as they slithered and ekidded on their
way. _

This was Bannmington’s first taste of dirt
track racing, and when the opening event was
over a great cheer went up from the specta-
tors. The younger people in particular, were
aroused to a great enthusiasm.

It 1s an age of speed, and the blood of
the youngsters was sent throbbing through
their veins as they beheld the racers tearing
over the track, broadsiding perilously, and
indulging in other daring tricks., It was some.
thing totally differont from ordmary motor-
eyele racing. something infinitely more thrill-
ing to watch.

““A bit better than the old greyhound-
racing arena, eh 77’ said Reggie Pitt, with a
breathless note in his voice. “My only hat!
'This 1s what 1 call real excitement.”

“Rather!” agreed Armastrong, of the East
House. “And we're allowed to come here,
too. The -Speedway 1sn’t out of bounds.
Dirt track racing is a clean, healthy sport.
end no betting s allowed. We can come
here as often as we like,”

The St. Frank’s fellows were much elated
when they thought of this. Attending grey
hound racing was strictly prohibited ﬁ)}f the
school authorities, mainly, of course, because
of the betting that is so general at such mcet-
ings. But it was a totally diflerent matter
in the Speedway. People came to watch the

motor-cycle racing for the mere thrill of it,
for tho exhilaration of the sport itself.

For dirt track racing is a egpectacle--a
breathless, exhilarating exhibition of skill and
daring and pluck.

“Hm! | don’t wonder that old Piecan
is a bit worried,” rewmarkead Lionel Corcoran
thoughtfully. “Once this new sport gets
popular in Bannington. it will become a very
serious rival to the Blues”

“You don’t look particularly cut up about
it,”" remarked Tich, : :
“Why should I be cut up?” retorted Corky,
“I'm a philosophical sort of chap. These
people huve as much right in Bannington as
we have, and it's no good grumbling at com-
petition. It’s up to the Blues to kecep their

supporters, that’s all.”

“1 suppose vou're right.” said Tich, nod-
ding. “And when you come to think of it,
there’s nothing really to beat football. This
Speedway may be a success, but I don’t think
it will seriously interfere with our gates.”

" Not unless we strike a bad patch, or some-
thing like that,” said Corky., ‘' By Jove, you
krow, they’ve got some real stars appearing
this evening! In the big handicap race there
are Smiling Billy Ross, Reg Stanton, Gold
Helmet Kewmp, and DBroadside Dick Somers.
One of ’em is an Australian, but the others
are Inghish. And they’re all men of fame.”

“I suppose they make a good bit at this
rame ?"’ asked Rex Carrington.

“You bet they do!” agreed Corcoran.
“Why, some of them have earned as much
as two thousand pounds in three or four
months,”
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“Good-bye, football I” said Rex promptly.

“Don’t be an ass® grinned Corky. “It’s
only the experts who get that money.”

“But who are the experts?’ asked Rex,
“Why, a year ago there weren’t any English-
men who could do this partienlar kind of
riding. It’s a new sport here—and yet these
men have made such big money! It looks
pretty good to me!”

“Best not let old Piecan hear you talk like
that,” chuckled Tich., “Cheese it, Rex!
You're the Blues’ star centre-forward, so
you mustn’t think of this dirt track racing.”

“I'd like to have a go at it, all the same,”
said Rex.

He strolled away, and, by coolly climbing
over a fence which divided the pits from the
public enclosure, he got amongst the racing
mon and the mechanies.

The air was filled with the roar of engines
being tested, filled with petrol fumes, and
Rex, although he was a calm customer, felt
rather bewildered,

“Hallo! What are you doing here?” asked
a voice,

Rex swung round, and found Inmself facing
a squat, square-shouldered man of abous
forty-five. He was clean-shaven, florid, and
not particularly handsome.

“ Just having a look round,” said Rex care-
lessly.

“Well, you're not allowed here, my friend,”
said the other. “ My name is Burke, and I'm
the track manager.”

“Good!” said Rex, holding out his hand.
“My name’s Carrington, and I’'m the centre-
forward of the ' Blue Crusaders, Shake!
Pleased to meet you!”

The track manager looked dubious.

“Y didn’t intend that as an introduection,”
he grunted. “So vou're Carrington, are you?

I'm '?.fraid I shall have to ask you to leave

STORY LIBERARY

““Hold on, Mr. Burke!” said one of the
helmeted riders as he came across. ‘Put it
there, Carrington!” he added, as he seized
Rex’s hand. *I'm Bil'y Ross. I saw you
playing this afternoon, ard 1 thought you
were terrifie.”

“Thanks awfully,” smiled Rex. “After I
have seen you winning one of these races
perhaps 1 shall be able to return the compli
ment

“T may not win,” said Billy Ross, who was
a jovial-faced, lean individual of about
twenty-five.  **All right, Mr. Burke. No
need to send him out. He's a friend of
mine.”’

Mr. Peter Burke grunted again.

“You soon make friends!” he said shortly.

After he had gone Smiling Billy Ross
chuekled. "

“There’s never any pleasing old Burke,”
he said confidentially. “He used to be
manager of one of the big London ftracks,
‘where I did a lot of racirfg. Interested in
this sort of thing?”

“Tremendously,” said Rex.

“Ever done any of 1t?”

““No, but I'd like to have a try,” said the
Elues’ centre-forward, ““Of course, I've done
qguite a Jot of motor-cyeling, and I've got
the reputation of being reckless. I suppose
there 1sn’t an old jigger here that I could run
round the course on—just to get a thrill#”

Billy Ross grinned.

“Why not?” he said coolly.
old test machine. There’s no race for
Lanother fifteen minutes. You can go round
if you like. TI’ll lend you a helmet.”

“Good man!” said Rex eagerly.

He had only suggested it in a casuval sort
of way, never expecting that his desire would
be granted. But Smiling Billy Ross, as it hap-
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“Here’s an

pened, was an irresponsible, happy-go-lucky

seem unperturbed. Hspecially

this new sport.

LIONEL CORCORAN, sole
the Fourth Form at St
Piccan puts his fool down.

What Piccan says goes.

dirt track racing.

The Opening Chapters in Briel.

ULYSSES PIECOMBE—more commonly known ns Fieean—manager of that famous
Second Division Footba/l Club, The Blue Crusaders, is worried, very worried.
Not becauwse the Blues are doing badly—indeed, at the moment they are playing
splendid football—but becavse they've got rivals—dirt track racing rivals.
track is about to be a;‘ne‘nﬁd near the Stronghold, the Blucs' enclosure, and Piecan
fears that the clud's “gates " will suffer in consequence.

REX CARRINGTON, the Blues' brilliant centre-forward,
nature, and he declares that if he gets the chance he's going to have a “go ™ at |

owner of the Crusadeéers—Lionel, of course, belongs to
Frank's—is also enthustastic.
“1 absolutely forbid you to go riding round a dirt
track on one of those dangerous machines!” he says.
being erocked. Corcoran 1s not a player, and I have no j °t
1 do forbid any members of the team to indulge in this sport!’
However, Rex is still” as enthusiastic as ever.  After
the Blues' victory over Alexandra United—a victory z'n'wh;fh ex
ing part—the players, and also a number of St. Frank's juniors, go along to see the |
It is the opening night, and there are many *'stars
ing. The first race is run. Everybody is immensely thrilled. )
a run round on this track before long!" says Lionel C‘orcoran excitedly,

(Now read on.)

A dirt
The players, however, |

Rex is of a recklcss |

In Rex’'s case, howeuvér,
“I ean't run the risk of you

iurisdiction over him, but
And that’s that. }
played a lead-

» performes
“I';m going to have
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youngster, and he cared nothing for rules or
regulations.  Besides, be liked the look of
Rex Carrington. '

Thue, five minutes later, Rex sat astride a
roaring monstrosity, his head helmeted, his
cyes goggled, _

“ Better go easy to start with,” roared Billy
Ross in his ear. ‘““Take the bends gently.
If vou don’t you might come a cropper.”

Mr. Burke came hurrying up. evidently
with the intention of making some pointed
inquiries. So Rex lost no further time, but
started off with a mighty jerk. The next

FREE GIFT NUMBER!

tact with-one of the cold, lished rails, He
lay etill—ominously, Horribly still

And at the same moment there sounded
the thunder and roar of an approaching train!

Scarcely more than a hundred yards away,

just round the curve. an express came
hurtling down upon the limp, unconscious
form of Rex Carrington as it lay sprawled

Rex the Reckless!
EX CARRINGTON'S luck, although

moment he was gathering speed, and roaring
away down the straight.

He reached the bend, Billy Ross watching
him dcuriously, for Rex was going at a great
speed.

“Thé& hopeless ass!” muttered Billy Ross.
“He’ll come a frightful cropper!”

But Rex Carrington did no such thing.
Broadsiding giddily, bucking and skidding,
h> fairly slithered round the bend, and the
manner in which he held bis iron steed was
marvellous. Mr. Burke stood quite still,
amazed and fascinated, for there was some
thing masterly in Rex’s handling of that old
‘““jigger,” It was only a trial machine, and
B:lly Ross knew well enough that it was a
brute to handle It was for this reason, per-
haps, that he had given it into Rex’s care.
For Billy, in his own way, was a bit of a
practical joker.

And then suddenly there camc a totally|
vnexpected thrill—a dramatic interruption.

Several of the Blues and two or three of the
St. Frank’s fellows had recognised Rex in
spite of his helmet and goggles, and they
were shouting and pointing. Mr, Ulysses Pie
combe had alse spotted him, for now he
'Ieaplié over the rails and ran angrily cross the
track.

“Stop!” he shouted, in his booming voice. |
“Carrington’ How dare you defy my
orders! Stop at oncel”

Unfortunately, Mr. Piecombe misjudged the
epeed at which the motor-cycle was travelling,
or perhaps did not realise the difficulties of
pulling up on the loose surfuce.

Rex Carrington, in order to avoid runnin
down his manager, swerved wildly, an
only by a hair’s-bresdth did nhe avoid an
ugly collision.

But something else bappened—something
icfinitely moie startlit x.

Solely owing to Mr Piecombe’s rashness,
Rex was now in deadly danger. The motor
cycle, skidding broadside, crashed into the
fence, and at this particular spot the fence

served to divide tha track from the railway

line,

Cru-a-sh !

The motor-cycle, carrying Rex Carrington
with it, hurtled straight through the fence,
reared up, an4 came staggering oser on its
side, flinging Rex headiong!

The Blue Crusaderd centre-forward fell

1 one of the platelayers.

across the rails|
R apparently right out, was really in.
For, by the most fortunate chance,
a couple of platelayers were walking
towards Bannington goods yard on a narrow
footpath which ran alongsids the permanent
way. And they were nly about five yards
from the spot where Rex had crashed over
on to the rails

As the express thundered down upon the
helpless footbailer the two platelayers leapt
up, s&cized him, ard whisked him clear.
Solely owing to their prompt action—and, in-
deed, their courage—Rex was saved.

With a roar and a rattlo the train thundered
past, end all the spectators in .he Speedway,
including Mr. Ulysses Piecombe himself, be-
lieved that the worst had happened,

There was an immediate rush, Lionel
Corcoran and Tich and a number of St.
Frank's fellows went dashing through that
gap in the fence which Rex had smashed. A
great shout of relief went up when it was
seen that Rex was not only safe, but standing
on his feet,

“Lucky for you we were near by,” said
““It was only a matter
of seconds even as it was."”

"Thanks!” muttered Rex, pressing a hand
to his head. *''I—I don't seem to remember
——  Great Scott! 1 fell on the railway
track, didn’t 17"

“The London express nearly caught you,”
nodded the platelayer. “ A good thing you
was wearing that nelmet.”

The crash-helmet had undoubtedly saved
Rex from serious injury when his head had
hit the rail, As it was,» he had omy
received a bump, and his recovery was
rapid. Strangely eonough, he felt no bruises
in-any of his limbs. Except for that knock
on the head, he had come off scot-freec, And
the old *jigger,” thrown clear of the rails,
had come to noe harm whatever,

“Thank heaven!"” said Mr. Piecombe, after
they had all got back into the Speedway, “‘I
 feared, Carrington, that you bad badly
in;ured yourself.”

‘Well, 1 like that, sir!”
“It was all your faule.”

“Indeed!” snapped the manager.
dare you make such an accusation?”

“Well, it’s true,” retorted Rex. *“I had to
swerve to avord smashing into you.”

“Perfectly true!” said Mr Peter Burke,

3

i

protested Rex.

“How

sprewling, his bead coming into violent con-

the track manager, with a ﬁlre at Mr. Pie-
| combe, ““It was a crazv thing for you to
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run across the track as you did. You would
certainly bave been killed if Carrington had
not displayed the meost extraordinary presence
of mind,”

“Really, I had no idea—-"" began Mr.
Piecombe, startled, “Upon my word! If I
am to blame, Carrington, I sincerely regret
my—er—impetuosity. But I gave you very
distinet orders not to indulge in any of this
ridieulcus racing,”

“1 wasn’t racing,” retorted Rex. “I was
just having a trial run round the track.
Hang it all, sir, I'm not a slave! Surely I
can do as I like in my own time?”

“Not if you endanger your limbs,” said M.
Picconibe promptly. “It is imperative that

Crash |
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Rex went away (o the pits, taking the old
machine with him. He found himself face to
face with Mr. Burke.

| “Feeling shaken up, eh?”’ asked the track
manager, looking at him closely.

“I'm all right now,” said Rex.

“Isn’t your nerve affected?”

“Why should 1t be?” laughed the Blues’
centre-forward. ‘““Hang it, there’s no need
to be scared over a little spill like that. Be-
sides, it wasn’t my fault—I didn’t crash
through that fencing because of any mistake
in judgment.” '

“That’s quite true,” nodded Mr, Burke.
 “You shaped thundering well during that
first eircuit, Carrington. I'm always on the

The motor-eycle hurtled straight through the fence, and Rex Carrington was flung head-

first between the railway lines—right in the path of the oncoming express !

you should take no unnecessary risks, Car-
rington.  The club will be in a bad fix if you
become—er—incapacitated.”

Mr, Piecombe, {celing, perhaps, that he had
not played a particularly creditable part in
the recent ineident, turned on his heel and
walked away. Now that it was all over, he
could see that he had been the cause of the
mishap.

“¥You must have been born lucky, Rex, old
man,” said Corcoran. ‘“‘If you were a speed-
way champion I dare say the crowds would
dub you ‘Lucky Rex Carrington.” Lots of
these racers have had handles tacked on to
their own names.”

“Why wait until he’s a champion?’ asked
Smiling Billy Ross. “We’ll call him * Lucky ’
right away. By all the laws of chance, he
cught (o be dead by now.”

lock-out for new blood in this game, and if
you care to——7"

“ Awfully sorry, Mr. Burke, but I'm a pro-
fessional foothaller,” interrupted Rex, smil-
Ing. “TI'm under contract to the Blue
Crusaders.”

“There’s no reason why you shouldn’t do a
bit of track-racing,” said Mr. Burke. *Our
meetings don’t elash with your football
fixtures. And there’s plenty of money in the
game, too,”

“1t’s very decent of you,” said Rex, “But
old Piecan—he's our manager, you know—
is' a bit particular.”
| “Well, think it over.” said MNr. Burke.’
““ After the next race you can take one of the
newer machines round the track if you like."”

And the manager walked away. He had an
unerring eve for the particular kind of talent
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and nerve that dirt track racing required,
and in Rex Cuarrington he saw a very promis-
ing “hope.” He was probably right, for Rex
had always beenr of a reckless nature, and any-
thing of this sort appeated to him. Of late
he had settled down splendidly to some rqally
great football, and Mr. I’iccombe’s concern
for the star centre-forward was reasonable
enough. Knowing Rex's nature as he did,
Mr. Piecombe was worried lest this new sport
should take a grip on him.

“T say,” said Rex., pulling at Billy Ross’
sleceve as the latter was brushing past.
“Your manager 1s & queer sort isu't hef"”

“Queer?”’ said Ross. “How do
mean "

“Wholl, he krows that I'm a mere novice at
this game, and yet he wants me to go in for
it,” satd Rex. “"He knows, too, that I'mm a
Blue. With al! you champions here I don’t
sce why he should care two straws about me.”

Smiling Billy chuckled.

“There’s more in it than meets the eye,
old man,” he replied. “Several of these
champions—Gold Helmet Kemp and Broad-
side Dick Somers, for examples—are onty
engaged for this opcning meeting. T'm a
fixture, I think, but I'm not such a famous
man as these others. Mr, Burke wants to get
hold of new talent.”

“Oli, I see.” nodded Rex.

“You’re innocent, aren’t you?” grinned
Ross. **You scem to have forgotten that
you're a bit of a ecelebrity in Bannington.
The crowds go to the Stronghold to see you
playing tootball. don’t they?”

“Not to see me—but the Crusaders.”

“Don’t you believe it,” said Ross.
“You're onie of the ctar turns, old man. And
if Burke can get hold of you to appear at the
Speedway he'll bo on a cert.”

Rex Carrington’s eyes opened wider.

“Oh, so that’s it is 1t?” he said slowly.
“Thanks for the tip, old son! DBy Jove! I
wondered why Mr. Burke was so interested in
me! Now I know !” '

And, knowing, he was more determined
than cver to have another “go”™ round that
alluring track!

The Wonder Rider .
LTHOUGH Mvr. Peter Burke had no
A idea of it, Rex's tnterest in dirt track

racing was entirely superficial,  He

thought that perhaps he niight be ble
to get a thrill during his off-duty hours; but
Rex was, first and foren ost, a fortballer, "He
was heart and soul with the Blue Crusaders,
and the lure of the speedway was only &
kind of sideline, so to «neak.

However, it would have been better for his
subsequent peace of mind if he had gone
home then and there. For a mere taste of
anything that cne likes is liabl» to be dis
turbing and unsettling—especially if there is
a prospect of obtainmg plenty more of it
without trouble, And Rex Carrington’s
nature, his whole make-up. was of the type
that goes to make the perfect track-racer. On
the football field he was renowned for his
quick thmking, his lightning-like decisions,

you
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These were qualifications which would stand
him in good stead on the Speedway.

Moreover, he was dashing—with jnst that
touch of recklessness which appeals to the

crowd. He was 1mmpulsive and self-willed,
too. Mr. Pieccombe had forbidden him to
race on this track, and Rex’s inclinations

were all in favour of racing. Ie loved to
act in defiance of orders.

After the next race he took another trial
run round the course—this time using a much
better motor-cycle. And he took to the new
sport naturally, just as a duck takes to water.
His broadsiding was wonderful to sec, his

coniiol of his mount was remarkable.

Mr, Burke, who had witnessed the trials of
many novices, was impressed.

“That young chap has the makings of a real
champion 1in him!” he said, as he watched.
“Gosh! Look at that! T thougzht he was
over then, but he recovered as cleverly as any
experienced racer! He's ¢pectacular, too—just
th~ fellow to interest the public.”

“You really think eo, Buivke?' asked
another man who was standing by the
managet's sido.

“I know it!” replied Burke, with convic-
tion,

Ho glanced at his companion—a big, burly
puwerﬁllly-buﬂt man.  Fhis latter was Mr.
Julian Harding, the sole owner of the Speed-

way, Thig dirt track did not belong to a
syndicate, but was Mr. llarding's own
property,

“Weil done!” said Mr. DBurke, as Rex

completed the trial.

“It's casy,” grinned Rex.

“Care to compete in thc next race?”

“May I?” asked Rex cagerly.

"If you like."”

“But—but I thought that I had to join a
club, or—-—"

“We'll waive one or two formalilies,” said
Mr. Burke, smiling. “This is the first even-
ing, and we needn't be too particular. Two
of the star riders are competing in the next
race, and there's a prize of fifty pounds for
the winner.”

““Any second or third prize?” asked Rex
cheerfully. “There’s not much chance of my
grabbing the firgt, with men like Gold Helinet
Kemp and DBroadside Dick Scmers on tho
track.”

A little later Fatiy Fowkes and Dave
Moran and the other Blues were astounded to
recognise  Rex  Carringlon amongst  the
number of competitors for the next race,
Lionel Corcoran and Tieh Harborough and
a group of, St. Frank’s fellows were equally
astour.ded,

“"Better go and stop him, hadn't we?” said
Fatiy, with a frown. “The silly ass! He's
doing this in absolute defiance of Diecan’s
orders,”

(How will Rer fare in the race? And
what's going to happen when old Piccan finds
him defying his orders agam? Al readers
will enjoy mnext week's grand tnsta’ment—
and look out for your three Frees(lifls in (le
issuel)

b
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THE MEN WHO WON THE “ASHES ”'

O

of 1his week’s

1. ELIAS HENDREN

Hoendren, that wonderful little
W.hdummz and lingland, 1s so often referred
to as ''Patsy 7 that there must be many
people who don’t even know that his real
name is Elias. Such is the case. However,
there is enough Irish blood, and certainly
enough Irish humour in Hendren's make-up
to justify the **Patsy.” The Trish parents
of Hendren came to London before the lad
was born, that auspicious event being on
I"ebruary Sth, 1889.

At a very early age Hendren began fto
hroathe the atmosphere of cricket, fc}r as soon
as he left school he went to Lord’s as a ground
bay. and between the ftimes
when he was helping
“a'-'«""'"“] man he =oid match-

ards  when games were in
p ogress.  More than once,
however, he mnearly got the
: -_wk as a match-card

er bocanse he would stop
2 R watch  playvers like

'Rangi.”. Tom Havward and
b B 11'}.' making rans, 1u-
sread of selling the cards,

[{is love of cricket took him
to the nefs, and there were
many who atrended at Lord’s
who liked the bright-faced boy
so well that thev gave him everv
halp, In due course he played
sex,  He has scored  over
thousand runs in an English seazon,
scored his first

follow of

v possidie
tor Middle-

£ W three
and he
century against Australia atf
Lord's in 1926. He 1z a delightfuliy tree-
scoring batsman, but there was a suggestion
wr one time thai Eﬁ conid not fight an uphill
battle. During the present series of matches
he has given the lie 1o that idea. Hiz 169 in

the first mmmn of the firsr Tesr ar Brizsbane.

i 'A"

made ar a time when FEngland were noi
doing well, definitely set the Old Country
on the road to vierorv.

In the slips, in the long field.

or at silly
anm‘t leg he 15 a great fielder.

but most of all
Those short
dashing along to
save a lmm;dat y
just “gets " the
watchers. A nd
he alwavs
cheerful.

he is popular in the long held
stumpy figure

legs and that =

| =

2. MAURICE
TATE

The title whien
best firs Maurice
Tate 1z " great-
heart.” Whether,

since the war, he

Special Conltribulor tells N.L. readers sonie 1interesting
facls about the three famous players
wonderful Free Gifts.

who form ihe subjecls

| has been the greatest bowler in the world may
be a matter of opinion, but it is an absolute
fact that no cmmtv and no country has pro-
duced a bowler with a bigger heart for the
job than this son f Sussex,

No captain ever called upon him in vain fou
a big effort. When the last England team
went to Australia the spectators used to give
this advice to the captain: " Let Maurice
bowl at both ends.” And almost all day long,
under the most trying conditions, and with a
worrving big toe, \Iaurice would bowl. He

-

——

bowled so effectively that he took more
wickets than any other
cricketer has ever raken in
one series of games,

Maurice comez of cricket
stock, for his father plaved
for IEngland when the lad was
in the roddling stage. It
was the stories told by his
father which led Maunrice to
take up cricket, He bowls
what 13 called a fast-medium
ball, and that is a wvery
accurate dezceription. Through
the air the ball only comes at
medinm pace, but Maurice
haz rhe knack of making it
ptek uip woen it srrikes the piteh, and off
the piten he 1s really fast.

There is no leg theory or off theory about
Tate's bowling.  He bowls to get ihe bats-
man out—oowls at the wicket, And that is

| the reason why he is so frequently referred to

as the world's unluckiest bowler, He often
misses the stumps by a hair’s-breadth. His
big. broad shoulders and his swinging gait
suggest the farmer, and when he is b'lttmg he

ZIves the same tmpression. He just loves to

hit sixes, beeause, though now thirty four, he
1: st1ll a e, smiling hoy.
3. QGEORQE DUCKWORTH
One of the mysteries of cricket 1s why the

best wicket- keepers should be nearly all little
*l" ]f'l"r‘l-* .{"1 g
vears  England
had “Bert"™
Srrudwick a
fellow of =mall
lstature. ;’-\c
Strudwick's suz-

CeS30r rncrlaufl-
has a man s-_'-
of the # a m ¢}

ould, When @
(ieorge

Duc k-
worth hasz a pawr

(Cantinued
i overleaf.)
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Nine More Free Gifts to Come!

-"]I"\HIH u'uvk, chums, I’ve just managed
to “get in? by the skin of my
tecth, so to speak. As it 18, space

1% wrx limited, so I'm going to say
what I want to say about next week's issue

of the Old Paper as briefly and as snappily
as possible,

First and foremosl, of course, are our Free
(vifts.  Alrcady seven of these metal por-
trait badges of Bugland’s victorious Tost
Team have been given away—don’t ihey
look topping, arveayed m your Album!—but
there are still nine more to come! Three
of these are due next weelk—Hammond, Jar-

dine and Irnest Tyldesles. Don't miss the
badges of theso [famous cricketers, . other-
wise you'll spoil your set——and that would
he a great pity. And why not wear the

bhadge of yous favourite playver in your but-
touhole ?

Do You Want a Bicycle?
Have all of you entered our simple
" Popular Cricketers ™ competition?  What's
that? Do T hear sowe of yvou saying “*No " ?
Great Scott! Don't you realise that you're

the um;mimnw of winning a gplen-
“James-:" bieyele, or one
cricket bats which 1.4re
te be given away as prizes? + Come, this
won't  do. - Why, the competition is very
sitmple, You know who* yvour favourite
vricketer don't you? And you kuow who

missing
clacl, fnlh egquipped
of the twelve Hoblby'

13,

(Continned dn noxt coliemn.)

GHFT NUMBER!

THE MEN WHO WON THE ¢ ASHES *'!

(Continued from previous goge,)
ol ordinary pads on—well, you can
ren Duekworth. '

But he is a great little wicket keoper
there’s no doubt about thats His grandfather
was o wicket-keeper at Warrington, and o
was his father, so the most natural thing in
the world was for little Geor ge to keep wicket.
He nearly didn’t play for Fancashive at all,
but for Warwickshire instead.

He has told the writer bow he dreamed of
being a professional evicketer, but he could
not get a chance in the Lancashire eleveon so
he replicd 1o an  advertisement of the
Warwickshire county club, and went there.

While he was qualifying, however, hao
noticed another advertisemont—ihat La-
cashire wanted a wickei-keeper. And love of
his native county being strong, he applied,
got the job, and to-day 13 as good a wicket-
keeper as van be found anywhere,

Ile las :-_-lll'i'lli*:ctl Australia thHi‘w the
present maiches, not Dby his wicket-keeping.
but by his batting dhﬂ. In fact, he was given
a faney nome as the “second W nmlfn“ R
man who conldn't' be got ouf, beeaise,in the
first throe Tests he never lost - 111* \H:LH

He can take all sorls of hm*-.lmg*hur 13
particulurly strong on the leg side—and that is
the true test of a wicket-keeper because the
leg balls vome ro him mnu‘ or less 4\ blind.’

2OATCe

you think are the twelve most ™ popular
cricketers now touring  with the  England

Of course you do. Then
enter this competition; fill up’ the coupon
on page 18 of this issue How. A eoupon
also appeared in last week’s copy of the
NELsox LEE; cut this one out, “fill it up,
tou, and then  keo p them hy \nnnunl next
week, when another coupon 1.uh appear.

ORDER NEXT WEEK? “XELSON
L LEE " NOW!

team i1 Australin ?

gend you
1 MXMigh-
Grade Drl. |
Lish BDicycle

Fully Guar-
Edntoeed,
Packed Freo
gend <Carrs
fago Paid,
Is Days'ap-
proval.Bal-
ance by
Easy Mthy,

F ,_: Payments, TE.
George Km LISTY,
COvu NTRY, L) FRE Y

M.ﬁ.GIC’ TRIGHS f‘t{'.--—i‘nrﬂt']&t. 2'6, 5'6, Ventrilo.
d -t"-< Instrument,  Invisible, Tinitate BIL{I\ I'vice 6d,

ch, 4 for 1'-~T. W. HARRISON, 239, Ponton-
vdle Road, I.ondon, N.1.

HEIGHT IHGREASED 5/ : e,
Course, <
- 3-5 inches in ONE MONTH. -
Withonr appliances — drugs — or dicting.,
The Famous Clive System Never
Fails. Complete Course, 5'- .0, p, 1.,
or further parlics. slainp,—F. A. Chva.
Harrock House UOLWYN EA'E North Wales.
yours-it

Stop Stammering ! ;"1 o5 Vi

tieculars FREE. - FRANK - B. I{UGI{LS B
Southampton Row. I.cndm:.~W c.1

MENTALISM Banishes nervousness, Effcets gocd

memory, Imparts surﬂhﬁ-uhinlu,
quatities and inereascs earning ability. 1/2, (Get Dsud
to go halves). — E, H., REASON, GREAT CROSBY.

SBUPER CINEMA FILMS. Sale, Hire, Exchangu,
Sample reol, B/-z or 100 fi,, 9d. Post 3d, Machines,
126 to £12,—ASSOCIATED YILMS, 34, Beau-
foy Road, Tottenham.

zing ("}]t'-!ﬂt ) f‘nur*sﬂ Mnl

BETALLE: 5o o

vrings Free Book with further details, W 110\{}“ tn .
LIONEL STEBBING (Dept. A}, 167, High 5¢t., LOWISTDFT

All applications for Advertisement space in this pub-
lication shnuld be addressed to the Advert:semezt
Manager, “ The Nelson Lee Echool Story Library,™

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4,

Your Hpin'ht Inerensed in 14
th;s, 8 or money back. 3-5
inches rapidly gained ! Ama-
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