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(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.

BMANY APPLICANTS,

R MUDFORD gasped.

‘““ My heye!”’ be exclaimed, with
“difficulty. ‘* They—they must be
mad!’’

Mr. Mudford was the village postman, and
he certainly had excellent cause for his sus- |
picions. It was a glorious June morning, and
Mudford had been trudging up the dusty lane
gomLBellton to the grey old pile of St.

rank’s.

And he had just turmned the bend which
brought the great gateway of the school into
"view, when he became aware of the fact that
u crowd of juniors were waiting in the road.
way.

And Mudford’'s appearance was the signal
for a general rusi.

The crowd came charging down the road

M

“ You've scared him out of his wits alrzady!
Can't you have a little patience?”

Mudford took a deep breath.

‘“ Are you out o' your minds, young rrent-s
he asked. “ I ain't dcone any harm an’ it's
not like you to pounce on a poor man—-—"'

‘‘* We want our letters, you chump!"

“ That's all, Muddy!"

** Hand 'em over, old son'"’

The postman gave a gasp of relief.

‘“Is that all, young gents?’”’ he asked.
‘““ You only want your letters? But you ain’t
never been 3o eager before—anot as long as
I can remember! Why, l thought you was
a-goin’ to half-kill me—"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"”’

" You're safe enough, Muddy.” I groncd.
‘* These chaps want their letters from home,
that's all. There's something special on.”

‘‘“ My heye! I should reckon there is!’ saud
Mudford, with feeling. :

at full speed, and the postman stopped in |. It was, as a matter of fact, very special
his tracks, fairly lost in amazement. _He was indeed. I was on the spol with my two
somewhat alarmed, too, for that crowd chums, Tregellis-West and Watson. Not that
looked rather dangerous we were expecting letters from home. 7The

“ Here is the bounder 1 others were anxious—not Study C.
‘“On him!” ] | ‘“Any luck, Handy?’ 1 aeked, a3 Hand-
; forth feverishly tore open a lectter and

‘ Collar his giddy letters!”

‘“ Hurrah!"

‘“ My heye!"” ejaculated Mr. Mudford again.

He had never experienced such an adven-
ture in all his career. The juniors of S8t.
Frank's, for some unknown reason, were bent
upon attacking him! And the postman
looked round him wildly for a way of escape.

He saw a gap in the hedge, but it was ten
yards away. It afforded the only means of
escape, however, and he charged at it
clumsily and trantwall) As a result, he be-
came stuck half-way.

And before he could extricate himself the
crowd was uvpon him. He was yanked into
the middle of the road, gasping and secared,
and nearly deafeued by the yells which went
up.

** Got one for me, Muddy""

‘“ Gimme mine!"’

‘¢ Search his giddy bag!”

Tommy Watson, of the Remove, glared

| there is one——

round him.
# Give the chap a chance!” he shouted.

scanned its contents.

* Hocroo!"' yelled Handforth, dancing into
the air. * I'm going! My paters written to
say it's 0.K.”

‘““ Same here!'" grinned \IcClure delightedly.
““ What about you, Church?”

‘““1 haven't got my letter yet,'’ said Church
an'uously ‘* Hurry up, Muddy. you ass'
Haven’t you got one for me?"’

‘“ Lor’ save us, Master Church, I dou't
know whether I'm on my 'ead or my ‘eels!’
gasped the postman. “’I don't reckon that

Oh, yes! 'Ere we arc,
Master Church!”’

Church took his letter eagerly, and as he
tore it open his hand shook. For much de-
pended upon what that letter said; a tre.
mfcrrxdotus lot depended upon it; as a matter

ac

“I've got permission!” panted Church
weakly.

“ Then we're all right!” roared Handforth
** Oh, good! Let’'s rush up to the tuck-shop
and celebrate. Study D’a all serene!l”’
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1 arinned as Handforth and Co. marchcd
caily off  arm-in-arm. There were other
yuniors who were just as pleased—and some
who looked glum and discontented. For that
morning’s post was most important.

A great many juniors had written home to
their parents, asking a very important ques-
tion; and the bulk of the repliea had turned
up, a8 everybody had anticipated. But what
was it all about? .

Jack Grey, of the Remove, had issued invi-
tations broadcast—and they were invitations
of a character which were seldom seen or
even heard of. _
the lancky junior was to spend the entire
summer vacation—except, perhaps, for a week
at the end—on a wonderful trip to Afriea in
Sir Crawford Grey's sumptuous steam yacht,

And it was to be no ordinary trip, either.
The idea was to hunt for a treasure which
was supposed to exist in an oasis far into the
dezert. Adventure and excitement galore was
anticipated, and the fellows were falling over
themselves in their efforts to obtain invita-
tions.

Sir Crawford Grey, Jack’s father, bhad
agiven the'lucky Removite carte blanche. Jack
could invite whom he pleased—and as many
as he pleased. For the yacht was sumptu-
onsl:{) appointed, and conld accommodate any
number.

Tregellis West and Watson and 1, as a
matter of course, were booked to go. Nelson
l.ee was on the list, too—to say nothing of
},ord Dorrimore. Reginald Pitt, Jack's study-
mate, was the first to be asked, and he had
ohbtained his parents’ consent without any
difficulty. ,

There were to be some lady guests, too, for
a2 number of fellows had invited their sisters
--at Sir Crawford’a suggestion—and the party
promised to be an exceedingly gay one.

Bnt it was generally understood that the
ladies and a good proportion of the fellows
would remain on board the yacht while a
sinaller party attempted the journey into the
desert. But that, of course, would come
later. At present the juniors only thought
of the voyage to Africa.

A  good few were disappointed by that
morning’s post—for parents were not alwajys
rcady to let their sons go off on a trip to
tropical climes. But there were others—and a
agreater proportion—whose letters brought
them joy.

And Grey wassstill leading a strenuous life.
He was almost afraid to show himself in
puhlic, for he was pcstered by applicants
who wanted to rcceive invitations. And
Jack's task was no pleasant one—for he
wished to please all.

Several seniors were honoked to go. Both
Morrow and Fenton, «f the Sixth, had gladly
accepted, and therc were one or two others,
i0o. But, naturally, the bulk of the guests
wt:uld be from the Remorve.

Handforth had a few words to Say oOn
niatters in gencral—as usunal—bat his strong

An acceptance meant that

}

shall be barred altogether!
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the Triangle he was arguing matters out with
Church and McClure.

‘““I don’t believe in it!” he exclaimed
firmly. *'1 think it’s a rotten idea! \hat
the dickens do the chaps want to have thejr
sisters with ’em for? 1t ain’'t right! Why
should we be hothered with a lot of silly,
giggling girls?”’

‘“ Dash it all, Handy, & few nice girls wli
help to liven things up a bit,’”’ said Church
warmly. - '

Handforth glared.

** Oh, =0 you're one of that sort, are you?”
he exclaimed. ‘I didn’t think you were such
a &oft aes, Walter Church! Girls! Silly
noodles—-that’s what they are! And I've a
dashed good mind to make a firm stand!”

‘“ But you can’t, you ass!’ put in McClure.

“Can’'t? Why can’t 1?7

‘“ Because it’'s not your business,”’ said
Church. ** You've been invited, and there’s
an cnd of it. You ean't dictate to Jack
Grey or his father, you chump! They can
invite whom they like, I suppose?”

‘*“ But it’s differént when it comes to girls,"
argued Handforth. °**Girls on a ship don’t
seem right. They’ll be i1l half the way, and
cause no end of trouble. I think it ought to
be pointed out to Grey—and I'm going tc
use a strong weapon, toou.”

** Don't you take a cricket stump—"

“ You—you ass!’’ roared Handiorth. °'1
don’t mean literally! Do you know what I'm
going to do?”

** Goodness knows!’’' sighed Church,

“I'm going to tell Grey that if there ure
any girls on board, Study D won't go!" said
Handforth triumphantly. *‘* How's that for
an argument?”’

Church aund MeClure stared at their leadcr
aghast.

** You—you madmsan!’’

‘“ Eh?”

““ You bhurbling idiot!"”

‘“ What?"

‘““Do you think Grey will care tuppence?"’
roared Church. ‘If you threaten anything
like that you’ll upset the chap—and weu
_ . | Don't bring us
into it, you dotty lunatic!”

Handforth was quite surprised.

“But it would carry weight!” he suaid.
‘“ You don’t think Grey would go without me,
do you? He’d be bound to consent if 1 too!:
up a firm stand—"

‘“* You can take up what stand you like--
but, don’t bring us into it!"’ snapped MeClure.
** We don't count, anyhow—eo your argument
will have just as much weight without ue.”’

‘“ That’s right, of course,”” he agreed.
‘* Hallo! 1 can sec Grey over by the gym.
I'll put the thing to him at once!”

And Handforth marched across tho
Triangle, leaving his chums staring after him
in a hopeless kind of way.

““ It would serve him right if he got turned
down,’’ said McClure. ‘* The silly, conceited
ass! Who does he think he is, anyhow? Does
h» reckon the party couldn’t get on without

point iuzt mow was concerning the girls, In him?”
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“ Looxs iike it!"" grinned Church. * Dul
Handy can't help it—he's not conceited,
really. It’s only his way. In abouteanother
two years the poor chap will be just fit to
enter o lunatic asylum—he’s beeu getting
worge for months past!” -

Handferth, fortunately, did not hear thes
remarks—or there certainly watild have been
ructions on the spot. But Handforth was
intent upon Grey, and he ‘marched up grimly.
““1 say,. Grey, cold man,’” he c¢xclaimed.
Just a word!"”

Jack Grey laoked round.

“ What’s up, Handy?"' he asked, smiling.
‘“ About theec girls——"'

‘“ Kh? Which girls?”

‘I understarcd that some of the fcllows arc
going to bring their sisters along,” said Hand.
iorth. *‘ Is that right?”

**Of course it is,”” said Grey. A jolly
Tipping idea, too! 1t was the pater's sugges-
tion, in the first place.” :
1 don't want to eay anything agalnst
your dad—he’s a brick,” said Handforth;
‘“ but everybody's liable to make nistakea at
timcs. 1've made mistakes befor¢ now, if it
comes to that—'' -

**Gozhon!” grinned Pitt. ' You, Handy?
You make a mistake? Impossible! Perizh the
thought!"”’

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

** Well, T think this idea of having girls on
the yacht is a rotten one!' said Handforth
firmly. *‘ No offence to your pater, of course,
Grey. Girls ain't any good on a eea voyage,
but I don't supposc your dad considered that.
And it's my o'pinion that the idea is abso
lutely offeide!’

“ And no offencc to Sir Crawford!'' grinned
Pitt.
** Of course not,”” said Handflorth,

* Look here, Handy, I should advise you to
drop the subject,’”’ said Jack good-naturcdly.
‘T should think you ought to know that it
ian't really your affair, anyhow. And I don't
call it very chivalrous on your part to
grumble because some of the chaps’ sgisters
are coming.”

** Well, when I take up a stand I take 1t
up with both hands,” said Edward Oswald
grimly. * I stand firmly—-"

““On your hands?” asked Pitt politely.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!'’

“ I stand firmly!"’ roared Handforth, ** And
I consider that it ain't wise to have any giris
on board the yacht—they'll only cause
trouble and quarrels, and all that sort of
thing. So I want to tell you, Urey, that if
you stick to the idea of taking girls—well, !
sha'n’t be able to come!l”’

‘“ You—you silly ass!” yelled Pitt.

“I don’t like to say it, but I believe In
being straightforward. If the girls go, 1
don’t. So there’s only onre way out!’”

“ The girls don't go?'’' asked De Valerle,

* Exactly!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!” ]

f‘ .;fla-ck Grey looked at Haodflorth regret-
ully.

“I'm sorry about this, Hardy,” he saud,
winking at the others. ** But, of conrse, sinee
yqu‘w: taken up this stand | can't do amy.
thing. It's got to he one or the other —anid
there's really no choice at all. ['m awluiy
gorry that the trouble has ariecn.”

*“You won’t miss the girls much,’
Handforth.

I wasn’t thinking about that —because the
girls will be there,” suid Grey calmly.
was thinking how much Church and Mc(lure
will mice you, old son. It'll be pretty rotten
for them on board without you.*’

“ With —without me?'" gasped llandforth,
“Of course.”

“ But I'm gotng, you asa!"’

‘“Are you?'' asked Grey, in surprise. ' Bat
you just led me to suppose yon weren't.
Didn’t you say that if tho girls vept vou'd
stop behind?"

* Ye¢s, but——"'

“The girls arc going, so there's nothing
more to bhe said,”” remurked Grey, turping
away. “* 8till, 1 suppose you know best.
Handy. Sorry you can’t come. 1'H copsider
your invitation cancelled.’”

“You you—- I-I mean---"" Hand
forth paused and gulped. Then bhe looked
round'him with an expression of wild alarn
and dismay. *'I-I eay, Grey!” he panted,
rushing forward.

* Well?”

“1'm going, you know—"'

“Rot!” eaid Jack. * Your
cancened!’

**Oh, my gecodness'”’

“You caa’'t go it the young ladica gn,”
said Jack gravely.

“ I—I didn't mean—'

“ Ah, but you took up a firm stand, don'*
forget,”” said Grey. ‘1 wouldn't dream of
making you depart from it, Handy.”

The expression upon Handforth's facc was
80 comical that everybudy howled. |

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ [—I won't prcss the matier, of course,*’
said Handforth feverishly. " I'm coming,
Grey, you daffer! [In fact, I'd rather liko
:hi 'uirla to be there! I-I made u ms
ake!"”’

“*You chump!"” grinned Jack Urey. ‘1
was only pulling your silly leg! But P'd
advise you to go eary in future, my son. I
my pater hcard you talking like that, bhe
might take you seriously—bhut I happen o
kaow what an ass you are!”

And Grey marched indocrs with two oe
three others, leaving Handforth etaring uftor
them, hardly knowing whether to be indig
nant c¢r reclieved. Upon the whole, he de.
cided that his relief was greater than his
indignation, and he Joinwj his own chums
without aaying a word.

Handforth had had quite enough of laking
firm stands—and H it was proposed to take a
hundred gir's on the trip, it would not have
drawn a single protest from the mighty
leader of Study D!

said

iny:tation’sy



CHAPTER 1I.
PREPARING FOR THE START.

v LL complete now?’ asked Reginald
A Pivt smilingly.
Jack Grey nodded.
“Ya, 1 think so,”” he replied.
“ Six or seven chaps haven't been able to
get. permission from home, but we shall be a
pretty big party, in spite of that. 1t’ll seem
rather queer at St. Frank’s this evening—
when practically all the fellows will be gone.”
““ But it won’'t last long,” said Pitt. *‘* We
shiall be on board the yacht within a day or
two, and then the real fun will commence.”

Several days had elapsed, and Grey and Pitt
1 ore chatting in Study L. The rest of the
school was in a tremendous bustie—for to-day
was the last day of the term. Everybody was
teaving for home—with the exception of the
party which was destined to spend the vaca-
tion on the Wanderer— Sir Crawford Grey’s
private yacht.

There were no lessons, of course, and the
din throughout the echool buildings was
terrific. The fellows didn't care bow much
pvoise they made on the last day of term.

1t was impossible for all Sir Crawford’s
gauests to be ready for the trip at a moment’s
notice. Sc it had been arranged that the
whole party should collect at St. Frank’s.
When complete, it would transfer itself to
the yacht, which was lying in Caistowe Bay,
and then the voyage to Africa would com-
mence.

““ Who's going?’’ asked Fitt. *“ I know
nicst of the chaps, of course; but there’s
such a bunch booked for the trip that 1 can’t
keep them all in my mind. You've goi the
whole crowd down on your list, haven't you?”

Grey laughed.

“* Yes—here they are,” he replied. ** We'll
take the gentiemen first. There's mmy pater,
Mr. Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore, Dr. Brett,
and Captain Burton. Four Sixth-Formers
are coming—Fenton, Morrow, Carlile, and
Reynolds. I'm rather glad of that, because
they'll help to keep the chapa in order.”

** Perhaps!” grinned Pitt. * 1i's a holiday,
don’t forget, and even TFenton won't have
an ounce of authority over the juniors. - If
any of the Sixth-Formers butt in they'll be
hoofed out of it.”

*“I didn't mean they'd keep order in that
way,”” said Jack. °‘* But the very presence of
the seniors will help to maintain peace in
case any of the feilows get scrapping. Hand-
forth, for example—you know what an ass he
13. But I was going through the list, wasn't
1?2 Well, the remainder consists almost en-
tirely of juniors. There are sixteen of us, in-
clnding this study.”

Grey read out the names, and they were as
follows:

Handforth, Church, McClure, De Valerie,
Somerton, Farman, Christine, Yorke, Tal-
madge, Tom Burton, Nicodemus Trotwood,
Pitt, Jack Grey. Tommy Watson, Tregellis-
West—and. of course, myself,
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Grey had invited hoth tbe Trotwoode; but
their father had written to say that only
one could go. Ccrnelius was a quiet, peaceful
youth, and he was not particularly keen upon
adventures. S0 he preferred to go home
while his brother went on the sea vovage to
Africa.

Then, of course, there were the girls. It
had been arranged that Rir Montie’s aunt
would come with us—and she would act as a
kind of mother to the four young ladies who
were destined to be an board. Lady Helen
Tregellis-West was a really delightful woman,
and she would be a welcome addition to the
party. .

Tommy Watson's sister, Violet, had pro-
mised to come, and Watson was feeling rather
pleased with himself. He told us that his
sister was a regular ripper—but we should
be able to judge for ourselves before long.

The other girls were Ethel Church, Agnes
Christine. and Margaret Fenton. They were
not due to arrive at St. Frank's until the day
after breaking up. Many preparations were
necessary, for the trip was to be a long cne.

Naturally, a great many other fellows were
envious. It wasn't possible to invite the
whole school, and those who couldn’'t go
were inclined to be jealous. And it hi{d been

rather amusing to watch the remarkable

change which had come over Fuliwood and
Co. during the past three or four days. .

The cads of the Remove had changed very
considerablv. They had been on their best
behaviour continually. Ralph Leslie Full-
wood had been extremely polite to Grey for
at least a week. He had Lovered round in
a manner which left no doubt as to his
motive.

*“ The chap must be dotty!” grunted Wat-
son, as he saw Fullwond and Co. chatting
under the elma. ‘' He doesn’'t expect that
Grey will invite him, does he? Why, we'd
rather have the giddy pageboy with us.”

“Pon’'t insult Tubbs like that,”” 1
chuckled. ‘ Fullwood isn't iit to be men-
tioned in the same breath as Tubby. He's
been angling for an invitation, but I'm jolly
glad to see that Grey doesn't take any
notice of him. Gulliver and Bell have been
trying on the same game.”

** The silly rotters!” said Watson warmly.

‘““Dear boys, I am rather worried about
it,”" observed Tregollis-West. * 1'm not sug-
gestin® that Grey will be ass enough to bhe
deceived—but there is Sir Crawford to think
about. Grey’'s pater doesn’'t know what a
frightful set Fullwood and Co. are.”

** How does that affect the qnestion?’ 1
asked. :

‘“* Well, old boy, 1've noticed that Fuilwood
and Co. have been makin' themselves very
pleasant to 8ir Crawford at every oppor-
tunity. Supposin’ the awful cads got them-
selves invited? We couldn’t suncak to Sir
Crawford, an’ we should be saddled with
Fullwood and Co. for the whole trip.” :

‘““Yes; but it won’t happen,’ said Wat-
son. ‘It couldn’t, Montie! Even Fullwood

would not have t-he nerve to ask for au in- -

vitation.”

-
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“I'm not so sure, dear old boy—I'm not
8o sure,”’ said Montie, shaking his head.
** Fullwood has a way of doin’ things by a
roundabout metnod. An’ if he gets himself
invited—"' /

““Oh, dry up!” interrupted Watson. ‘ Talk
scnse, Montie!"”

But I was rather inclined to agree with
my noble chum. FKFullwood and Co. had not
been making themselves pleasant for the mere

fun of it. It must have been something of
an ordeal for the cads of the Remove. They
were not naturally pleasant, and their

cfforts during the last three or four days
must have been a great strain upon them.

And, as it happened, a discussion was pro-
ceeding at that very moment in Study A, in
the Remove passage.

‘“*We'd bhetter be packin’ up,” Gulliver was
saying. ‘“ We want to go by the afternoon
train, Fully—"" ° -

“1 don't warnt to go at all,” intcrrugpte
Fullwood.

*“ Oh, rats!"" said Gulliver. “1It’s no good
thinkin' about this yachtin’ trip. We'®e been
nice to that cad Grey for days—an’ he
doesn't take any notice of us. It’s sickenin’,
He doesn't mean to invite us, 80 we might as
well give it up. Hang the rotten voyage—
that's what I say!"” .

Fullwood frowned.

“If you're willin’ to give it up, I'm not,”
he said. ** Why, the time for action has
only just arrived. We've been workin' up to
this point all the weck, an’ now we've got
to get busy.”

‘““ How?’ asked Bell.

“I'm goin’ to approach Sir
Grey——"'

*“ An’ ask if we can go?”

[ Y] Yw_____"

‘““ But, you ass, he wouldn't listen!’’ snapped

Crawford

Gulliver.” ** He'd look upon it as a piece of
rotten cheek!”
‘““Not if it's dome properly,” said Full-

wood calmly. * I mean to get round the
old buffer. He's easy-goin’, an’ it ought to
be simple.
from Sir Crawford himself, we can snap our
fingers. . at the other chaps.”

Gulliver and' Bell looked doubtful.

“It couldn't be did,” said- Bell. ‘ For
one thing, the old chap will ask if we've got
permission from home—he’'ll ask that right
at the beginning. An' what the deuce can
we savy'’

‘““We can say that we have got permis-
sion!'!"’ ~ :

** But we haven't, vou ass!’’ said Bell.

““ What does that matter?’  snapped Iull-
‘'wood impatiently. “If it comes to it, we
.can fake up some letters an’ pretend they're
from home. Our peopie won’'t mind, I know.
Anyhow, I'm goin’ to do my best to go on
that trip.”” -

- Fullwood thought he had quite a good
chance of cuccess. Sir Crawford Grey knew
nothing of his real character. As a matter of
fact, Juck's father had mentioned only a
day or tvo back that -it surprised him why
* that nlce, well-dressed Loy had not been

An’ once we've got the invite

were -first class—and if Fulilwood

invited. Jack had nrot disillustoned hus
father. For there was no veed to give Full-
wood atway.

‘But it seemed as thougl a word of warning
would have been uselees; for, as m+tters
stood, IKullwood and Co. had an excellent
chance of ‘ getting round’” Sir Crawford.
When Ralph Leslie liked, he could bo very
pleasant.

‘““Might as well get it over at once,” he
gaid, as he opened the study door.

‘“Shall we come?”" asked Bell nervously.

‘““ Why not? Sir Crawford’s in the Head's
garden, I believe,” replied I'ullwood. ** We
shall have him to ourselves, an’ it won't take
five minutes to get the invite out of him.
An’ then we shall be booked for the voyupe
—an’ -we can cackle at the rest of the chaps
as8 much as we like."”

‘“Eh? What's that?”

Pressure was applied on the outside ¢f the
half-cpen door, and Handforth appeared. He
was looking rather grim, and Church and
McClure were just behind him.

“* What's that you were saying?”’ he wcni
on.

*“*Mind your own business!” snapped Full.
wood savagely.

“Didn’t you say that you were pgoinz to
see Sir Crawford—to wangle an invitation out
of him?"’ demanded Handrorth. ‘' Lock here,
Fullwood——""

**You sneakin’

spy!” shouted Fullwood.

“Can't a fellow talk privately without
havin® a_ beastly cavesdropper listeain’ at
the keyhole?™

Hondforth rolled up his sleeves.

* You insulting cad!” he roared. [ wus

just pasaing the door—and I couldn't heip
aearing what you said. 1I'm glad I did, ton!
Because you're not going to try any of your
rotten games on Sir Crawford.”

““ Rather not!' said McClure warmly. * Sr
Crawford doesn’'t know what a set of cads
these chaps are, and he might even invite
them for the trip—Iullwood can be as nice
as pie when he likes!"

Fullwood gritted his teeth. He knew that
he had been incautious, and he was angry
with himself. But he was far more angry
with Handforth, and he glared ferociously ai
the leader of Study D. ‘

‘“Go and eat coke!'' he snarled.

“I'm not gcing anywhere, ' retorted Hand.
forth. *I'm going to stay here, yon cad,
and I'm going to keep you here, teo!”

‘“ Why, you—you——"'

‘It you attempt to approach Sir Crawford.
I'll half-slaughter you!"" went on Handforth.
‘“You Lknow well enough that wc¢ can't
sneak, and you mean to take advantage of
the old chap’s good nature. Once vou're in-
vited we can't keep you out of it—but you're
not coming! 1f you went oa the trip lifg
wouldn't be worth living.”

‘It ain't to be thought of!” said Chiirch
warmly. “I tcld my sister that all the chaps
and (i,
went she'd go on at me tremendously. Ste
hates cads.”

Fullwocd and Co. fumed.
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‘*Look here, Handforth, I don't want to
get wild,”” said Fuollwood steadily. ** This
iin’t any of yonr business—you're only a
guest, anyhow. What 1 do doesn’'t concern
you. So clear off, and try not to be such ap
ontrageous beast.”

' "t:rc you talking to me?’ roared Hand-
oren.

** Punch him, yon ass'"’ advised McClore.

*By (eorge! 1 will!”" snorted Handforth
furously.

Bifr!

" Yaronooch!' howled Hamdforth, wringing
hrs hand painfully.

Fullwond had dodged, and Handy's fist
»truck the doorpost with a crash, which
granzed his knuckles. And his feelings werc
Ity no means improved when Fuliwood and
to. grinned.

© DPon't yon think you'd better clear?”
«tked Fullwood sourly.

Handforth didn’t wait to argue any longer.
As be would have dencribed it himself, he
sailed in at full apeed.

Riff! Crash! Biff!

Handforth's fists whirled about, and Full-
wood and Co. were knocked right and Ileft
Almost bhefore they knew what was happen-
ing. Fullwood went down with an eye which
wowHd ultimately become black; Galliver’s
nose was already Dbleeding; and Bell'p left
ear was certainly destined to be a thick oune.

**Come on, you cads!'’ panted Handforth.
“1T'll teach you to try these rotten games
on! QGet up, l-‘ullwooti‘. you boast! I want
to knock you dowmn again!”

But Fullwood did not oblige until a minute
bad elapsed; them be took the precaution
to place the table between himsell and the
excited Handforth.

**Clear out of this study!’’ bhe =aid thickly.
" §—1 won't go to Sir Crawford {f you don’t
want me to—"'

“Do you think I'm going %o take your
rotten word?’’ snapped Handforth. * I've got
nothing to do to-day—so 1'll keep a wateh
on you. I'll wait ontdil you've takem the
train for London before I have any rest!”

Fullwood knew well enough that Handforth
would keep his word. Thero was no chance
of going to 8ir Crawford—and that had been
the only hope. Owing to his own carelees-
nees, Fullwood's little idea had failed.

Handforth and Co. retired, and the cads
of the Rcmove looked at one another with
expressions which were not exactly amiable.

** You silly fool!"” said Bell barshly. “.If
you hadn’t opened that door—"'
** Oh, shut up!’’ snmapped Fullwood. ‘' How

was ] to know that that cad was listenin'?
But T'H get even with him somehow!”

** Don’t talk out of your hat!" said Gulli-
ver. " How can you get even with him?
What cbance will you have to-day? 1 don't
suppose you'll get oven whben the new term
starts, will you? The idea's of —an’' 1'm mot
exactly sorry. Rats to the rotten sea-voyage!
Our pcople wouldn't have consented, any-
L:ow.'

IFullwoed scowled.

“1t's all very well to console yourself like
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that,”” he said. *‘ You're as disappointed as
I am, Gully. I'm absoiutely positive that
we could have worked the thing—amd Hand-
;orlth mueked it up. Confound his inter-
erin’!”’

Fullwood dabbed his eye tenderly, amd] he
did not look very pleased. He knew well
enough that his scheme could never be car-
ried out now. He bad proof of thia shortly
afterwards, when he went out.

in the

f For Church was hovering about
passage. McClure was stationed in the Tri-
angle—in case of a move frcm the window—

| and Handforth was holding himself in readi
ness in the lobby. -

| ‘There was evidently no prospect of getting
into touch with Sir Crawford Grey. And
matters grew worse shortly afterwards; for

L Handforth told De Valerie and Somerton and

r
H

said Bell.

a few others. The result was that Fullwood
and Co. found themselves watehed wherever
they went. ’

' The juniors were fully determined to pre-
vent guch a catastropbhe as the inclusion of
Fullw and Co. in the party. And at last,
realising that all hope was at an end, the
Nuts prepared to leave by the afternoon
train.

And it was not until they had actually
entered the train that Handforth was satis-
fied. Fullwood himseif was not in a similar
fraime of mind. He looked at his chums
savagely as they sat in their compartment.

" We've got Handforth to thank for this!”’
he said grimly. ** If he hadn’t interfered we
shouid have worked the thing as easy as
winkin'.”

‘“Oh, it’s no good growlin
‘* Let the thirg drop.”

And Ralpb Leslie Fullwood said no more,
But, judging from the expression on his face,
he thought quite a lot.

CHAPTER 111.
A LOOSE TONGUE.
HADWELL is not exactly one of the
most seleet suburhs in London; and
the back room of a dingy house in a
small side street was certainly not the
most select apartiment in Shadwed. It was,
in fact, extremely dilapidated and squalid.

Two men occupied the room. They were
seated at a small deal-topped table in front
of the open window—for the evening was
warm, and the air in that neighbourhood
was not of the best quality.

Both men were smoking, and a jug of beer
adorned the table, to say nothing of two
half-empty glasses. The pair were attired in
a garb which smacked of the sea, and they
did not look exactly prosperous.

** Yes, Simon, we shall 'ave to be thinkin’
of movin' afore long,” said one of the mena.:
‘* We'’re pretty nigh stony——"'

“Don’'t growl!” interrnpted Mr. Simon
Grell. *“ I've been in a worse fix than this
before now, Jike. 1've stitl got a lew quid,
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an’ I'm nrot goin’ to sign on a ship until-I
find the job 1 waut.”

“ Well, I'm with yer, old man,” said Mr.
Jake Starkey. ‘‘You an’ me ’'ave bin to-
gether for a year or two past, an’ we git on
well. 1f only we could ‘ave a big stroke o’
luck—that’s wot we want, Simon.” _

The cther man knocked the ashes from his
pipe against the heel of his hoot.

“* Luck don't come the way of people who
keep honest,” he said. ‘*But that don’t
sound right, Jake. Luck didn't come our
way when we was playin’ the other game,
did it? So if we wait long enough we may
strike somethinz—an’ I must say that honesty
don't suit me bad. It's worth somethin’ to
‘ave a good clear conscience. Surprised to
hear me talk like-this, ain’t you?” '

“ Well, you don't seem yourself,’”" admitted
Mr. Starkey frankly. L

“ I've been thinkin' thinzs over, mate,’’ said
Grell. © “ Durin’ the last week I've been
offered three payin’ jobs—but theyre all
shady. They was offered to me because
people think I ‘aven't changed. But they
don't appeal to my mind now, Jake. Ever
since that affair of the kid I've tried to be
different—an’ I've made you different, too.”

“ You've made me bloomin'well stony!" said
Mr. Starkey. * Honesty's all right when
you've got plenty o’ money, Simon; but wot’s
a man to do when 'e’'s on ’is uppers? Go in
the work'ouse? That's likely, ain't it?"

** No able-bodied man don't need to go into
the workhouse,” said Mr. Grell. ‘ There's
work for everybody who likes to find it. It
may not be the work you want, but you've
got to put up with inconvenience now an’
agin. Take me, for instance. I want a
soft job on a big steamer—an' all I can get
is a third mate’'s billet on a blamed old
windjammer. It ain't good enough, Jake—so
I'm waitin'."” ¢ _

Mr. Starkey took a cautious sip of beer.

*“ An’ vou're likely to wait, too,”” he said.
getting down his glass, and regarding the
“contents rather anxiously. * The job you
want won't come along just when you need
it, old man. By the way, talkin’' about that
kid, 'ave you seen that bit in the paper about
Sir Crawford Grey?¢"”’

“ Yes,” sald Mr. Grell.

“* Well, wot do ye think of it?"” _

“ The old man’s goin’ on a sea trip on his
yacht, with a parcel o’ schoolboys,” said Mcr.
Grell. “ It don't say anything in the paper
about what the trip’s for, except that they're
bound for Africa—just for a cruise.”’

“It's a bit fishy, ain’t it?" asked Jake.

““Not fishy,” said the other — *it’s
obvious!”

Mr. Grell lit his pipe afresh, and sat think-
ing for some minutes.

Months carlier he and Jake Starkey had
visited the neighbourhood of 8t. Frank's.
Groll had been a rascal then, and Jack Grey
had supposed that“his own position in life
was very different. He had been * Jack
Mason,” and Simon Grell was his uncle.

Owing to a small gold locket, however, it
had bccn established that Jack was really

tlic son of &ir Crawford Greey, and that Grel!
was no relation whatever. Grell had stolen
the locket—not for its intrinsic value, but
because it contiained the secret of a treasure
which was buried in the isolated dezcrt oas
of El Safra, in Northern Africa.

Nelson Lece had tracked Grell down after
the man had kidnapped Jack Grey; but Sie
Crawford was mercitul, and Grell was allowed
to go free with Jake Starkey. And Grell had

promised to Jead a dilfcrent life. That pro-
inise, broadly speaking, had becen kept.

** Obvious?” repcated Mr. Stackey. - What
d'ye mean—obvious?'’

Simon Grell looked across the table.

‘I mean that the party abouard the VWan-
derer is gettin® out to hnut for that
trcasure,”” he replied. ““You remember?®
That gold locket, an’ the Arabic writin'?

The old man means to get that loot this
trip. That's why he’s goin’ to Africu—to the
port of Agabat.”

‘“That’s in Morocco, ain’t it?"”

‘““No: lower down the conast,”” suid Grell.
‘““ Not that it matters to us, anyway, Jake.
We ain't in this bhusiness. By jinks' bhut
I'd like to be goin' on the trip, old mute!”

“Couidn’'t we—just you an’ ine-—enulldn’d
we manage to—"'

Starkey paused, and fingered his giasy
slowly
“Well?” asked the other. * Couldn’t we
what?'’

‘““ We're 'ard up,”” said Mr. Starkey bluntly.
‘“ Couldn’t we get to Africa somehcw, Simon
That treasure is temptin’, and if we cou'd
lay our ‘ands on it——"'

“It wouldn’t be ours,” cut in Mr. Grell
sharply. * l.ook here, Jake, we've finished
with that stuff—understand? An’ it applics
particular to tiis case.”

‘“ How does it?”

‘“ Sir Crawford was good to us. He allow~d
us to go when he might have jugged the
pair of us for years,' said Grell. ** Whuat'a
more, he gave us money. He acted like a
{]gal'sport. an’ rnow you talk about robbin’

im!"’

‘“ He's rich cnough,’” growled Starkey.

‘“ Mebbe,"" said Mr. Grell. ‘* An’ the Bank
of England’s rich. too. But that’'s no excuse
for our robbin’ it. No, Jake. Sir Crawford
Grey is a real gent, an’ I wouldn't do a
thing to harm him. No, o!d man, not me.
I wouldn’t think of plottin’ against Sir Craw-
ford. Forget all about it."”

‘““Yes, but look 'ere—''

“I don't want 1o talk about it,”” inter.
rupted Mr. Grell. ¢ Drink that beer up, an’
come out with me.”

He rose to his feet, and Starkey drained the
beer jug without any loss of time. Then the
pair made their way out of the hous:s, and
before long they were in the vicinity of the
river.

Mr. Grell had no particular plan b1 mind,
but he wanted to get himself occupied in
another way; and he wanted to get Starkev
off the subject, too. Starkey was not a bad
sort, but not strong minded. He was willing
to be led, and it would not tuke him l'osag
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to fal) into rascality again. Grell was sincere
it his desire to keep straight.

It was rather unfortunate, therefore, that
the pair should run into Captain James
Nixon. This man was a burly individual, and
he caught sight of Grell at the same moment
that Grell saw him.

G“ ]Il,ct’s go down here, Jake,” muttered
reil.

Hc didn't want to mect Captain Nixon, for
the skipper was not exactly an upright,
honest man. Among the seafaring fraternity
he was regarded as a fairly complete
scoundrel. But he was a splendid sea
captain, and that was all bhis owners cared
about. _

He and Grell had been big friends in the
past, but Grell had been different then. His
desire, now, wuas to avoid Nixon. But
Captain Nixon was not to be avoided, it
secmed.

** Why, Grell!” he shouted, in a booming
voice. ** Haven't scen you for years, old
man! How’s the world usin’ you?”

lGrell stopped; he couldn't do anything
¢lse. . :

**Well, I'm blamed if it isn't Cap'n
Nixon!" he cxclaimed, with forced hcarti-
ness. *‘ HHow d’ye do, cap’'m? The last time
! saw you was at Plvmouth, when you were
inaster of the old Collindale.”’

The pair shook hands.

‘**Yes;, that was a good while back,” said
("aptain Nixon. *I'm still skipper of the
same hoat, Grell—she's not a bad old tub.
Uast and reliable, although she ain’t much
to loaok at. I'll back tbe Collindale to beat
many a liner when it comes to speed. Let's
have a drink, old mate.”

“The skipper acknowledged Mr. Starkey with
a nod, and then the three of them crossed the
road and entered the saloon bar of a gandy-
looking public-house. Under the influence of
.iwo or three whiskiez, Mr. Grell began to
cxpand somewhat, and his mapner became
niore gcnial.

Nixon had plenty of money, it seemed, for
he insisted upon paying for the drinks: and
Mr. Starkey, for one. had not the slightest
objcection. His private opinion of Captain
Nixon was that he was one of nature’s gentle-
men.

** It's not often we meet, Greil, so we might
as well celebrate a hit,”” went on the skipper
jovially. ** Why not come aboard the old
craft an’ have a ook round? I’ve got some
whiskcy ‘there, too—real whiskey. Not the
Liame swill they serve herc.”

**That’e a fine idea, cap’'n,”
Starkey promptly.

**I don’t reckon we reced go,”’ said Grell.
“1'm not so strong on drink as I was at
onc¢ timme, Nixon—-"' o

* By glory !’ roared the skipper. ‘ That’s
rich, that is!"’

He laughed heartily, and Grell was unable
{o stick to his half-formed resolution. And
very shortly afterwards, led by the persuasive
tongue ot Captasm Nixon; Grell accompanied

said Mr.

kg, acquaintance tc the wharf. Mr. Starkey |
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hovered in the recr, Loping fervently that he
would be allowed aboard. = . .

He was. The trio, after a short dclay, -
climbed the ladder of the steamship Collin-
dale, and descended to the captain’s cabin.
The boat was not particularly large, and it
was certainly not clean. But she looked
specdy and business-like.

The cabin was in a similar condition to the
deck—dirty. The atmosphere down there,
on that warm summer’s cvening, was ¢X-
tremely stufiy, and it stank of foul tobacco
fumes and whiskey. -

*“Try some o' this, Grell,” said the captain
genially. ‘“You, too, Starkey. You're
Grell's pal—so I reckon you're mine. I never
was a map to have a heap of false pride.”

The whiskey was certainly of a better
aquality than that which had been obtained
in the public-house. Simon Grell liked the
flavour of it immenscly—to judge by his
capacity for drinking. Nip after nip he had,
until, at length, he was in a mood which can
best be described as extremely merry.

Grell was not druonk. But he was just in
that state when a man becames irresponsible.
Ris tangue was allowed to become loose, and
he spoke of- things which would ordinarily
have been kept securcly locked away.

‘“ Things ain’'t goin' so well with yom, are
they?”" asked Nixon, after a while. * Youa
gonl{; seem 0 prospercus as you used to be,

re .‘,

**Oh, I'm gettin® on all right,”” said Grell,
gulping down some more whiskey. * An’ I'm
all the better for meetin’ you, cap’n. An’ it
I like I dare say 1 could lay my hands on
more wealth than you'll have if you live to
be five hundred!”

“You will have your joke!" said Nixon,
laughing. |

“It ain’t a joke!” put in Starkey. ‘*‘It’s
dead true, cap’'n!’”’

‘“ Trae?”

“Well, I sippoce it is, in a way of
tpeakin’,”” said Grell.  ** ¥’see, Nixon, I
happen to know all about a trip that's just
startin"—a trip to Africa. An old gent o’
the name of Sir Crawford Grey means to find
a treasure what’s buried out in the desert.
It's worth millions!”’

Starkey looked at his friend rather
curiously.. He hadn't partaken of the
whiskey so freely as Greli, and he guesscd
that the influence of the spirit was respon-
sible for this change ir Grell's attitude.

“You're pullin’ my leg!’ said Captain
Nixon.

*If you don’'t choose to believe me, you
needn’'t. I ain’t askin’ you to,”” went on
Grell rather thickly. ‘“ But that yacht's
gailin’ ecither to-morrow mornin’ or the day
arter. An’ when they get out to Africa a
party is goin' out into the desert. I know
there’s a treasure there, because some months

{ ago I was mixed up in the whole business.

It’s true, Nixon—as true as I'm sittin’ herc!'®
‘The captain became more attentive,
** You reely mean it?” he asked.
“T do!”
“ 1t sounds a bit tall—"



THE SCHOOLEBOY ADVENTURE s

ST ain’t denyin' it,” -put in Grell. * But
. Bir Crawford's yacht, the Wanderer, is due
to sail in a day or two for the port of
Agzabat, in Africa—"
N “*By thunder!" interrupted the skipper.

Agahat! Why, that's where this old
lmgker's bound for, Grell! She’s loaded up,
an’ we're sailin® with the tide to-morrow
evenin'!"

‘“ Well, that’s a rum caincidence,” said
Grell.  ** So you're bound for the same port?
When do yeu reckon to get there?"

““T'll bet fifty dollars we drop anchor days
before that steam yacht, anyway,” declared
Nixon. ‘ This boat is fast, an’ when she's
kot fair wecather she'll simply pass every-
thing. I'vc bcen on a few tubs, but it's un
insult to call this craft a tub. I can do
what I like with her.”

“ Why don't you tell the cap'n about that
locket, Simon?” suggcested Starkey.

“Wot locket?'

“Dou’'t you remember?
the Arabic writin'."

““Ol, yes, o' course,’”” said Grell.
how I got to know, ain't it? You sce, Nixon,
1t was like this 'ere. Some months ago——"

And Grell proceeded to relate the whole
episode in Jack Grey’'s life conccrning the
gold locket and its secret. His story waas
somcthing of a rigmarole—owing to his con-
dition—but he managed to make himself
clear. ‘

And he was talking of things which he had
fully decided to keep locked away in his own
mcmory. But a man unrder thce infiluence of
drink is ready to cxposc the inmost scerets
of his soul.

Captain Nixon listened with great interest,
and with growing excitement. And when
Grell had finished, the skipper was looking
. eager and keen. The whiskcy had somewhat
inflamed him, too.

“I've heard o’
said.
niggers out there shun it like pizon.

That locket with

‘““That's

There

ain't any water,. you sce—not wot you can |

drink, anyway—an’ 8o the place is left
deserted. I don’t sce why we couldn't work
the trip, Grell.”

‘“Wot trip?”

“If wc get out there firzt, we can get n
lot of natives an’ bribe ‘em—it won't cost
much to buy skunks like them,’’ said Nixon.
‘ Then, when Sir Crawford’'s party gces into
the desert, we can ambush the whalce bunch.”

‘““ Arter they've got the trcasure?”

““No: bhefore they get to the oasis.”

‘* But what's the good o' that?"”

‘““ Every good,"” said the skipper. * We can
force them to give us the secret of the
treasure—threaten to take their water away,
or something. It'll he easy—dead rcimple.
An’ it won’t cost us hardly a cent.”

“It seems good, anyhow,” remarked Gr-ll.
“ But wot about me an’ Starkey? Where
do we come in?"

The captain rubbed his chin.

“* Well, 1 can't take. no passencers, that’s
agrinst’ the owners' rules,”” he suid. * But
we pe:dn't be afraid of a detail llke that.

‘““It’s right out in the desert, an’ thee

|
ﬂ

|

come,
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You can gign on as purser if you like wot
that wce usually carey a pusser. An' your
pal ‘erc can lre ciaief steward for the tep
a soft jobh, too. L'l be the best way for
you, beecanse you'll be paid for goin’."

“I recken it's a great idea.”” said Jtarhey
heartily.

“You wouldn’t be gettin® a hillet like that

if it wasn't for this treasurs idea,” :aid
Ceptain Nixon grimly. ** But are you sure

it's true, Greli?”

“Haven't T told you tic whole varn: "

““Yes, an’ 1 must admit it sounds the roal
goods,”” caid the skipper. **It's a puzzle to
me why you didn't think of somcthing like
this yourself, but then, o' cource, vou didn't
‘ave a ship. An’ couldo’t have done vothin'
if wc hadu’t been goin’ to the same port.
[t's just u stroke o' luck, Grell--pure luck.
If the whole thing fails it won't cost ua
nothin’, an’ we stand a chanee of gettin' rich
for lite. Jimmy Nixon was alwaya a man to
take a chance, an’ I'm takin' thi: one. Wot
do you say, Grell?””

“1I'm with you, old man -with vou r.ght
along,”" said Simon Grell heartily. '

And the thrce shook hands on the bar-
gain,

And then, at that one sitting, the complete
plan for- the trapping of Sir Crawford Grey’s
party was diacussed. The full detoils cowld
be arranged during the voyage oat to Alrica,

The compuact was sealed.

CHAPTLER IV.
A £HOCK FOR [ANDtORTH'
‘“ ITPING!™

That was the geperal verdict o
the janiors with regard to the
gsituation. A few more days had

that oasis—Fl Safra.” he i clapsed, and now everything was ready for

the start of the voyage from Caistowe DBay.

The big yachting party, after having col-
lected at St. Frank's, wus now transferred
completely to the Wanderer. We were all in
our own quarters, and the preliminary con-
fusion had beeun straightensd out.

“Well, my sons, what do you think of
it?" I asked, as I lounged on the deck during
the cool of the evening. “ We've taken our
last look at St. Frank's for some weeks to
and there's no telling what mieht
happen bhefore we Zet back again.”’

“We're going to have a terrific time,” said
Pitt cenially. I say, Watson, your siater's
a ripper!”

“‘That's no news to me!” said Watson.
“Didn't . I alwarys say she wag? Although,
of course, I can’t see uch in her myself!”

“ Brothers never can,” grinned Pitt
‘“ There'r Mies Christine, too, she's a jolly
nicc sort of girl. Fancy old Rob Christine
having such a ripping sister! He never
bousted about her, did he?"”

There was rcally a zood reason for the ad
miring remarks which were passed... For bolh
Miss Watson and Miss Christine were very
charming youag ladics. ‘I'hcy were what some
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people  would term  ‘‘ flappers,”  although
that's not a very nice word, to my mind.
Both girls were about flfteen years of age,
and they .were pretty and altogether jolly.
Fentoun's sister was a year younger, and was
plump and not pretty in the least. S8till, she
was merry, and everybody liked her. And
Ethel Church was regarded as tiie ‘boss of
the guartette—being sixteen and of a somec-
what imposing appearance.

But, of course, the girls were under the
direct care of Lady Helen Tregellis-West—
Montie’r aunt. And there were numbers of
maids and stewardesses to look after them.
Sir Crawford had forgotten nothing.

In addition to the cabins allutted to the
juniors, there was an extra large cabin which
Handforth immediately dubbed *‘ the com-
mon-room,”” and this name was likely to stick
to it. For it was an apartment where we
could all gather. just by ourselves, and jaw
to our hearts content.

The four Sixth Formers who were with us
also had a cabin of their own. Everything
had been planned with much judgment, and
I was not surprised when I learned that
Nelson Lee himself had given Sir Crawford
much advicc earlier. The guv’'nor could be
trusted to do things properly.

‘““ Well, young 'una, how goes it?"’ asked
Lord Dorrimore.

Ife had just strolled along the deck, and
e looked quite himself in his spotless white
fannels. A panama was on the back of his
head, and a cigar was hetween his teeth.

*“ Anxious to be off, aren’t you, sir?"’ asked
De Valerie.

*Me?” said Dorrie. ‘‘ Bless your life! It
won't worry e’ if we don’t leave for days,
my son. I'm comfortable here—this is just
the kind of life I enjoy. Nothin’ to do, an’
with people to wait on you hand an’ toot!”
- ““Lazy bheggar!”’ I grinned.

**I must pledd guilty,” saitd his lordship
talmly ‘““ Nothin’ pleases me better than
lazin® about, it just suits my constitution.
I'm ph)sxcally weak, yon know, especially
when there’s some work to be done!”’

Everybody grinned, for Lord Dorrimore was
well known to possess an extraordinary
amount of strength and energy, and when it
came to a test lie was always ready to work
until he dropped.

“I'm not sure that this is a2 good idea for

yon boys,’”” he went on, regardire ua thought-
fully ‘“ By thce time we get bhack you won’t
know the imeanin’ of work. An’ there’'ll bhe
frightful trouble. 1 think I'd better advise
Captain Burton to sack the crew, then you
fellows will have a job!”

“1 think everybody would have a job if
we got caught in a storm,” I chuckled. “1
can just imagine Handy helping to launch
one of the lifeboata! Hc wouldn't be very
handy then!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Look hecre, you asg, if you’re asking for
A thick ear——" began Handforth.

 Peace!” mternupted Dorrimmore. ‘' Good
pracioug! If you're goin’ to qt.n't. s¢gnabblin’
hefore we setl sail, what's zoin’ to happen

IY
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later on? Perhaps 1'd better not rrake that
suggestion to the captain, after all.”’ :
And his lordship strolled away, grinning.

‘“ You silly ass!’’ snorted Handforth, glar-
ing at me. *‘ Perhaps you'd like to know
that I can launch a erboat as west as I can
play cricket!”’

*“ Well, that’s not eaymg much!” iemarkced
Pitt (,almly

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Why, you—you—

** Shurrup, you fathead!”
‘“ The girls are coming!’’

Handforth composed himself at once, and
there were a few chuckles. The mighty Hand-
forth- was as bold as brass under ordinary
circumstances. He didn’t care a snap for
anybody—until it came to girls.

And then Handy changed his character.
He Dbecame meek and mild, nervous, and
extremely self-conscious. He had a horror of
being made fun of beiore a member of the
fair sex. And, as a rule, he escaped from a
group as soon as the girla arrived.

It was hardly a compliment, but Hand-
forth didn't care. In the present instance, the
girls were Miss Christine and Miss Watson.
They looked extremely dainty and pretty in
their white dresses.

** When do we start, Tommy?’"’ asked Miss
Watson. as she came up.

‘* Not until to-morrow morning, sis.,”
replied Watson ‘“We sha'n’'t haul the
anchor up until the sun rises. When yonu
cqm2 on deck in the morning we shall be
far out to sea.”

‘“Oh, shall we?’’ said Miss Violet firmly.
*“*Don’t you believe it, Tommy'! I'm going
to be up before we leave—even if I have to
get out of my bupk at three o’clock in the
morning."”’

‘** Same here!' said Christine’s sister. '
“In that case,”” I remarked, ** we shall
have to be up, too. We can’t allow the girls
to beat us, you chaps. You'll have to look
alive, Handy. It would be an awful come-
down if—— Hi, you ass! l1'm speaking to

ou!”

But Handforth was escaping. He strode
down the deck as fast as his legs would
carry him. And, as it happened, he ran into
a steward, wbo was coming from the opposite
direction.

*1 think you're Master Handforth, sir?”
said the steward.

‘““Yes, that's right,”” said Handforth,
pausing.

** This telegram came aboard a few minutes
ago, sir,’ went on the steward. " It’3
addressed to you.’

‘“ Rot !’ said llandforth. ‘It can't be for
me!”

He examined it and stared.

“It is, though!”* he went on. * Now, who
the dickens can this be from? 1It's got my
name on the envelope—in full, too. Tlicre
can't be any bloomer. But I'm jiggered if 1
can make it cut!”

Handforth wa'ked down the superdb stair-
way., and mude his way to the cabin which
was allotted to himseif and bhis {wo chums,
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And Llhere he tore open the envclope andy His chums stured at him in amarement.

extracted the pink form. Handforth hardly knew what he was doing,
““ Qood—good heavens!"” muttered Hand-| or what he was saying. But for some strange

forth huskily. reason he wunted to kcep that dreadful
He read the message through three or]telegram to himsclf.

four times, and he appearéd to be quitc] * The chap must have gone oft hia rocker!”

dazed. His expression of blank amarement|gaid McClure. ** LI've never seen him looking

gradually changed into one of anxiety,lgs0 idiotic--- Hallo! What's that on the

mingled with trouble. And there was really | tahie?”

littlc wonder. For the telegram contuinedl Handforth looked ronnd with a gasp: but
u double shock, and it ran as follows: McClure had scized the cnvelope of the

4 To Edward Oswald Handforth, On Board| telegram lLefore tlapdy conld reach it.
Steam Yacht Wanderer, Caistowe Bay, Sussex. “Uimme that!'!'’ he panted. ‘‘ It'a wnine'"”
‘““ You must comec home at once. Your “ A wire!"” said McClure wonderingly. ' A
mother has been taken suddenly ill, and 1] telegram addressed to Handforlh! So that's
cannot permit you to leave KEngland under| what [ saw the steward giving you? Who's
these circumstances, Come at once, by firat] it from, Handy?"

wrain. FATHER.” r"tgo—m:?d{ inarti'%;nlnr." aaid Haod-

' - orth., * east— - - wmt i3 to any -
Handlorth’s dismay was not surprising. ' -

At one blow he heard that his mother was| ol fAther Can’t you mind your own

silly busine¢sa?”’ he roared suddenly, * Leave

sll, und that he could not go on the voyage—| me” qlone, blow you'"

the trip he hud becn eagerly looking forward| " Ku¢ Church @ud McClure looked grim.

WT;UI' n;eeks.l ‘““He's just received a telegram, and he
¢ disappointment for poor old Handy| gtyired it into his pocket when we came in."

was & terrible one; he was staggered. It} g.id McClure. * I 't al ;
was some Tmoments -befor¢ he could [fully it.‘ is, ‘H(;n;;. we'll ta{:élig%nytl:rlccr ;:v vml:'.'

realise what the telegram exactly meant.| Can‘t vou trust us. Handy? 1Is it somethin

But it could not be mis-read; the meaningf ¢pag (.’!fhurcthl :nda.l mustyn't :e:et? wlm(;iidn‘%

was all too plauin. Handforth’s pater had| ynow you had any secrets from us!™

g%g:gtu:élfn home—on the very eve of Hnndtn)rth realited that secrccy waa
v ' , . impossible.

Loutsely. - Lie it cant be troe! T must| , " Well, it I tell you, you've got to keep it

be dreaming!™ ' dark,” he suid. *'1 don’'t know what to do

X [ want to think —but it's impossible tn give
Mt’:r(!,]l?jrcd(:;pe;?gj? open, and Church and |, "snis trip—even if the mater is ill!"
- *You silly ass!" said Church warm)y.] ‘‘Give up the trip!” gosped Church,
“ What the dickens wias the idea of bunking Stﬂ.ﬂ"B- o
]ike thatY Yon made cverybody grin—-— ** Read it!"”" sald Handforth dully
Gireat pip: What's tlic matter. with you, He passed the crumpled form across, and
Handy? You're as pale as my handkerchief !’ | Church and McClure read the fatal lines
*“Eh?”’ said Handlorth dazedly. ** Oh—oh,} with expressions which changed rapidly.
nothing!” Instead of beirg puzzied and astonished, they
He crt'lmbled ku‘t) tlic telegram and stuffed | bccame anxious and concerned.
it into his pocket. - ‘“Oh, my goodness!’’ said Church., *' You--
“1 was only thinking albout—about the] you've ,,mytf, go home, Hand(y!"c
rippillg .timt‘s we shall bave,”’ he went_t_)n. *You can't come with ua on the voyage,
attemnpting to look careless, and failing] atter all!"’ excluimed Mc(lure. ** How fright-
miserably. ** Leavc mc aloune, for goodness| fylly rotten'"

sake!”’ ** Poor old chap!”’ said Church feelingly.
Church and McClure exchanged v.'ondering' “I'm not 8(4“‘;. vou fatheads'" m,p'pm

glances. o f . A YR
“* Whal's the matter with the ass?’’ asked E(?:lgf.or&h(;b |iké|ye-- meun, 'm - not gy
Me¢Clure. ‘I you look like that because  But this is Irom your pater'”
you've been thinking of the ripping timcap “1 know it is'" ’
we alm_l'll t';ave. tiandy, Ibl don’t reckon thel .« And he orders you to go baek:”
time wi ¢ very enjoyable!"” . RN A
**1—1'm all right, yon dutfer!" eaid Hand- f{' ca,'.‘.f.h l""',“t "h‘}'l"_! 1d .‘:"l" H"‘;:f_“‘,'?;_h,
forth gloomily. ' gruftly. € paber shonldnt Le 8O Deually

““What's that you stutled inte your pocket | unreasopable————

i 9o . ' ‘“ But your mothor's ill, Handy'’ broke
‘“’t(;f‘;’_‘fm, ?,222:399 Church. in Church. ** You've got to go home- it
““ Yes, what did you stick into it?" important. Your mater’'s been vaken ill!
“ Htick—stick into itr"’ Handforth sat down and stared before him.
‘“What did you have in your hand, you “It crn't be miuch,”” he said. ‘'That’s just
fatiiead?” like my guy’'nor. [ suppose the matee fainted
“* My--my hand?" because of the heat, or something, and he
‘““You silly parrot!” roared Cuurch.] goes and sends off thia wire on the apur of
“ What’s the matter with yout” the mument. 1'll bet the mater’s as right

** Matter with me?” rereated Handforth.| as rain again by now. [t'a just Like dad o
witih a guip. do a fatheaded thimg of this sort’ L'm [0oHy
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well going to ignore ft, and pretend T didn’t
receive—"'

“But you can’'t!” interrupted McCinre
concernedly. * Hang it all, old man, don't
be so beastly heartless!”

‘“ Henrtless!'”

“ Your mother might be really bad!”

" What would you do?" demanded Hand-
furth warmly. * We're due to start to-
morrow mmorning; we're going on a ripping
voyage to the tropics, and at the last minute
iI'm called home!' Everything's mucked up
for me; 1 sha'n’'t even have you chaps to
spend the holidays with! What would you
do il you wcre in my shoes?’”’

His chums looked uncomfortable.

“It's a rotten position,”” said Church
slowly. * But it's your duty to go home,
Handy—you must see that, although you
don’'t llke admitting it. We shall miss you
awfully—"'

**Miss him?'’ I exclaimed, ® I looked in
al the doorway. *‘‘ Miss who? You can’'t miss
Handy on board a ship like this—— Why,
what's up? What's the meaning of the con-

centrated glumness? Why this thusness, my
sons?*’

I had looked into the cabin quite care-
lessly, and was very surprised to tind Hand-
forth und Co. as serious as judges, and with
oxpressions on their faces which denoted
Krave concern.

**1 think we'd better tell Nipper, Handy,"

said Church.

“Oh, I don't care!” said Handforth
miserably. ‘1 suppose everybody will have
to know-and I suppose 1 shall have to go,

too. 1 knew it all along, but I-didn't hke
to admit It.”

I read the telegram which was shown to
me, und 1 could easily understand. 1 fell
rather uncomfortuble as I faced Handlorth's
gaze.

“4'm sorry, old man,” I said quietly. " I'm
tremendousty sorry. I'm afraid there’s only

one way for it. Your mother's ill, and you’'}l
have to

* Yes,
shakily.

“You don’t know how we shall miss you,”
I went on. ‘' I'm not joking, old son—I mean
it with all my heart. The party won't he the
same without you knocking about. 1t's rough
ek for all of us.”

Handforth looked at me with rather watery
cycs.

‘Do you mean that, Ni,nper?" he asked.
“ Will you really miss me?’ :

** Tremendously, old chap—honour bright!”

**That's jolly decent of you,”” said Hand-
forth. ‘' 1—1 didn’t know that 1 should be
missed so much. But what about me? I
shall 10 dotty until you get back, and per-
haps tue mater isn’'t very ill, after all—"’

**It’'s no good thinking of ignoring that
telegram, Handy,” 1 broke in. °* If you did
- ignore It, you'd hold yourself in contempt

atterwards—you wouldn't enjoy a single hour
of tho trip.”

“1 know 1 shouldn't,”

‘{o-:-l suppose 80, said Handforth

said. Handforth
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dully. ‘I shall have to go home, of course,
but couldn’'t we ask Sir Crawford first? Let's
hear what he says.”

We were a very gloomy little party when
we presented ourselves to Sir Crawford Grey
a few minutes later. He came to the rail
with us, smiling genially, and leaned against
the brasswork as he read the wire.

‘“ Good gracious me!’’ he exclaimed quickly.
“I did not iealise that the matter was so
serious, boys. You must go home at once,
Handforth. Poor lad—poor lad! [I'm afraid
this is a great disappointment to you.”

‘““1'm bowled over, sir,”’ said Handforth,

‘I don’t wonder at it, my dear boy,'’ said
Sir Crawford kindly. °‘* But it is impossible
for you to undertake this voyage under such
circurastances. Your father has ordered you
;,o l:tit.ul'll home, and there is nothing else
or it.”

“ No, sir,”” sald Handforth gloomily.

Everybody knew about it in a few minutes,
and Haondforth had never been made such a
fuss of in his life before. He would have

cnjoyed hLimself immensely if the situation
had been different. But just then he was tuo
miserable to enjoy anything. And Church
and McClure were miserable, too.

‘“ We shall have to see the poor chap off,”
I said, gathering the {elilows round me.
** Dash it all, he’ll be as unbhappy as a chap
could be for weeks. Let's show him that we

| all sympathise.”

Accordingly, when the motor-launch put off
for the shore, it contained Handforth and at
least a dozen other juniors, including mysell.
Handy did p»ot take any luggage—there
wasn’'t time, for the train was due to leave
within half an bour,
train that evening.

Haudforth pretended to cheer up when he
entered the train, and he even bucked up
sufticiently to smile. But 1 knew that his
disappointment was almost more than he

and it was the last

could bear, and I guessed that he, would.
“blub’” like a fag omnce he found Simsels
alone. He couldn’t be blamed.

‘* Well, good-bye, you chaps,” he said
huskily. *“ 1—1 hope you have a decent
voyange, and all the rest of it. I'd give quids
to be with you, but—but—— Obh, it's good
talking. My luck’s.out. So-long, everyboay!”

‘** Good-hye, old man!'”

Further expressions of sympathy at that
moment would have hurt, rather than
soothed. So we all bade him a warm good-
bye and waved our - hands as the train
steamed out. One of our number had left
us before the start!

And as we returned to the yacht we had
very little to say. We were all feeling rather
unhappy. Handforth’'s absence wouldn’t
affect us so very much, perhaps, but it was
absolutely rotten for him. :

We ghouldn’'s see him again until the he-
ginning of the next term—at least, that’s
what we thought as we returned to the
ywht' .

|

But Fate had decided to decree otherwise!
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CHAPTER V.
THE AWAKENINC.

EANWHILE, certain other events]
M which would ultimately aftfect the

schoolboy adventurers were taking
place in London. '

On the morning following the compact made
in the cabin of the steamship Collindale, Mr.
Simon Grell awoke with a somewhat aching
head—not that there was auything particu-
larly surprising in this.

He and Jake Starkey shared the same
lodgings, and Starkey was already up and
about. The bour was by no means early,
Greli having slept like a top until after
cleven. He found Starkey smoking and read-
ing.

[ thought you wasn't goin’ to turn out
until the evenin’, Simon,” said Mr. Starkey
pleasantly. * 'Ow are yeun feelin’ now?”

“* Rotten!’ said Mr. Grell. ‘1 think I
must have had too much whisky last night,
Jake "’

“Wcll, you did ‘ave a tidy drop,”” said
Gtarkey.

It was all on account of meetin’ Cap'n
Nixon,” said Grell gruffly. I wish we hadn't
seen ithe feller, Jake. 1 don’t like Nixon, an’
Il.clcm't meainl to have no more to do with
ium.”’

Jake Starkey stared.

‘* No more to do with 'im?"’ Le repecated. -

** That's wot I said,” declared Mr. Grell
firmly. * I'm goin' out now, Jake, to get
a bit o' breakfast inside me.” ‘

““ But wot about that arrangement?’’ asked
Starkey. ‘* Don’t want to see Nixon no more'
Wot about that there plan¥”

Grell paused, with his band on the door-
hnob, and turned.

**What plan?”’ he =asked sbarply.

‘“1 s’pose’ you don't remember wot 'appened
last night?”’ demanded Starkey, with & touch
of sarcasm in his voice. -

“*Well, T don't remember much, an’ that's
thie honest truth,”” confessed Mr. Grell. * We
met Nixen, didn't we? An’ we went in a pub
with him-— Oh, yes, and arter that we
went aboard the Collindale. But I don't
remember much else, Jake. Did you bring me
home?"’

** You brought yourself 'ome,”” said Starkey.
“You wasn't wot I'd call real bad, Simon.
I've seen you worse—although not durin’ this
fiX ~months past. An' wot about your
scruples, hey?"

**My scruples?”’

“Wet about not doin’ anythin® on the
shady -side?’” grinned Starkey. * I reckon
you change your ideas pretty quick, old mate.
Not that I mind so much. We've got two
nice soft jobs on the Collindale—an’ it's worth
goin’ for that alone.”

Mr. Grell walked forward and puckered
his hrow.

** That's queer!” Le said slowly. “1'm
blamed if 1 can remember a thing. What

rot arc you talkin', Jake? Whut's that you

were  sayin' about soft jobs aboard the
Collindale®™

Well, strike me blue!"™ sa'd Mr. Starkey.
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?

{ “ D'ye mean to say you've forgot that, too?

We're goin’ to sign on, Simon—you as pusser,
an’ me as chief stooard. We'll 'ave a fine
time on the trip to Agabat.”

‘“By thunder!"” said QGreil, sitting down
and taking out his pipe. ‘' An’ I arranged
that, did 1—when I was nigh-on drunk? Well,
I'd made up my mind to quit drinkin’ at
that rate, but if it leads to a stroke o' luck
like this I might alter my decision. Purser
on thlie Collindale!"

‘“ But there's a lot more'n that, Simon,”
said Jake. ** We're out to nab a fortune, if
it can be managed—it's all fixed up. You
an’ me an’ Nixon. If we can get thut there
treasure we're goin' to share it cqual.”

Simon Grell suddenly became sericus.

““What a durned fool I was!'!"” he exclaimed
slowiy. ‘I got drunk an’ blabbed cverything.
Look lere, Jake, ‘you've got "“to tell me
exactly what was discussed with that blighter
Nixon last night. Everything, mind you!"

‘““1t won't take long,”’ said Starkey.

He related to his amazed companion liow
e had entered into a conspiracy with
Captain Nixon while under the influence o1
the whisky. Grell was rather startled when
he had heard all.

““So I've pianned to go on this trip, and
to help Nixon to play a low-down, filthy
trick on Sir Crawford Grey's party,’” he saiaq,
at last. ‘“I tell you honest, Jake, I don't
remember anything about it, an’ if I'd been
sober I wouldn't have said a thing."”

*“ Well, it’'s arranged now—-""

‘“ Anythin’ that’s arranged can generally
he disarranged!” put in Mr. Gre!l grim)y.
‘““ And this deal’'s going to be called o.
Understand? 1It’s going to be called off!”’

“ But locok ’'ere, Simon——" ' .

“I'm not going to be a party to it,”" wont
on Mr. Greil. ‘I cntered into the arrange-
ment whea I didn't know what I was doing—
and I'm a bhigger fool than I ever thought 1
could be. Fancy me spouting like that to
Nixon—tcllin’ him the whole yarn! I ought
to be kicked!” |

‘* Oh, don’t be a fool, old mate!’ said Jake
1.‘;;5”'"‘93’- ‘“ This thing might set us up for
le"'_"’

** By stealin’ somebody elsc’s property?”’

“I &'pose it’s as much ours as wot it is
"is!”’ growled Jake.

Grell thumped the table.

‘ Look here, Starkey, if you take them
views I don’t want nothing more to do with
you!” he sgaid flercely. *‘ You an’ me agreed
to go etraight—arter Sir Crawford’s kindncess
to us. Didn’'t we?”

“In a way——"

‘“ We agreed upon it fair an’ square,” went
on Grell. ** That old chap acted like a gentle-
man to us—an’ so did the kid. They made me
fecl reg’lar ashamed of myself, and I realised
what a silly fool I'd been. Sir Crawford Grey
could have put us in quod—but he didn't.
He acted like a sportsman. An’ in return
fm;’ that you want to rob him—you miserable
rat!”’

Mr. Stacikey scratchied his head.
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“ But—but you arranged it all yerself,
Simon,’”’ he said weakly.

** When I didn't know what I was doing,”
exclaimed Grefl. ‘ But I do know what I'in
deing now, an’ I can tell you straight out it
.was a rotten piece of dirty work. I won’t
have a hand in it, Jake—an’ we've got to
come to an understanding now. Will you
stick by me, an’ remain decent, or join hands
with that skunk Nixon?"

“I'm with you, o' course, old man,’”’ said
Starkey promptly.

** Good enough——"'

‘* But you can't call off now,” went on the
other. * Nixon knows all about it, an’' if
» you tatk to ’im like this ’e’ll tell you to go
to hlazee—an’ carry out the whole plan on
‘is own.”

Grell nodded thoughtfuily.

** You’re right there, Jake,” he admitted.
‘ There’s only one thing to'do. I must make
Nixon believe it was a fairy tale, and then
he won't take no more notice. You stay here.
I'lIl go and seec him at once.”

‘“ But what about our billets aboard the
Collindale?”

* They’ll have to slide,’”” said Grell filrmly.

And a moment later he had passed out of
the rcom, and waa soon on his way to the
wharf. Simon Grell was proving that the
lesson he bad reccived months before had
sunk deep. He was no longer a rascal, and
he possessed the inatincts of honesty.

Captain Nixon was on board his ship, and
he welcomed Grell warmly. Grell was acting
a. part now, and, although he detested the
captain, he pretended to be cordial. They
ehook hands and went helow.

I won’t take anything to drink, thanks,”
said Grell. i

“I wasn't goin’ to offer you any,”’ said
Nixon frankly. ' You ’ad too much last
night—hey?'’ .

** Just a little,”” admitted Grell. *° An’ that
was a fine yarn I stutfed you up wijth, wasn't
it? I made you think it was the real
goods!'”’ :

And Grell Taughed uproariously as he filled
his pipe. Captain Nixon watched him, and at
once detected that the laugh was not abso-
lutely . genuine. Grell’s whole manner waa
rather forced.

*“* Wot's the game, Grell?”” he acked
untly.

*“Game? I'm omnly tellin® yoa about that
yarn—-"’ ‘

It wasn't a yarn,” interrupted the
skipper.

“ I made it all uvp,”” said Grell. ‘I ounly
did it a3 a joke, cap'n. I just wanted to zee
if I could take yon in. By jinks! You was
took m beautiful! Me and Jak¢ have had a
rare laugh this mornin’!’’

Captain Nixon looked grim.

“*I don't see anything to laugh at,” he
gaid. *‘ Ap’ if you expect me to believe wot
you're sayin’ now, Grell—well, yon’ll ‘ave to
expect. You want me to be bluffed out of
it, dou’t you?” , _

“* Man alive, yon dan’t take it scriously?”
demanded Grell, aghast.

!

!

|

*

|
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“ Yes, 1 dao!"

“ But it was a yarn——"*

“It wasn't half such a varn as the one
you’re tellin’ me now!” interrupted Nixob.
‘“I ain’t quite a fool, Simon Grell' When a
man’s half drunk 'c cays the truth-—'e can’t
invent lies like that. 1It's the truth ’e lets
out. You’re sober now, an’ you'rec tryin' Lhe
lies on me.”

Grell was rather taken aback.

‘* But look here, Nixon——-"

“T don’t know why you're tryin’ this game
on,’”” interrupted Nixon. * Everything's in
your favour--better for youw than it for
me. You get a soft job aboard this ship, an’
if the whole plan comes to nothin’, yon’'ll be
in pocket—not out. I shall be the omly loscr
in case of failure. An’ yet you’re tryin' to
stufi me up with a blamed fool yarn! Wot's
the idea of it, Grell?*”’

‘* But it's only a joke,”” said Grell, without
conviction.

‘“* You can say that fifty times {f you want
to—but I sha’'n’t believe you!™ exclaimed the
captain. ‘' Don’t play them games on me,
Grell. 1 don’t like ‘em. If you want to back
out of the game, just say so—an’ I'll do it on
:J)ly t(]J]wn. You won't need to come aboard at

en.”

Grell realised that he was helplese.

*“ Oh, all right,”” he said. °*‘1 can gee that
you’re a bright ’'un, Nixon. The fact is, 1
didn't want to take the risk, so I thought 1'd
call ofl —-”

*“ You're at liherty to call off if you want
to—as I said,”’ exclalimed the captain. *‘* But
you'll be a fool il you do. The game’s easy

—dead easy. I don't sce 'ow we can fai). 1
never thought you was 20 nervous.’”
Grell didn't reply for a moment. He was

thinking. He had unwittingly committed a
grave blunder, and he was tinding it impos-
sible to remedy matters. But he waa quick-
witted, and he came to a awiit decizion.

‘“ You really don’t think there is any risk?"’
he asked.

** None at all.”

‘“ Them we won't say no more,”” ev-
claimed Qrell. * We'll let things stand,
Nixon. I'll be ahoard later cn.”’

He took his dcparture, and returned to
Jake Starkey. He found that individnal look-
ing somewhat glum. But 8Starkey revived a
road deal when he heard the result of Grell's
interview,

‘* Yo I shall go as chief steward, arter all?”
he asked.

‘““ Yes."

“* Well, that's all right -1 don’t mind to
much about anything e¢lse,”” said Starkey.
**1 a’pose it meuns that we've got to go
throuch with it?¢"”

Grell nodded.

** We've got to go to Africa, anyway,” he
said. ** Nixon's a brute, an’ he wouldn't care
a toss if we backed out of it—he ns good as
told me that he'd he glad, eo that he eould
Ihave ali the treasure for himgelft—-""

“* The graspin’ ’smbug!” said Starkey
warmily.

*So we're gon’ with him, simply becanze
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we can't do anythine elze.” continued Grell.
*“ The harm’s done now, Jake, and we should
oitly make things worse by stayin’ behind.'’
“ Couldn’'t you give Sir Crawford a
" warnin'?".

“* They may “have sailed hy now—anyhow,
we haven't got time,” said Gre!ll.

** So it means that we’ve got to carry on—
an’ take a ‘'and in this game, although we
don’t want to?'' asked Starkey.

‘“1% means,’”’ said Grell dcliberately, ¢ that
we shall undertake the trip—but not as Sir
Crawford Grey’s enemies!”

‘“ But—hat——"

‘“ We shall pretend to be in with Nixon,"
went on Simon Grell. ** Pretend to be, mind
you! Nixon's a raecal, an’ I don’t mind
deceivin’ him. When the time comes for us
to et husy—well, Jake, I reckon we shall get
busy in a way that'l! givé the skipper a
pretty ucly jar!” .

[ B

CHAPTER VI.
A RACE THROUGH THE NIGHT.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH de-
scended heavily from the train when
it slowed down against the platform
in Victoria Station. It was late at

pight, for the train had been a slow one.

And the tedious journey had made Hand-
forth’s condition of mind even more upset.
His eycs were suspiciously red as he strode
down the platform, carrying only a small
handbag.

He looked a somewhat forlorn figure in his
Hlannel suit and straw hat. He was dressed in
readiness for the holiday which, it seemed, he
was never to cnjoy. - Poor old Handforth was
in the last stages of deep depression.-

In the station yard he procured a taxicab,
and bade the driver take him to his father’s
fhouse in the West End. And during the Qrive
Handforth remained still and listless.

He hardly knew where he was being driven,
and was rather surprised when he found that
lie had arrived home.

He didn’'t even waste time in paying the
taxi-driver; and that individual stared after
his fare somewhat indignantly—and waited.
Handforth meanwhile was hammering at the
huge knocker on the door.

It was opened at length by a siout and im-
posing-looking butler.

‘“ Hallo. Wilkins!"’ eaid Handforth dully.
** How's the mater——"'

‘“ Bless my heart and soul!” exclaimed the
butler. startled. ‘' If it's mot Master Ed-
ward ! *

‘“ Didn't the pater tell you T was coming
home?’’

** No, Master Edward—"'

“He didn't?”’ said Huandforth,
* But—but——-"'

**I understood that you were on a steam
yacht, Master Edward,” said Wilkins. °* The
master gave me to understand as much, at all
events, sir. I'm glad to sec¢ you looking so
well, Master Fdward——"’

“ Oh. rot!" eaid Handforth

staring.

irritably.
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*“ U'm feeling beastly, Wilkins—and don't keep
calling me * Master Cdward.” I suppose the
pater’s in the library?"

““ No, sir—he's out with Lady NMandforth.”

“Out!” gasped Handforth. * Out with the
mater?”’

‘* Yes, Macster Edward."

* But—but Great pip!” Haadfarth
almost staggered. ‘' But isn't the mater jll,
Wilkins?™’

" Lor’ bless you, sir, no!" eaid the butler.
' What made you think such a thing? The
mistress was never better in all her life, not
that I know of.”

Edward Oswald took a deep hreath.

““Then it's a dirty trick!" hc cxclaimed
hotly. ‘‘ A rotten, low-down trick—although
the pater did work it! Fetchicg me home
by wiring a faked—-"'

Handforth turncd abruptly as
limousine glided up.

He waited for a second or two, and then he
saw his father and mother step out of the
handsome vehicle. Handforth rushed down
to meet them, his feelings rather too much
for him. He had comc home bhecause his
mother was ill—and herc she was as well as
ever, apparently just home from a theatre’

* (tood gracious!”’ exclaimed Sir Edwa-d
Handforth. ‘ Edward! What on earth are
you doing here, my boy?"

“ What—what am I doing?'' roared Hand-
forth. ** That’s a nice thing to say, pater!
After sending me that wire—"’

‘“ Hush, Edward—hush!" interrupted hisa
mother. * You mustg’t shout in that way.
We thought you wcre with Sir Crawford

a big

Grey's party. Has anything happened,
Edwnrd? You must tell us why you are
here.”’ '

Handforih felt almast incapable of saying
anything, and he followed his parents into
the house. He was relieved to find that his
mother was well; but now hle realised that
his journey had been for nothing. He had
been tricked into coming home —tricked out
of the sea voyage. And his own father was,
without a dcubt, the culprit!

Sir Edward led the way into the Lbrary,
followed L1y Lady Handforth and Haudforth
junior. The e¢lectric licht was switched on,
gmdl then Sir Edward faccd his son wonder-
mngly. |

“* Now, my boy,”” he said. * Why are you
here? We are pleased to see you, of course,
but we hardly expected—"’

‘““ Hardly expceted to see me!” sliouted
Handforth. ** Not after sending me thut wire,
pater? Oh, what a mean thing! [ didn't
think you werc capable of it, dad! You know
I wouldn't come unless you put something
of that kind—that bhit about the mater!”

‘“ What is the hay talking about?’’ said his
ricther, in astonishment. .

‘“ Perhaps he knowe—for I am quite certain
that I do not,”” exclaimed Sir Edward. ‘1
shall be moat delighted, Edward, if you will
cexplain the meaning of ail thir rigmarole.
What telecram are you referring toy"

“ Didn't you send wmwe a wire?”
Handforth.

gasped
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that. Sioot along at sixty miles an hour all
the way!”

The chaufleur smiled.

* That's all very well, Master Edward, but
it can't he done,”” he said. “I'll go as
quickly as possible, but the master has told
me not to take any big risks.”

“ Don't take any notice of what the pater

said,”” interrupted Handforth. *“ Yocu buzz
tor all the old car's worth!”
“ Very good, sir,”” said Gates. ‘T hope

that off-side tyre at the back stands up all
richt—that’s all. I was going to cihhange her
to-morrow, but therc's not timec now.
think she'll stand up all right.” _

And then, with Handiorth seated bheside
the chauticur, the racc through the night
commenccd.

No particulnr speed was made in London
itself. But after the metropolis had becen
left behind, Gates opened the throttle of the
car, and she fairly roared. It was a fast
automobile, and the head-lamps werc of the
best quality ; they cast a beam of light ahcad
which turned the night almost into day.

But before the journey was barely half
completed the first streaks of dawn were in
the sky. Handforth looked up very anxiously,
for he knew that the Wanderer would lift
her anchor before sunrise.

‘“Can’t you go faster?” shouted

desperately. .
‘ Impossible, Master Edward,” caid the
‘“ She's doing over, forty now!

he

chaufleur.
I'm afraid of that back tyre.”

“ Oh. she'll hold up.” -

The car gave a sudden jolt, swerved over
the road, and then Handforth was aware of
a great amount of jarring and bumping.
With extreme skill the chauffeur succeeded
in bringing the car to a standstill in safety.

“ That was a near 'un, sir!’’ he panted.

‘* Why, what's happened?”’

““ That back tyre's gone!"’ said Gatecs. *‘ It's
a good thing we wasn’'t doing fifty, Master
Ildward!' If we had been you wouldn't have
reached Caistowe yet awhile. You might
have gone to a very difflerent place!”

Handforth jumped out of the car and
gazed through the darkness at the off-side
back wheel.

“It's flat'" he exclaimed. *‘ What the
dickens are we going to do now? We're
done, Gates, I sha'n’t be able to get therel”

The chaufleur smiled.

““ There's a spare wheel on the other side,
sir,”” he said. **I don't suppose it'll take us
more than fiftcen minutes to fit her on. If
vou'll help me I shall be all the quicker.
Do you mind if I have a cigarette, Master
Edward?"

“* You can smoke ten if you want ’'cm!’’
said Handforth, ** but hurry up!”

Twenty minutes had elapsed before the
spare wheel was fitted to the entire satis-
faction of the cautious Gates. And then the
journey through the night was resumed. But
now it was really a journey through the
dawn, for the skies were no longer dark. In
the east the light fleecy clouds were already
r>ddening.
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Handforth was not likely to forget that
ride for a long time to come. If there had
bcen no particular hurry there would have
been no wmishaps at all, in all probability.
Delays on the road generally occur when a
fellow is particularly anxious to get to his
destination swiftly.

And after another ten miles had been
covered, thc engine abruptly developed
trouble. Two plugs were missing at the same
time, and it was impossible to continue with-
out giving them attention.

“Just a matter of luck, sir,”” said Gates,
as he pulled up. * It's the tirst time I've
had plug trouble for weeks. But I don’'t sup-
pose we shall be delayed above a few
minutes.”’

Handiorth fumed as Gates got out and
lifted the bonnet.

‘“It’s Fate, that’s what it is,” said Hand-
forth bitterly. ‘I don’'t reckon I shall ever
get to Caistowe, luck’s dead against me.
And I sha'n't be able to go on the sea
voyage, after all.”
~ Gates located the troublc very quickly, but
it took him some little time to remedy 1it.
But it was done at last, and then the pair
climbed back into their seats, and the journey
was renewed. '

Daylight had come now in earnest, and
Gates allowed tlie car to 2o for all she was
worth. It was a swift, exciting run. Several
times Handforth thought that he was going
to be pitched over a hedge. But Gates was
a clever driver, and he never took any really
bad risks. '

‘* Thank goodness!’’ panted Handforth, as
the car fairly roared down a long hill into
a country town. ‘' Bannington at last!
Caistowe's only three or four miles further
on, Gatey. If you do the trick I'll give you
a quid!'”

‘“ You mustn’'t tempt me, sir!’’ grinned the
chaugeur. ‘] might takc tome big risks if
you do!"

‘I don't care what risks you take,'’ roared
Handforth.

But within a few minutes he was rather
sorry that he had urged Gotes to make fur-
ther efforts. For, as thcy rushed down a
long hill at a speed which was not exactly
safe, an incident occurred which came
dangerously ncar to disaster.

Gates was new to the road, and it scemed
to him that the lane led straight on, while,
as a matter of fact, it took a sharp turn to
the left. It was only a waggon track ahead,
and the light white-painted gate in front of
it looked exactly like a portion of the road
until one was right upon it.

‘““ Look out!"” yelled Handforth abruptly.
““ Round to the left!”

The chauffeur gasped.

He knew well enough that there was no
time to pull up, and he saw with his own
eyes, now, that danger lay ahead. To turn
the bend was impossible, for suci a turn
would have involved an absolute smash.

So Gates did the only thing possible. He
drove straight on, and the car met the
flimsy gate squarely.
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Crash!

They tore through it as though it had
been made of paper, jolted wildly over the
rough waggon track for twemty or thirty
yards, and then .came to a stop. Neither
cccupants were hurt in the slightest degree.
- **Good Heavens!” said the chauffeur
huskily.

** You—youn ought to have gone round the
corner!” gasped Handforth. *‘ Lock at those
mudcuards, Gatev!™

** That's what I am looking at, sir,”’ said
Gatez. * There'll be a fine old row when
the master sees the state of this car. But
I'm thankful it ain’t any worse. We might
bave been killed, Master Edward!"”’

** We went through that gate like a clown
through a paper hoop!” said Handforth.
“*But we can’'t stop here, you ass! Turn
- the car round, and get on the rond again'
AN these delays will ruin everything.”

**It's faster to go not quite so quick, sir,
if you know what I mean,” said the driver.
**1 shouldn’t have took that bit so fast if
you hadn't urged me. Thege country lanes
deceive a fcllow, espccially in this light.”

With some little difficulty the car was got
back into the lane. And then the journey to
Cajslowe was resumed. But Gates was
driving more cautiously now. Hgz didn't want
any more mishaps on that one journey.

“ You’d better sze the owner of that gate
on your way home,”” said Handlorth. * Give
him the pater's pame and address, it be all
right. And buck up, for goodness’ sake!
You can go faster than this, 1 know!”

** This ” was fully thirty-five miles an hour,
and Gates did not fecl justified in opening
the throttle apy further,

But all thinge come to an end in time. and,
at last, the sinall town of Caistowe came in
sight, and the car glided through the streets

towards the sea-front. All was quiet, for

the hour was still very early. Scarcely a
soul was about the empty streets.

Handforth was standing up in the car now,
waiting to obtain the first glimpse of the bay
—of the spot where the Wanderer was
anchored. TPhe front was reached. and Hand-
forth looked acrass the bay with eager eyes.

‘* Oh, my hat!” he yelled. ' She’s gone!”

The Wanderer was no longer at her
anchorage!

Buoyed up with the highest bopes a
moment before, poor Handy was now in the
very depths of despair. His race through
the night had been for nothinz. He had
arrived in Caistowe only to find that the
yacht had sailed! |

CHAPTER VIIL.
OFF FOR SUNNY CLIMES.

T was an awful blow for the junior.

And he sat back in the car, hall dazed
and too stunned to say another word.
Gates, meanwhile, was gliding alone

towards the actual sea-front. The man
uttcred 2n ejaculation and pulled up,

|
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“ There she i3, sir!”’ he exclaimed.
**Ah?""  pasped Haudiorth. ‘* Where—
where?"’

He jumped np like a Jaek-in-the-hot. and
stared wildly out across the bay. And then
he saw the Wandercer steaming very slowly
out towards the headland. The vessei was
some distance from the shore, bnt it coald
only have started on its voyage a very short
time earlier.

“Oh!” said Handforth, greatly cxcited.
** She's-—she’s still in <ight, Gates' What
can we do?"”

“Well, T don't know, Master Edward.”
said the chauffeur. °* She's too far off to
send signals, and it wouldn't be any good
going out in a rowing boat. She’s only
going slow, but we couldn’t catch her.”

Handforth knew that the man’s words were
only too true. It secemed that there was no
way of getting into touch with the Wan-
derer—everi though she was still clearly
within sight.

And there was nohody to ask—nobody to
ceek advice from. The only sign of any
human being on the whole front was a boat-
man far down on the beach. A bhicycle was
propped against onc of the promenade seats
—obviously the propcrty of the boatman.

‘““Just wait herc for a minute, Master
Edward,” said the chaufleur. *I'Il run
down to that man there, and ask bim a few
questions.”’

*“ He can't do anything,”” said Handrorth
desperately.

** He might be able to, sir.”’

And QGates left the car and hurried down
the steps on to the shingle. Handforth
starecd at the yacht as though fascinated.
It was so near. and yet so far! Withkin
sight, hut nut of reach!

““ What luck !’ groancd Handforth. ' What
awful, rotten huek!”’

He could think e¢f no means whereby the
yacht could be reached—no means whatever.
But the chautfeur was not quite so barrcn
of ideas as the excited Handforth. Gutes
knew that a rowing boat would be useless.

But perhaps there was a motor-boat to be
hired. 1f so, it would not take long to over-
take the slow-moving yacht—for the Wan:
tlerer had gathcred no speed yet. Gates was
hent upon making immediate inquiries.

But Handforth received no such brain
wave. It seemed to him that all hope had
gone. The yacht had comnmenced her cruise,
und there was now no means of reaching her.
She would not call at any other British port.
and it would be quite impossible to get on
board.

Sir Crawford would ©ave waited if he had
had the slightest notion that Handforth wne
likely to return. But he had taken it for
granted that Handforth was at home, and
would remain at home. It would have becn
foolish to delay departure on the mere off-
chance that Haudforth would turn up again.

For some few minutes Handforth watched
Gates a> hc made his way down the beach
to the solitary boatman. Then the jimior’s
attention wandered over to the hicvele. From
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there it went to thc yachit; and then again
to the big bluff headland which jutted far
out beyond the bay. The Wanderer would
soon be rounding that headland, and fairly
closc to the shore, too.

Handforth suddenly gave a big start.

His facc was flushed, and an expression of
excitement and joy came into his eyes. For
hic had thought of somcthing at- thc last
moment—he had formulated an idea which
promised success.

A boot was uscless. and there was no
rucans of communicating with the yacht.
Only a desperate measure could possibly
succeed—-ond this was indecd a time for
desperate measurca, for Handforth was
wildly anxious to get on board.

**That bike!"’ he muttered fevcrishly to
himsclf. * It wouldn't take me long to ride
upon tc the downs. Then I could shoot over
the grass towards the headland and reach it
before the yacht gets there."”

The very posgibility thrilled him.

“Then—then I can jump into the water
and svim the rest,”” Handiorth told himself.
**The distance isn’t far, and they'r¢ bound
to gpot me. By George! It's a chance! 11l
take it, too!"” y

Even Handforth, famous for harcbrainced
ideas, had surely rcached the limit on this
occasion. His scheme to get on board the
yucht was a wild one. But just then Hand-
torth was capable of anything.

He dudn't particularly care what he did.
Hec only knew that the yacht was there—
mocking at him—and that al!l ordinary mecans
of getting at it were useless. So something
startling had to be done.

Had he Leen less excited, Handforth would
not bavc attempted the preposterous under-
taking. But ke didn't consider the poss.-
nility of failure. He only saw that he would
probably succeed. :

It didn't strike him that the odds were all-

in favour of his swimnming far out irom the
shore, and then being unnoticed. He would
be unable to ret back, and would perish.

That was the most likcly event to result
from the adventure. But Handforth did not
consider the odds. Hc was impulsive to a
degree—impulsive and reckless. And the
thought of danger never entered his head.

“1'l make a shot at it!"” he told himself
excitedly.

The next second he was out of the car and
madec a dash for the bicycle. Gates, at that
moment, was just entering into conversation
with the boatman. But Handforth did not

gee this.

He ccized the bike into the
saddle. It was quite an old fjigger, and it
did not run very smootBly cither. Bat it was
a vehicle by means of which Handforth could
gain speed.

And he pcdalled awav towards the hili
which led on to the downs; he pedalled with
all his strength. He knew the whole district
thoroughly, having visited Caistowe on many
an occasion with his chums,

and lcapt

The tide was in at present, and the head- |

landi jutted out right into the sca. The
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clift at the extreme ead dropped sheer—but
it was not high. Handforth was quite a good
diver, and he reckoned that it would be easy
for him to take a header into the esea, and to
strike out for the yacht. .

It would eecm to be close, of course, but
Handforth was not likely to find out that
appearances are deceptive until he was
actually in the water. The foolishnecss of his
scheme was all the more apparent when it is
remembercd that with full tide there was ro
way ashore, except by swimming right round
into the bay iteelf—a strenuous task even for
a champion.

Handfortlh rodc on- grimly and with sct
teeth. Therc was a footpath leading on to
the downs, and he was soon pedalling the
bicycle up this at full spced. The footpath
vanished eoon afterwards, and Handforth
took to the grass.

It was short and smooth, and the bicycle
moved acrosa it without much reduction of
specd. The headland seemed to be biggcr
than usual, for Handforth rode on and on
and still he did not reach the end.

The downs rose high at one point, and
then dropped away towards the cliff-edge.
But for this, the cliff would have been a very
high one. And, breasting the risc, Hand-
forth saw to his joy that the Wanderer had
not yet passed.

She wus steaming sedately, and the desitc
to be on board was stronger than ever in
Handforth’s breast. He put renewed cffort
into his pedalling, and fairly shot down the
long slope towards the clifi edgc.

He had gained a speed of fully twenty-five
miles an hour before he realised that the
edge was only a short distance off.

“Ob, my bat!”’ muttcred Handforth
quickly. ‘

He applied the brake—for the bicycle was
only fitted witii one. It made a great deal
of clanking roise, but there was no appre-
ciable differencc in Handforth’s hcadlong
speed !

He bhad not had occasionr to use the brake
until this moment, and now he made the
awful discovery that the brake was as good
as uscless.

‘“Great Hcavens!” he gasped. ' [—I——"

He looked round him wildly. There was
no space in which to turn, for the hcadland
went almcst to a narrow point, and tlie clitls
were converging on both sides of the racing
cyclist.

If he swung round he would go over the
edge—if he kept straight on hc would go
ovcr the edge!

Handforth clutched at the brake with all
his strength. But it was useless. And the
next moment, before he could think aguin,
the worst had happened.

The bicycle ran clean over into mid-air,
carrying Handforth with it. If the ccenc
had becn performed especially for a thrilling
film ‘' stunt,”” it could not have bLcen
managcd better.

Down—down—down: ! :

Handforthh was falliny rapidiy. The bicyvele
had already deteched itsell, and was tum-
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bling towards the water within a yard of
Handforth himsell.

Splash!
Machine and rider struck the waves
together, bhut, fortunately, Handforth did

not come into contact with the bicycle. He
hit the water feet foremost, and plunged
straight down into the green waves.

To his astonishment, he was hardly hurt,
and when he came to the surface, splutter-
ing and gasping, he struck out antomatically.

But now the yacht seemed to be miles
away. From the level of the sea Handiorth
was able to obtain a much more accurate idea
of the vessel’s distance from the shore. And
for the first time it strnck Handforth that
the swim would be too much for him.

But it was too iate now!

Handforth struck out strongly—sineec this
was the only thing he could do. Waving
would hec a waste of time and energy.

But. unknown to Handforth, others had
been watching at the time. And these
others, I need scarcely add, werce the juniors
on board the Wanderer itself. I was thcre
with the others.

We had all tumbled out early, in order to
ree the start. It was a really glorious morn-
ing, the sun shining down upen the spark-
Jing sea with a heat which promised to
become haking later on in the day.

The girls had been there, too—they weren't
to be outdone. Even Lord Dorrimore turned
up, and the start was made with great
success. The only thing which marred the
whole performance was the gloomy attitude
of Church and McClure. Those two juniors
were grieving over their absent leader.

‘ We can’t blame the poor chaps,” remarked
Watson in a low voice. *“ I'm feeling a hit
rotten myseH, you know. Poor old Handy!
It's a rotten pity he couldn’t be with us.”

‘“Well, he won't be with us now—that’s
certain,”” remarked Christine. ' We’'ve
started, and we don’t call anywhere until we
get to France, or Spain. Handy’s out of the
running.”

After the actual start had heen made
gome of the fellows went back to their
cabine—and the girls went, too—for the
hour was absurdly early. The girls would
not have come out at all, only they were
anxious to prove that they were capable of
equalling the boys.

After half an hour had elapsed there were
only a few juniors left--and, of course,
several members of the crew. Dorrie was
enjeying a cigarette on the bridge with
Nelson Lee and Captain Burton.

* Dear fellow. don’t you think we might
as well get in?" suggested Tregellis-West,
yawning. *1 didn't really want to =et up,
but it was impossible to allow the girls to
have the langh on ua.”’

““ Rats!” T eaid. *““I'm not going back to
my bunk now. Once I'm up, I'm up. QGoing
to sleep after you've risen is a mug's game.
But, don't let me stop you—"

‘““ Begad! What's that over there, dear
hbovs?'® asked Montie ahruptly.

He pointed over towards the headland, and
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we all followed the direction he indivot.d.
The downs looked quite a long way away.
for a big stretch of water intervenoed. But
on this clear morning things could be acen
distinctly at a distance.

And we all saw a cyclist shooting down tho
slope towards the clift edge. It was impos-
eible to recognise him; but we comdd all see
that his movements were extraordinary. We
watched, awed.

‘“The rsilly fool wiil go over the edge!'’
gasped Watson.

‘“He will unless he
smartly,’”’ remarked P#t.

But 1t seemed that the cyclist was not
attempting to pul up. His speed was not
diminished, and he made no attempt to
swerve—not that swerving would have dons
much good then.

‘* He's going over!™

** The chap must be mad!”

The shouts went up as the cyclist necared
the edge. And, as we watched, he dived
clean oft the cliff, bicycle and ail. Rider
and machine dropped swiftly down tcwards
the sea.

*Oh, my hat!”

‘“ He's over!”

‘“Ulhe silly ass will be drowned!’

I gazed at the water steadily. But ue
were too far off to see any sign of the
apparent madman. The juniors with me were
looking rather scared; the whole incident
bad been totally unexpected.

I turned quickly, and rushed towards the

bridge.

“Guv'nor!” I yelled.

“It's all right. Nipper--vou needn’t get
excited,”” called Nelson Lee. ' We all saw
what occurred—and Captuin Burton buad
already stopped the veasel.’””

A moment later some bhrisk orders were
being shouted out. Scveral members of tke
crew came running aft, and there was quite
a stir of excitement.

The first officer, with three or fonr men,
made for the motor pinnace—which wae
capable of being dropped into the water from
its davits at a moment’s notice. The fellows
crowded round.

‘“ Stand clear, hoys.” said Nelson Lee, 239
he came running up. ‘ We're off to see if
that poor fellow can be rescued.”

‘*May 1 come, sir?’’ I asked eagerly.

I didn’t wait for the guv'nor to refuse, but
scrambled into the pinnace before it was
lowered. The other fellows were not quite
daring enough, and they were left bchind.

The motor was started almost a sccond
after the boat touched the water. And
hefore 1 could take my breath. we wero
speeding away in the dircction of the clills,

There was no sign of the unfortunate cyclist.
Nelson Lee stood in the bows of the pinace,
scanning the water through a pair of binocu-
lans.

*“ Yes, 1

pulls up pretty

seec him!” he exclaimed after a
moment. °** The fellow 3 swimming strongly
——Ah! He's waving now. A littlc more to
port, steersman.”

We swung round slightly, and increaxsed
our speed.
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shali we save the chap, sir?” I asked.

1 think go, Nipper—I'm surc of it.”

“*Must be a lunatic, Macter Nipper,” re-
marked one of the men.  * Didn't you stce
the way he came down thuot slope?”

**1 believe his brakes failed to act,” I said,
‘““although why the fcllow should be ceycling
on the dowus at this hour of the mornine is
a bit of a puzzle.”

**1 can sece him now, quite clearly,’
Nelson Lee. ** He appears to bce youthful—
a mere boy. Why—upon my soul--— No, I
must be mistaken, surely!”

**What's up, sir?’”’ 1 asked.

“The perscn we arc about to rescue,
Nipoer, is none other than Master Hand-
forth,”” said Neleon Lec calmly.

‘“ Handforth!” I yelled.

“ Without i doubt.'

“But what was he¢ doing——""
and stared. **Oh, but 1 can understand
nov.,” 1 went on. *“1I thought the chap
must have been mad —and everybody knows
that Handforth's dotty!”

‘* How the lad came to be here is a mys-
tery,”” said Lee. ' And it is truly amazing
toat he should dive into tlre water from the
topof the clif. I'm at a loss to understand
the incident."

A minute later the motor was stopped, and
we  glided towards the swimmer, vho was
row waiting for us *‘ trcading water.”

And he certainly was Edward Oswald Hand-
forth.

“I'm ail right, zir!"" he gasped, with a
note of trinmph plainlv audibie in his voice.
** No necd to hurrv—I'm not hurt a bit, and
this bathe is making mec feel as fresh as a
daisy."”

*“Aro
roarcd.

He didn't reply unti! he was liauled aboard.
And then he looked up at e, and gave a
taint grin. .

‘“There’s rothing wrong with me, Nipper,
my son,” he gaid. * Everything's all serene
-—and I'm coming on the trip, after all. 1
don’t care what's happened —1'm as happy as
a giddy king!”

said

I paused,

vou off your chump, Haudy?" 1
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- Handrerth, you have acted very foolishly,”
put in Nelson Lee,  Why did you dive over
the clitf in that reckless manner?”

‘“I couldn't help it, sir—the hleased bhrakce
refused to wcerk.” said Handforth, who was
quite calm. * Perhaps it was just as well,
becausce you might not have scen me if I'd
dived in the ordinary way."”

“But why are you here?” I a:ked. “I
thought your mater was ill—"' .

‘““It was a trick—a mean, rotten trick!"
panted Handiorth. ‘' My pater didn't send
the wire at all. It was only worked so that
U should be left behind at the laet minute
—and I'll bet a quid that Fullwood sent the
telegram off. It was a hoax, you know.'

We could get no connected story out of
Handforth until he had heen taken aboard.
Then, after a change into dry things, he
scemcd as halc and hcarty as ever. His fall
and his swim had done him no harm at al.

There was a hit of a ernsation when the
news got about that Handforth had returned
in suchh a4 strange manper., And Handforth,
much to his liking, was the hero of the hour.

He tcld his story many times, and Nelson
Lee could hardly help smiling when hc heard
it. By hook cor by crook Handforth had
meant to get on hoard the Wanderer—and he
was therc.

Nothing c¢lse really mattered. Captain
Burton, of course, was compelled to com-
municate with the shore—or Handforth's fate

might have caused ecnormeous worry and
trouble.

“You bounder!” exclaimed  McClinre
heartily. * We thought you'd gonc for good,

Handy—ard now you've turned up again—
after creating a sensation.”

Handforth nodded his head firmly.

“1 can’t help the sensation,’’ he remarked.
“I've won—and that's all I care about. 1'm
going on the trip, after all—and everything iu
t{he garden is lovely. That cad Fullwood
didn't know his man when he tackled me!”

And Handforth, mightily pleased to be
back, felt more thar compensated for his
trials. The trip had really cgmmenced—and
the party was complete. .

What adventures awaited us?

THE END.

“'NEATH AFRICAN SKIES"

is the title of NEXT WEEK'S story in THE
NELSON LEE LIERARY.
Sir Crawford’s yacht has started on her voyage with NELSON

LEE (the

grecat Dctective Housemaster), NIPPER (his School-

boy Assistant) and other well-known Boys of St. Frank's
College on board.

NO NOT MISS THE THRILLING ACCOUNT OF THEIR ADVENTURES.

OUT ON WEDNESDAY,

PRICE THREE-HALFPENCE,
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

ALAN CARNE, a young Britisher captured by
the Germans in Kast Africa, is cast out at the
end of the war, to wander in the jungle. He
is joined by a Hottentol servant named

JAN SWART. After a few days of hardship
they fall sn with
_DICK SELBY and his nativce servanis. Alan
' and Dick become great pals. They witness
the death of an old man named Jokhn Ham-
mond, who tells them a wonderful story of a
house in the jungle, where an English qiri
18 kept captive. The chums set out to find
this mysterious house situaled in the Hidden
Valley. They meet with a scries of adven-
lures, including altacks from the Bdjangas,
led by Tib Mohammed, a noted elave deuler,
After crossing a lofly range of mountains.
they suddenly come upon the Hidden Valley
where they meet Lorna Ferguson, ths mri
captive. She is Wning with her father, who
'8 seriously ill, and a man named T'averner,
wcho is trying to make the girl marry him
against her will. Dick, who iz famuiar
with drugs, examines the girls father and
suspecls foul play.
(Now read on.)

]

NO BETTER- A TRIP ROUND THE
VALLEY—THE SECRET CAVERN IN
THE WALL ON THE SUMMIT OF
THE CLIFFS—MVMOVINQ OBJECTS—
AN ALARMING DISCOVERY.

HE next morning, at breakfast, when
Ralph Taverner was informed tnat

Dick Selby had studied medicine, and

that he proposed to try his skill on

the sick man, he expressed great satisfaction.
He admitted that he had little or no know-
ledge of medicirfe himself, and said that the
young American would probably he able to
cfleet a speedy cure. He seemed to be sin-
cerely pleased. and as far as that was con-
cerned neither of the lads was at the time
inclined to mistruet him, judging that his
passion for Lorna was the only thing thcy

would have to be on their guard agaiust.
Beveral days slipped by, but Robert Ferguaon
did not improve. Quinine In regular doees,
and other drugs that were valuable in cascs
of fever, did not make him any better. e
had grown 2 trifle weaker. He still remained
in a state of mental lethargy, taking no in-
terest in anything, ana seldom ablz to speak
with clear intelligence.

The symptoms were baffling. They puzzlcd
Dick, who could not account for them with
what knowledge of medicine he had. He
began to feel very anxious, and he could nod
conceul his apprchensions from lLorna, who
was much distressed herself, though she
bravely tried to hide her feelings.

It was to distract her from her sad
thoughts that, when they had been in the
house for three days3, the lads reminded ber
of her promise to take them on a tour
through the valley, which she readily con-
sented to do. They epoke of the patter ab
breakfast, and shortly afterwards the three
set off, Dick and Alan on foot, and the yirl
mounted on her pet zebra. She ceemed to
be in morc cheerful spirits. The cool, {resh
air brought a brightness to her eyes and
tinged her cheeks with rieh colour.

** We will go round by the east,” she suud,
** and return the othor way.”

Bearing to the right when they had leit the
house, they held along the base of the clills
to the water-exit, where the Somalis wcre
posted, and, having stopped for a briel cbhat
with them, they worked round by the north
gide of the valley, and in a distance of a mile
they stopped at a place that interested the
lads. It was a gully from which flowed a
crystal spring, and on the sloping banks wero
the dcposits of blue clay in which the
diaimonds had keen found.

‘““ My father has dug up a great many
of them,” said Lorna, ‘* and there must b
many hundreds more, if not thousands.”

She spoke in an indifferent tone. Knowing
pothing of the world and its pleasures, weaith
was to her a matter of umconcern. For

another niile she led the way on, keeping her
steed tn o wall  Then ghe dismounted, ard,

-



bidding the fads {oltow her, she siipped 1nto a
dense fringe of bushes, and ascended steeply
for thirty or forty yards. She emerged from
the thickets with her companions, and thcy
found themselves on a ledge that gave accees
t0 a cavern in the face of the granite ram-
part. The mouth of it was low and narrow,
and it was so closely overhung by bushes that
it could nct have been seen from below.

~ *Why have you brought us here?”’ asked
Alan., ' Just to show us this cave?"’

‘“ 1o show it to you, and to tell you about
it,”” the girl replied. ' Ib is mere than a
cave. It 18 a subterranecan passage. It gees
throtugh the mountain wall, dropping sheer at
one place for twenty feet, and it comes out
on the north side of the valley, by the bank
of a strecam that flows seven or cight milcs
to the castward, and empties into the Bana
River. On a shelf close inside the entrance
arc torches, matcihes in a tin box, and a rope-
ladder.””

*“ What's the idea?’ Dick irnquired.
the things therc for an emergency?”

'* Yex; that-is what my father had in
mind,”’ Lorna answered. ** He had always

" Are

been afraid that some day Tib Mobammed.

and his Arabs would raid the valley, so it
occurred to - him, after he discovered this
tunnel in the cliff, that in time of need we
could cscape through it and travel down the
etream that leads to the Bana. Tbhat was
why he put the rope-ladder and the other
things on thc shelf. And hc 2lso has a cask
of powder in a cellar under thc house, so that
it could be destroyed if the Arabs were to
come.”’

‘““ Well, it isn't likely that they will be able
to break in. Not with Chanka and the
Somalis on guard.”

‘“ No, I should think not. If would be very
difficult. The Arabs might come through this
passage if they knew it: but I'm sure they
don’'t. Oaly my father and I know. He hasn't
cven told Mr. Taverner. 1t is our secret, and
wow I have confided it to you. I have been
mare worried about Tib Mohammed than my
father has been, and if he wasn't ill 1
should try to persuade him to leave his heme

in the wilds and takc me to——’' The girl
broke off; her face clouded. **‘ Come, wc
will go,’’ she added.

Descending through the path by tlc

thickets, the threc resumed their journcy,
bearing westward through rows of trces and
grasay glades. And in the course of another
hour, having swerved to the southward, they
reachcd the exit that was at the farther end
of the valley. Here the towering wall of
Tock was split by a cleft that ran from the
bottom to the top, and was scarcely more
than balf a dozen yards in width. It turned
sharply within, and the continuation of it
was hidden by a dense undergrowth and jut-
ting boulders.

Lorna whistled, and thc whistle was a sig-
nal to Chanka. The bushes were presently
parted, and the big Masai warrior strode
forth, carrying his shield and spear. He could
speak a little English, and when he had oecen
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in{roduced to the lads he smiled grimly at
Dick, rccalling the night when he had made
g0 ferocious an wuttack on him in Tib
Mohammed's camp.

Questioned by the gmirl, Chanka told briefly
of the means by which the secret entrance
to the valley was protected. He had twenty
Somalis under him, and they kept watch by
day and night., They were posted on rocky
ledges to right and left of the cleft, and at a
distance of somec vards above the level of it.
g0 that they could shoot down at the Arabs
chould thcy come in fo.ce, and could also roll
large stones on them.

The Masai was of thec opinion that there
was nothing to be fearcd. He belicved that
Tib Mohammed and hLis men would not be
able to find the entrance, and he was con.
fldent that, if they should by chance discover
it, tuey could bc easily preventcd from
getting through.

Dick and Alan would have liked to pefie-
trate to the cleft. but Lorna did not sugygest
it. Chanka saluted and went back, and the
little party, holding on their way, circled
round to the south side of the valley, and on
towards the house. It was now drawing near
to noon, and when they bad travelled for a
mile and a half, and were at no great dis-
tance from the dwelling, the girl again Cis-
mounted. '

‘““Wo are not In uny hurry,”” she eald.
‘* Before we go homc to luncheon I will show

you a splendid view, if you don't minid
climbing. It will be well worth the
trouble.”

They had stopped at the base of the cliffe,
and by a narrow and precarious path, whici
zigzagged this way and that, Lormna and ber
companions ascended higher and higher, until
at last they gained the flat summit of the
mighty rampart of granitc. The view tlat
met their eyes was indeed a majestic one.

Behind them, far below, lay the hiddcen
valley. At thcir feet, down in the dizzy
depths, flowed the Bana River, jts sluggish
channel visible to east and west. To the
southward, across the stream, was the great
expange of jungle, a sca of waving, undulating
green that melted so Imperceptibly into the
borizon that ome could not tell where tne
forest ended and the sky began.

The threc stood there for a little while in
silence, impressed by the sccue. Taking his
binoculars from the case that hung at his
side, Dick focussed them to his eyes, and
swept them at a wide range from left to
right. He bheld them stationary, giving &
slight start. There was a grave expression
on his face. With a low word, he handed the
glasses to Alan, who trained them on tlLe
spot that his chum indicated to him.

** By Jove, I see what you mean!'’ he mur-
mured. ‘' Arabs, arcu’'t they?”

‘* Yes, and black =savages as well,"”" Dick
asseited.

They would have kept their discovery from
Lorna, but she insisted on taking the glasses.
She raised them to her eyecs, apd wha! she

(Continued on p. iii of Cover.)
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saw drove the colour from her cheeks: Far_slavers would have nt_their dispasal a foree
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L«m their village with old Tib and bis
mem LB ]

~The disdovery was hot a surprise to Lick
and ‘Alan, nor was it to Lorna, for they had
told her of their adventures on
1ha valleﬁ and of what tlwy had witneased

the aja%’n village. She was badly

Irigh;ened e looked anxiousl
lads, and gave the hisoculars to
sued through -them again,

“ They are moving westward, and on foot,”
e said. " 'l'here are mo_eanoes at the _spot
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“ Not exactly,” the girl replied; “ but it ias
a good many miles from here, somewhere up
the Bana."”

X which bank? The right or the left?"”
- ““Tt is on the west bank, Diek. So I have
heard my father say,”

their way to

at the

ARSI VEDANE AW NN

hent their ﬁm in the op wite direetion.
They had enjoyed their outing, but it had
heen spoilt lor m hy the appearance of the
Arab slavers and the Bajangas, I both fel
very uneasy with regamd to the fature. Ane
more than that weighed on their wminds,
They were afraid that there was little or ng
chanee of Robert Fergnson's recovery, ‘

Two days had passed singe. the tour ol
the valley, and the shadowv that had rested
on the house had deepened. Robert Ferguson
was weaker, and it was evident that his hold
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on life was a verv preearioua one. The
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him, and now he was nrongfy inclined to

think he was right.
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