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Archie glanced out of one of the windows.
‘“ Gadzooks !’ he murmured dreamily. ‘I mean to say, water—water
everywhere! It appears that I’'m dashed well on the ocean! This is not

only frightful, but positively bally!’* -




Fellowe,

deseription of the Juniors’
minstrel troupe, and how the inimitabie Handforth attempts to recite a new

version of ** The Village Blacksmith ’' on the beach at Brightside-on-Sea to an

appreciative audience of Bank Holiday trippers.

throughout the whole story.—

e - If ymtl would know how
' to enjoy a holiday on.

wheels with your best chums, read this second
capital story of the caravan series, infroducing the
famous juniors of St. Frank’s—including a new
character Evho rejoices under the name of Clarence
ut
Juniors on account of his lanky stature and natural
propensity for talking in rhyme. Inthisentertaining .
caravan adventures you will read how they start a

is dubbed °‘‘ Longfellow ’> by the

There is not a dull moment

THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.
ROUND THE CAMP FIRED
RACKLE—SIZZZ—-CRACKLE!

The camp fire flickered checrily,
the flames curling up intermingled

The new

with blue, pungent smoke. R
hissing

wood, filled with sap, made a drowsy,
noise as it slowly burned.

“Not so bad—eh?” said Handforth,

He stirred the fire with a long piece of
stick, and the flames leaped with remwewed
Cnergy,

“ (Careful!” warned MeClure.
‘nli those giddy chestnuts!”

*T know what I'm doing,” said Hdndmrth
as four chestnuts disappeared into the heart
of the fire. “ Don’t try to teach me, you
fathead! Stirring a camp fire is an art. 1
know all about these things.”

“So it d]‘ipelh,” grinned Reginald Pitt.
“ Somebody’s going to be four chestnuts
short pretty soon, Not that it matters—
plenty more in the bag. I say, it's pretty
good out here, you know.”

‘Ab:,olutelv,” drawled Archie Glenthorne.
“That is to say, the night is filled with
large lumps of peace.

“You'll bury

The evening breeze |

sighs through the jolly old tree-tops, and the
moon riseth o’er the hills!”

“(rood ! chuckled Cecil De
that the first verse?”

Valerie, 13

“Well, I mean to say, a chappie feels
dashed well on the verge of poetry on a

night like this,” said Archie. ** Everything
is so frightfully priceless that the old bean

hegins to think in rhyme, what? The
frogoiecs eroak and the crickets crick! The
grasshopper hops, q:ldhaud—-—”

“The mushrocm mushes?”? sucoested Pitt.

Archie adjusted his monocle.

“ Dash it all!” he protested. ¢ That, 1

mean, is somewinat poisonous!”

*“You're thinking of toadstools,” said
leguoie, shaking his head.

** Toadstools?"?

“Toadstools are poisonous—mnot mush-
rooms.,”

“Gadzooks!” said Archie. “It appears,
laddie, that you misunderstood me! What I
meant was, as it were—— The mushroom

Well, I mean to say, there it i3!
its ghastly ghastliness, don't you

mushes!
In all
know!”
Handforth erunted
““If you fatheads are going to start rotten
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poctry, Il BT you!”? he declared warmly.)
“1 pever heard such pifle! I'll show you

how 1o maie poetry, if vou like! 1I'm a bit
of a dabster at making rhymes!”

The ¢irele ronund the camp fire chuckled,

“Good old Handy ! murmured Bob Chris-
{ine . " Alwave ready ™

oty you say 1 ocau’'t make up peetry?”
demanded Hindforth, giarng.

“For Heaven's sake, don't goad him!”
pasped Jack Grey. * Youwll start him off!
Arehie’s bad enough, but Handy! Hellup'”

7 mean to say!” protested Arcbie feebly.

The cirele again chinekled. We were taking
things very essily. It was jast after nine
o'cloer, and the May cevening was a glorious
vpe.  The stars glimmered and twinkled up
in the sky, and a gentle breeze softly whis-
pered through the tops of the old elm trees.

We had camped in a little secluded corner
by the roadside, and our four earavans were
dyawn up in a line, like four little gaily-
puinted bungalows.  Our horees were peace-
Jully grazing in ap adjoining meadow,

We had chtained a permit to put the gee-
pors mere. No mule entering meadows with-
out asking permission!  Our recent experi-
enee with Mr. Crabhb, the farmer, had made
us cantinus, :

There were siatcen of us in the party—
411 members of thie Remove Form at St
Fraonk’s, with the exception of Willy Hand-
jorth. He was a Third Former, but his 1n-
Jusion in the party was welcomed by all
Willy was the right zort,

‘The idea bad been Archie’s, in the first
place.

He had got hie pater to bDuy the caravans
from a broken-down eirens, and Archie had
had them repainted and refitted in the most
Jxurions manner.  They were good enough
for a kKing's entourage.

We had started out from St. Frank's at
the beginninz of the Whitsun holidays, and
it was our intention to potter along the high-
ways, just as the fancy took us, enjoying
the rural delights. We also intended visiting
seaside resorte, and were within eight miles
of the coast now.

It would be Bank Holiday on the marrow,
and we were lgoking foerward to a good time,
The weather promised to be glorious. There
was no sign of rain, and the clear sky pro-
mised a day of warmth and sunshine. Any-
haw. we were hoping for the best,

Up till now we had not had the best of
Juck.

Our first dayx, in fact, had been a wash-
out—in nmore s=enses than one. We had
started from the old school under heavy

skice, rain had poured before evening, and
we had got ourselves wet through by the
pivzht.

Not only this, but we Liad bogged the cara-
vaus, and had had great difticulty in freelng
them. However, now that it was all over,
we could smile at our recent misfortunes,

« We had been jsgzing along the roads
during thé past two or three days, enjoying
.’i_’)’ul‘sf;‘]vcs tremeudously. For the weather had
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 ¢leared, and now =eemed to be set fair.

Aud
it was Whit-Monday on the morrow,

Having partaken of a hearty, well-ccoked
supper—provided ably and plentifully by ibe
chef-in-ehief—JFatty Little—we were now
squatting round the blazing camp fire Iur
halt an hour before turning in.

It was wonderfully peaceful
under the whispering trees,

' Poetry,” said Handforth, “it’s easy.”

“0Oh, my hat!” greaned Tommy Watson.
" He’s going to start!”

“If he does, we'll slaughter him ! ] de-
clared warmly. ‘“ Look here, Handy—have

cut there,

mercy op us, there’s a good chap!”

“* Rot ! said Handforth. *I'll show you
whether 1 can make up verse! Just listen
to this! The night was peaceful and ca'm,
and the birds sang down by the farm!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!{» '

“Don’t you eall that a rhyme?” roared

“Well, in a way.” admitted Pitt. “ But I
didn't know that birds sang at night-thne.
Of course, there's the nightingale o

“1 meant nightingales,” interrupted Handd-
forth, ‘¢ Besides, poets are allowed a goud
hit of licence.”

“We shan't allow you much—about another
minute!” caid Somerton. ' i ¥

“*Down hy the rippling brook, there was
a little nock,” exclaimed Handforth
dreamily. * And there I sat a-dozivng, wiile —
while N |

‘* A bull he came a-nosing!” hinted Pitt.

#31la, ha, ba'!*

“ You—you hopeless duffer!” snorted Han:l-
forth. * You’ve messed it up now--a beauti-
ful poem like that! I shall have to start
all over again.”

*yh, helpl”

- Handlorth.

“Under a spreading tavern sizgn the village

hobby stands,

The cop, a mighty man Is
tankard in his hands!

He cares not tor the drops that drip upen

his tunic blue,

As he puts the tankard {o his lips e zhuts

out all the view !” -

he, with &

wgta. ha, g 12

We roared at this masterly effort of
Pitt’s. But Handforth only gave the
humorist a withering glare of scorn.

“Any ass can made a rotten parody like
that,”” he declared, ¢ Listen to this one!
The unemployed! Onward, onward, marched
the gallant six hundred! Banners to the
richt of them, banners to the left of them!
Into the wvalley of gloom marched the gals
lant six hundred, What cared they for—
for——> .

“ Worlk 7" suggested De Valerie.

* Ha, ha, hal!”

“ What cared they for gibes and jeers?®
roarced Handforth, glaring at Archie,

“ Dash it all!” gasped Archie. *“I mean,
I don’t know, old can of tomatoes! 1 didn'p

! jeer at the dear chappies!”



« Ha, ba, ha!” ' .

« What cared they for gibe: and jeerz,”
proceeded Handforth. * The crowd then gave
them three good cheers! Banners to the

richt of them, baaners to the - left of
them——"" i ,
« Down the 0!d Kent Road marched the six

pundred !’ said Pitt.

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

« You—you funny asses!” snapped Iland-
sorth., ¢ How can I think of rhymes when you
keep interrupting? But the best Kkind ol
poetry is the straight stuff—no parodies.
Listen to this one—* Ode to an Acorn!" Up,
little acorn, sitting in the oak tree! Up,
little acorn, your face I want to see &

¢ Oh, drown me, somebody!” moeaned Jack
Grey. “ Auything's better than this!”

¢ Ha, ha, hal”

«1'1l give you one!” said Fatty Little
brichtly. “ There was a little puff, who had
no jam inside; along came Mrs. Muff——"

«« And that's enough!”’ I broke in., < You'd
better chuck this stuir!”

Somehody else wanted to extemporise, hut
I put my foot down. The party was get.
ting rather weak already. Archie, indeed,
was dozing. Pitt declared that the Genial
Ass had fainted.

“We haven't got much time,”” 1 went on,
hefore any of the others could start. * To-
morrow's Bank Holiday, and we want to
make an ecarly start. We reckon to he in
Brichtside-on-Sea by ten o'clock, and we're
aoing to cive a minstrel show in aid of the
hospitals, aren’t we?”

“You bet!” said the others.

“Make tons of money!” declared Tommy
Watson.

“ Bither that, or we shall collect a few
aver-ripe vegetables for Bank  Holiday
dinner,” I grinned. ¢ Well, there isn’t much
time, so 1 think we'd better have a final
rehearsal.”

“ Costumes and all?* asked Willy eagerly.

“Yes, we mignt as well—a fuil dress re-
hearsal, in fact,” I said. ¢ This 1s our last
chance. The c¢vening's lovely, and we're as
guiet as possible here. Let's get busy.”

Handforth looked grim,

I3 my minor in this?" he demanded.

““ As a minstrel?”’ 1 asked., “ Why, yes.,”

“Then I'm out of it!” said Handforth,
avith the air of one who delivers a stunning
blow.

“Then the minatrels micht he a success,
after all!” eaid Pitt thoughtfully.

“ Ha, ha, hal®

“You babhbling lunatic!” hooted Hand-
forth. “If I'm not in the show, it won't he
worth looking at! If I don't sing, there'll
be nothing to listen to!”

** Such,’” sighed Reggie, “is true modesty !

“ Ha, ha, hat*

“ Look here, Handy, what's your objection
to your minor?” I erinned.

*“Objection?” repeated Handforth. < He's
not a Remove chap, is he?”

* Well, no.”

“Then he's an outsider!” declared Hand-

|

i

“He's no rizhit to be included
That's what 1 say!”

forth.
these minstrels,
I nodded slowly—and winked heavily at
Willy,
“ Oh, all right, you c¢an have your way,”

in

I said patiently. ¢ We'll bar Little Willy.
He's only a fag, and he's your brother. Con-
sidering that he's your minor, we'll bar him.
Willy, my son, you're not wanted, You're
scorned and rejected. You can crawl away
and weep with the willows!” -

Willy sochbed and rubbed his eyes.

“Oh! sald Handforth, slowly pushing up
his sleeves, ¢ So that's the game, i3 ity
You're going to shut my minor out from

these rotten minstrels? He's not good
enough, I suppose? Just hecause he's my
yvoune hLrother, vou want to insult him!
Look- here, you rotters! 1f Willy isn’t
atlowed—-"" -

“ All right—all right!” 1 said bastiiy.
“ He ¢an join the troupe!”’

The matter was settled—and, amazingly

encough, Handforth didn't seem to realise that
his ler had been pulled with much force.
In some ways Handy was a hopeless duffer.
Yet lie could he as sharp as a needle when
he liked., He was a  queer mixture—as
Chinreh and McClure were always ready to
admit. Only, of ¢ourse, they had to do their

admitting in soft and zephyr-like whispers.,

Within ten minutes we were changed
heinegs.

We had entered the ecaravans and had
chaneged. The idea of the minstrel show had

originated weeks earlier——when Archie had in-
vited uz to a garden partyv to be given at his
father's London house. That garden party
was now off, as far as we were concerned,
for we were on this caravan holiday,

But we had planned, at first, to give &
minstrel entertainment at the garden party.
Having done much rehearsing, we didn’t sec
the fun of wastinz all our good stuff. So we
intended giving the show on the sandy shore
hy the sad sea waves. Auyhow, Pitt declared
the waves would socn be sad after Handforth
started his wonderful baritone solo.

Our costumes were rather dinky and attrac-
tive.

They were of a rich royal blue, with req
buttons of enormous size. They were of
soft, voluminous silk, all sheeny and full of
rufffes and ornamentations. On our heads
we wore close-fitting caps of red silk.

When wo appeared in public we should
have blackened faces—but we did not see
the necessity of going to that trouble now.
The main thing was to get the programme
mapped out perfectly, so that there woull
be no hiteh at the actual performance.

“All ready?” 1 asked briskly. “ Good!
We'll squat down here, whero the firelight
can play on uz, and start right away,
When 1 say the word we'll begin the opea-
ing chorua.

We were all provided with folding stpolr
—dinky, little, white enamel things. Malt
of them were high stools, and

the other
half were low. Consequently, when we sad
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the back
higher level than the )

rennd in a half-circle, row
inlnstrels was on a
rest. _

This gave us a true “troupe * effcct. Pity
vat on one extreme corner, and I sat on
the other. In the actual 'show our faces
would be blackened in a comic way, with
great lips, and other humorous details. .

And it would be our duty to rattle of all

vorts of jokes.  We had quite a few in
readiness, and we had trained our voices
s that we spoke in the-real nigger manner.
All the other fellows would simply sing
«olos, or harmonise in the chorus.

““Now then—altogether!” I said. ° Start
the musie!l”

The mueic commenced, somewhat wobbly
al first, but after a few moments it settled
down into a cateby, attractive tune, The
musicians sat in the back row, and were
armned with a violin, a cornet, a banjo, a
Ywanee whistle, and a trap drum.

The fellows had practised a good deal,
and were really capable.
“Good!”? I shouted.

gether!”

The chorus
in which
harmonise,

“We're off—alto-

started—a jazzy mnigger song
all our volces were supposed to

It was called **Down on de old
piantation.” After the firet two or three
bars 1 was aware of the fact that some-
thing was wrong. There seemed to be »
diseordant note somewhere, :

“Not a cent, not a cent, an’
s« only lent, all the same I'm feelin’ jusc
tine 1" roared Handforth, in the full volume
of his marvellous baritone voice. ** How 1've
dwaun.d how I've schemed

my clothes

*Stop!” 1 yelled.
‘ilhe opening chorus came to an abrupt
K],
“Ass!”? snorted Handforth. “ What's th:
iwea? I was just going fine!”
" You—you hopeless duffer!” I  sand
wrathfully, “You  were singing * Coal

Black Mammy!” »?
“1la, ha% ha!» |
“I thought there was something wrong!”
reinarked Pitt, grinning.

llandforth looked at me in astonishment.
"My hat, so I was!” he ejaculated.
“bon't we start with * Coal Blazk

Mamimy *?? -

“ My dear ass, you're
"Coal Black Mammy’
solo,” I pointed out. *“1t's - a good thing
we're having this rehearsal. If you stast
like that to-morrow, you'll mess the whole
thing up!?®

We started again, and this time Hand-
forth managed to come in all right with tho
correct melody. But Bob Christine forgnt
the words, and improvised with some of
his own, which didn't quite fit in. So there
was dﬂOthEI‘ stoppage. :

However, after several ;ltt@lﬂ[}t*‘s we got
it right, and_the opening chorus finished with
a regular burst of vocal harmony.

"“Good!"" I declared. ‘' That’s the stuff.
Now we go on to the patter for a bit. How

eupposed to inflizt
on the public as a

amm you’se a-gettin’ on, Brudder Pete?”

“Eh?? said Ilandforth.

“I'm talking to Pitt, you josser!
Brudder Pete”’ 1 fsna.pped

‘“ But—but his name’s Reggie,
said Handforth argumentatively

I breathed hard.

“Did you ever hear of a darkie named
Reggie?” 1 demanded. ¢ In this show Pitt’s
supposed to be Brudder Pete, and 1'm
Brudder Sambo. For goodness’ sake don'h
keep interrupting!”

Reggie and .1 managed to get thmu;,h tna
opening jokes. Then De Valerie—who sat in
the centre, and was supposed* to be master
of the ceremonies—called upon Tommy
Watson to give a solo. It was a humorous
song entitled ¢ After The Moon Gues
Down.”” Tominy stead up, the music begaa,
and played the introduction about four
times.

“ Buck up, you dufler!” I
you going to start?”

Tommy Watson was very red.

“1'm blessed if I can think of the first
line!”? he confessed.

** My goodness!” I exclaimed. “That's a
good start! It’s your esong, and yet youa
donw’'t remember the lines! 'You’re heard
a lot about Mr. Moon——"*

Iie’s

not Pete!”?

said. ‘“ Arean't

“Oh, yes!” interrupted I‘omxm “That's
1% 'lh.;t ks ! SR
He burst into song, and went all rig! tt

until he got half-way through the c¢horus,
and then dried up. But, after one or two

further trials, he had it all right. Apd he
delivered it "fairly decently.

“Now we have some more patter -
began Pitt,

S Wait a  minute!” put in Handforth.

“Where do I come in? Don't I sing?”

““ Yes—later on,” I said patiently,
“You’ ve got * Aunt Susie’s Picnic,” but ['Il
bet you’'ve forgotten half the words !

“I think he’d better remte,” said Pity
thoughtfully. “ How about * The Village
Dlackemith ’? He knows that by heart, and
I think it would be rather decent for him
to recite a fine poem like that.”

“Of course, T don’t mind,” sald Haml-
forth. ** 1'll recite the poem as well. ‘' The
Village Blacksmith ' is jolly good, and I

know every word of it.”

In order to prove this, he proceceded to
start on the spot. And rather to every-
body’s surprise, he made no mistakes. .o
seemed that MHMandforth had learned (he
poem earlier, as a child. His foond parents
had dinned it into him so thorcughly thau
he had never forgotten it. But I was very
doubtfnl about its inclusion in the minstrel
performance—until Pitt had a few words
with me in private later on. Then I agreedl.
“The Village Blacksmith,’ as rendered -y
Handforth eon the sca bEdLh waus likely tv
be humorous. -
That rehearsal touk s until nca.ﬂ:,
o'cloek, and so we decided to finish up, auni
go to I)ed l,u,aube we wanted to be off by
seven u:.lm.k in the morning, at the very
latest. ‘

So we turped jo, pleasantly tired.
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caravan,
‘-.1‘0 }Ot

But the occupants of one
lenst, were not destined to sleep |

CHAPTER II.
JOYS OF THE SIMPLE LIFE!

ANDI'ORTII ¢ om-
meuced undressing
absentmindedly.

He and Church
and McClure and Willy ocecu-
pied Caravan No, 2, which
rejoiced in the name of
The other three juniors were still

Smina.
chatting just outside—having a few words
mth Fatty Little and Dick Goodwin,

“Yes,” murmured Mandforth, “It's a
prefty good wheeze!" ]

He was thinking about the * Village
Blackamith,” and was rather gratified by

the knowledge that he was to deliver the
poem before the public. He had no sus-
picion of Reggie Pitt's sinister intentions.

08 course” muttercd Handforth, “it'll
improve the show a whole lot. What the
Great pip! My only hat!”

e suddenly let out a vell, Something
was crawling up his leg. It was not unusual
for things to crawl up the legs of the
juniors during these days—for tiny inssects
of all sorts found their way upon the
fellows' persons. But this crawly thing felt
like something enovrmously big

Handforth bent down, has't‘il}' pulled up
his trouser leyg, and gasped afresh. A

gigantic centipede, about an inch long., was
making its way up towards his knee. ITand-
fnrth p.{gured at it fascinatedly.
*My goodness!” he said, in a faint voice.

In the nick of time, he swished it on to
the floor, and stamped on it. Then he sat
back, and tried to recover himself. lie had
an ddea that .centipedes were capable of
biting.

“I say, you chaps!" roared Huandforth.
“I've just had a narrow escape!”

“kh? What's that?” asked MeClure,
looking ia at the door.
“I've been nearly bitten by a rotten

scorpion tl:ing!’_’ shouted IHandforth.
*“Nearly?" said Churceh,

(19 .ie "’
= By the row vou're making, T should
judge vyou'd been bitren in about twenty

places ! grinned Willy., “ Fancy making all

that fuss! Scorpions ain't harmful i you
handie 'em right!”

iandforth snorted.

“There's no accounting for taste!"” he
snapped. “If you like to make pets of
'em, you can! I don't care if you chain

the blessed things up, and call
('hristian names'! But when 1
pion I kill it!” .

Willy entered the caravan,
the remains on the floor.

“ Why, it's a centipede!"” he said scorn-

fully.
little fat-

‘etm by their
5@ . &COr-

and examined

“ What's

; the difference,
1cad ?”

Lc

you

rlt

-‘-.—.—
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“Well, I'm jiggered!' said Handforth
minor. “ You don't know the difference be.
tween o acorpion and a centipede? Now, a
scorpion is a kind of bectle, withh a bacik
tliat rears up over the top of its nappet.
In this tail there's a kind of sting——"

“Gayg  him, somebody!” roared Iland
forth, I don'c want to hear—  Yar
ocooh! What the—— Great stars!  Look
—look here!"

He stared dazedly at the
enamelled wail of the caravan.
level witlhi his face, were
caterpillars—great hairy
crawled along purposefully.

“ Who—who put them there?™
Handforth fiercely.

““1 say, be reasonable !
“The giddy things crawled there, 1 sup-
posc, You know what caterpillars are—
they're always worming about :omewhere or
othes."

Churelh  procesded
things off the wall,
out of the
I, The
fe'lars fondly,

heautifuliy
There, on o
three enormous
things that

demanded

pratested Clinreh,

to pick the grubby
in order to throw then
window. But Willy  stopped
Thira-Former took the cater-

and vanished outside.

1t he hr:n;;«. them back, I'll slaughter
him!" said Handforth ti.trkh

e proceeded with his undressing, making
various uncomplimentary remarks o the
subject of inzeects in general. e dida't
mid a few gnats, and he wasn't particu-
larly averse to butterflies and moths, but
when 16 came to centipedes and scorpions,
he put his foot down.

“Well, it's no good making a fuss” re.
marked Church, sitting down on one of the
lockers, a3 he unlaced bis boots. * We must
expect to find a few insects when we're

vamping out

(‘hurch broke off abruptly.

lie sat quite still, and a rather startled
expression came into his eyes. Chureh, it
may as well be added, was practically dis-
robed. It was most distressing that Le
should leave his boots until the last, but

many boys are addicted to the same lament-
able habit.

It will be understood, therefore, that
(Church was sitting on the locker in persoun
—there was nothing between his bare ekin
and the actual cushions of the locker. And
e was aware of a curious, prickly senza-
tion on his skin—just where he wasz sitting
AOWII.

“My only hat!” he gasped.

As though suddenly imbued with life, he
sprang up, shook himself violently. aund
zazed round. But he needn't have -been very
alarmed. There, on the locker cushion, were
about half a dozen ladybirds, intermised
with a few small beetles of the common
earth type. They were crawling about
leisurely. These cheerful little ereatures had
thought it worth  while investigating
Church’s anatomy.

¢ Great Scott!”. “We're
swariming with insects!®”

Handforth and McClure stared
cinated kind of way.

he ejaculated.

i a fas



“J—I can’t understand it!” said McClure.
‘“We’'ve never had insects like this in the
caravan before! We must have camped in
a particularly crawly place. Quick! Grab
those giddy things beforc they slip between
1he cracks! We don’t want them walking
all over us during the night.”’

The ladybirds and the beetles were forth-
with ejected. Church continually wriggled
convulsively, declaring that at least four
beetles were crawling up "his back. Investi-
gation, on the part of McClure, however, was
fruitless. Chureh’s imagination was evi-
dently a vivid one.

** Oh, well, it's no good being afraid-of a
few beetles!” said MeClure. ** Now, spiders
are different. 1 hate spiders. If I see a
spider——"’ _

McClure broke off abruptly, having seen
two. It was rather curious that he should
spot these just as he was discussing the sub-
ject. Eut there they were—iwo fine speci-
mens that seemed to have heen especially
sclected. They were spugly esconced in one
of the corpers, just over the washbasin.
They were spiders of a particularly big type
—enormous, brown, hairy things that fairly
rave McClure the creeps.

‘“ Look out!” he roared.

“* What!” gasped Handforth. . _

e was, at the moment, preparing to in-
dulge in a wash, and was quite unconscious
of the fact that the two spiders were only
an inch or two from his face. He put his
hand on the wall as he turned round.

“0Oh!” panted McClure, in horror.

Edward Oswald had placed his hand about
half an inch from the nearest spider. And
ithe latter gentleman, evidently getting the
wind up, proceeded to find other quarters.
1t took a short cut across the back of lland-
forth’s fist. ’

“What the dickens

lJandforth nearly choked as he saw that
hairy monster on the back of his hand. He
gave a fiendish yell, shook his hand vio-
lently, and the
on the top of MceClure's head.

“Yow—wow ! howled McClure
“Take it ofi—take it off!”

But it was not necessary to do anything
of the kind. The epider had taken itself oft
with supreme alacrity. He vanished like
lightning down McClure’s neck, and for one
vhastly eecond Handforth and Church
thought it was going to vanish down their
chum’s collar.

But, at the last minnte, the spider crawled
on to MeClure's jacket, and then dropped
to the floor with a nasty, unpleasant plop.
1t whizzed away into a coruer.

MeClure sat back, pale and trembling.

“J—I'm not a nervous sort of a chap.
but spiders fairly bowl me over!” he said
weakly. “We've got to catch it—we can’t
go to sleep with that rottem thing in the
caravan. There’s the other one, too!”

After about five minutes’ hard work, the
lwo spiders were rounded up and forcibly
expelled. In the course of this search,
pumergus other insects came to light—for

»

wildly.

+C]1urch.

spider gracefully alighted

example, four caterpillars were found nestled
together in one of Handforth’s tennis shoes.
A few earwigs were leisurely investigating
the inside of Church’s straw hat. And quite
a number of other beetles were found roam-
ing about at random.

“Well, my anly hat!” ejacunlated Hand-
forth, at last. *“This is a bit thick, you
know. I've pever known anything like it!
A giddy plague of insects!”

“0Ohb, well, I think we've got rid of them
now,” said Church. ¢ Better turn in; it's
| getting late.”
| Handforth grunted, and threw back the
bedclothes. Each caravan was provided
with four comfortable cots—arranged in
something after the same style as the bunks
in a ship’s cabin. But they could be folded
out of the way during the d~ytime, and were
arranged so neatly that there was plenty of

room,

“ After all’? said Handforth, ¢ insccts
can't do any harm. And we're a lot better
oft than people who have to live in the
African jungle! They get all sorts of hor-
rible things there, you know. They get ”

‘““Look !” panted Church suddenly."

_ Ile pointed with a quivering finger. And
Handforth, who was sitting on the bed,
turned and gazed at his pillow—which: he
had just uncovered. A particularly huge
stag beetle was crawling over the white
linen with quite an outrageous amount of
assurance. It was one of those stag beetles
of formidable aspect—the kind that look far
more dangerous than they really are.

‘““It—it’s a cockroach!” -gasped Handforth
faintly.

“ You—you mean a cockchafer!” said Me-
Clure.

‘‘ Fathead, it’s a
*“Grab it! My hat!
great, long antlers! Mind!
thing touch you, it'll
half !?

This, of course, was a sheer exaggeration,
but Handforth was very cautious. 'In des-
peration he seized the pillow, and flung it
clean through the window, stag heetle and
all. He looked round him, and shivered.
' clearing out of here!” he declared.
“I'm blesseq if I'm going to sleep with a
whole crowd of stag beetles and earwigs an
grubs! I—I"d rather walk about all night!®

'** Same here!”” said McClure hurriedly.

~ They made a hasty exit in various stages
of dress and undress. Indeed, it was just as
well that the spot was very private and
secluded, for Handforth and Co. were hardlv
respectable. ~ ‘

The other three caravans were closed, and
their occupants were apparently in a state
of peace and quietness: Voices could he
heard, but thexe were:certainly no signs of

beetle!” eald
Look at those
If you let that
nip your ftinger in

stag

any trouble. I
“1 say, you chaps!” roared Handforth,

Two caravan doors opened, and a few heads
looked out,

A
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heen driven out!” e & ;3 o
« Driven out?” re. T o ),
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gwarming with live R el 4 ;)
things!" said Handfort! -
fiercely. . g e
“ But, reaif{r! How e —~— -
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thorne, in a shocked R ——— —
voice. “ I mean to say, o \ o
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Live things, don YO .
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ing, laddie, that insects
are abroadv”

“1 wouldn't mind 1
they were abroad!” rc-
torted Handforth tartly.
“ But I'm blessed if I'm
going to put up with
three or four thousansl
of the things in m)
bed !

“ Three or four thou-
pands!"" - 1 repeated .
mildly,
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Handy was game for anything—he didn't I:now the

rescue, even if he couldn’t swim a strokae.

and he would have waded out to the

o }’E’ell one, :?u:.'how e e e .
“Hg, ha, hat™ |
¢ i . - .
' “0h, yes, yom can meaning of fear
taugh—you'll jolly well
find yourselves in the
same fix scon!' snorted
Handforth, ¢ Look here, we'd better find
the thorses, antl sghift to ancother camping

around! ‘This place is simply averrun with
beetles and earwigs and caterpiilars and ceutl
pedes and scorpions!”

“You seem to have been having a happy
time!” observed Pitt. ¢ That’s aueer, too.
There's no sign of insects in this caravan.”

“ Nor in ours,” I put in.

“ They must like Handy's flavour!” said
Tommy Watson,

“* Ratas! Dou't make such a fuss over
nothing!" said Willy Haudforth, coming
down the steps of the last caravan. - ['ve

just heen having a chat with Fatty Little--
trying to zet the greedy boundec to make
me a sandwich!”’

“* Mind your own business!" said his elder
brother.

“Oh, all right!” exclaimed Willy. ¢ But
there's no need for vou to worry about those
insects. I don’'t suppose they'll come back.
I thought perhaps you would have cleared
them out by this time—that's why I kept
out. You see, I didn't want to be in the
way."

A dark and awful thought suddenly came
to Church, ,

““Great Scott!” he breathed. ¢ I—I
lieve 1 Lknow how all. those insects got i

he- |

there.  There's an explanation! You—you
voung rotter!” he added, turniug to Willy.
“*It'a your fault!”

« Oh, drag it mild ! said Wiilly indignantly.

“ What!" exciaimed Handforth, instine-
tively preparing to roll up hiz siceves—and
forgetting that he had no sleeves on to roll
up. ““ Why, you—you young haonnder! Do
you mean to say you put all those insects
in our caravan/"

Willy grinned.

““ Well, yea —"

“What!”

“0h, don't start! zrowled Wiily, ¢ How
could I help it? I dido’t know the blessed
things would escape!™

““ Kseape!" said Handiorth faintly.

“You see, I eollected a few specimens this
afternoon, a3 we were coming along,”” ex.
plained Willy, with serene calmness, *fYou
know [I'm interested in insects, I'm a
naturalist. I had a whole box full of 'em,
and 1 put them under your lecker, Ted.”

“ Under my locker!” said Handforth, in a
mechanical kind of voice,

“Yes, I wanted them for my cotlection.™

“Your collection!™ said Handf{orth dully,

“ (Great cuns!” snapped Willy. * Have you
turned into a parrot, or what? Don't keep
reneating everything [ say! 1 put all those



specimens in a box, but I suppose the jolt-
ing of the caravan jerked the lid off. You
won’t be so unreasonable as to blame me,
will you?*? :

Handforth tried to speak, but somehow or
other, his voice failed to arrive. The truth
was, he wanted to say about fifty things at
once, and his throat—Ilarge though it was—
wis not =sufliciently capable. The words
ianmmed, with the result that only a gurgle
came.

But if Handforth couldn't speak, he could
act.

“I mean to say, unreasonable, what?”
murmured Archie. ¢ Personally, laddie, 1
rather fancy that the dear chap has a case,
don’t you know! I mean, when a fellow’s
younger brother collects about four hundred
and fifty-three different insecfs, and lets
them loose in the old homestead—well, as it
were, it’s bally well time to do something!
I mean to say, castigation, and what not!”

** Willy’s booked!” said Pitt sadly. 1
don’t know what for—but he’s booked all
rieht! And the young ass was too slow!”

Willy, indeed, had attempted to flee, and
<culd easily have evaded his elder brother.
He had never thought that Church and
McClure would join in the hunt. But it so
ihappened that they were as highly incensed
as Handforth himself. They fell upon Willy
from behind, and held him.

““ Oh, you—you mean rotters!” panted
Willy. “ Lemme go!’
“ Not likely!” retorted Church. ¢ We're

coing to take vyou into that caravan, and
we're going to shove insects down the back
of your neck until you howl for mercy! We’ll
teach you something!”

Unfortunately, this scheme was rather im-
practicable—as Willy discovered, to his relief.
£ut there seemed another method of dealing
with him. Handforth and Co. proceeded to
f,'_m- the clothing from the Third Former.

Out there, .in the open, they yanked off his
lacket and his waistcoat and his trousers—
and, in fact, everything. Finally, Willy was
«lothed in the scanty garb of nature. During
this process, of course, hiec had been handled
with such roughness that there was prac-
tically no breath left in his body. He was
wried one way, and then another, turned
upside down, laid on his back, and into every
vther conceivable position,

“ Finished ??? he gasped at last. “ Thanks!
You've saved me the trouble of undressing!
Hi! Mind what you're doing, Church!
You're treading all over my bags! There's
a wateh in that waisteoat pocket——*?

“ Now!” said Handforth, with terrible pur-
pose in his veice.

Willy, showing up pinkish in the gloom of
night, was marched away from the vicinity
of the caravan. The other fellows had been
watching the entertainment with a great
deal of interest.

“(iood thing this place i:n't public!” re-
marked Pitt. “ Willy isn't fit to be seen,
certainly—and the other chaps ought to be
ashamed of themselves! Look at Handy—

P
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wearing nothing but a giddy cricket shirt!”

*““ Ha, ha, ha!® |

Willy wae curious by this time. He had an
idea that a terrible fate was about to over-
whelm him. It was no good struggling
against it. In the hands of the three wrath-
ful juniors he could do nothing. |

They arrived upon the banks of a pond—
a deep pond with » surface that seemed to be
composed of greenish slime. The juniors had
not tested this pond—one look had heen quite

sufficient.
Handforth

“In with him!”? said breath-

lessly. I expect he’ll find plenty of insects
in there! Let him make a night of it! He

can revel in creepy crawly things for hours!”

Splash!

Willy was swung backwards and forwards,
and then suddenly released. He described a
araceful are through the air, and descended
into the very centre of the pond. He
vanished beneath the greenish surface.

There was a wild disturbance of the water
for a few moments, and then Willy re-
appearced. At least, something reappeared.
As Church alterwards remarked, it looked
like the old man of the sea. In the moon-
light there appeared a head and shoulders
of some grim and terrible object—an object
that had green weeds falling down in fes-
toons from its head. And it was making
curious gurgling noises. '

““My only hat!” gasped Church. ¢ Js—is
that Willy?*»

“I don’t know—and I don’t care!”’ replied
Handforth callously. “ My goodness! It's
getting chilly! I—I say! We're not drezsed
decently! I1f somebody comes alonz we shall
be in a terrible fix !*

Until this moment they had not realized
their ecandalous appearance. They made a
rush for the caravan, caring nothing what-
ever for Willy’s fate. About five minutes
later a feeble knock sounded upon the door,

“Go away!” said Handforth brutally.

“I—1 say!'” came Willy's voice, faint and
weak. “I—I'm all entangled! Don’t bhe so
rottenly mean! My left eye is bunged up,
and I've swallowed about half a hundred-
weight of weeds!”

Church opened the door, in strict dischedi-
ence of Handforth’s command. Then he
started back, aghast. Willy had been en-
tirely unclothed when he entered the pond.
But now he was fully dressed. :

His attire, certainly, was of the most un-
desirable description, but there was une
doubtedly very little of Willy to be seen. He
had come from the pond, trailing behind him
a Jong, dank, tangled mass of waterlily
plants, and various other types of vegeta-
tion. :

“ Good heavens!” breathed Church. “ He’'s
turned green!” i

McClure and Handforth came to the doer
and looked at Willy with cold, unsympathetic
eyes. They were somewhat startled, but did
not allow this fact to reveal itself. From out
of the weeds a pair of eyes gleamed in the
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light from the caravan, and a hand appeared
from somewhere.

« pon't be mean!” came a feeble voice.
< Help me out of this rotten forest, you
chaps! I'm—I'm all mixed up! There are
about five tadpoles crawling up my back,
ind my ears are filled with tiddlers!”
¢ Ha, ha, hal”

The occupants of thie other caravans, who
were all watching and listening, burst into a
roar of unsympathetic Jaughter. Somebody
snggested that Willy ought to have the hose
turned on him. Certainly, nobody went near
him. He looked far too awful to approach.

In the end he was obliged to crawl away
to a running stream, a hundred yards dis-
tant. Sounds of wallowing and splashing
praceeded from this direction for about fil-
te/n minutes, Then, at length, Willy re-
appeared—startlingly clean, As Church re-
rsarked, he hadn't been so clean for weeks.
MeClure added that the stream was now
quite muddy. .

Willy was allowed to crawl into the cara-
van. After a good towelling, he collapsed
into his bed and slept the sleep of exhaustion.
But he had learned his lesson, He was notv
likely to collect any more specimens for quite
a time! 2

-—-J-rr-i—.
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(CHAPTER 1II.
0N THE SILVERY SANDS!

——— ORNING, what?”

, {' Archie G len
et thorue looked about
v ' him with an ap-
Y i proving cye.

= = “1 mean to say, up with

' the lark and all that sort of

stutf!” he went on. * Brilliant sunshine,
balmy breezes, and so forth. In fact, dear

old lads of, the village, the morning is
dashed mear priceless!”
““ Rather!” agreed Reggie Pitt., < Bank

Holiday, too! My sons, we're going to have
a fine day by the sea!”

It was not quite seven o'clock, and the
morning was indeed perfect. The sun shone
in a cloudless sky, and the whole countryside
'lu-gn‘stlookiug wonderful in that flood of golden
1IN, .

Just near our camp a stream wandered
idly through the valley—the stream where,
in the darkness of the night, Willy Hand-
forth had cleansed himszelf. On the other
side of the valley the ground rose in sloping,
wooded hills. And the green of everything
was glorious. There is nothing more beauti-
ful in the world than the Englizh countryside
on a fine summer's morning.

But the juniors were not famed for their
appreciatiod of Nature’'s beauty. Their chief
thoughts, at the moment, were concerned
with breakfast. [Fatty Little, with many
willing helpers, was bustling about with fry-

ing pans and eggs and bacon and loaves of
bread.

matter.

Breakfast was o most important
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Four powerful spirit stoves were on the
g0, with kettles of water heating, coffee pots
ready, and numerous other details connecte
with feeding., On a particularly green patch
of smooth grass a huge white cloth had been
laid, and Jack Grey and Dick Goodwin were
busily laying out the knives and forks and
crockery,

““What ho! What ho!” observed Archie,
strolling up and surveying the scene approv-
ingly through his monocle. ¢ Large supplies
of the succulent egg and the prime old
streaky, what? That, I mean to say, is the
stulf to give them, Absolutely!”

““The very nilf makes me feel peckish!” re-
marked Church, as he hungrily sniffed the
air.  “Good! 1t's nearly ready! Hallo,
Willy, my lad! Feeling fit this mormine? -
You're looking unusually clean for once!”

Willy Handiorth, who was passing, gave
‘urch a cold look.

“Callous beast!” he said witheringly.
“You’d have let me die in that pond!”

“My dear kid, we did humanity a good
service,” replied Church. “ We compelled
vou to take a bath, and we caused a particu.
larly fungussy pond to be cleared out. Let's
hope you benefit by the lesson.”

“ Rats!"” =aid Willy, walking on.

““Rats, as it were, in swarms,” said Archie
amiably., “In faect, Church, o!d thing, the
youug laddie scorns you with considerable
vim. I mean to say, his voice contained
several large chunks of priceless contempt.”

“Oh, T'll gzet over it, I dare say,” grinned
Church,

Handforth appeared shortly afterwards,
and he walked about the camp, gazing this
way and that, apparently in search of some
definite object. Archie regarded him for some
minutes with miid interest. And as Hand-
forthh was passing by, Archie gently but
firmiy dug Handforth in the ribs, -

““ Possibly,” he said, “1 can assist.”

1 Eh *:4!!

“Yoir appear to be searching for some-
thing, fruity one,"”” observed Archie. *“1II
there iz anvthing that I can do, do it! I
should say, 1 will do it! The old brow ap-
pears to be somewhat tripelike—that is,
wrinkled !*” '

“[ didn't ask vou to interfere!”? said Hand-
forth curtly. " Go away and hide yourself
under a bush! You're spoiling the land-
scape! That horrible waistcoat of yours
doesn’t blend with the colour scheme. If you
want to koow, I'm looking for Willy!”

As it happened, Archie was in a position
to explain precisely where Willy was; but
after Handforth’s remarks concerning the
waistcoat, Archie became very closely allied
to a stone statue. He froze up solid, and
cave Handforth a glare through his monocle
that really ought to have shrivelled the
leader of Study D up on the spot.

Handforth walked on, however, totally un-
conscious of the power of that glare—since it
had been directed at his rear. And soon
afterwards he suddenly came upon Willy as

! the latter was investigating a ham sandwich.
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sald Handforith., “ Having a

“ Glutton !

snack before breaklast. I suppcse?  Where
diid you find that sandwichi” _

‘““0Oh, round the corner!” guid Wiily
vaguely.

““ Any more theve?” asked Handforth,

“ No—this is the last ope.” grinned Willy,
1t seems to mce somebody else is inclined to
be a glutton., Sorry, old man. There's
nothing doing. As a matter of fact, I'd made
up my mind not to speak to vou for a fort-
night—but I'm not the sort to keep up a
row !* *

Handforth grauted., anmd pulied out a ten-
shilling note,

“ What's that fory™

. _ ashed Willy,
with interoest,

eveing it
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taken a particalarly keen and flendish delight
in seeing his minor suffer, ‘

Afterwards, however, he had realised that
it had been a bhit too bad to chuck Willy
into the pond. He had said nothing during
the night—<hiefly hecause he was sound
aglecp at this period. And when he bhad
awakened he found that Willy was absent.
Willy had deemed it safer to be dressed m
vo0d time.

And Handforth considered that ten shil-
lings would put things square. Not for the
world would he give any reason why he
suddenly thrust such riches upon  his
younger brother. But having made this
measure of compensation, he considered the
matter settled.
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into his minor’s fist Breakfast .was a jolly, enjoyable meal.
The very weather conditions made depres-
sion abeolutely impdssible. A soft, cooling

| ¥¥srepy |

Handforth thrust it
and turned away.

1 say!* called Willy,

“What's the idea?

Ciino tv. or whut? Or is this note a | brceze was springing up, and there was that
d;i’:ji?f?: - clearness in the air that makes a fellow
A dud'” roared Handforth, twrning. | feel brisk and active.

“1t's a genuine one—as good as I am!™

““Then 1'l1l never c¢hange it!” said Willy
sidly,

But he wade this remark under his breath,
and Handforth walked away feeling that con-
«wience was satisfied. He had, as a matter of

While Fatty and his staff were clearing
away the bhreakfast things, the rest of us
sett about collecting up the horsez—which,
of course, had been fed and tended Jeng
before we fed ourselves.

The only fellow who was excused all duty

Fact, passed a somewhat uneasy night. At | was Archie Glenthorne. He was always in-
heart, Handforth was as soft as butter. At | sisting that he ought to do his share, bhut

the time of the outrage on Willy, Edward

we insisted just as firmly tbhat he <hould
Oswald had thoroughly enjoyed it. He had b

he an onlooker. If Archie started to help,
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the whole machinery of the camp would be-
come clogged. Archie, in fact, would act
very much in the same mauner as an ob-
struction in the cogwheels. Politeness for-
bade us to point it out, however. Archie
was not even included in the minstrels. He
was merely the chap who had provided the
caravans, and made the whole holiday pos-
sible.

we got started less than half an hour
after breakfast had been disposed of. And
our journey was nob such a long one, for
we were only a omatter of nine or ten miles
from Bright=ide-on-Sca.

[1 was just after ten-thirty when we en-
tered the town, after a perfectly nneventful
journey along the quiet, country lanes. We
had taken particular care not to travel by
any of the main roads.

¢ Strictly speaking, this is a diversion,”
I pointed out. * This caravan holiday was
supposed to include nothing but the simple
lifc. But as it's Whit Monday, we'll
streteh a point, and have a jolly good time.”

¢ And make some money, too!” said Hand
forth. * This minstrel show’s bound to bhe
a success, and we ought to clear about sixty
or sevenly quid!v

“ How much?” gasped Church, ¢lutching at
Liz collar.

“0Oh, eighty quid!” said Handforth.

“'That's all right; T beard you first tume!”’
said  Church. * You—you blind, hopeless,
optimistic duffer! J—I mean Steady,
Tlandy! Keep your blessed fists away——-—"

“ Don't worry!”? iuterrupted Mandforth,
1 wouldn't hit you in this caravan; but
wait until we get on solid ground! We
shall ¢lear eighty quid or more—four perform-
ances, at twenty quid a time——"

“ My dear, deluded ass!” said Reggie Ditt,
who was walking alongside. “If we give
this minstrel show, and colleet & couple of
quid, we shall be lucky. Every little helps
though, and we might 23 well turn an honest
penny ! -

Archie, of course, was absolutely horrified
at the very idea. e didn’t mind the min-
strel show, but he considered that it ought
to be provided free. To accept money was
ton awful for words., But, then, Archie had
peculiar i1deas. He didu't seem to realise

that a shilling thus earned by the fellows.

would be sweeter than a pound out of their
ordinary funds,.

Brightside-on-Sea proved to be a
holiday place.

It is one of the biggest and most rapidly
crowing seaside resorts on the South Coast,
and being  within  comparatively short
distance of London, it is the mecca of tens
of thousards of day trippers on a Bank Holi-
day—particularly if that day happens to be
fine.

Lxcursion trains were rolling in, two or
three to the hour, each one discharging a
full freight of cheery merryvmakers. And all
the main roads were thick and concested with
charabanes.

‘We decided to go right through the town

lively
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joyed it immensely.

alonz the water-front. 1 knew Brightside

-pretty well, and I was aware that on the

further edge of the town there was a quiet,
bare stretch of sand dunes. Here we could
make our camp, without causing any trouble
whatever. And a walk along the beach would
bring us to the centre of activity.

It was close upon twelve o'clock by the
time we were at our camping ground—
having caused quite a stir as we passed
through the town and along the esplanade.
Our caravans were gaily enamelled and dcco
rated. And our horses were harnessed to
perfection, with masses of glittering nickel-

work. We had put special decorations of
bunting all over the caravaus, too. S0
that our procession had quite a gay and

festive appearance,

The very instant we had chosen our camp,
I went off to find quarters for the horses,
aund Regeie Pitt and De Valerie went along
the beach on quite a different mission.

[ found excellent stabling gquite pear at
band, and arrangements were soon made.
The caravans themselves were all placed 1n
a row along the sands, like so many bathing
machines. In fact, we had placed them pur-
posely in this position, just above high
water mark, =0 that wo could use them for

bathing purposes.
The sands here were firm and hard, and
slopad rather steeply. It was. necessary,

therefore, to place blocks under the wheels.
But evervthing was done speedily and in

the most «atisfactory manner. _
By this time Pitt and De Valerie reap
pearead.

“ Yeg, vyou've had the best of it!" growled
Tommy Watson, as they came up. * Phew!
I'm going for a dip soon! I'm sweltering!”

Most of the fellows were perspiring freely
after their energetic work, for caravanning
calls for quite a good deal of exercise. It
is not all honey. PBut this is really what
makes it so attractive—there's something to
do all the time,

“Well?” T aszked, looking at Pitt.

“ My dear chap, everything's all serene!”
replied  Reggie. * I've bought a roll of
Government tickets—sixpenny ones, of course
—and we've got our piteh on the sands.”

“A good one?”

¢ Right in the heart of things,” replied
Pitt. * Of course, it isu't allowed, strictly
speaking, but we can’'t go by rules and
regulations. I've hired about a hundred
canvas chairs for the day, and they’'re all
stacked in a heap, ready. All we've got to
do i1s to march up, and give the show!”

“ (zoo0d !

Pitt and De Valerie had done their work
well. There wasn't much chance of gather.
ing any crowd now, for it was close upon
luncheon time, and the sands would soon
be half deserted. So we decided to wait
until the afternoon before giving our en-
tertainment.

We filled in the time profitably.

We all indulged in a bathe, and we en-
The sea was deliciously
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~ool, and the sun gratefully warm. Archie
«tartled the mnatives by appearing in a
hathing costume which consisted of red and
oiue sequares, with a gold bordering round
the neck and arms.

And, naturally,” ‘as soon as the bathing
was over, we all discovered that a most ex-
‘raordinary hunger had overtaken us. But
Fatty Little knew wcll enough what to ex-

pect, and he had -prepared a luncheon of |

surpassing excellence and quantity. By the
time this was over we had to be thinking
about the show. For, as Pitt pointed out,
if we waited too long, we should get another
appetite for tea, and the show would get
mis~ed out altogether.

So, forthwith, we changed into our silken
mipstrel costumes. Beforehand, however,
we carefully blackened our faces and necks
by means of a special preparation we had
laid in for this purpose. Reggie Pitt and I
had comic make-up on, but the others were
all just blackened.

By the time we were all ready, nobody
would have recognised us as juniors from St.
Frank’s College. We were completely dis-
guised. And Archie, who was not in this
act at all, regarded us with distinct appro-
val.

“ Well, of course, that makes a dashed big
difference,” he observed. ‘] mean to say,
nobody will know whether you’re St. Frank’s
chappies, or whether you’re the sons of a
few sundry coalminers! You grasp what I
mean? I must remark, however, that Com-
rade Handforth has a somewhat frightfully
piebald appearance!”

“What?” said Handforth, staring.

“The neck, laddie,” Archie pointed .out.
“] mean to say, do these nigger chappies
really have pink patches under the ear, and
pink patches beneath the chin? Of course,
I don’t want to be critical, but it seems to
me that a few well assorted improvements
might be made.”

Handforth grunted, but when several
fellows also pointed out the defects of his
. make-up, he condescended to allow Pitt to

touch him up. After that we were all
ready. _
““ Now, don't forget!” I said. ‘ The open-

ing ¢horus is * Down on de old plantation.’
As soon as the orchestra’s started, and I
drop my hand, all start singing at once.
For goodness’ sake don’t mess the show up
before it gets fairly started!” -

All the juniors promised that they would
do their best.

And we sallied along the sands, gathering

supporters, as it were, upon the way. Be-
fore we had half covered the distance,
crowds of people were following us, evi-

GET THE CHAMPION

The Tup-Top Story Weekly.

[ THE NELSON LEE ilnmmf 5.

'Ev?éi'y Monday—Price Twopence.

dently curious to see what we were aboud
to do.

I might as well admit that these people
were aged, on the average, from about five
to seven. There might have been one or
two a year or =0 older, but not many. To
be quite frank, we didn't exactly welcome
this attention—but it was something we
could hardly control.

By the time we arrived at our pitch, the
crowd, as the newspapers say, had grown
to enormous proportions. Our pitch, 1 will
add, was not ours at all, strictly speaking.
We had simply appropriated a chunk of the
beach—as Archie delicately put it.

Whether we should get into trouble after-
wards, remained to be seen. We had an
idea that people had to pay heavily for
pitches on the sands; but as ours was to
be a kind of flying trip, and really in the
nature of a bank holiday jape, we didn't
think much harm could be done.

1t took us about four minutes to arrange
the chairs that Pitt had hired. We set them
up in rows, in a kind of semi-circle. And
Reggie had proved himself to be a hib
of a genius in this respect. Ile had chosen
a spot just against a cliff, where there was
a big flat section of rock, about eight feet
wide, and two fect above the level of the

sands.

And this made a perfect natural stage.
We planted ourselves on this rock platforin,
sat down on our stools, and allowed the
crowd to admire us. Of course, the show
didn’t start yet.

But we were ready.

e e ——

CHAPTER 1V.
THE MINSTREL SHOW,

and

“ ADIES gentles
men!*” L shouted iu-
vitingly.

“Dry up!” inter-
rupted De Valerie. “I'm the
master of the ceremonies—
that's my job! You keep
quiet until the show starts!”

De Valerie was standing up for his rights,
and 1 didn’t interfere. He proceeded to do
his work well.

- *“Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to pre-
sent the genuine Wandering Minstrels—the
only troupe of its kind in the whole world !*?
exclaimed De VYalerie proudly. “We are
now about to give our modest performance
—which can be witnessed and heard for the
preposterous sum of sixpence! Chairs are
available for all who care to whack out
the necessary amount—tax paid, and every-
thing! Walk up, and occupy the chairs!
Comfort and pleasure for eixpence! All
those who care to stand, can see the show
for nothing, but we give fair warning that
we shall pass the hat round! Our friend on
the right in the red blazer will oblige in

that respect!” ’
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¢ (sadzooks!” gasped Archie, startled.
% Abhsolutely not!”

Do Valerie's little speech was repeated
several times. About eix people ventured
to spend sixpeunce each and occupy chairs.
But there appeared to be no mad rush., The
band, therefore, started up a bit of a jazz,
in order to prove to the public that we were

capable of doing something.

1t was rather unfortunate that the band,

started playing two different tunes at the
same time. When this was adjusted, how-
ever, the effect was pretty good.

Crowds of people were looking on by now
—people of all descriptions. Prosperous
City men, with wives aund thiugs, looked on
condescendingly. Day trippers regarded us
in an expectant manner, and with some
show of impatience. And the children were
simply dying for us to begin.

“Buck up, mates!"” shouted one of the
trippers. ‘ Ain’t yer goin’ to do somethink?
D’you thipk we want to staud here all the
blcomin' day?”

“ Better Dbegin!” muttered Handforth.
“I'il recite—-="

“That would put the lid on things!” said
Pitt. “ The whole beach would be as empty
as the Sahara in about two minutes! No,
we'll start with the opening chorus, and the
show will go on according to schedule.”

Thiz  was_ decided upon, and Tommy
Watson remained in the crowd for the pur-
pose of selling tickets—if any more seats
were required, And the opening chorus
begzan.

By a piece of wonderful good luck, there
wai e hiteh, In fact, “ Ddédwn on de old
Plantation > was delivered with a swing and
a harmony that even surprised the minstrels
themselves. But they had been put on their
mettle by the fact that they were singing
in public, and not a single mistake was
made.
voice in control,
everybody else’s.

Tho effect was immediate.

We had plem of applause, and fully
thirty people ¢™wded into the chairs, paying
their money willingly. And Reggie Pitt and
I, as corner men, indulged in a few quips
and cranks.

“Did yo' hear 'bout dat man who went
to de bar in one ob de swell London hotels,
Brudder Pete?” I asked. A smart niggah
ho was, sure.” ‘

‘““No, I nebber heard nothin’, Brudder
Sambo,” said Pitt. “What did de swell
niggah do at de bar ob a big London hotel 2”

“ Say, dat niggah called for a mighty big
whisky, Brudder Pete,” I replied. *‘ He says
to the bar-tender: ‘* Gib me a big whisky
pefo’ dis unholy row starts.” De bar-tender
gabe him de whisky, and dat whisky van-
ished so slick yo' couldn’'t see it go down.
Den de niggah says to de bar-tender: * Gib
me anodder big whisky befo’ dis unholy row
starts!” So he got anodder whisky, an’ dat
went quicker dan de fust. Den de niggah

so that it didn't drown

LEE LIBHARY s, .

For he was attired in an Eton suit
and a straw hat. His trousers were
extremely narrow, and his jacket
appeared {0 be extremely short.

Even Handforth managed to keep his |

whisky befo’ dis unholy row sterts.” 1le
got dat whisky, too, Brudder Pete!”

“Dat niggah had sowme t'irst, Brudder
Sambo!" said Pitt,

“Jle sure did,” I agreed. * An' de bar:
tender sayvs to dis niggah: * What's dis row
dat’s gonna start, anyways, an' where's it
gonna be? De niggah makes dat t'ird
whisky vanish quicker'n de fust two, an’ he
looks at de bar-tender an' grins. Den he
says: ‘ Dat unholy row’s gonna be right
here, an’ it's gonna start right now—'cos I
ain't go no cash!””

Here, of course, “ Brudder Pete’” roared
with laughter at the point of the joke. And
it was very gratifying to us that the crowd
roared with laughter, too. We had made
quite a good beginning, and that wvias half
the battle. Tommy Watson was hastily
called up from the crowd in order to sing
“ After The Moon Goes Down.” Except for
the fact that he dried up twice, and had to
be hoarsely prompted, he got through sue-
cessfully.

He would have given an encore—the chorus
over again—for it was warmly applauded,
but Handforth didn't see the reason for this,
Without waiting for the music to begin,
Handforth calmly started singing ¢ Auntio

Susie's Picnic.”
This naturally upset the programme a
triffe. But the crowd seemed to imagine

that it was a bit of funny business, and it

says to de bar-tender: * Gib me anodder big L passed off all right., Handforth’s totally une
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rehiearsed stage whispers were looked npon
ag part of the show. They weunt so well that
poine of us minded. .

And it was rather a scream wlien Handy
really got started on the song. Unfortu-
pately, he got the first verse and the second
verse mixed up, and =everal lines of the
chorus were sung in the wrong place. How-
ever, he managed to get to the finish. e
concluded with a perfect burst of vocal
effort—and apparently believed that he had
delivered a supremely creditable perform-
ance,

The crowd was on the verge of hysterics.
The song in itself was fairly humorous, but,
as rendered by Handforth, it was ludierously
funny. As a comedian, Edward Oswald was
worth his weight in gold. And it was all the
funnier, becauvse he wasn't really trying to
be humorous. Pitt =olemnly declared that
veveral times during the song Handforth
wandered into the tune of '‘Coal Black
Mammy,” and even touched upon the
melody of * Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay ** uvpon two
oceasions, |

After that, when the andience was able to
eompose 1tself, Pitt and I indulged in a few
more jokes. Pitt gob a great langh by tell-
mg the story of the man who fancied himn-
self tremendously as a motor-cyelist.  This
matr was taking a friend out for a ride on
the carrier one night, and they were &peed-
ing at fifty miles on liour. The driver was
hoasting about his dexterity in shaving pass.
iy traffic. And just then two bright lights
appeared ahead, round a bend. Turning to
the man on the carrier, the motor-cyclist
said: * Now just wateh me, Jim! I'm going
Lo drive straight between those two lights !
Fhat, of course, was the end of the ctory—
aiid the audience was left to imagine what
happened to the unfortunate pair who tried
t pass between the headlights of an on-
coming motor-car.

At this point of the programme there was
another concerted numhber—an old-time
nigger melody sung by the whole company.
It was delivered with complete satisfaction.
We, ourselves, were now feeling happy—for
cvery seat had become oceupied, and the
people  standing were dropping money
liberally into the hat.

After the concerted number, it was Bob
Christine’s turn to give a enlo. There was a
hig argument, however, with Handforth—
who declared that this was the finest oppor-
tunity for him to deliver ** The Village Black-
smithh.”” He made out that a serious effort
was now required—more comic stuff could
come later, And since we couldn’t very well
indulge in a fierce battle of words in publie,
Handforth had his way. And Reggie Pitt
winked at me, and then turned and winked
at the audience. _

Handforth stood up-and gave a preliminary
cough.

“The Village Blackamith.,” he announ<ced.
“The Village Blacksmith,” Ly Henry
Wandsworth Longfellow o ’

*“ Ha, ba, hal”

l

The aundience yelled—and so did the niin<
strels. ’
‘*“You mean, Henry Putney Longfellow, I
suppose?” grinned Pitt, in a stage whisper.
“You dufler, it’s Wadsworth, not Wandse-
worth !

Handforth turned very red—but nobody
saw it, fortunately. -
““ Ahem! ‘' The Village Blacksmith,” by
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow,” he said
firmly. ‘“Under a spreading chestnut tree,
the village smithy stands; the smith, a

mighty man is he, with large and sinewy
hands; and the musecles of his brawny arms
are strong as iron bands! His hair is crisp,
and black and long——" &

““Say, Brudder Sambo!?” said Reggie Pitt,
interrupting the poem in a loud, hoarse
whisper. *“ Did yo’ hear dat story ahout de
fellalhh down in Tennessee? Dat fellah was @
real dirty dog.”

“ Eh, Brudder Pete?” A
1Oy 7?

Handforth had paused, and he waved one
hand wildly behind him,

““ Quiet, you fatheads!” he hissed. “You're
messing it up!” |

He said this in suech a loud voice that
everybody in the audience heard him—and,
naturally, assumed that it ‘was part of the
show. Pitt and 1 had discussed this beforce-
hand, and we knew exactly what wonld
happen. We could always rely on our Hand-
forth to do as we wanted. We had heard
this very same gtunt worked in a theatre

I said. dirty

- in London, and were trying it ourselves.: But

there it had been all prearranged, and this
wias only prearranged between Pitt and 1.

‘“*The Village Blacksmith'!” shouted
Handlorth defiantly, starting all over again,

‘* & regular Jirty dog!” said Pitt, in &
reminiscent way. ; |

“* The Dirty Blacksmith’!” roared Hand-
forth. *I—I1 mean——""

= ta. ha, hal”

“The Village Blacksmith '!"" hooted Hand-
forth wildly. *‘Under a spreading chestnut
tree, the village smithy stands; the smith, a
dirty dog is he i |

“H&; ha, hal?

The audience nearly collapsed.

‘** Ha, ha, ha!” |

** How the dickens can I recite when you-
chgps Kkeep talking about dirty dogs?”
howled Handforth fiercely. ““ You're mixing
me all up! I'l biff you if you don’'t stop!
‘* The Village Blacksmith '!”’ he ended up, in
a perfect thunder.

Nearly all the minstrels by  this time were
shedding tears of sheer joy.

* Under a spreading chestnut tree the vil-
lage emithy stands!” roared Handforth de-
liberately. “The smith, a mighty, man is
he, with large and dirty ;xalgldam{’-

SHa, ha, DA™ . o o, 5 et o

“ With large and sinewy hands!” hooted
Handfarth., ** And the muscles of his brawny
arms are strong as iron bands! His hair is

(Continued on page 15.)
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FOR NEW READERS,

HERMAN, millionaire and well-
kuown figure in West End society, »i3
the head of the League of the Iron
Hand, a dangerous criminal confedera-
tion, which

NELSON LEE, the famous Gray's Inn
Road detective, has set out to crush
with )
DERRICK O'BRIEN,
detective, and
('OLIN MACKENZIFE, the lecading Scots
detective, hailing from Edinburgh.

The League steals a marvellous new
airship, and kidnaps the inventor, Donald
Stuart. As the latter refuses to disclose
secrets of the airship’s mechanism,
Herman decoys Stuart's younger brother
Jack, and his chum Nipper, from 8St.
Frank's College to act as hostages.
Nipper escapes, is followed, and evades
capture by jumping into a river. After
this incident Herman disappears to the
(‘ontinent, but, as nothing more is heard
of Nipper, the former returns to his old
haunts. g

PAUL

the young TIrish

—— —— -

(Now read on.)

|

A Thrilling Detective Story of Netson

Lee's Greatest Exploits agamst a

criminal confederation organised by
the mysterious ** Number One.”’

THE RETURN OF NUMBER ONE,

O the San Miguel steamed into Pl
mouth Harbour, and on I'riday night,
nine days after the kidnapping of
Nipper and Jack Stuart, Paul Herman

walked into his house in (Curzon Street as
calmly and unconcernedly as if he had only
been absent half an hour.

Early next morning, immediately after
breakfast, in fact, he drove in his electric
brougham to the Centurion Club, in Picca-

dilly.
tell

“(Can you me where T shall fiod

iMr. Fairfax?"” he asked of a waiter whom

he met in the entrance-hall,

“He’s just gome out, sorr,” said the
waiter, with more than a suspicion of a
brogue in his vyoice.

A look of annoyance crossed Paul Iler-

| man's clean-shaven face.

“Do you know where he has goue?” le
asked.

“I do not, sorr,” said the waiter. ¢ But
he said if anybody called to see him I
was to say he would be back in a few
minutes.”” .

“You are & mnew waiter here, aren't
you?"

“I am, sorr.”

“Well, my pame is Herman. I have a

| suite of rooms upstairs—Number 10. When

-
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bhe giad if he will come up to my private
Ferom,*?

In about tenm minutes’ time Willoughhby
Fairfax arrived at the e¢lub, and on getting
the waiter’'s message, went upstairs to
Hernan.

After preliminary greetings, Jerman at
once entered on an explanation of his long
absence from town. lIle told of the Kkid-
napping of the two boys from St. I-“r;mk’s,
and  of how, just after the pursuit of
Nipper, Wilkinson had returned from London
. the car.

“1e brought a letter with him,’* pro-
cecded Hferman. ‘“ The letter staled that my
presence was urgently required at Walworth
Poad in connection with a case which Fifty-
seven had in hand; 0o 1 jumped into the
var then and tl!ere, and was back in town
hy balf-past three.

““ After I had settled the mattcr for which
I Lad been sununoned to Walworth Road, 1
went over to Hartop Manor, intending only
in spend the night there. In the middle of
the might, however, 1T was seized with an
attack of gout, which kept me in bed until
yesterday afternoon, 1 returned to London
this morning, and came on here to tell
vou all that had happened.’ 2

“'Then yon haven't been to Rycroft since
the night when Nipper was shot??

' i NU.”

“ Sipart and his brother are still there,
I suppose?? ;

‘“0Of course.”

“ And the airship has not been repaired

vt 172 _ _ .
““No; but it will be before very long.
After 1 leave here 1'm going back to

Curzon Street to disguise my=elf, and then
1'm going to Rycroft. When I arrive 1 slrall
show young Stuart to his hrother, and I
vhall tell the latter that unléss he CODSCIRt S
1o repair the airship at once 111 cut the
lad to pieces before hig very eyves.”

“Aay I come with you?" asked Fufirfax.
“1'm tired of being cooped up here.®

‘“ But are you sure that nebody is shadow-
ing you??” asked lHerman.

“Quite sure,” said Fairfax. “Yor the
kst week I've spent several hours each
day at one of the upper windows of the
¢lub, keeping watch on the road outside.
And T'mm absolutely certain thuat nobody is
walching the elub—which means, of course,
that nobody is watthing me. Let e come
with you.”

“ A1l right,” said Herman. “You can
come with me to Curzon Street now, and
when I've disguised myself we'll go to
Rycroft together. Come along!?” :

As the two men rose to their feet, a
man who had been knecling outside the
door, with his ear to the keyhele, also rose
and softly glided away.

It was the waiter whom Herman had met
in the entrance-hall. He was kmown at the
club as Michael Ryan, but truth compels
us to edd that this was not his real name.

|

I
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Fairfax returns, kindly tell him I shall | For this simple-looking waiter, as a matter

nf fact,
de-tecbive- !

was Derrick O’Brlen, the Irish

MR. CROWELL VISITS NELSON LEE,

N erder to explain how O’Brien hecame a
waiter at the Centurion Club, it is neces-
sary to go back to the day when Donald
Stuart was acquitted of the cha.rge of

stealing the Marquis of Hummersea’s jewels,

As the réader may remember, Mac and
Donald Stuart had gopne on to Wimbledon,
whilst O’Brien had returned to Nelson Lee’s
rooms in Gray's Inn Road.

This was on Monday evening, and Nelson
Lee was then engaged in keeping watch on
the Centurion Club. He returned to his
rooms about midnight, and after O'Brien had
told him the result of the trial the two
detectives retired to rest, havin first
arranged that O’Brien should take his turn
at watching the Centurion next day.

In pursuance of this arrangement, O'Brien
rose early on Tuesday morning, and was
just about to set out for the club, when old
Cornforth—Donald’s man-of-all-work—arrived
with the startling news that Mac had been
fatally shot and that Donald had: beeu
abhducted,

Needless to say, O'Brien lost no tlme in
rousing Nelson Lee, and the two detectives
returned with old Cornforth to Wimbiedon,
where they spent the rest of the day in try-
ing to discover some clue to the identity of
the men -who had murdered Mac and kid-
napped Donald, -

On Tuesday night they letmncd to (xrm S
Inn Road, no wiser than when they had leit.
Wednesday morning Nelson- Lee went
down to Wimbledon again, to make arrange-
ments for Mac’s funeral, whilst O'Brien re-
paired to the Centurion Club to keep watch
on Fairfax. And at six o'clecck in the eve-
ning, whilst the two detectives were both
away from <Gray's Inn Road, a telegram
arrived from Mr. Crowell, addressed to Nel-
son Lee, and informing him that Nipper and
Jack Stuart had been kidnapped and carried
oft by a coupie of unknown men in a motur-
car,

It was midnight when Nelson Lee returned
from \hmbledun. and his feelings when he
read Mr. Crowell's telegram may be better
imagined than described. In fact, when
O’Brien returned from the Centurion, at one
o’clock, he found his colleague pncing the
room like one demented.

“It is the league's doing, without a
doubt,” said Lee, when O’Brien had read the
wire. ‘“They know how dearly 1 love the
boy, and they have kidnapped him in order
to <¢ompel me to leave them alone hy'_
threatening to kill him.”

““ Sure, that’s just what I thought I]'I}EE'II s
sadd O’Brien: *# But why: do ‘you suppﬂ%
they've kidnapped .young Stuart?” 1

“1 don’t know,” said Nelson Lee, shakmg
his head. *“ The whole affair is a puzzle to
me 11

“ Will you go down to St. Frank's?2"
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¢ Uf course! I can't go to-night, for there
tan't a train; but 1 shall go by the first train
in i.hu morning."”

“Would vou like me to come with you?”

' No, tllclﬂl\. }(‘H" You ¢an do no u()r__p(]
and your time will be better cl‘npl{‘;}'ud in
siadowing Fairfax.”

At five o'¢loek
accordingiy, Nelson

Thursday meorning,
departed for Bell-

Ol
Lee.

ton, whilst O'Brien once more made his way
to the Centurion to resume his watch on
Fairfax.

Three hours after Lee's departure, Paul
Herman's letter was delivered by the post-
mean at Gray's Inn Road. In accordance with
her instructions, Mrs. Jones readdressed the
letter to Bellton, and thus it came about
that Nelson Lee did not receive Paul Her-
man's ultimatum until Friday morning.

lle was seated at breakfast with Mr.
 rowell when the letters arrived. Alarmed
by the groan of despair which burst from the
detective's lips when he had read the letter,
Mr, (rowell sprang to his feet.

* You have received bad news?” he said
qurckh

*Bad mnews—yes—hut only what I ex-
pected!” answered Lee in hollow tones., 1
told you I was sure the two lads had been
kidnapped by the League of the Iron Hand,
didn't 17 Well, here 13 a letter from Number
ﬂne which proves that I was right, Listen!

\I'ipper is our prisoner, 8o lonfr as vou leave
115 alone no harm shall come to him: but if
you take any further steps d"duht the
!edwue of the Yron Hand I will iuﬂict such
torture on the boy as you have never
dreamed of. U enclose a letter from you to
Litm, which I found ia one cf his pockets, and
wlmh will convince -you that I am not

biufling, and that the boy is really in my
power.—NUMBER ONE.” ¥

For a moment or two Mr. Crowell regarded
the detective in svmpathetic silence,

“ What will you do?” he asked at length.

“I can do nothing but- obey ! satd
bitterly. “ They hold the trump card, and
they know it!"

“Then you will leave the League alone for
the future?”

Lee nodded sadiy.

** There iz nothing else for it.'” he said. ¢ Tn
dery these miscreants just now would be

tantamount to signing Nipper’s death
warrant!"

“80 you will return to Loandon, I sup-
pose?”

“Yes, it is useless my remainine here. 1
shall go to London by the next train.”

» '} L] - L ] . '] [ ]

A i‘f:'.-.' hours later Nelzon Lee was back at
Gray's Inn Road.

Late in the evening O'Brien came in:
whereupon Lee ahoucd him Herman’s ult1-

matum and announced his intention of re-
tiring from the campaign—Ifor the present, at
any rate.”

“You'll think me an awful coward, 1 ex-
pect,” concluded Lee, ““but 1 simply daren't

Lee
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;lu anything that would endanger Nipper's
ife.””

“I quite understand that, old man,” re-
turned the warm-hearted Irishman, laying a
sympathetic hand on the other's shoulder,
“'Tis myself that would do the same if I
were in your place. But I needn't retire from
the Il"llt need I?”

“ Of course not,” said Nelson Lee. “ There':
110 earthly reason why you should.”

“I'm glad to hear you say that, because
I've taken a rather important step to-day.”

“What's that?”

*Well,” explained O’Brien, “1I've bheen
watching the outside of the Centurion Club
for weeks now, and haven't discoveral the
smallest scrap of evidence against Fairfax,
S0 it struck me that I might h;w hetter lutL
if I did my watching ms:de the club."”

“The same thought had occurred to me,"

remarked Lee. *But how can it he
managed?"”’

“It can bhe managed all right,” replicd
O'Brien. “ You see, ] happcned to he'lr that

there was n vacancy for a waiter at the Cen-
turion. I applied for the job this alternoou
in the name of Michael Ryan, and got it.
['m to start my duties on Monday morning.
How’s that, old man?”

"leendld'” was Nelson Lee's enthusiastlic
comment.

S0 O’Brien had duly commenced his work
as waiter at the club on the following Mon-
day morning, and for five days had kept a
strict wateh on Willoughhy Fairfat without
discovering anything of importance.

The Irishman—who still continued to live
with Nelson Lee—left Gray's Inn Road at
eight o'clock every morning, and returned
every night at about half-past nine.

It was on the Saturday night that O'Brien,
returning two hours e-ar]u:r than usual, burst
in on Nelson Lee somewhat excitedly.

‘“ Hallo!”" greeted Lee. ** What's
Found out something at last?”
“1 have!” rephed ()’'Brien.
ereatly mistaken, I've made

up?

“TUnless 1I'm
a discovery

say more a footstep was
door, and Nelson Lee

Ere he could
heard outside the
sprang to his feet.

“That’s Nipper!"” he gupcd
.,tepqn

‘“* Right vou are, guv’nor!” said a voice out-
side the door. 1t 5 me, sure enou;fh'”

And hefore the two detectives had re-
covered from their stupefaction the door
swung open, and Nipper walked in!

“1 know his

NIPPER'S ASTONISHINC STORY

HE next instant Nelson Lee was doing
his best to wring one of the youna-
ster’s arms out of its socket, whilst
O'Brien was doing his best to dislo-

cate the other.

“Where’s Jack?” was Nelson Lee's first
question.

- ““At the same pmce as Donald,” said
Nipper.

o ..-'m{l where iz Donald?”

i



“ At the same place as the airzhip,” an-
swered Nipper, with a provoking grin,

‘““ And where is that?” asked Nelson Lee.

‘* At Rycroft Hall,” said Nippcr,

* Rycroft Hall!”

“* Ryeroft Hall!” -

The two detectives uttered the words at
the same moment, and exchanged significant
viances,

‘* Ryeroft. Hall?'’ said Nelson Lee. ¢ Wil
lomghby TFairfax's country louse, near

¢'lielmsford 7%

** Yes,” said Nipper. _

“That is where you and Jack were taken
when you were kKidnapped?”

“ YES&.”

“ And Donald Stuart is imprizoned there:”

““Yes; and the etolen airship is there, too,
in a4 wooden shed in the grounds.”

His face aglow with trinmph and excite-
ment, Nelson Lee pushed Nipper into a chair,
reated himself, and signed to O'Brien to
follow his example,

'*“ Now hegin at the beginning,” he csaid to
Nipper, ** and tell us in the fewest possible
words everything that has happened since
vor and Jack were kidnapped.”

here is no need to repeat Nipper's story,
with which the reader is already familiar.
Suffice to say that lhe hégan by deseribing
how he and Jack had heen carried ofi by two
men, whem they afterwards discovered were
Number One and the escaped convict,
¢'undle; how they had been taken to a big
house in the country; how Number One had
Landed them over to a man named Barker;
and how Barker had conducted them to a
harely furnished room upstairs.

** By-and-by, one of the fellows who had
kidnapped us, came up to see us,” he con-
tinned. * He admitted at once that heewas
Namber One, the head of the League of the
fron Hand. He also admitted that it was he
:and his pals who had stolen the airship, and
who afterwards kidnapped Donald Stuart.
Ile said that something had gone wrong with
fhie machinery of the airship, and, as nobody
in the leagne could put it right, they had
kidpapped Donald in order to make him
repair the damage.

“Well, Number Onc told us that Donald
haed absolutely refused to mend the airship,
¢o they had kidnapped Jack in order to make
Donald do as they wished by threatening to
torture Jack.”

“The inhuman fiend=. But T might have
enessed, Did he tell you wiy he kidnapped
v '??

“Yez. Same idea—to make you leave them
alone by threatening to torture me.”

Nipper then described how he and Jack had
esecaped from. the room by ¢limbing up the
ciuimney; and how, whilst they were on the
roof, a flash of lightning had illnmined the
snrrounding country, and had shown them
Rycroft Church.

“ And then, of course, I knew in a minnte
where we were,” he said.
will remember, were at Ryeroft Jast holidays.

We went over the church, in company. withl

- told us it belonged to Mr. Fairfax.

{ all day.

** Dick and I, you

the vicar, and he showed us Rycroft Hall and
As soon
as I recognised the chureh, therefore, I knew
we were at Ryeroft Hall, and that Number
One, in all probability, was Mr. Fairfax.”

(O’Brien shook his head.

“You're wrong about Number One being
Fairfax,”” he said. *“On the day that you
and Jack were kidnapped, I was watching the
Centurion. Fairfax was there, and I know of
my own knowledge that he never left the club
1f, therefore, it was Number One
who kidnapped you and took you to Rycroft,
Number One can’t be Fairfax.”

** Then who is he?”

“]I only wish we knew!” said Nelson Lee.
*““But go on with your story.”

Nipper then recounted how Number One
had recaptured Jack; how he, himself, bad -
cscaped; how he had been pursued; how le
had given his pursuers the slip by jumping
into the river; how he had been stunned by
a drifting tree; how he had recovered con-
sciousness, to find that he had lost his
memory; how he had fallen in with a travel-
ling hawker named Higgins; how for nine
days he bhad tramped the country acting as
the hawker’s assistant; and how his memory
had returned as suddenly as-it had departed,
and he had at once journeyed to London.

“ S0 now you know everything,” he said n
conclusion,- “ What has happened at Rycroft
Hall since 1 escaped, ten days ago, 1 cannot
tell you. All I ¢an tell you is that ten days
ago Number One was at Rycroft Hall, and
&0 were Ponald Stuart, Jack, Cundle, and . the
airship. Since then, of course, Donald may
have repaired the airship.”

‘“ Possibly,” said Nelson Lee.
we shall soon know.”

“You are going to Rycroft Hall?”

“0Of course. I shall first take you to Scot-
land Yard, in order that you may repeat
your stary to the Chief Commissioner. Then,
if the latter approyes of my plan, we will go
to Chelmsford and interview the Chief Con-
stable, With as many police as he can
muster, we will then raid Rycroft Hall and
arrest every man in the place, except Denald
and Jack, of course.”

“And where do in?” asked
O’Brien. |

“(Oh, you'd hetter come with us to Scot-
lapd Yard,” said Nelson Lee. “If, when
Nipper has told his story, the Chief agrecs
that there is suiflicient evidence against Fair-
fax to warrant his arrest, you can go with a
comstable to the Centurion——"

 But Fairfax isn't at the Centurion now,”
said O’Brien, interrupting him, “ He leit this
morning.””

The dickens he did!"”’ said Nelson Lee.
“Why didn't you tell me this before?”

“ Because I hadn’'t time,” said O'Brien.
“PDon’t you remember that when I came in I
told you 1 had made a rather important dis~
covery at the club to-day; and I was just
going to tell you what it was when Nipper
arrived and interrupted me?”

“Yes; I rememher now,” said Nelson Lee;

“ However,

1 come



¢“ In the excitement of Nipper's return, I'd

forgotten, What was the discovery you
made?"”’ ‘ ' N .
¢« About half-past nine this morning,” said
O'Brien, '‘the C(urzon Street millionaire

arrived at the club.”
_“Paul Herman?”

“ Yes, He's a member of the Centurion,
you know.” |
“I know. When I was taking my turn at

watching the club, I saw him arrive and de-1

part on several occasions.”

“Well, T happened to be in the entrance.
hall when he arrived,” said O’Brien,  and
he asked me if T could tell him where Mr,

%" OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION
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man were evidently friends. When Fairfax
returned, however, the look of relief which.
crossed his face when 1 delivered Herman's
meszage excited my curiosity. As soon as= I
could manage it, therefore, I followed him
upstairs and listened ocutside the door o«
Herman's room, in the hope of hearing what
they were talking about. '
“ [ was not very successful, for their voices
seldom rose above a whisper. Nevertheless,
[ distinctly heard Herman mention Donald
Stuart’s name, and also Cundle’s. Twice 1
caucht the word * airship,” and once I heard
Herman say he was going to Ryeroft Hall.”
““Is that all?" asked Nelson Lee as O'Brien

Fairfax was. I replied, which was perfectly

| paused.
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Without a word, the three men strode up to Donald and threw him

down on the bed. Before he had

recovered from his astonishment,

Barker snapped the handcuffs on his wrists. Then Armstrong and Wilkinson

seized his legs and lashed them toget

her with the rope.

«true, that Fairfax had just gone out, but had ]
told me, if anyhody called to see him, 1 was
to tell them he would be back in a few
minutes.

“* You are a new waiter here, aren't you?’
said Herman.

““¢*] am, sorr!” said I.

“ ' Well,’ said he, ' my name is Herman. 1
have a private suite upstairs—Number Ten.
When Mr. Fairfax returns, will you Kkindly
tell him I would like to see him in my
room?’

““ I didn't attach much importance fo this,”
continued O'Brien, * though, of course

“Yesz,” said O’Brien, It isn't much, I
admit, but it seems to me to be very sug-
gestive. Don’'t you think so?* |

““] do, indeed!' said Nelson Lee. ¢ When
Fairfax, who is nndoubtedly a member of the
leazgue, talks to-Herman ahout the airship,
which was stolen by the league—and about
Cundle, who was rescued from Dartmcor by
the league, and about Donald Stuart, who
was kidnapped by the league—well, there
is only one deduction to be made—Paul Her-
man, incredible as it sounds, must be a mem-
ber of the liague!" '

““And not an ordinary member, either,"

{

made a menial note that Fairfax and Her-

| said O’Brien, iln a meaning voice.

“A man



2 |1'
of hisg outstanding ability and force of ]
character wouid never he «¢ontent to play

second fiddle to anyvbedy else.”

Nelson Lee started, and utiered a low,
long-drawn whistle.
‘“ You think—-—-"" he hegan,

O)'Brien nodded.

“1 do!” he said.

““ That Paul Herman is Number One™

Again O'Brien nodded.

“By Jove!" said Nelson Lec: and again,
“ By Jove! It tukes one's hreath away!
Paul Herman, the enltured millionaire, the
friend of peers and statesmen—Panl Herman,
the leader ol an organiced cang of thieves
and murderers! I vou're right, old man—
and I'm inelined to think you are—we're in
for the higgest sensation of modern times.

*“ However." he conthimed, * we c¢an disciss
that theory later. For the present our first
duty must be to reseune bonald and Jack,
and recover the stolen airship. For that pur-
pese we nust o to Ryeroft, By the way,
you said that Fairfax left the Centurion this
maorning. Do you know where he went?”

““ No,” zaid O'Brien. * 1 only know that he
teft the «¢iub in company with Herman, and
the two of them drove oft in Herman's elec-
tric brougham. If Herman went to Ryeroft
Hall it's more than likely that Fairfax went
with LEim.”

““ Then it's quite possibie that Herman and
Fairfax are hoth at Ryerott Hall now?”

* Quite possible. Probable, in fact.”.

“Then the sconcy we the Hall
better,”? sald Neluon Lee,

He turned to Nipper,

“Cut upstaire to your room, aud put on
sole decent togs,” e said. " While you're
changing T'll telephone for a taxi.”

A quarter of an honr Liter the two detec-
tives and Nipper were on their way to Scot-
Jand Yard.

*1've been considering the matter,” said
Nelson Lee as they drove up Holborn, “ and
I think we’d hetter not say anything to the
police about Paul Herman, If he's at Ry-
eroft when we arrive, he'll be arrested along
with the rest, and the proof of hiz connec-
tion with the league will he complete. If he
isn'te there, we'll shadow him for a day or
two and keep wateh on his house, and in the
meantime we'll keep our” suspicions to our-
relves,”

Accordingly, they said nothing to the Chief
Commissioner abount their suspicions regard-
ing Herman. Nipper merely repeated the
story he had already told Nel:on Lee and
O’'Brien; and alter Nelson Lee had outlined
bis plan for raiding Rycroft Hall, and after
the Chief had approved of the plan, the two
detectives, Nipper,  and the Chief embarked
in the last-named’s c¢ar and metored to
Chelmsford.

It was eleven o'cloel when they reached
the county town, where half an hour was
spent in interviewing the Chief Constable and
explaining the situation, 7The Chief Con-

reach the
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stable at once expressed his willingness to fall
in with Nelson Lee’s plans, and shortly before
midnight a pacty of police, over twenty in
number, headed by the Chief Constable and
the Chief Commissioner, and accompanied by
Nelson Lee, O'Brien, and Nipper, set out for
Rycroft Hall. 5

e —

FOR HIS BROTHER'S SAKE.
HEN llerman and TYairfax left the

Centurion together on Saturday
morning they drove to Herman's

house in Curzon Street, and after
Herman had disguised himself they walked to
Liverpool Street Station, took train to Ry-
croft, and arrived at the Hall a minute or
two before noon.

Barker, the butler, opened the dcor for
them; and, in reply to Herman's question,
assured them tuat Donald and Jack were in
the best of health,

“We have follawed your instructions to
the letter, sir,” he said. * You told us to
keep them apart and to treat them wel), and
we have done so.”

“Mr. Stuart, of course, has not been told
that his young brother is here?” |

'** No, sir. - But the youngster knows that
Mr. Stuart is here.” '

“Yes; 1 told him myself,” said Herman.
* The airship, I suppose, is still in the same

{ state as when I was here ten days ago?”

*“Just the same, sir.”

“ Has Mr. Stuart shown any signs of vield-
ing? I mean, has he expressed any willing-
ness to repair the vessel?”

‘*No, sir. On the contrary, whenever the
subject 13 mentioned to him, he says that

'p.othinn in the world will ever induce him to

repair it.”

A grim smile flitted across Paul Herman's
face. -

‘“ He'll sing a different tune by-and-by!” he
eaid. *‘Now send Armstrong and Wilkinzon
to me. 1 wish to give them—and you—cer-
tain instructions.”

Whilst Herman was giving the three men
their instructions, Donald was sitting on the

edge of his bed, in the attic already
described. He was reading, or pretending to
read, a book; but his thoughts were far

away. He was thinking of Vera Langford
of the theft of his airship, of the wreck
which had been made of all his hopes and
plans—of anything, in fact, except the con-"
tents of the books on which his eyes were
fixed. Spencer and Youle were seated at the
table, playing cards.

Presently somebody knocked at the door,
which was locked on the inside. Spencer
opened the door, and Barker, Armstrong, and
Wilkinson walked in. Barker had a pair of
handeuffs in his ‘hand, and Armstrong a coil
Of rope. - : 5

Without a word the three men strode up to
Donald and threw him down on the bhed.
Before he had recovered from his astonizh-
ment Barker snapped the handcuffs- over his

'\ wrists; then Armstrong and Wilkinzon seized



and lashed them together with the

his legs
1'13]10 i o
«Why have you dune  tlust gasped
Donald, as they dragzed him to his feet, and
Armstrong and \W itkinson took Hu dr stand on
.”tt*h gide of him.
“You'll know
1t.” gaid Bavker,

He strode to the door

Ol E*I]
‘We're ready sir,” he ¢alled ont.

l*rmt%tep-, wers hmnl in the corridor out-
side, and a moment later Hoerman, Yairfax,
and Jaek Stnart entered the rooni.

The bhoy's hands were th“ll behind iz back,
and a rope, with a running noese at the end,
cncireled Liis neek, bang down his back, and
trailed on the : rnuwl behind hini,

At the siaht oi Jack, a great ery of ¢
mul despair barst frem Donald's lipe.

in a minute why we've done

and fiung it wiage

‘l"‘l <1l

f Jack—-you here!™ he eiied. in an agoniged
voice. * What—why—how long Luve vou been
Liere?* '

“I've been licre ten days,” said Jacek,

making a brave effort o keep back his tears,
‘'This seoundrei "'—he glaveed at Herman-—
*Kidpnappred me a weex ago last Wednesday,
and bhrongznt me here 11 a motor-car,”

J wm 2 demanded Donald, glaring at Her-
man. ** What harm has the hoy ev er done to
mu that vou should seek to injure him?*

‘We don't seek 1o injurc i, " said Her-
man, in his eiliiest tones. ** At least, il we
are compelled to injure lum, it _will he
entirely your fault.”

“* What do you meani"”’

*The last time I wasihiere,” Herman,

“1 asked you to repair the damage which
Nelson Lee's bullet inflicted on the machinery
ol the airship, You refused. We tortured
you, but still yon refused. 'l‘htn. As You may
Iti‘ember, I told you {hat when next 1 eame
vou would grovel at my fect and heg me to
let you repair the vessel as quickly ws pos-
sihle.”’
“Well?” said Donald, as Hernian paused.

“[ am pow about to prove that I was a
true prophet,” s said Herman comly., “You

are now going t,u accepl my terme”
“ Never!" said Donald fiereely.

“ As you may also remember,” continued
Herman, ignoring the interruption, ‘‘my

you <onsent to repair
voun will he hlind-

terms were these: If
the airship, and do so,
fulded, taken away from here at dead of
night in a motor-car, and set at liberty in the
grounds o your house at Wimbledon,

“I offered youn these termg eleven days
a20,” he concluded. ** Sinee then, as you see,
we huve captured your hrother, too. I now
melude him in my terms, ‘uni"] pledge my
word that, as soon as yon have repaired the
airship, hoth you and ym:r Dhrother will be
set ot liberty. What is your answer?®

“The same as before!”’ sald Donald,
may keep hoth Jack and me here for the
rest of our lives, if you wish; but never will
I consgent to repair the airship, and zo assist
\ou and your coniedcratt“: 1o resume your

dastardly work,”

Y an

Herman shrugged his shoulders and turned
to Bdrk{.'

“ Over mth the rope?*’ he said.

Barker zcized the end of the rope that was
hanging down Jack's back, c¢limbed on the
table, and hLit¢hed the end of the rope over
one of the bheams in the ceiling. Then he
stepped down from the table and stood with
the end of the rope in his hand, awaiting
furtier orders,

Donald bit his lip uatil th- ~'ood ram,
From head to foot he shook + .ch mental
anguish, 1f it had been only his own Ilife
that had bheen at stake, he would cheerfully
have suifered all the torment of Hades rather
thon have vielded to these inhuman fiends.
But how umli he condemn his younge hrather
—his only relative-—the bheing he loved hest
in all the world, to a horrihle 1leﬂth‘”

“1 can’t do it he groaned. * IHeaven
lielp me, I can't do it!"

*You accept my terms,
man.

“Don't!” eried Jack.
the reoundrels —don't!
will be all over in a few minutes.
in tu themn!”

I am waiting for your answer,”’

then?"” gaid Her-
“Don't give in to
Never mind me; it
Don't give

said Her-

man. ** Will you repair the airship?

Donald  elenched and  unclenched”  his
manacled handg, but made no reply. Herimen
aglanced at Barker,

“Up witih him!"" he said,

Barker hauled away at the rope, and the

next instant Jack was swinging in mid-air,
his legs cenvulsively jerking, his eyves pro-
truding from his head, and his face, as the
noose grew tighter, growing more and more

Hivid every second.

Whilst a man micht count six, Donald
stared at  the gruesome spectacie with
horror-dilated eyes, Then, with an inarticu-
Jate ery, he broke away from his guard,
stumbled forward, and fell prone at Herman's
leet.

“I surrender!” he moeaned. “You have
conquered. Take him down—quickly! I
will repair the airship as soon as yvou like.”

““1 knew yeu would,” said Herman ecalmly,

He signed to Barker, who instantly slaek-
encd the rope and lowered Jack to the
ground. Five minutes later Jack was back
in the room which had been his prison eell for
the past ten days, and Donald, nnder escort,
was on his way to the shed in which the air-
ship was housed.

» . . [ . ® - .

“Thizs i3 more sgerious than 1 expected,”
said Donald, when he had examined the
II'I]]JL'L‘{I m.u‘hmery ‘It wiil take ten or
t®clve hours to repair, and 1 shall want two
men to help me.”

“ Take your choice,” said Herman, waving
his hand towards the half-dozen men, in-
cluding Cundle, who had accompanied themn.

After questioning the man as to their know-
ledge of mechanics, Donald selected Cundle
and Spencer. Then “having taken off lLis

T (Continued on page xil) "
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CHAPTER 1T.

THE MISSING FRENCHMAN—THE CHAMBERMAID'S
| DISCOVERY—GORDON FOX HAS A THEORY,

GASTON CHOCEMARD, the modern
Vidocq of the French detective
: force, had, on the previous even-
® ing, left his card at Gordon Fox's
rooms. He had also written a few lines,
in which he stated that he had crossed the
Channel in order to recover a number of
jewels that had been stolen from the
Marquis de Noyes; that he had succeeded in
his object; and that he meant to return
home on the following night.
- “Call at Lambert’'s Hotel any time after
five, and we’'ll have a chat,”” the letter
concluded. ** Inquire for me in the name of
Ballantine., I have taken precautions, for
reasons which you know, to keep my visit
to London a secret. If there is any man
whom 1 fear, it is the Rat.”

The J¥Frenchman was to Paris what the
Britisher was to London. The two had been
acquainted for some years, and had often
worked together, so the prospect of meeting
his old friend—whom he had not seen for
many months—was pleasing to Gordon Fox.

Late the next aftermoon—it was a bleak,
autumn day—he took a cab to Lambert’s
Hotel, in Fleet Street, and sought the mana-
ger's ollice.
¢ ““Can you tell me where to find Mr.
Ballantine?' he asked.

The man looked at him queerly.

““ Mr. Ballantine is no longer. here,”” he
replied. ** He went off in a hurry, between
eleven and twelve o’clock.”

‘“ And he left no message or letter for
me—for a Mr. Fox?”

‘“ Nothing. He was in a forgetful mood,
I imagine, for at two o’clock he wired from
Dover saying he had left a small parcel

¥

hidden in the fireplace in his room, and:

asking that it should be sent te him, in
care of a District Messenger-boy, by one of
the evening trains, He was particular that
nobody should know anything about it. But
will you tell me if you are Mr, Gordon Fox,
the detective?”

- ”I YES, I am.,’

** Then I have something to show you, sir,”
declared the manager. ‘' I'd have sent for.

7 .
i

Case of the >

District Messenger Boy !

The daventures ol
Goepc:w fox, LJETECTIIVE,

fully plmed on the counter a bowl of water,
in which was immersed a small wooden box,
about six inches long. * What do you makfs
of this?”” he added. * The chambermaid
found it, just as it is, in Mr, Ballantine’s
room after he had gone.”

“ It has been soaking for hours, tlien?”

* Yes, sir.’

The detectne took the box from the water,
opened it with a knife, and examined thc
content~

"It is an infernal machine,”” he said,
“and a very clever and dangerous obne, °
[t does not go by clockwork, but it can be
set to any time by means of a f{use, through
which an acid eats its way until it reaches
the explosive matter.”

't.»:ih I thought it was something of that
sort!”

The truth suddenly dawned on Gordon
IFox. le was convinced that fhe infernal
machine had been made by Boni Larouge,
who was noted for his skill in that line.
The man Larouge, hetter known as the Rat,
had belonged to a gang of Parisiau
anarchists who were trapped a year ago
by Gagton Cochemard, and sent to New
Caledokia, The Rat had iInanaged to escape
to Loodon, and had sworn, sooner or later,
to have the I'rench detective's life, What
had happened, therefore, seemed reasonably
clear, - Last night Larouge must have hid the
machine in the room occupied by Cochemard,
who had fortunately discovered it and put
it in water; and, in the morning, fearful
of giving his enemy another chance, he had
hurried away in alarm to Dover.

t It looks as if this Mr. Ballantine was an

anarchist,”” said the manager. * If you
want to catch him——"’

““My dear sir,” interrupted Gordon Fox,
“my fricnd Ballantine is no more of an
anarchist than I am; but he has nearly
fallen a victim to one. I am interested in
this affair, and I want to ask you a few
questions. 1las a lean, middle- .wcd man,
with sharp features, been ‘stoppmg at this
hotel lately, or paying visits here?"”

. ““That description ish’t enough.”

‘““He would have a blue scar, burant by
acid, over his left temple.” :

‘““ Ah, now I’'ve spotted him! Such a
persou, with a black beard has heen taking

the police if you hadn't come in,” He care- | several meals a day in our grill-room for
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the past week. 1 believe his name is
Barwell, I noticed the scar on one occasion
when he was running his fingers tlirough
his hair.”" ,

*“That's the man,” declared the detective.
‘“ By-the-bye, 1 don't suppose he was in
earshot when that telegram from Mr. Bal-
lantine was read?”

** Ag it happens, sir, he was,” replied the
manager. ‘1 had been out for a time,
and when I returned my clerk, Russell, had
brought the parcel down and put it on my
desk, He read the telegram to me, and
when he had finished, I looked up and saw
Mr. Barweil standing at the counter, He
asked for change for a csovereign.”

**Was he perfectly cool?”

'* He looked rather excited, come to think
it.”’

‘* He heard every word of the message?’’

“* Not a doubt of it, sir.”

** And he saw the parcel?”

** He could bardly bave helped sceing it,”

faid the manager.

‘““ What became of him?"’

‘““* He walked out to the street at once.”

‘““ At what time did this incident occur?™

** About half-past three.”

One of Gordon Fox's subtle inspirations
flashed to his mind,

' 'Was the parcel similar in shape to this
ipfernal machine?” he asked,

“It was about the same size and shape,”
was the reply, *"and it was wrapped in
brown paper tied with heavy cord.”

““Thank you. And now I want to know
where the messenger-boy was to deliver the
parcel at Dover.”

“1 can’t tell you that, Mr. Fox. I've for-
gotten the place, -and my clerk stuck the
telegram into his pocket.”

““ Where is he?”

“You can't see Russell until late to-
night, for he is off for the rest of the day.
When he left he went over to the post-office
with the parcel to arrange that one of the
boys should take it down to Dover by the
gix o'clock train. If you come back here
at twelve o’clock—-"!

** There is no time for that,”” interrupted
the detective, as he glanced at his watch,
‘1t is now half-past six, and I must catch
the seven o'clock train.”

A moment later Gordon Fox was out in
Fleett Strect. 1lI¢ had evolved a most
startling theory, and he had difficulties to
contend with., Boni Larouge was doubtless
aware of the purpose that
Cochemard to London. He had heard the
telegram read, he had seen the parcel that
he knew to contain the jewels, and he had
probably observed that it was similar in
shape to his infernal machine, No doubt
he had more of the deadly instruments at
kis unknown lodging in Soho. What, then,
would this cunning and desperate man do?
Was it not likely that he would get another
machine, set it a few hours ahead, and make
it up to resemble the parcel of jewels; that

of

he would travel by the same train with the |

2

i

b

had brought |
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Distriet Messenger-boy, drug him if he could,
open his wallet with a skeleton key, and
exchange the parcels? The result would be
that Gaston Cochemard would be blown to
picces, winle the Rat would have both his

revenge and the jewels, )
the detective told

1 mway be wrong,"
himself, *““but I wen’t take any chances.
I'll have to trust to my wits to znd Coche-
mard. They won't give me his address at
the post-oflice yonder, at least pot without
a lot of time and trouble.”

He walked rapidly to Charing Cross, and
canght the seven o’clock train,

— e
CHAPTER II.
OFF TO DOVER—RAGGLES TELLS HIS STORY—THE
FLIGHT OF THE RAT.
<UE journey was a long and anxious
one to Gordon lFox, and during the
ride he balanced the perplexing
points of his theory. All was doubt-
ful except the faet that the Channel boat by
which Gaston Cochemard mreant to cross
would not; leave until nearly midnight. On
the one hand, Larouge and the lad might
not have bad a compartment to themselves;
if otherwise, and the boy had been drugged,
he would possibly suspect what had hap-
pened when he recovered, and taken steps
to frustrate the Rat: and the machine had
probably been set for a couple of hours
ahead. On the other hand, the lad might
have beep alone with Larouge; he might
have fallen asleep, and proceeded an easy
and ubconscious vietim; and the inferuul
machine had possibly been arranged to ex-
plode shortly after Cochemard received it.

“1 am one hour behind,” the d:tective
reflected, ' and that may make all the differ-
cnce between life and death.”

There might be nothing in his theory, but
he did not believe that, He left the train
when it stopped at the Dover town station,
and almost the first person he saw was a
Distriet Messenger-boy, whom he accosted
at once.

“Are yon the lad who was sent_down
with a parcel for a Mr, Ballantine?” he
asked,

“Yes, sim"

* Where did you meet him?*

At the Castle llotel.”

Y 'What i yonr name?”

* Raggles, sir.”

“Well, Raggles, T am a detective, and [
am here to protect Mr. Ballantine from an
enemy. You bhad better come back to the
hotel with me; yon can return to London
later.” The two hurried away from the
station, and d«Gordon Fox continued: *“I
want to know my boy, if an attempt was
made to rob you in the train.”

“There was, sir,”” was the startling reply,
“Ihutiit didn’'t work., I was too sharp for
that.’ -

“Yell me about it—quick!”



“ 1t was like this, sir,”” replied Kaggles.

“1 got a cumpartment tu myself at Charing
{'Toss, but a man with a black beard jumped
o IL just as the train started. e began
to read a paper, aud I didn't pay any atten-
tien to him. I had been on duty for many
bours so it wasn't long till 1 fell asleep.
I had a queer dream. as if a handkerchief
uwas being pressed to my face, and the next
thing I Kkoew I was half a\mhc, with a
t~phtb:nﬂr headache. Somebody was touching
wie, and 1 felt sure that I had been drugged.
I dudn’t move or open my eyes, but I peeped
chirough the cormer of one, aud saw the
black-bearded man beside me. He had
opened my wallet, and had my parcel in his
band, He took another parcel from his
pocket, exactly like mine, and just then, as
tive train passed elowly through a lighted
station, he put the two parcels down on the
seat, a little apart, and turned his back
v look out of the window. As quick as
n wink I reached out, and changed the
position of the parcels, and the next minute,
when the station was behind, the man put
uy parcel back into the wallet, locked it
with a key, and slipped his own parcel
into his pocket again. After that 1 pre-
tended €0 be asleep. 1 was going to have
ine man arrested, but just before the train
reached Dover he suddenly opened the door,
awad jumped out. I kmew it would be
o use to look for him, so I went straight to
tirte hiotel, and delivered the parcel to Mr.
b hlallﬂulle e

"You told him what had lmppened‘?”

“ No, sir; I meaunt to wait and report to
superintendent.”

“You are a clever boy,”
tive, *" but you are absolutely certain that you
Rnew which was which when you changed
the parcels?”

“1 saw how the man put them down,”
replied Raggles, *“and I could almost swear
that 1t was mine he put into the wallet.
Come to think of it, thouzh, I might have
riade a mistake.”

" inwhich case You have given the wrong
parcel to Mr. Ballantine!” exclaimed Gordon
Fox, with a look of dismay,

“'m sure I didn’t, sir!”

v ‘I hope not. But come, there is not an
instant to lose.”

The two hastened on, and when they were
within a few yards of the Castle Hotel they

the

-

said the detce-

ratae face to face with M. Gaston Coche-
teard  himsell,

“ My dear Fox,” he ecried, ' whyt brings
You down lhtc?”

the detective said
“That parcel you sent for--where

“Can’t explain now,”
eraerly,
i 1e?"

““In my pocket.”

" Then get rid of it at once. T am afraid !

it ta an infernal machine! Take it to the
fofel, and plunge it into water. Be quick;
don't wait!”’
Geaston Cochemard was off like a shot, lus
cmttmls flying behind him.
“If he has the jewels, a soaking won't
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“But I don't
would be toou

hurt them,”’ said Gordon Fox.
helieve he has. The Rat
shrewd to——-"

“ Look, sir,”” interrupted Raggles.
comes my man!"”

A lean, black-bearded man was approach-

“ Here

ing the (wo. It was Boni Larouge. e
paused, recognised the detective and the
messenger-boy, then turned and took to his
heels.

“* Stop him! Stop him!” shouted Gordon
Fox, as he and the lad gave chase.

A hue-and-cry was raised, but already the
Rat had leapt into a small motor-car that
was standing unattended near the hotel.
There was a spluttering, thumpiag noise, 2
whirr of wheels, and the fugitive anparchist
was ofl at full speed.

“ Lost him!"”" exclaimed Raggles.

Across the street another and darger
motor-car had just stopped, and a gentle.
man had alighted from it. “The detective
immediately observed this, and dashed to
the spot.

“Will you lend me vour car,
asked hurriedly. *“ I amm Gordon
detective. You saw that man
othier motor? ITle is a criminal,
to arrest him.,”

**Take thie ear, by all means,” replied the
gentleman.,  * Bring it back here. I would
go with you, but I have an important
engageraent,”’

Raggles and the detective sprang to the

gir?"” he
Fox, the
steal the
and 1 want

scat, and the latter gripped the uheel and
the chase hegau.
CUAPTER 111
THE MOTOR CHASC—THE FATE OF LAROUGE—
GASTON COCHUMARD'S GRATITUDE.
- HINK we'll cateh hLim, sir?” asked

Raggles.

r “I can hardly doubt it,”” replicd
Gordon JFox. *“‘'This is a twelve-

horse-power car, while the other can’'t be

more than eight or ten. But if the man

don't turn ofi into some by-way!"

The fugitive had but a brief start, Gordon
IFox was an adept at handling a motor, and
he drove it rapidly through the quiet streets
of Dover and into the open country. A
little later—it was a moonlight bpight--a
glimpse of the other car was had, some dis-
tance ahead.

«“ 1 thought so,” said the detective. ** Tle

is on the London Road, and he will stick
to it. Ile don't know yect that we are after
him.”

IFrom that tiine on the quarry was xept in
sicht. Gordon I'ox put on full speed, and
the big motor whizzed along at the rite
of a mile a minute. Slowly and surely the
pursuers gained. Larouge was now aware
of his danger, and was trying his hardest
to escape, but it was evident that he was

' handling his car w:th little skill. The miles



fell behind, and gradually th_e_inter\'eniug‘
space lessened, until the fugitive was no
more than sixty yards ahead. Then the
Jdetective slackened spced, running at an
cven pace.

“ Why do you do that?" asked Raggles.
 AMake a spurt, and you'll soon overtake
him.,”

“ I know that,” replicd Gorden Fox; " but
1 want to keep him in sight, follow wherever
he goes. It would be too risky to run him
Jdown. What has he got in his pocket—the
jewels or the infernal machine?”

““ The jewels, sir.”

** Probably so, for he would most likely

l

i«
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For a short time, separated by more than
a hundred yarde, the two motors thundered
on, Then the onme in front slowed up, and
swerved towards the hedge. _

“He is going to jump out!”’ eried Raggles,
“and cut across the fields.”

The words had hardly left his lips when
there was a tremendous explosion, a lurid
glare, The echoes died into silence, the
smoke rolled away, and all that could be
seen ahead were a few dark patches, A
monient, later the pursuers were on the
spot. They pulled up and sprang to the
ground, where a ghastly scene met their
eyes., The frightfully mangled body of
Bopi Larouge, rent limb from limb, lay in

T
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parcels.’?

‘* While the black-bearded man turned his back to look out of the
window, as quick as a wink | reached out and changed the position of the

have opened the parcel when he jumped off
the train. But we can’t be sure of any-
thing, and I am notf going to imperil your
life, my boy. I have no fear for myself,
however, and if I put you down 2

“ I'l} stick with you, sir,”” vowed Raggles.
*Fire ahead! I'm not afraid.”

- Just then Larouge turned round, and with
a cry of rage, fired a pistol, the bullet
humming close to the pursuers.

‘““This won't do!” .exclaimed the detece-
tive. ' We'll have to drop back a little,
out of range.” :

Y which accounts for. his terrihle death,

the road amid the minute and splintered
fragments of the stolem motor-car. A hole
had been torn in the earth, and a section of
the hedge had been levelled.

“Isn’'t it awful, sir?’’ gasped Raggles.

“But for you, my boy,” Gordon Iox
replied solemuly, **my friend, Cochemard,
would have perished in this dreadful manner
and at the same instant. You made no mis-
take, It was the right parcel that was
put back into your wallet, and it was the
wrong one that Larouge took with h%ttn,
1a



Kid
doserved his fate, and the world is well
rid of bhim. Cowme, we'll

o back and in-
ff_t!‘fz'u the police.” _

. . [] a L] L L [] [ ]

They veachzd Dover between eleven and
twelve o'cloek, and found Gaston Cochemard
ab the Castle Iotel. Gordon Fox told him
the whole story, and he then explained his
hasty flight from London, which exactly
fitted in with the detective's theory.

“ My brave fIriends, how can 1 thank

THE
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you?” eried the grateful I'renchman. *I
owe youn much, indeed! 1llere, my boy, is
a banknote of 500 francs., For you, Moun-
sieur I'ox, there shall shortly be seut from
Paris a beautiful ring. And also I will
recompense the man who has lost his motor-
car., The night boat has gone, and I will
cross to-morrow. But often I will return
to London, knowing that I can never be

harmed by that scoundrel Larouge, who has

o kindly blown himself up. So let it be

L with all anarchists!”

END,

THE LEAGUE OF THE IRON HAND!
(Continued from page vii.)
c¢oat, and having obtained a supply of tools,
he and the two men sct to work.

After watching them for half an hour or
50, Herman and Fairfax returned to the
siouse for lunch, leaving two armed sentries,
in addition to Cundle and Spencer, to keep
wateth on Donald. They came back to the
shed at four o'cleck, and again at six, and
acain at eight, by which time the shed had
been brilliancy lit up with a row of lanterns

“* Near' finished?” asked Herman,

“ No!” zaid Donald curtly.

* Mucih more to do?”

“ Four hours' work, at least.”

“ Then hadn’t vou better knock off for to-
nisot?'” suggested Fairfax,

“No! said Donald fiercely. “I've no wish
to remain here a moment longer than is
absolutely necessary. Now I've begun I don't
intend to leave off till I've finished.™

For four hours longer the shed resounded
with the c¢lang of hammers and the rasp of
files; then, as the clock in the stable-yard
strack midnight, Donald threw down his
ammer, picked up his coat, and announced
tdiat the work was finished.

““And now I elaim the fulfilment of your
promise.’ he said to Herman., ““You said

that as soon as I had repaired the airship |

my brother and I would be taken away from
hieve and set at liberty. I have fulfilled my

o

share of the bargain. I now call cn you to
fulfil yours.”

“ Presently.” said Ilerman, as he tossed
away his half-smoked cigarette. “Up to now
we have only your word for it that the air-
ship is all right. Before we set you at
liberty we must have proof of the truth of
your assertion. In other words, you must
take us for a short flight round these
erounds, and prove to us that the airship
will rise and descend as perfectly as she did
before. OIif with the tarpaulin, you men!"”

The shed was roofed with an cnormous
slieet of tarpaulin, which could be removed
at will, in order to let the vessel enter and
leave. -

In cbedience to Herman's orders, Arm-
strong and Wilkinson removed the tarpaulin
sheet, whilst Cundle and Spencer cast oif the
ropes to which the vessel was held down.
Herman, Fairfax, and Cundle then climbed
ahoard, and Donald was about to follow
their example, when a shot was heard in
the grounds, followed by a chorus of excifed

shouts.
And even as Herman turned to Cundle,
with the intention of ordering him to go

and see what the uproar was ahout, the

door of the shed was suddenly flung open and

Barker staggered in, with blood streaming

down his face from a wound in his forebead.
““ Nelson Lee and the police are here!” hLe

| cried, in a choking voice.

Then he stumbled forward, threw up his

arms, and fell senseless to the ground.
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crisp, and black and long, his face is like a
dog’'s—" |
At this point it was quite impossible for
him to proceed. The audience was laughing
0 much that it couldn’t listen. And Hand-
forth, thoroughly disgusted, went to his place
and sat down with a thud.” He was so angry,
in fact, that he_sat down too heavily, and
the stool crashed to atoms beneath him.
This, too, was regarded as part of the per-
formance. The audience took iv all as a par-
ticularly clever piece of burlesque work,
And Handforth got tremendous applause,
with repeated shouts of ‘““encore.” Funnily
enouch, he was go indignant at first, that he
didn’t realise what was going on. Then Pitt,
in a stage whisper, pointed out the position.
Handy grasped it at once, and then took ull
credit to himself. It wasn't until the show
was all over and finished that he was in-

forined that we had tried the thing as a
stunt—just to sce if he would get really con-
fused by our inopportune reference to a
dirty deg. The actual result was far Letter
_than we had ever anticipated.

- The show went on afterwards, with several
more songs, and, finally, a closing chorus,
1 think I can =afely say that the whole min-
strel performance was an unqualified success,

We were clapped again and again—and
when De Valerie announced that we should

was more <lapping still. We counld easily sce
that we should have a record crowd to deal
with at night,

And after we had left the seat of our
triumph, we counted up the takings, and
found that we had the exact sum of thirec
pounds seventeen shillings and tenpence--to
say nothing of two bhent farthings, and a
sixpence with a hole in it.

w Jolly good!” declared Pitt. “ Nearly four
quid! Why we shall ¢oin mOncy at this rate,
if we keep it up.”

And we hustled back to the camp, cheery
and light-hearted, with thoughts of tea, ‘The
afternoon had been happy, indeed,

l
t

CHAPTER V.
LONGFELLOW, THE POET]
HE DUKE OF

TON csighed.

‘“ Awfully rotten, of
course,- but there vou

SOMER-

are,” he said rucfully., *“1've
simply got to go. Thatl's the
worst of being a Dblessed

duke! Always being bothered with ali sorts
" of confounded duties and formalities! T wish
I was just a plain c¢hap, like the others!
Lucky beggars!”?

Archie ¢oughed.

" Well, 1 mean to say, it’s all a matter of

‘give another performacce that evening, there |

opinion, what?” he suggested, &It seems to
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me, old lad, that a good many fellows would
be only too bally glad to be a duke, with
vast and well-assorted slabs of the good old
cash, to say nothing of ducal castles and
feudal ecStates, and all this and all that. 1
‘mean, it appears to be, on the surface, a
somewhat fruity posish!”

Somerton grinned.

_“'Well, yes, in a way,” he agreed. * But
it's a frightful bore, you know. I’'ve had this
wire, and I've got to buzz off to Somercon
Castle straight away—must be there to-
morrow. It seems that I'm required to act
as the youthful host at a big house-party.
dotten! I'd much rather stay with you
<haps.” -

“ Absolutely,” said Archie. ¢ We shall be
bleak and dreary without you. I mean to
say, icy blasts will whizz through the old
party, and faces will be ead and mournful.
Kindly remain, Somimny, old thing. In other
words, shove the hali-nelson on this going-
away scheme.”

“Yes, stay with us,” urged Reggie Pitt.
 Don’t spoil the party, old man.” \

The schoolboy duke looked distressed.

“I'd love to keep on tour with you,” he
declared.  “ You know that as well as 1 do.
But I can't get out of this—I really can’t.
You don't know how cut up I am.”

Somerton was honestly upset. The tele-
wram hyd arrived while we were giving the
minstrel show—it had been left at the post
office. One of the fellows had popped there to
se2 1f there were any letters, and had brought
the wire back with him. For, of course, all
tlhie juniors’ pegple knew that we should be
in Brightside for Bank Holiday, and we had
usked that any letters should be sent there,
addressed to the post office, to be called for.

Of course, Somerton’s departure from the
party would not make much difference to us.
We should carry on just the same, and his
absence would hardly be noticed after the
first hour or so. With fifteen of us left,
there were plenty to keep things alive.

The afternoon was still warm, and as tea
was not ready, a4 good many juniors decided
to indulge in another bathe. And in a short
time nine or ten fellows, including Handforth
and Co, were disporting themsgelves in the
water,.

Other pecople were bathing, too—but most
of them were a little further along the beach,
where there were a number of bathing tents.
The St. Frank's crowd kept mainly to itself.
Nearly all these other people who were in
the water were quite youthful—in {fact,
¢hildren. The older persons considered that
the latter part of the afternoon was hardly
the time for bathing
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Quite a pleasant breeze had sprung up,
and although the day was warm, this breeze
had strengthened so much that the sea was
choppy aud quite alive. The tide was comirg
in, and the waves had a forceful vigour.

“ Come on in, you chaps!” called out Hand-
forth. ¢ The water's ripping!¥

I was just about to enter with Sir Montie
Tregellis-West. And it was at this moment
that we became aware of a slight commotion
further along the beach.

“What's all that, dear old boy?” asked
Sir Montie mildly, |

“I thought I heard a cry for help

I broke off and stood staring, shading my
eves with one hand as I gazed along the
beach, Two or three women were running
towards the water. Looking cut into the sea,
I saw a little red thing bobbing up and down
fifteen or twenty yards out. Then a hand
came out of the water, '

“ There's somechody in danger, I think!" I
caid quickly.

“ A girl, begad!” said Tregellis-West.

Other people were running up to the spct,
but nobody seemed to take any action. Mest
of the holiday-makers were excitedly calling
out to a boatman who was so far off that
he could not possibly.render any assistance.

As a matter of fact, the luckless one wis
a child—a little girl of nine or ten who had
heen bathing in shallow water. She had been
some little distance from the sloping beach.
out on oune of those raised banks which are
by no means uncommon at the seaside.

Thug, when the tide continued to come in,
the child found herself cut oft. And all she
could do now was to struggle madly in the
water and scream for help. The other St.
Frank’s fellows had seen the affair by now.

“Come on, you fellows!” roared Hand-
forth. ¢ This is where we come in!”

“ Rather!”

“St. Frank's to the rescue!”

The fellows commenced running along the
beach—in the wake of Sir Montie and I, who
had started off first. In the meantime,
another rescuer was dashing off to save the
unfortunate little girl.

We had not seen him at first—but it would
hardly have been possible to have missed him
now. He was much nearer to the spot than
we were—in fact, exactly opposite.

He had just emecrged from a bathing-tent,
intent upon a dip. In a second, apparentiy.
he knew what the trouble was, and Le did
not waste any time. The person in question
wus about the most extraordinary youth I
have ever set eyes on.

At the time, owing to the general excite-
ment, I did not give him very close attention.
But I might just as well explain his appear-
ance straight away. He was an enormously
tall youth of about fifteen—although at a dis-
tance he looked very much older. He was
six feet hich if he was an inch—and so ex-
traordinarily thin that he bore a somewhat
close resemblance to a lamp-post. His legs
and arms were like long sticks, his body was
And upon his
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ghoulders rested a bony lead, with
a long, lean face that appeared to wear a
set expression of mournful resignation., The
top of his head was surmounted by a huge,
waving mop of curly, brown hair,

Added to all this, he was wearing a very
ticht-fitting bathing costume—so that as he
hopped down the beach, he looked very much
hke a human hairpin. He seemed to be run-
ning leisurely—but his legs were so long that
he fairly flew over the sands.

Long before we were on the spot, this new-
comer was in the water, striking out with
powerful strokes towards the hapless child.
Mcst of the St. Frank's juniors came to a
halt and looked on. They didn't want to
yob this rescuer of any credit. He had gone
sut to feteh the child—and he should have
the task to himsell. -

But it soon became apparent that the cur-
rent at this spot was exiremely tricky.
Owing to that sandbank—which was com-
pletely invisible, owing to the incoming tide
~_the water had a kind of undertow which
had the effect of dragging a swimmer down.
And although the tide was coming in, it was
the most dificult matter to fight against the
current—which had a tendency to sweep a
person out to sea. And the lanky youth bad
essayed more than he could do.

He reached the girl, seized her firmly, and
found that she was nearly exhausted—
although a long way from being unconscious.
~« All right—all right !> he said breathlessly.
“ Just hold tight!”

“Oh!” gasped the child.

lease save me!”’

“ That's what I'm doing!"” said the lanky
one. *‘If you struggle it’ll be our ruin!”

. He held her tightly and tried to strike out
for the shore. Rather to his dismay he found
that the sands were now a good long way
distant. Either it was his imagination or a
fact: but it seemed to him that he was
being swept outwards. And this was curious,
seeing that the tide was incoming.

The lanky one did not know about the cur-
rent—that treacherous flow which lurked
round the hidden sandbanks. He used all his
efforts, swimming hard. At the best, he was
not a first-class swimmer, and he was now
hampered by the dead weight of the child.

Under these circumstances, his prompt
attempt at rescue was all the more praise-
worthy—it stamped him as a fellow of superb
courage, And it really seemed as though
there was a possibility of a double tragedy.

On the sands, I watched intently,

And it did not take me long to come to
the conclusion that unless help was sent,
neither of the pair would come ashore alive.
Although the tall youth was swimming with
vigour, he got no nearer. Indeed, was
quite convinced that he was being edged
further and further away from the beach.

* There must be a trick current out there!”
I exclaimed suddenly. “ Look! The poor
¢hap’s in a bad way—he’ll soon be in diffl-
culties himself. Come on! Let's dash out
to him ! -

¢ Save me—
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““ Hurrah!”?

With one .accord, we plunged. into the
water and struck out. Even as we did so,
the lanky boy realised that his strength was
repidly ebbing away., He didn’t actually cry-
for belp, but he waved a lean, bony arm—
possibly as a sign that he was beaten,

Reggie Pitt and 1 were swimming in ad-
vance with the others—racing one another in
fact. Handforth had believed that he could
arrive on the spot first, but he was quite a
good dietance behind. Handy was game for
anything—he didn’t know the meaning of fear
—and e would have waded out to the resuce,
even if he ¢couldn’'t swim a stroke.

*““All right—we’ve got you!” I exclaimed
pantingly, as Pitt and I * trod water,” one
on either side of the tall youth. *“ I'll take
the child. Reggie, lend this fellow a hand—
I think he’s pretty well done up.”

*Grab hold!” said Pitt invitingly,

At the same time 1 relieved the stranger
of his hurden. His face was pale and drawn,
and his movements were feeble. He was, in-
deed, practically spent. And he was only
too glad to avail himself of the assistance.

But the fact that he was unable to com-
plete the rescue on his own account did not
diminish the value of his own praiseworthy
efforts. He had gone to the rescue of the
child at the risk of his own life—and nobody
could do more than that.

I could feel the treacherous undercurrent’
tugging at me. Pitt had noticed the same
thing. But we were all good swimmers, un-
hampered, and we were in not the slightest
danger. By this time four or five other
members of the caravan party were bobbing
around.

“Thanks!” murmured the tall youth. <1
was just going! In another minute, I be-
lieve 1 should have sunk—there’s no know-
ing!

**That’s all right—just hold on, and say
nothing,” urged Pitt.

And, together, we struck out for the shore.
A huge erowd was awaiting our arrival—ex-
cited, cheering, and making an altogether un-
necessary fuss. At least, it was unnecessary
so far as we were concerned. _

The c¢hild was snatched from my arms as
I got into shallow water. Its mother waus
there, and its sister, and its aunt, and its
father—and, by all appearances, a dozen
other relatives as well. They simply fell on
the little girl like a pack of kindly wolves.

Surprisingly enough she came to no harm.
I was half expecting that she would be killed
on the spot, instead of being brought back
to life. It tramspired that she was far more
frightened and exhausted than actually
harmed.

And Reggie Pitt and Handforth and I were
giving our attention to the lean and lanky
youth who had acted with such signal
bravery. A e¢rowd of other holiday-makers
gathered round, offering all sorts of unneces-
sary advice and uttering words of high
praise. In faect, they were far more of o
nuisance than a help.



“ Look
crowd !” exclaimed Pitt briskly. * Let's carry
him along to our caravans. We can put him
roumd there, and take him back to his own
hathing tent afterwards.”

< Good idea!”? 1 said promptly.

And, in spite of feeble protests, the long
wouth was seized by a dozen haunds, and liter-
ally carried along the sauds at a run. We
didv't allow bhim to walk., lle vainly pro-
tested that he was better, and that he
wanted to dress. But he only-made these
remarks in a few disjointed sentences.

LBy the time we arrived at the caravans
ke was getting just a bit of colour into his
checks.,  Tommy Watson had run on in ad-
vance, and had some towels and blankets
ready.

The rescued ouc was bundled into the first
caravan, and we set about drying him and
wrapping him up well,  We wouldn’t allow
im to speak until he was leaning back on
one of the lockers, well blanketed. The rest
of us were quite all right in our bathing coes-

temes—the afternocon was warm, and we
should come to no harm,
“Jolly good!” I declared, at length. |

“That attempt of yours, my son, was cue
¢i the pluckiest things I've secen.”

“Oh, really!” " protested the
“ Don't talk so queerly!”

“ What’s your® name?” demanded Hand-
forth, - :

« (larence,” said the other. “To be exact,
Uiarence Fellowe. But, really, there's no
need to bellow!? | & E

“ ("larence  Feliowe!?
in the same loud voice. * The surname ain’t
<0 bad—but Clarence. Your people ought to
he slaughtered for giving you a name like
that!”

“ Don’t be go giddy persenal!™ put in Piit.
“Well, Fellowe, we all think you're a good
plucked ’‘un: It was ripping, the way
vou dived in to - rescue that child. by
the way, shall I open the door? Or do you
think there’s enough room for your legs with
the door closed?”

Clarence Fellowe looked pericctly solemn.

““I cannot be held responsible for my
Tength ! he replied, with a touch of reproach
in his voice. “You see, 1've length instead
of strength. Since early days I have run
to seed, but for me to speak this way there
is no need!”’

We looked at this queer
humanity with real curiosity.

 Feeling better now?” 1 asked.

“I'm fine!” said Clarence I'ellowe.
fort is mine!”

“ YWhat?”

¢ And I should like to thank you with all
my heart—for pulling me out of the water
so amart,” said TFellowe. “ I was, in fact,
on the point of sinking. By this time I
should have been dead, I'm thinking.”?

“*My only hat!”? said Handforth, staring.

“Is—is it human?” murmured De Valerie.

“I'm much better now, my dear old chaps,”
said Fellowe.
go, perhaps!

stranger,

retorted 1landforth

specimen of
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“I'm thinking you’'ll let me |
My tent's along the beach—-¢
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lierc—we can't stay here, in all this yand it I badly want to reach!

My clothes
are there, I must explain, and 1 want to don
them once again!”

“1 may be wrong, of course,” observed
Archie. *'1 may, 1 repeat, be wrong. But,

somehow, it distinetly sounds to me as if the
chappie is talking in rhyme, 1 mean to say,
he's abgolutely reeling forth yard after yard
of poetry! Along the beach—I badly want to
reach! You get the idea? Dashed queer!
Gadzooks! I've caught the bally fever,”
added Archie, somewhat startled.

““1 expect it’s only coincidence!”” I put in,
I say, I'ellowe, do you always speak in that
way?¥

The lanky boy looked at me gravely.

“To speak in rhyme is just my habit,” he
replied. *“ And now I'd better bolt like a
rabbit. To don ray clothes, I must away, so
kindly do net say me nay! I thank you
much for all you've done, my bhigh esteem
you've surely won!?’

“ e sounds like a character in-4 panto-
mime !’ grinned Pitt., < That’s just how they
tatk in * Cinderella,” or ‘The DBabes in the
Wood "!*

We all grinned. Reggie was quite right,
Clarence Iellowe was not precizely poetic—
but, in some extraordinary way, he caused
everything he said to rhyme. Apparently,
this was an uncopscious effeet. e simply
couldu't help himsecll. .

tle was fully recovered now from the-effeets
of his swim. He had taken practically no
water aboard, and it had been a simple case
of exhaustion. The rest had cnabled him to
restore his tissues—as Archie put it.

I'ellowe pushed the blankets aside, and
slowly proceeddd to rear himself into the
air, By the time he was standing unright,
his head was touching the roof—and even
then he was compelled to bend somewhat.

“Pity we laven't got a lift handy!” sadd
heooie,  “1f somebedy will oblige with a
<tool, I'll ecarry on a conversation with the
walking Eitfel Tower! 1 say, Fellowe, don’t
you find it a bit awkward? Doesn't it feel
queer to be walking about like a factory
chimney ?* : :

I'ellowe looked at him without changing his
cxpression. :

“ At times it is most trying, and that fact
I'm not denying. But let me go at once, I
crave—I beg of you to behave!”

““All right—come back when vyou've got
dressed,” I grinned. “ Tea will he ready in
a minute or two., and we'd itke vou to join
us. You see, we're from St. Frank's College
—a party of us on o curavan tour.”

Clarence nodded.

“ A fact that interests me mueh,”” he said.
“To tea I'll come, my dear old dutch! ' T'Il
speed back here with rapid strides, aud bring
an appetite, besides!"

And, with that, Le dived out of the cara-~
var, and stalked away like some fellow who
was using stiits. We stood there., looking
after him, and grinning. Thén we looked a%
one another,

“Well, I've met a few queer specimens in
my time, but he fairly takes the bun!”



Iitt,
speak

“lle dide’t
without
the most pecubar chap to look at 1 ever set
cyes on.”

1 wonder if

smile once--he
rhyming—and he’s

chuckled
couldn't

ht, 11 come Dback¥” 1 said
thoughtfully, *“I've got an idea he widl. Did
vou potice how he started when 1 mentioned
that wé are 8t. Frank’s chaps?”

ti\' b |

"“‘43” he did-—and looked at us keenly,
too,”” 1 said., ** Either lhe knows something
abnut St. Frauk’s, or I'm a nigger! But, in
spite of his queer ways, he's made of the
right kind of stuff.”

*“ Absolutely !” umcd Archie. * Not much
ol it—but absolutely! T mean to say, the
material appears to have becoine sgomewhat
stretched! I should ecertainly hazard a guess
that the dear old thing lms. at some period
of his young life, passed beneath a steamn-
rofler!?

We all got dressed, for tea was waiting,
Many of the fellows were already getting
busgy with the food. Iu just the same fashion
as before, a big cloth was spread upon the
rands, .md the meal .was being partaken of
picnic-fashion. Iatty Little had made hosts
and Nhosts of sandwiches.

By the time the rest of us were dressed
weveral of these hosts had vanished, never to
reappear. But there were further armies in
reserve, so to speak. Of the little girl who
who had been rescued, there was no sign. She
lad obviously been carried off home by her
anxious regiment of relatives.

And tea was just in full swing when a
loug shadow fell acrogs the tablecloth. Look-
ing up, I saw Clareuce Fellowe striding to-
wards us. His appearance was even more re-
viarkable than it had been,

FFor he was attired in an Eton suit and a
straw hat. His trousers were extremely
narrew, and his jacket appcared to be ex-
iremely short. The effect was quite ludicrous,
And we could now judge his age far more
casily, The very fact that he was in Etons
proved that he was a boy. lle was obviously
no older than fifteen.

“1 don't know about Fellowe!” remarked
Pitt, with a chuckle. *‘Considering that
he's sueh a master of rthyme, and considering
his length, it wouldn't be a bad idea to call
Iira Longfellow!*?

“1a, ha, ha'!?

“That’'s a good nickname for him!” 1|
rmiled. ‘“ Longfellow! It fits him absolutely
1o perfection—I've never known anything so
nppropriate. He's a poet, and he’s a long
1‘elh:w! And his pame happens to be Fellowe,
1toot?

‘The rest grinned with delight. Pitt's sug-

gestion wag something of a brainwave. And
our new acquaintance became ‘‘Long-

fellow 7 from that moment onwards,

Ile strolled up, and stood gazing down at
us, as we lounged round the festive cloth.
Gazing up,
an enormouns distance away.

“Come down a few flights!®’ invited Pitt.
‘“From this position you look like a human
skyscraper! Squat down here, and start cat-
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Clarence's face appeared to be
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‘‘ | say, old darling !’

Handforth looked up at the inter-
ruption, and found a face gazing at
him from one of the caravan windows.

ing. lere's a cup of tea doing notuing—and
you might as well find 1t a good home! 1t
have to go a long way before it gess home,

but that can’t be helped!?

Our new friend sat down, and his feet
stretched out towards the sea like a couple
of breakwaters.

“This 1s great,”” he declarcd,
ing was ordained by IFate.”

“ Seems like it!” grinncd Pitt,

Longfellow helped himself to a sandwich,
and proceeded to deveur it with mueh relish.
He scemed incapable of smiling. His face was
long and mournful, and his eycs contained a
far-away, dreainy expression,

- “For this feed 1 extend my thanks,™ hP
observed. ‘* And you are from St. Frank's?"

““ All of us,” I replied.  We're RmnmL
fellows—belonging to the Ancient House,
mostly. Just on a Whitsun holiday, you
know. Caravanning. We're having a peach
of a time.”

““Yourf information is particularly interest-
ing,” said Clarence, ‘ Thece sandwiclhes are

“Our mecet-
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great—they well deserve a testing. To you
It may seem queer, but 1'd like some ginger-
beer. Tea does wnot agree, particularly with
ne.”

We grinned In spite of ourselves.
was extremely quaint.

““ Ginger-beer?’” said Tatty Little.

Clarence

“ Just

as you like, Lamp-post. Here you are,
Coming over! Catch!”
A bottle of ginger-beer sailed over the

festive board, and Clarence deftly caught it.

‘“Well, this is rippin',”” he observed.
¢ Many thanks, old pippin!”’

‘““He can’t help it,” grinned Handforth.
“0Of course, the chap’s a dotty lunatic, but
that's not his fault. If we had a freak like
that at St. I'rauk’s we'd soon knock him into
shape, 1 can tell you.”

“Don't be insulting, Handyv,” I said
severelp

Longlellow, having partaken of ginger-heer,
looked round gravely,

“It so happens, my dear old chums,” he
said, *“ that when the new term comes, I shall
pack my grip, and off for school I'll slip. In
fact, to be exact—in case the news you've
lacked—I shall go straight away, and at St.
Frank's I'll stay.”

“At St. I'rank’s!” I repeated quickly,

‘“ Precisely,” said Clarence. ¢ That's the
caso concisely.”

We all stared hard at the elongated youth.

“You're—you're booked for St. Frank's
next term?’” gasped Handforth faintly,

““The Ancient House, I think,”” nodded Clar-
ence, ‘“ But pray, why do you blink? Is 1t
very strange for a new boy to arrange—"’

“ Look here, you giddy doggerel-manufac-
turer!” interrupted E[andfurth. “What the
thump do you mean? Coming to St. Frank’s
—in the Ancient House? What Form will
you be shoved in?*

“Well, as far as I ean say, in the Upper
Fourth I'll stay.”

“The Upper I'ourth?
move, don’t you??

“ Ah, yes, I expect you're right,” said
Clarence. “ The Remove it would be—quite !’

‘“Are you trying to spoof us—or is this
. absolutely true?” asked Pitt.

“ Absolutely  true!” said Longfellow
gravely, “The facts I'm telling you!”

We were quite interested. We had been
entertalned by this very queer specimen of
humanity from the first moment that we had
secn him., But to know that he was coming
to St. Frank’s at the beginning of next term
—and, what was more, to discover that he
was booked for the Remove—was rather
startling,

“1 suppose you're down in Brightside on
a holiday?” 1 inquired. |

‘““The truth you've hit,” replied Clarence.
“That is exactly it.”

““ Are you here with your people?”

“I regret to say I'm not—they're far dis-
taant, where it's hot.”

: ‘Eﬂot?” said Handforth, staring.

““Tn India, I must explain,’” said Clarence.
Do I make myself plain?”’ ”,

“So your people are in India—eh?* said

You mean the Re-
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Handy., “In that case, T expect you're with
some friends. I don’t want to pry into your
affairs, goodness knows, but as you re comtng

BRARY

% St. I'rank’s &

“ (Oh, don’t apologise, I pray,” interrupted
Clarence, “TI'll tell you more if I may. I'm
down here quite alone, at a hotel on my
own. I’'m filling in the spell, until at the
school I dwell.” ;

“In other words, you're quite by yourself,
stayitig in a hotel, and you've got nothing
to do until the new term startzs at St.
I'rank's?’? I asked.

“* Yes,” said Clarence.
perfect guess."

“ Not much guesswark about ift, after all
your verses on the subject,”” I grinned.
“But do you really mean to say that
there's: nobody with you at all?  Haven't
You got a guardian of any sort?"

Clarence nodded,

“Well, in a way I have a man, who's
raade a  little plan,” he said. * He's na
lawyer from town, and just at present hie's
down—that is to say he’s here with me—
though only for the day, you see.” -

*“I  understand,”” I replied. “Youe
parents left you in charge of this lawyer,
and he's acting as a Kkind of guardian to
vou? 1'd like to kuow the lawyer's name,
if von don't object, and where I can find
him,"

“1 don't mind at all,” =aid Longfellow
““His name is James McCall. You’'ll find
him at the Hotel Grand, though his office is
in the Strand.” :

[ grinned,

*“It's wonderful, the way you fill every-
thing in—and so easily, too!” I remarked.
“*You see, l'ellowe, I'd like to have a word
with Mr. McCall, If you've got nothiug to
do betwcen now and the new term, you
might just as well join our crowd. How
would you like it? You're going to be a
new chap at the school—so we can practi-
cally look upon you as one of us already.
How would you like the idea of coming ou
this caravan tour?”

A sparkle came iuto Longfellow’s dreamy
eves, although he didn't move a muscle.
“The scheme is fine!” he declared
promptly. ‘" And delight is mine.” '
“Then you'd like to come?”’
‘“1 would, indecd! Follow me—the way
I'll lead!”
He got up, and looked at me intently,
“ Wherc are you off to?” 1 asked,
- “The Hotel Grand—we’ll get  this
planned.”

Clarence was obviously a fellow of action.
[ liked him all the better for it. After
the way he had rescued that little girl from
the soa, I knew that he was true blue, and
his remarkable method of speech made
him quite attractive.

While the other fellows were clearing
away the tea things and clearing up, I
accompanied Clarence to the Iotel Grand,

“You've made a

L and found that his words were perfectly
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Mr. McCall was there—a stout, genial
Hle heard all that I had to
say, and Jaughed heartily.

“ 80 you have taken a bit of a fancy to

true.
Scotchman,

Clarence, eh?” he said. ‘“ Well, I don’'t
wonder. The lad’s a bit of a unique speci-
men, if ever there was one—but as genuine
as they make them! I'm sure I can leave
him safely in your hands. Naturally, 1
shall have to communicate with Dr.
stafford, and attend to one or two other
little details, but there’s no reason why
¢Clarence shouldn’t go with you straight
away, if you'd like it.”

‘* Good enough,” I said.
well come, Mr, McCall. You see, one of
our chaps—the Duke of Somerton, to be
exact, has to leave the party. So we’ve got
room for Clarence, without inconveniencing
anybody. He’'ll take Somerton’s place in
Caravan No. 3.”

We only had a few more words, and Mr.
McCall promised that he would bring
Clarence down personally to our camp, later
on in the evening—after the lanky junior
had packed up his necessary things. '

Clarence himself was filled with excite-
ment at the prospect. lle didn’t say much,
and his expression remained as serious as
ever. But he couldn’t keep that eager
gleam out of his eyes. He went off into
several verses of ecloquent expressions of
thanks., And by the time I had escaped,
I was chuckling hugely.

Qur new comrade was a bit-of a novelty.

““He might as

= g b

CHAPTER VI.
ARCHIE ALL AT SEA!

Y HIS,” observed Archie
Glenthorne languidly.
'“1s somewhat top-
ping, and all that!”
He was lounging at case,
and In quiet soljtude, in
Caravan No. 1. Archie had
and he felt that forty winks
highly beneficial. So he had

fed
would b
placed his bunk in position, and was now

well,
be

jolling upon it gracefully.

e was the sole occupant of the caravan,
for none of the others wanted to be under
cover in such glorious sunshine. But Archie
was somewhat addicted to this practice
of stealing a little nap at odd intervals.

““T mean to say, forty of the best and
brightest assist a chappie in restoring the
old form to its usual condish. of brisk
vigour!”’ he murmured. ‘I shall now pro-
cced to waft away into the land of dreams.
It appears that several earthquakes are
taking place near by, but these little things
can't be helped. 1 suppose they're dashed
well sent to try us!”

He closed his eyes, and composed himself
for sleep.

It must be admitted that this was some-
what difficult, for the window was open,

a0d just outside, on the sands, landforth |
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OUTFITS FREE.

The healthiest and most beautiful of hair nceds
a tonic, eslllec:ally in Springtime. The changes
that take place at this period affect the blood,
and tend to intercept the nutrition of the hair.

Keep a striet guard over your hair, for troubles
of many kinds are apt to assail it in Spring. 1t
it is beeoming weak, thin, or scanty, it needs
a tonic, and you will find nothing that will re-
invigorate it and rejuvenate it like ‘‘ Harlene '’
and a short course of the world-famed ‘° Harlene
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‘“ Harlene Hair-Drill,” 1 :
and exercise, acts like the sprinftime on

the true tonico
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the hair. (See coupon below).

The ‘¢ Harlene Hair-Drill ** Trial Oulfit con-
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“ Harlene,” the

1. trial bottle of
food anda natural growth-
promoting tonic for thec hair.. )

2. A packet of the unrivalled
“* Cremex ' Shampoo, which prepares the
head for ‘' Hair-Drill.” e :

3. A bottle of ‘*Uzon' DPErilliantine,
which gives the final touch of beauty to
the hair. .

4. The " Hair-Drill”
full instructions. .

After a Free Trial you will be able to oblain
further supplies of ‘¢ Harlene ** at 1s. 1id.,
28. 9d. and 4s. 9d. per bottie; ‘‘ Uzon '’ Bril-
liantine at 1s. 1lid. and 2s. 9d. per bottle:
‘* Cremex '’ Shampeo Powders at ls. 6d, per
box of seven shampoos (single packeis at 3d.
enchl)d. from Chemists and Stores all over the
world.

‘““WARLENE” FREE CIFT FORM.

Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HAR-
LENE, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 & 26, Lamb’s
Conduit Street, London, W.C.1.

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your free ‘' Har-
leno '* Four-Fold Hair Growing Outfit as
deseribed. T enclose 4d. in stamps for postage
and packing of parcel to my address. 5

Nelson Leo, 26/5/23.

NOTE TO READER.
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clearly on a plain piecé of paper,
pin this coupon to it, and post as,
directed above. (Mark envelope
“* Sample Dept.”)
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were engaged in an argument. It
one of their usual chats—but
Handforth always insisted upcn speaking
as though his two chums had been born
deal. As Church frequently remarked, they
eertainly would be deaf before long.

“ It vou fellows like to oppose me—nall
richt, you can do iit!” sgaid MHandforth
bitterly. “But T want to know if we're
going to stand it! Who told Nipper to in-
vite this telegraph pole? 1lle's not wanted
—ihie’ll only get in the way all the time.”

* Oh, he's not a bad sort,” put in McClure,
“ And don't torget the way he nearly gave
his own life to save that little kid! Oue
of the pluckiest things I've e¢ver seen.”

tlandforth nodded.

“Well, I admit it,”" Le -said., * There’s
ncihing wrong with Clarence when it comes
to pluck. But he's a born freak. e looks
like the reflection of a chup in cue of those

and Co.
vag merely

distorting mirrors! And as for him being
in the Remove—well, it's about time we
put a stop to 124

Put a stop to what?"

"'Why, allowing 8t. Frank's to be turned
intn a kiud of Barnum and Bailey show!"
deciared HMandforth firmnly. * We've got a
few [Ireaks there alreadv—Timothy
aad l'atty Little and the two Trotwoods and
Archie and Larry Scott! But if Longfellow
i3 included ia the bunch, we might just as
well shove up a pay-box and charge ad-

n‘-if-‘airil'”

" Why argue?" asked Church. *“* We can't
contro! the schom, [ suppose? If this chap's
people like to send himi to the school—if

the fees—it’s their

they can aflord to pay
buzigess. 1 don’t see why we should kick

oy

up a fuss, Besides, he ean't heip being as
tall a= a lamp post amd as thin as o rake.
Personaiiy, 1 rather LKke the chap. He's
amustug.”’ _

“ Better than a film comedian!™ agreed
MceClure.

Haundforth glared.

*“1If you two rotters are going to opposc
rae, I'll joliv well chuck vou into the sea!”
he roared “"I'm not going to stand this
rot any longer! Just say one more word,
and——-"

“1 say, old darling!”

Handforthi looked up at the interruption,
aud found a face gazing at him from one
of the caravan windows.

“ What's the matter with you, fathead?”
demanded Handforth.

“* Well, dash it all!" said Archie plain-
tively. *“* I mean, dashed terse, what! - Don't
vou think it would be a rather priceless idea
to fade out of the old landscape? What 1
jitean is there are some frightfully ripping
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clifts fuither along the heach. How about
exploring, old dears?”

o F\plurm{.." retorted Handforth. “ Who
wants to explore clifls now?”

“0Oh, don’t you understand?’ grinned
Church. ' I expect Archie’'s trying to get

a nap, and your voice is a bit monotonons
to him."

" Abszolutely ! said  Archie, nodding.

“ My voice!” bellowed Handforth. ** My
voice! Why, you rotters, what's the matter
with my voice?”

“1 don't absolutely know,” replied Archie,
“You mean, what's the matter with it?
[ should judge, taking all the eflects into

consideration, that at some early period
you must huve swallowed a hnlh Eramo-
phone horn! 1 mean, no nrtllunr}' human

chappie could possibly develop a voice like
that by sheer nature!"

Handforth breathed havd.

“1 don't want to start a row
Ioliday—but it seems to me there's ouly
one way to deal with this matter,” he
exclaimed grimly. *“I'm going into that
caravan, and I'm going to reduce Archie to
a pulp!”

A somewhat
remarked Archie, in alarm. *“1I
say, a dashed messy business! From my
own point of view, it's absolutely out of
the ques.! 1 mean to say, no reasonable
chappie will allow himself to bz reduced
to a pulp. Absolutely not!'

The face vanished from the window, and a
moment later came the sound of a key being
turned in the lock. Ilandforth started,
dashed round to the rear of the caravan,
amd grabbed at the door handle.

**Open this door!” he hooted.

“* Certainly, * old bean, certainly!” said
Archiie, - through tue glass. ‘1 shall open
it after the vials of yvour wrath have bubbled

on Bank

scheme!”
mean to

poiscnous

down somewhat. 1 mean, yvour vile wrath
-—— That is—"
“Open this door!" howled IIandforth,

shaking the handle viclently.

‘“ Sorry, old cabbage, imposs,!”

Archie disappeared from the glass top of
tiie door, and proceeded to gaze out of the
cide window once more. Church and McClure
were still chatting together. Irom the
end of the caravan caime numerous thumps
and roars of anger,

* Kindly oblige, laddies, by removing the
dashed disturbance!” said Archie. I mean,
how ecan a chappie obtain forty of the good
old winks with all this commosh. going on?"

“ Things are looking bad!"™ said Chureh.
“You've insulted Handy in the most vital
spot, and he’ll dog you until he gets hils
revenge. You needu’t think for a minute
that you'll get any sleep.”

‘“No?" said Archie, pained. ‘* But, I
mean to say, that's dashed foul!"

Handlorth came tearing round the back of
the caravan,

-1 Oh, there you are!” he shouted breath-
lessly, :

“\Well, Archie, “J

what-ho!" sa.d



couldn’t very well be anywhere else, what?

if I have said anything that 1'm sorry for,
old lad, I'm frightfully glad of it!”
" What?” _

“* 1 should say, that if I've insulted you,
I meant it!"”’ proceeded Archie. *‘* That is,
I merely meant to point out—-"

"* You—you lobster!” said Haundfortb
thiekly,

** Oh, come!”” protested Archie.
say, go! That's a bit steep, if you know
what 1 mean! A lohster is one of those
dashed crawly things that do a cousiderable
amount of nipping, and so forth! A lobster
is one of those blighters with about five
hundred and forty claws! 1 don’t mind
being called a silly ass, or even a fathead-—
but when it comes to lobster—"’

‘1 should

+ Are you coming out here, or not?”
howled llandforth.

~* Well, under the .circs,, not!”" replied
Archie. :

Al right—TI'11 jolly well ecome and hoof
vou out!”’ said Handforth. * You needn’t

think that that locked door is going to stop
me! I’ get in the window! Then you're
jolly well going through it!”

“*The window?” asked Archic mildly,

“ Yeg—after I've done with you!l”

“But pray consider!’” urged. Archie
earnestly. 1 mean, this is my caravan.
Yon, in a way of speaking, are a guest. It
daesn’t appear to be absolutely the correct
thing for a gunest to shove .his host through
windows! lardly proper, what? Kindly
think of all these little details, old winkle!”’

" Winkle!”” retorted Handforth., * You
call me a winkle? That's done it!”

“ SBorrow!”’ said Archie hastily. I didn't
mean winkle—absolutely not! 1 should have
said  shrimp!”

“‘1$,liri1np!” bellowed Handforth.
pipl |

e made one wild leap at the window,
but it was rather high, and he had difficulty

“ Great

in reaching it. By this time, too, Archie
had closed the window., Handforth looked
ronud  wildly,

“Ginne comething to  stand on!” he
chouted,

0h, don't be an ass "

**'Ah! That'll do!” breathed Handforth,
“1'I1 show him!®

He dived down., and proceceded to pull a
hig block of wood from under the caravan,
It was resting just against the rear wheel.

“ 1! Look out!” said Church, in alarm.
“The giddy thing will run away if you take
that block out of position! Leave it alone,
yYou asgl”’

“* Rats!”?

“* But—but

(o and eat coke!”

Handfiorth proceeded to tug at the block of
wood. He was too excited to realise what
the consequences might be, In point of faet,
he didn’t care a penny what the conse-
qHeNeesS were.

Iut they were likely to be-alarming,

As I have already mentioned, the caravans

had been set in a row on the hard sands,
outt of reach of high-water mark. And the
beach was rather sloping, necessitating the
fixing of bloeks under the caravan wheels.
The tide was now practically in, and the
waves were breaking only ten or twelve fcet
away from the caravans,

Angelina—to give Caravan No. 1 her
proper name—gave a kind of shiver of fright
as Handforth suecceeded in getting that block
of wood free. Then, without warning, she
swerved round, and literally jumped the block
that was holding the opposite wheel.
ﬂ“ tha!” gasped Handforth. “What
he——'

““Hold her!” yelled Church. “ Oh, you ass!
You've done it now!™

Handforth ecame to himself with a jerk—
as usual, too late. le always realised these
things a sccond or so after the damage was
done.

“I—1I didn't know the giddy thing would
shift!” be panted. ' Don't stand there star-
ing, yon fathead! Hold her back!”

These words, of course, were quite idle, for
even as Handforth was talking Angelina was
carecring humpily and triumphantly towards
the sea, as though she was in sheer necessity
of a bathe.

The caravan took a diagonal kind of course,
and entered the sca almost sideways. Archie
was inside, of course. Archie was locked in.
And in his desire to keep Handforth out he
had even gone so far as to take the key out
of the door.

He felt the caravan moving, and a vague
sense of alarm eame within him. He had
lain down on the bed again, but uwow he sat
up, the big vehicle bumping and careering
heneath him. Croeckery rattled in its rack.
and everything within the van shook and
trembled. |

‘“ Dash it all!”’ gazped Archie, lcaping out.
“What—what—-"

Swish—splash!

Archie dived neatly into a corner. The
caravan had come to such an abrupt stop
that the unfortunate junior was pitehed head
first over. He picked himself up, dazed and
hewildered,

Then he glanced out of one of the windows.

“ Gadzooks!” he murmured dreamily. 1
mean to say, water, water everywhere! It
appears that 1'm dashed well on the ocean!
This is not only frightful, but positively
bally!”

It occurred to him {hat his only eourse
was to esecape—and to do it quickly. There
was no telling what would happen to the
caravan—now that it was fairly on the bosom
of the tide, —

For Angelina was floatineg. Slhe had not
merely taken a short dip, and then waited
to be hauled out. A couple of big waves
in suceession had lifted the caravan up, and
had set her fairly afloat,

And almost before the startled onlookers
could realise it, Angelina was twenty. feet
from the shore—floating placidly like a minig-
ture Noah’s ark, and showing no signs-—of



capsizing.
seaworthy!

Archie dashed to the door, and tore at the
Lhaudle.

“ Locked!"' he breathed. *‘‘The posish is
Lecoming fouler and fouler every second!
Locked! I mean, I'm deshed well doomed to
‘die like a bally rat in a trap! This is where
Archie passes out of human existence! A
frightful
ones!"

Ife searched wildly for the key. He remem-
hered placing it on one of the little shelves.
But it was no longer thiere. The jerking and
tossing had caused the key to vanish into
some mysterious corner or other. .

So Archie turned lis attention to the win-
dows.

“ IFrightfully undig., but these things can’t
he helped!” he murmured. *“ I suppose 1
shall have to whizz down from the old lat-
tice—there may be hope vet, by gad! The
gzood old fighting blood of the Glenthornes is

She was proving herself to be

up! Do I perish without a strug.? Abso-
lutely not!”
Strictly speaking, there was mo danger

for Archie whatever. If he had been wise, he
would hifve laid down on the bed again, and
waited for something to happen. But the
alarming thought that the caravan would
sink caused Archie to act with unprecedented
apeed.

It, struck him that if the caravan sank
to the bottom he would be drowned before he
rotld escape—and this  was undoubtedly
triue. ‘But there was only about one chance
in a million of the caravan sinking. At the
worst, it could only capsize, and continue to
Hoat,

But Archie wanted to be on the safe side.

He opened the window and proceeded to
ciimb throngh—head first, This window was
tlie one nearezt the shore, and the beach was
.now twenty or thirty feet away. The sea
was carrying Angelina further and further
out with every second that passed. And she
still retained an upright position,

By this time the beach was alive with run-
ning figures, All sorts of people were greatly
interested and came hurrying along to waten
the fun. Handforth was still standing at the
water's edge, looking rather dazed.

“ How—how was I to know that the blessed
thing would run away like that?" he de-
manded indignantly.

“0Oh, come off it!" protested Chureh,
“Didn't we warn you? Iancy taking that
block away! You- migiht have expected

-trouble! Our best caravan!
before we get back!” _

“I'm expecting to see it capsize every
second!” said McClure.

All the other juniors were at the water’s
+ edge, including myself.
from the Hotel Grand. In fact, I had
arrived in the nick of time to see the caravan
lumbering in the water.

“Who did that?" I
the crowd.

It'll be ruined

panted, rushing into

death, but there may be worse:

I had just got back

“1 don't Kkuow!' said Pitt.
Handy knows something ahout it.”

“ Well, we can't let it stay there.” I sald
sharply., “ (Come on—we'll bring it back at
once! If we can only manage the trip
quickly, there'll be no harm done. But if
Angelina capsizes, she'll wreck herszelf!”

We all hurried down until our feet were in
the water. But by this time the caravan was
being carried far out and quite beyond our
reach. For, the beach being steep, the sea
at high tide was very decep only a few yards
from the shore. By swimming we <could
reachs the caravan, but we should never be
able to drag it back.

Then we saw Archie climbing through the
window.

“Hi!” I roared. ¢ Stop there, you ass!"

“ All right, Archie—we'll pull you back!™
shouted Pitt.

“Absolutely not!’s came Archie’'s voice.
“1 me&n, I can’t dashed well risk it! Life is
singularly sweet to a fresh young chappie in
the bloom of his youth! Prudence tells me to
leap into the good eld briny!”

And he proceeded to fall headlong into the
sea. It was an undignified proceeding, and

“T think

‘o lamentable one, for Archie was dazzlingly

attired in a suit of snowy-white flannel.
for a moment had he hesitated.
no time to bother about-fiannels.
sweeter than a suit ¢f clothes,

Archie arrived in the water, and swam with-
brisk strokes to the shore. He came out like
a drowned white rat. And Angelina, in the
meantime, was left derelict—forlorn, and de.
serted upon the bosom of the ocean.

Archie gazed at Handforth coldly
wetly,

“As for you, laddie!” he said, his voice
quivering. 1 shall deal with you later.
Absolutely! I regard you as a particularly
frichtful kind of a blighter! I mean to say,
vou're dashed well poisonous!"

And Archie strode up the heach with dig-
nity. At least, he attempted to be dignified—
but this was somewhat difficult, considering
his appearance. He entered one of the other
caravans and hastily undressed.

Having rub:bed himself down with a towel,
he sat down on a locker and stared glassily
before him. He had just remembered that
all liis spare clothing was in the unfortunate
caravan and quite bheyond his reach. His
entire stock of holiday goods was contained
within the lockers of Angelina,

And Archie sat there, dazed and stunned
Ry the shock,

In the meantime we were getting to work.
Something had to he done—and that quickly.
And I soon came to a decision, As far as
I could sce, there was only one way in
which to save Angelina from becoming a
total loss. Left to herseli and the mercy of
the sea she would soon begin to take large
supplies of the English Channel on board.

It was only owing to the caravan's sturdy
build that she had =o far come to no damage.
But it was a cerfainty that as the minutes

Only
There was
Life was
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| passed she would sink lower and lower. until



ihe ocean began to inwade her interior.
then, of course, widespread damage to the
faurniture and fittings would be caused.

1 starcd up the beach, a gleam in my

Q.
£ Come on, you chaps!” I called quickly.

« Wait a minute!"” said Christine. *“ What’s
the idea?”

, * We've got to get this van back again,”
1 replied. ** And we shan’t do much if we
continue to stare at it! Come on—we’ll hire
one of those motor-boats. We'll have
Angelina back again in a few minutes.” ‘

“GGood wheeze!”

¢ Rather!”

Everybody agreed that my idea was a good
one. Just along the beach there were several
of those Inmbering motor-beoats which cater
for the holiday maker. They take about a.

AndY

dozen passengers on board, at. a shilling a

R,

time, and then proceed to chug round the
pier. Having performed this move, they come
back again and take on another load. One
of these boats was quite near by, and so far
there were no passengers on board,

Two lusty-voiced sons of the sea were stand-
g pear by inviting people to take a ride in
the magnificent motor-boat Majestic. She
was about to start, and unless the public
burried up they would lese their chance.

We arrived on the scene, and I immediately
faced the proprietor—at least, the elder of
the two men in charge.

. ..t‘Sec that caravan?” I asked, pointing.

“ We've got to get her back to shore—and
we want this motor-boat to do it with! We'll
give you ten shillings to do the trick.”

- *“Let’s see the ten bob, young gent,” said

the boatman promptly. ’

1 thrust a note into his hand,

“Good enough!” said the fellow briskly.
“ Start her up, Jim!” -

Several of us piled into the motor-hoat, and
the engine was started. Then she chugged
away, backed round, and was soon speeding
across towards the caravan. The latter was
now a full hundred yards out and was per-
ceptibly lower in the water.

Ropes were fixed to the front shafts—a
fairly easy proceeding, for the motor-boat
was able to go up close. Then came the task
of hauling the caravan to the shore.

It was conzsidered to be the best way to
make a dazh at full speed. This was done,
the Majestic swerving round at the last
monient and casting the rope locse. The

momentum was suflicient to bring Angelina

wallowing on to the beach like some freshly-

landed whale,
Many fellows

dashed into ‘the surf and

Even as Handforth was talking,
Angelina was careering bumpily and
triumphantly towards the sea as
though she was in sheer necessity of
a bathe.

steadied the caravan as it grounded. Then,
with one accord, they hanied her hizh up out
of the waves. They could not have accom-
plished this alone. There were scores ot
willing helpers. Boatmen, holiday makers,
children—even women—trying to lend a hand.

Anyhow, the caravan was pushed straight
up the beach and placed in pogition once
more—and the blocks firmly jammed against
her wheels. A crowd stood looking on while
we investigated—for by this time we had
landed out of the motor-boat.

I entered by means of the door in the
front—which Archie, in his alarm, had en-
tirely overlooked. Even Handforth had for-
cotten it, too—or else he had assumed that
Archie had tocked bhoth doors. s

Two or three other fellows came in after
me. The carpet on the floor was soaked
through and =zea water was swirling about.
But this was ahout the only damage done.
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The caravan had come out of her ordeal
almost unscathed.

And .Archie entirely recovered his spirits

when he was enabled to change into a fresh
suit of white flannels. He even forgot to be
angry with Handforth. The latter passed the
whole affalr off in his usual lordly way.
. In fact, he seemed to imagine that the
whole thing had been caused by Archie. But
in future we decided to keep a strict watch
on Handy,

— — —

CHAPTER VII.
““ A LITTLE HELP IS WORTH——"

I VERYBODY ready?”
I asked that ques-
tion briskly as I put
my head out of
Caravan No. 1, and looked up
and down at her ¢ompanions,.
' 1 was dressed in my minstrel

costume and my face was already blackened.

It was evening, mild and gloriously fine,
and just the very kind of weather for a
record crowd to foregather on the beach.
Later on, of course, these crowds would
shift into the town itself—to the picture
theatres and the pier pavilion, and the
numerous pierrot shows which were held on
the front.

But at present holiday makers still clung
to the beach.

‘““ Buck up, you chaps!” 1 added loudly.

“All  right—keep your hair on!” said
Handforth, putting his head out of the next
caravan. ‘“Shan’'t be a minute.”

““ Get back—you’'re unfit to be seen!” I said
severely.

The face retired, for Handforth himself
realised he was in no fitting condition to
appear before the public gaze. He was in
the middle of blacking his face, and it was
black only on one side

““ This blessed stutl is no good!” he de-
clared, as he preceeded to simear some more
of it on. * Nothing to beat the old-
fashioned burnt cork. 1 never did believe
in these patent inventions!”

““ We had no trouble with it,” said Chureh,
who was all ready., ¢ It's not the stuff that’s
wrong, Handy—it's the way you put it on.
Fancy using a toothbrush! No wonder you
miss a lot of places!”

Handforth grunted, and went on with his
black toilet., In the meantime, I was hust-
ling the other fellows up. For we had an-
nounced that the evening show would be
civen at six-thirty, and it was six-fifteen
already.

Pitt and De Valerie went along in advance
to get the chairs in order and to invite the
crowd to buy them. And Archie, resplendent
once more, went along, too. He completely
disapproved of taking any money at all, re-
garding it as a mundane degradation. But
Archie had more money than he knew what
to do with—whilst many of the juniors wounld
be only too glad of some extra pocket-money.
. ““Now then, Fatty—put those sandwiches

down and hustle!” I commanded, looking in
at the door of Caravan No. 4. :

“ All right—I'm doing it!" mumbled Fatty
with his mouth full,

“ Doing what?”

“ Putting these sandwiches down!™ replied
Fatty calmly.

““ You—vou glutton!” I declared severely.
“We had tea only half an hour ago, and
you ate enough for about six then! Where
can you find room for any more? It's a
mystery to me!”

“I'm only just having a snack—a little
peck before we go!” said Fatty.

“ A peck, begad!” remarked Sir Moutie,
strolling up. *'1 suppose you mcan a bushel,
dear old boy?” |

Fatty looked indignant.

“] didn't mean that kind of peck at all!”
he snorted.

“H'm! Well, Montie's about right!” I
grinned. ° Ready now? We shall have to
hustle, or we shall be late for the opening
chorus.”

Half the juniors didn't secem to know what
the time was, and they didn't think it at
all necessary to keep faith with the publiic.
Handforth, for example, stoutly declared
that it would be far better to wait until
half-past seven. He even added that this
was an excellent idea.

“To be an hour late?” I asked tartly.

“ Of course!” said Handforth. ¢ Whyw not?
[t'll give the public time to buy the chuirs.

At half-past seven every seat will be
sold——-"
“ At half-past seven there'll have been

about four riots—unless we give the show atv
the right time,” I interrupted. * Pitt and
De Valerie are taking money now, and we've
only got about ten minutes. Come on, for
goodness sake!"

At last 1 managed to round up the
orchestra, and then we all started off along
the beach—again escorted by a certain per-
centage of the Brightside infant population.

Since our afternoon performance we had
hecome almost famous—but 1'm afraid this
fame was not entirely due to our musical
and vocal efforts. We were talked about be-
cause it had leaked out that we were
schoolboys from St. Frank’s. We had taken
no particular precautions against this, and
s0 we could hardly expect anything else.
Furthermore, we had earned notoriety by our
part in getting the little girl ashore and hy
the incident of Archie and the caravan. °

Consequently; when we approached our
“gtand ” against the cliff, we found that
every seat was sold, and that two or three
hundred people were standing round. We
were in for a record time. And I was only
sorry we hadn't got more seats; because we
could have sold three or four hundred.

We took our places on eur little stools,
and were greeted by an encouraging round
of clapping. It was nearly time for the
show to begin, and the qrchestra was alrcady,

tuning up.
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Archie,r during this time,
gome distance away.

And there was a dreamy, puzzled kind of
look on Archie’s countenance. He gazed ot
the tlirong which surrounded the St. Frank’s
minstrels. Then he turned, and peered
throuzh his monocle further along the beach,

His attention was attracted by a tumble-
Jown kind of wooden structure which stood
on the sands—a sort of stage, with one or
two tiny dressing-rooms in the rear. Every-
hodv who has visited the seaside will know
what I mean. It was a pierrot stand, and in
front of it were four or five hundred chairs
in an enclosure,

At the two gates of this enclosure stood
two forlorn-looking pierrots. More pierrots
were on the stage itself, indulging in an
opening number. Their show, in fact, had
just commenced. :
. 1 mean to say!” murmured Archie.

“ How absolutely foul!”

He was gazing at the enclosure which was
starkly empty. There were, certainly, about
a dozen children at thie rear, but business
was frightful. Nobody appeared to he
patronising the pierrots at all.

Probably they didn't deserve patronage.
Judging by the sounds which were proceed-
ing from the little stage, Archie was quite
convinced that the general public was  well
advised to make a wide detour round this
section of the beach.

At the same time he couldn't help feeling
queer inside.

““ What 1 mean is, it appears on the sur-
face as though we are dashed well queering
the bally old piteh!” he murmured. *“ 1
mean, the populace is gathering at the
mountain—or, to he more exact, the cliff!”’

Anybody with half an eye could see that
the St. Frank’s minstrels had monoplised this
section of the beach. And the unfortunate
pierrots had very little prospect of making
ends meet.,

‘* This,” obseryed Archie, ** is where a little

chat is necessary.”
. He pulled himself together and strolled
clegantly towards one of the gates of the
enclosure. At the same time, the St. Frank’s
minstrels were just striking up the opening
chorus.

Archie approached the gate.

'“ Sixpence admission, sir!’’ said the pierrot
at the gate, invitingly.

“ Absolutely!” replied Archie. *' But it so
happens, laddie, that I have no inclination
to attend this frightful—— 1 should say, this
priceless performance. 1t appears that times
are somewhat lean?”

The pierrot looked at Archie in a straight
fashion.

‘““ You're one of those
aren’t you?' he asked. . _

“ A perfectly gocd guess, old thing.” i

““Youir chums have properly put the lid
on us!” said the pierrot mournfully. ‘' Why,
under ordinary circumstances we should have
been over half full by now, We haven't taken
tive shillings!” :

was standing

St. Frank's bhoys,

r

_ The man stared for a moment or two,
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Archie started, |

** Not five shillings!” he choked. ‘' Dut, 1

mean, that’s little short of ghastly!”

The pierrot nodded.

** Ghastly isn't the word, young 'unl!” he
sald. *“ We didn’t do so well this afternoon—
only thirty bob—and that won’t pay our
rent! We were relying on Bank Holiday, too,
to give us a bit for the week, Just our
rotten Inek! 1 expect we shall starve for the
rest of the week!”

Archie looked genuinely alarmed.

' Starve!” he repeated blankly, ¢ Oh, im-

poss.! 1 mean to say, dashed imposs.! Not
to be thought of, old tomato! What you
want, as far as 1 ¢can see, is an audience. Am

I right?”

The pierrot didu't
question.

*“*Yes, what you want is an audience,” re-
peated Archie. *“ Well, there you are. I
mean to say, there it is.”

o Wh1

“The audience,” said Archie, waving his
hand.

1t seemed as though he indicated the great
crowd which was surging round the schiool-
boy minstrels—and that was rather like
waving a red flag to a bull. The pierrot’s
[ace became thunderous,

“Do you mean that crowd
pals?” he asked.

‘“ Absolutely,” said Archie. “ That, I mean,
is what a c¢happie might rcasonably call a
dashed good audience!”’

** Look heré, young man,” said the pierrot
arimly. “1I don’t want to get cross, but you
needn’t think 1 feel very friendly towards
those schoolboys. They’'ve robbed us of our
bread and butter, and 9

“Wait!” interrupted Archie hurriedlyv.
“Wait! T mean to say, bread and butter?
Dear old boy, I'll show you a wav where
you ¢an have jam as well!”

Archie suddenly realised that this little
matter required a certain amount of
diplomacy. He had approached it from the

answer this unnecessar)

round pyour

b wrong end. And now he decided to 2o about

the thing more carefully.

“You see, old lad, it's like this,” he ex-
claimed mildly. * You woat the best seat:—-
we have them—— I mean to say, you want
an audience—we have it. How does that go?
I will trickle over the golden sands and
whisper a few sweet words into the ears of
my pals. They will proceed to trickle back
with me, and give their show here—" P

g |
“ Give their show .herc?” repeated the
pierrot, staring. -
““ Absolutely.” | :
“ You're off your head, young ma \

“Not at ail, laddie—not at all,” inter-
rupted Archie. ‘“You don’t appear to grasp
the scheme, -You see, when these minstrel
chappies proceed to flow in this direction, the
bally audience will flow also. And It seems,
that there are large assortments of gpare
seats Jying about here.”
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““ Are you suggesting that we should standy nautical terms, your starboard ears!

down and let your amateur minstrels give
their show instead?” he asked, after a spell.

“ That,” replied Archie, *“is the wheeze.”

“0Oh, a great stunt,” sneered the pierrot.
““ A brain wave! Look here, my clever little
fellow! You'd better go away while you're
safe. You want to come here and steal our
pitch, so that you can collect all the
cash——-"'

“ Wait!' said Archie firmly. ¢ Dash it
Aall, wait! I mean to say, what a perfectly
foul idea! I am wounded. Archie i3 stricken
down. [ feel sundry packages of sickness
descending on me.”

“Don’'t talk like a voung idiot——"’

“ It appears,”” went on Archie sadly, © that
you have misjudged me. I am sugzesting
that we should give the show—but that you
and your pals should cellect the takings,
You grasp the scheme? You have nmo audi-
ence, and you're not likely to get one 1o-
nicht, So we'll -bring ours, and you can pre-
side over the bally box-office receipts.”

The man stared and seized Archie's arm.

““ You mean that?” he asked huskily.

“ Absolutely!"” esaid Archie. The
thorne’s never spoof!” "

“ You'll give your show—just to help us out
of this hole?” asked the pierrot. * You'll let
our crowd keep the takings for the evening®”

“ Once again, absolutely,” said Archie. ** In
- fact, absolutely with knobs on!”

““Wait a minute!’’ :
The man turned and hurried to the stage.

Glen-

HHe engaged in <conversation with his col-
leagues, and a moment later two other
pierrots came down. They talked with
Archie for a few moments.

“ Right-ho, old scream—right-ho!™” said

Archie. ‘It shall be done.” .

He hurriecd away, and arrived at the min-
strel “stand” just as the opening chorus
had come to an end, Tommy Watson was
about to commence a soloe. Archie hesitated
a moment, and then mounted to the ¢ plat-
form "’ and faced the crowd.

““ Ladies, as it were, ‘'and gentlemen!” he
~ began gracefully. ¢ I—er—have risen to

this—*" ;

““ Clear off, you blithering ass!' hissed Hand-
forth tensely. |

Archie gazed at Handy reproachfully.  As
a matter of fact, he had acted upon impulse,
He had started to make his speech because
he felt that it would be better off his chest.

To call me aside and explain matters, and
then come to an arrangement, would have
taken time—and the show was going on.
There was no time to waste, Action now
wouldn’t matter. The performance had
hardly started.

“ Kindly refrain {from interrupting, old
sprout!” sald Archie severely. ¢ As I was
ahout to remark, ladies and gentlemen!
That is, of course, ladies and gentlemen
- and sundry children, if you have no vast ob-
jections, I should greatly appreciate the
honour of whispering a few sweet words into
your weatherside ears! That is to say, in

What
I mean to remark is that some very dear
chappies are at present passing through a
period of leanness. Succour is necessary—
in fact, large chunks of succour!”

““He's mad!” said Handforth fiercely.

“Let him go on!" 1 whispered. ‘' The
crowd’s amused!”’

As a matter of fact, the audience was
cnjoving the speech immensely.

“ Precisely!”” went on Archie, feeling that
he was on more solid ground. ¢ These
chappies are in a distinctly fearful posish.
Well, anyway, what I want you to do is to
move into the offing—or, to be more exict,
[ want you to move to yonder enclosure.
Those who have paid will be admitted free.
But there will be seats in. plenty for vast
throngs of others. If you* will cast your
optical members to the north-west, you will
vnderstand perfectly.”

Archie pointed, and everybody saw the de-
serted pierrot stand,

“ Dear old boy—a word!”’ breathed Archie,
coming over to me. ¢ Kindly assist me out
of this most frightful predic. When it comes
to a speech, I'm done. I want you to shift
your dashed quarters!”

In a surprisingly few words—for Archie—he
explaiced what the idea was, and 1 jumped to
it at once.

““1 mean, it's absolutely ness.!"” concluded
Archie. * Noblesse oblige, and what not!
You grasp what I mean? These poor
blighters are in danger of dropping by the
wayside, and all that sort of rot! Chunks
of starvation and so forth! It’s simply got
to be done. The old assisting flst, you under-

I stand!”

“0f course, I understand, Archie,” 1
said gently. * It's just like you. They're pro-
bably spoofing, but that doesn’t make any
difference to your good-heartedness. All
right—we’ll do it.”

It only took me a few minutes to make
the announcement to the audience. 1 ex-
plained that we had come to an arrangement
with the pierrots, and would give our show
immediately, Those who had paid would
be provided with front seats, but there would
he ample room for plenty of others.

The audience stood it very good naturedly.

Those in the chairs were each given a slip
of paper, and were thus identified when they
presented themselves at the gates of the
pierrot enclosure. And. in less than ten
minutes every other seat in that enclosure
was sold, too. The pierrot troupe collected
something like eight or nine pounds—which
was a solid, substantial amount.

The fellows didn’t mind in the least—they
were rather pleased, in fact. For here, on
this proper stage, they felt it was easier to
let themselves go. And the performance was
a big success in every way.

There were so many encores that we ex-
hausted our entire supply of songs and anec-
dotes—and in the end we had to finish up
simply because we didn’'t know any more.

We had taken two hours and a half to give



Nt  THE NELSON

the show—which was a very creditable per-
formance, taking everything into considera-

tion.

And when it was all over, and the audience |

had departed, the pierrot troupe came up
and thanked us warmly. :

And when we arrived in camp, we found
two yards of thin humanity seated on
the steps of Caravan No. 1. With him were
two or three suit cases. He rose to his feet,
and appeared to stretch out like one of those
conlic cartoons one sees at the cinema.

“Hallo!?’ 1 said. *“ Here's Longfellow!”

“ Have you come to stay?” inquired Pitt.
“ All fixed?”

“] am pleased to say that everything 18
well,” replied Clarence Fellowe. ‘In fact,
I'm quite delichted, as you can tell.”

I grinned.

“ Good enough!” 1 said. “As soon as
we've changed, we’'ll escort Somerton up to
the train, have a look round the town, and
then come back to camp. Sorry you've got
to go, Sommy, but youw've got the consola-
tion of kmowing that your bed will be kept
well aired!”

And soon afterwards we all walked through
the town and saw the schoolboy duke off.
Qur party still numbered the original sixteen,
for Clarence was now a fully-fledged member
of the caravan trippers.

And bright and early on the morrow, long
before the town was awake, we were up and
moving. To our satisfaction, Clarence proved
that he was no mere dreamer. He did his
part of the work willingly and thoroughly.
He helped with the horses, with the break-
fast, and with the many other odd jobs con-
nected with camp life
- And while the sun was still low in the
heavens we started off along the highway—
while the dew was still on the grass and
Brightside was just beginning to stretch
it-se%{f for the day’s pleasure and the day’s
WorkK. :

We were oft once again along the rural
lanes of the English countryside—in search of
further adventures.

THE END.
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