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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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Handy and the Boys of St. Frank’s are in the thick of amazing
events, vividly described in this week’s rousing long complete story.
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CHAPTER 1.
THE BATTLEFIELD!

S far as the eve could reach the scene

A was an  ever-changing panorama of

movement. Columns of men, glitter-

in armour, were marching into posi-

tion, with mounted officers in armour con-
trolling the operations.

It was the Ive of Dunstane.

The great opposing armies were getting
ready for battle. All knew that it would be
decisive, that this coming clash would be a
tight to the finish. And the fate of all North-
estria hung in the balance.

(Gazing down at that wonderful scene of
colour and animation, one could not help
being impressed by the vastness of the pre-
Parations. The impending battle locked like
being a grim affair for both invaders and
invaded.

The tenth century?

Well, hardly. Quite a considerable crowd
of St. Frank’s juniors were standing on a
prominent hill-top, watching the great pre-
liminaries on ihe plain below. Half a dozen

girls from the Moor View School were there,
too, to say nothing of such celebrities a3
Mr, Nelson Lee and the genial Lord Dorri-
more. '

But even the St. Frank’s fellows found it
difficult to realise that they were actually
living in ihe twentieth century—the age of
acroplanes, wircless, and falking films,

For no matter where one looked, the snee-
tacle was” irresistibly reminiscent of the
Middle Ages. Great feudal castles, with en-
circling moats, were visible in tho distauce,
and the great city of Dunstane could be scen
below, down i.: the valley, with its towering
walls and battlements. And everywhere the
troops were massing significantly.

“It's wonderful—just wonderful!™
mured Irene Manners breathlessly.

““ But the battle hasn’t started yet,” said
Handforth of the Remove.

“No, but the scene!” went on Irene, her
eves sparkling with excitement. “Isn’t it just
like tho things we have read wbout in ourv
history books? Oh, Ted, I hope we’ll be
allowed to watch-when the battle begins!”

-
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IEdward Oswald Handforth frowned.

“Watch!” he repeated darkiy. *‘What’s
the good of watching? My idea is to join
in the scrap——"

“Chcese it, Handy,” interrupted Church.
“You spoke to Mr. Lee about it, and he
told you pretty straight——"

“He iried to choke me off!” said Hand-
forth indignantly. ‘“‘Imagine it! My own
Housemaster! Iiir_ ILee—a man renowned
for his courage! F¥orbidding me to take part
in the battle! Disgusting!”

Chwrch looked very solemn.

“Well, veu see, Mr. Lee wanted these
Gothlanders to be smashed in baitle, and not
simply frightened off the field,” he explained.

“ Frightened ?” repeated Handforth,
staring.

Willy, his minor in the Third, shook his
head.

“Your face, Ted, old son,” he said gently.
“Church is a polite chap, and he didn’t like
to he blunt. But just imagine the consterna-
tion among the Gothlanders if you got loose
in fheir ranks!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth turned red, and bestowed
ferocious glare upon his minor.

“Are you saying that my {face
frighten the Gothlanders?” he roared.

“That face would frighten a stone statue

a

would

declared Willy. ““Steady, Ted. You can’t
touch me, you know!”

“Can’t touch you?” said Handforth
thickly. “ Why, you—you——"

“I'm absolutely safe,” went on the Third-
Formcr. “ For one thing, I’ve got my fingers
crosced, and for another thing, Irene's look-
ing. You wouldn’t bully your poor, helpless,
delicate little brother in front of ladies, would
-Du?!‘?‘

: Hand{orth controlled himself with an effort.

All the boys were wearing their ordinary
clothes—even Handforth, who had at last
discarded the suit of armour he had worn
since he had been in the bodyguard.

“All right, I'll deal with you later!” he
muttered threateningly.

“A sinister hint of forthcoming retribu-
tion!” said William Napoleon Browne, with
a sad glance at Willy. *‘Alas, Brother Wil-
liam, 1 fear the future for you is not merely
murky, but——"

“I’'m not afraid of Ted!” grinned Willy.
“He wouldn’t hurt a iy, I can cheek him
to my heart’s content, and within five
minutes he’s forgotten all about it.”

“One of these days, my lad, I shan’t
forget!” said Handforth gruffly.

““ And then, Brother William, you will meet
your Waterloo!” sighed Browne. “How-
ever, let us leave this painful subject, and
concentrate our attention upon the spectacle
below; the battle i1s almosi duc. Zero hour
is at hand! Our friends are about to go
over the top.”

“But shall we be allowed o watch 7 asked
Tommy Watson anxiously. “Did you speak

URE

to Mr. Tee about it, Nipper?

| Gothlanders—Kassker’s

Dick Hamilton nodded.

‘““As long as the bhattle confines itself to
the valleys below, we can remain here,” ho
replied.  ““That’s the greut advantage of Lhis
mediaeval warfare. No big guns, no pre-
liminary barrage, no artillery of any kind.
It’ll be all hand-to-hand stuff when it actually
starts. Even the bowmen can’t do anything
unless they’re at close quarters.”

Nipper was quite right in this statement,
There was no danger to the airship party,
for they were a full mile from the nearest
flank of the Northesirian {forces. The
massed soldiers held the lower valley, and
the city of Dunstane was protected. The
invading  hordes—
were further beyond. Right into the dis.
tance stretched the array of .fighting units,

“Dear old boys, it’s goin’ to be a frightful
affair,” said Sir Montie Tregellis-West, with
a sober shake of his head. “Begad, every-
thin’ will depend upon the result of this
serap.”’ . \

-‘The fate of Northestria!” nedded Ngpper.

His chums looked grave. If the Goth-
landers took Dunstane, then Northestria
would be a conquered land, and Kassker the
Grim would reign supreme. There were no
two ways about it. The fall of Dunstane
would mean utter disaster, for the Princess
Mercia would be deposed forthwith.

If, on the other hand. the invaders were
well thrashed, Kassker’s invading troops
would have sacrificed themselves for nothing,
and Northestria would be safe for all time.

This projected baltle was not a mere step
in the Gothlander war, but the vital turiing-
noint of the eampaign. It was a well-known
fact that both armies would fight until a
decision was reached.

“Yes, 1t’ll be an anxious time for us,” de-
clared Nipper. “If Kassker gets whacked,
all well and good. We shall have, the satis-
faction of seeing the remmanis of his bat-
talions scutiling back across the lake. But
if Kassker wins——"

“Good-night., nurse murmured Browne. |
“We shall all 2o in a swift procession to
the chopping-block,” said Ralph Leslie Ifull-
wood, with a grimace. ‘‘That’ll be the end
of us if Kassker wins the secrap. 1 fancy

this affair will be interesting.”

Such thourhts as these were calculaled to
make the 8t. Frank’s fellows rather serious,
and they stocd there watching with anxious
eyes.

After the fashion of mediaeval warfare,
Kassker the Grim—the overlord of all the
Gothlanders—was leading his troops into
action. Mounted on. his great charger, Kass-
ker was riding up and down, giving final
insiructions. Nelson Lee, through powerful
binoculars, could see all these details.

This battle had been in preparation two
or three days—a very deliberate affair—and
Nelson Lee was mainly responsible for the
disposition of the Northestrian armies.

And now the fateful! battle avas on

122

the

| point of being joined.
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CHAPTER 2.

AT DAY,
ORD DORRIMORE lighted

a cigarette and shook his
head.

“This sort of stuff is all
very well, Lee,” ]}ﬂ 5q.id,
¢phut don’t you think we ought to join in?
I mean, it seems an infernal pity to leave
our machine-guns idle. We've got ‘em, so
why not use ’em?” ' _

<1 quite understand your feelings, Dorrie,
but I thought this out very carefully before
1 decided,” veplied Nelson Lee. “Indeced, I
consulted all the Northestrian generals, and
ihey preferred to fight their own battle In
their own way.”

“There's the aeroplane, too,” went on
Dorrie  regretfully.  “She’s in  first-class
fottle. an’ I could swoop over these Gothland
yats an’ put them to {light =

“Without bombs, old man?” asked ILec
guietly.

"I ’m! Tl admit we’ve run  short of
bombs,”” said his lordship. “In fact, we

haven't got a single one, have we?”

“Not even a smoke rocket.”

“Yeos, but the ’plane would scare e

“Nobody!” interrupted YLec grimly. “The
inhabitants of this oasis have grown accus-
iomed to our modern appliances by now,
Dorrie, and the aeroplane, I am afraid, would
have no vital effect on the battle. Apart
from all that, it is far better for us to keep
right out of this affair.”

“T.eave them to fight their own war, eh?”

“Exactly,” agreed Nelson ILee. “It Iis,
indced, their own wish. Ethelbert the Red,
who, after all, is the Regent of Northestria,
was particularly anxious on that point. He
feels that it would be no lasting victory if
his soldiers beat the Gothlanders with our
aid. He wants them to <how Kassker the
Cirim that they are the better fighters, man
for man. Y2 have done our part, Dorrie,
and now we can only watch.”

Nelson Lee spoke gravely. For several
weeks he had been working at high pressure.

until, indeed, he was looking fagged and
weary. There were hageard lines under his
eves, and his usual upricht figure was in-

clined to droop a little. None of the fellows,
with the exception, perhaps, of Nipper, rea-
lised how much vitality Nelson Tee had been
putting into this campaign. He was badly
in need of a rest.

Handforth, of course, was totally opposed
to this policy of standing by and watching.
He couldn’t understand it. He marvelled that
TLee and Dorrie did not join the fighting,
and give permission for the boys to do like-
wisce.

But Nelson Lee felt that he had done his
part. It was he who had organised the
Northestrian armies, he who had accepted the
position of commander-in-chief. During the
first attempt at invasion, the Gothlanders

had been dispersed owing to Nelson Loe’s
cleverly conceived tactics.

But the second invasion had been a suc-
cess, in spite of a grim battle on the grea:
lake. Nelson ILee, Lord Dorrimore, Captain
Waring, and all the engineers of the wrecked
airship, had fought valiantly in that engage-
ment, and had done much to weaken tle
invaders’ strength. But those hordes had
landed in such numbers that nothing had
been able to check them. _

However, Kassker had failed in his main
object. ‘The city of Dunstane was stiil
seccure—held by the thousands of volunteers
whom Nelson Lee had trained.

And now it was for the Northestrians to
ficht their own battle.

It was to be a clash of men. with supreme
victory for the stronger. Nclson ILee was
convinced that this was the only way. No
lasting result could be guaranteed unless the
Gothlanders were put to flight by the
mediaeval methods which were the vogue in
this strange lost world.

“A solid result, Dorrie, can only he
cained by a genume clash between the war-
ring factions,”> commented ILee, ag  he
lowered his binoculars. “It is up to them to
settle this thing, and let ns pray that the
outcome i3 as we hope.”

“So that we can still live, and get awax
from here, eh?"” asked Dorrie.

“8So that we ecan still  live. ab all
events,” saild Lee. “As for getting awav
from heve He broke off and shrugged
his shoulders. “A preblein, I'm afraid, old
man.”

TLord Dorrimoie gave a strange, inserutabie
grin.

“Things may not be
he said lightly.

Lee gave him a sharp

“What do you mean,
““Oh, nothin’!”
““Look here »

“Well. it may be somcthin’,” admitted uis
lordship reluctantly, ““but never mind abonur
it now. Iiverythin' will depend upon tna
result of this blessed fight, so let’s siv tizht
an’ watch.” -

Nelson Lee did not press him further. As
a matter of fact, he concluded that IT.oid
Dorrimore was merely displaying his usual
optimism. It was a fact that the marooned
adventurers were i wireless touch with the
outer world, and Dorrie, perhaps, was count-
ing on that. DBut Lee had grave doubts
regarding any possible rescue.

He knew the insuperable difficulties of an
expedition to the North Polar regions. There
was some talk of ihe British Government
sending out a fleet of powerful seaplanes.
But what was the use? Lee knew that they
could never conquer the perpetual storms
which raged round this voleanic oasis—
storms which possessed an unbelievable in-
tensity, and which formed a barrier far morc
impreenable  than solid rock. Tens  of

ko |

so bad. after ail”

look.
Dorriec?” ho asked.




6 THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

thousands of feet up, these blizzards held
full sway.

Lee was sombre as he stood there. So far
as he could see, the result of this coming
engagement would make little or no difference
to the fate of Lord Dorrimore’s party. On
the one hand, it would mean death by exe-
cution; or, on the other hand, imprisonment
in this oasis for life.

——

 —

CHAPTER 3.
THE PRISONERS OF THE OASIS.

W97 HO could have foretold this
v extraordinary adventure?
Dorrie had set out in the

great dirigible as a pure

sporting venture—to go to
the rescue of a fellow explorer, who had got
lost in the wastes of the Arctic. But the
dirigible itself had suffered an even worse
fate, for after being crippled through the
breakage of her mooring-mast, she had becon
whirled away in a storm, carrying ihe St

Frank’s boys and the Moor View girls with

her. And they had only been on board for

a mere pleasure cruise of a few howurs.

By something that was very akin to a
miracle, the airship had been tossed about in
the terrible storms, and literally pitchforked
out of the violent atmospheric disturbances
into this unknown oasis. Then she had sunk
to the ground, crippled, and only Cap’ain
Waring’s great skill had saved all on board
from destruction.

Dazed at still finding themselves alive, the
party had been further dumbfounded to-dis-
cover that this enormous basin contained a
limpid lake, fair lands of green, with [srests
and verdant valleys. And here dwelt, too,
the Northestrians—descendants of a long-lost
branch of .Anglo-Saxon stock. And beyond
the lake, the Gothlanders—even more ancient
in-their ancestry. In the bygone centuries,
perhaps, a volcanic disturbance had caused
a channel to open, sweeping ships through.
None knew exactly how these modern races
had started, for the records were very
skimpy. - '

The oasis itself was semi-tropical in climate,
for there were many vast volcanoes encircling
it. On overy side the great peaks arose, until
they joined the everlasting mists of the upper
air.

It was a curious fact that no crater was
visible, for the mists enshrouded the glaciers
and the mountain-tops, while the glow from
the molten craters was reflected upon the
mists, resulting in a perpetual artificial sun-
light in the basin.

Nelson Lee’s fears
groundless.

After many days of uncertaintyv—days of
peril ard excitement, during which the air-
ship party had been compelled to help the
Northestrians for the sake of their own lives—
the wireless had been restored. Direct com-

were by no means

I

Dorrie.

—

munication with the outer world was now
possible. Fathers, mothers, and relatives in’
general, were now relieved. For over two
weeks the airship had been given up as lost,
with every soul on board. But the restored
wireless communication had caused a great
sensation throughout the world, and every
effort was being made to succour the los:
party. The British Government itself had
taken the affair in hand, and the Navy was
on the job.

Bu% what, after all, could be done?

That was Nelson ILee’s constant thought.
The airship had only got through the barrier
by a single chance in a million. Even sup-
posing one or maore of the réscuing sea-
planes braved those storms, and won through ?
Could they ever get back? Lee was con-
vinced that they could not, since they would
land in the oasis wrecked or disabled.

No matter how Lee looked at the question,
the answer was always the same. There was
no prospect of deliverance.

“They’re gettin® all keyed up now, old
man,”” said Lord Dorrimore, as he watched.

““The battle’'s on the point of—— You're
not, listenin’,” he added severely.

Nelson Lee started.

“No, I was not,” he admitted. “ Sorry,

What were you saying?” _

“Still worryin® about us gettin’ away !
pressed his lordship. “My dear old sporis-
man, you shouldn’t let these things prey on
your mind. Do you recalise that you’re an
absolute wreck? Good glory! Youre a
frightful sight, I.ee! Wipe that ghactly fur-
row off your brow!”

Nelson Iee smiled rather wanly.,

“I’'m not.thinking about myself, Dorrie—
or of you,” he replied quietly. “There are
all these young people——"

“Yes, I know,” interrupted Dorrie, with
a grin. “Look at ’em! They’re worryin’ a
lot, aren’t they? Gad! I’ve never seen a
happier crowd!”

“They don’t realise the real pesition—and
that, of course, is all to the goad,”’ replied
Lee. ““They’re irresponsible, Dorrie—and,
upn:a my soul, you’re just as bad as they
are!”

“Worse!”” admitted Dorrie, without shame.

“Yes, you hulking, overgrown schoolboy,
you’re worsc!” growled Nelson Lee. ‘““Man
alive, can’t you take the thing seriously for
once ? Don’t you understand that we'ro
liable to be hottled up in this medisgeval world
for the rest of our lives?"’

Lord Dorrimore chuckled.

“I recalise that the British Navy is sendin’
out a flcet of giant seaplanes to scour the
Arctic,” he replied lightly. ‘“We've had it
officially over the wireless—"’

“I’'m not denying it; but what’s the use

“ A lot of use,” said Dorrie. ““\When thoso
seaplanes arrive——""

“When!” interrupted Lee angrily, “I
hope to heaven you haven’t been putting
these ideas into the heads of the youngsters!
It will be a tragic disappcintment to them

G113
L
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R
hen the days pass, and iﬁti“ thcrc, 15 no Sign
of rescuc. Those seapianes can’t conquer
~aturc's barriers, Dorric. These mountains
rise for thirty thousand fcet or mc:rc—nm'fh,
<outh, cast, and west.  And you ve had a
tacte of the blizzards that rage—-
v Exactly,’” said Lord Dorrimore. **I'm not
denvin® that the scaplancs would have a bit
of trouble to get over the rim of this basin.
put what if there's a crack down the boitom
of the basin—a crack wide encugh for us to
got out ¥

Nelson Lee stared.

“Pon’t stand there, Dorrie, talking necn-
sense !’ he said sharply.

*It's my natural form ol speech, old man

"
—

“Hang it, ycu're an exasperating beggar!”
snapped Lee.  “ You know as well as I do
that there's no outlet, Dorrie. Why fool
vourself? Thoese seaplanes will never——”

“\Wait a minute,”’ interrupted his lordship
calmly. ““Not so fast, professor! I’ve becn
holdin’ somethin’ back from you, but, in sclf-
defence, U've got to cough it up. You were
so busy on this battle stunt that I thought
it advisable not to distract your attention.
But, the fact is, I've made a bit of a dis-
covery.”’

“Oh!”’ zaid Lee, without emotion.

“You might, at least, appear decently sur-
prised !” exclaimed Dorrie. ‘““You just stand
there an’ say ‘Oh? in a flabby sort of voice

———

L

“Sorry, Dorrie, but I haven’t a great
amount of faith in your discoveries,” said
Nelson Lee candidly., ““In some ways, vou're
nearly as bad as Handforth. You're a hope-
less optirnist.”’

Lord Dorrimore nodded.

“] know it,” he said calinly. “I glory in
it. In fact, 1 wallow in it. Optimism, dear
old man, is one of the greatest gifts of the
gods. It enables a fellow to view life with
cheerful complaceney. All the same, in this
particular instance. I've got somethin’ a bit
more substantial than my fatal optimism to
rely upon. We woere talkin’ about a crack
in the basin, weren't we?”’

S Xos M )

“ Anybody might think we were discussin’
a tea-set!”’ went on Dorrie, with a chuckle.
“But about that erack. I've found it.”
“You've—found it 7’ repecated Lee, staring.

“ Absolutelv !’ said his lordship. “You
may think I'm several kinds of a liar, but
two days ago I tcok a trip out to the Arctic,
had a look at the trackless snow, an’ dedged
back., Quite an excitin’ little experience !’

—

CHAPTER 4.
A CHANCE OF DELIVERANCE!

EI.SON LEI took hold of
Dorrie’s arm and gripped

it.

“If you're just yarn-
. inge " he began.
“Good gad, no.” said his lordship. *“I

—)

wouldn’t fool about with a subject like this,
Tice. It's an honest fact. Down at the {ar
end of the lake there’s a terrific tunnel.
miles an’ miles long. It leads straight
through the mountains to the cuter world:™

“And 1s this—this channel {rec?”

“My dear man, it's a broad river!” de-
clared Dorrie.  “The tunnel ifself is big
cnough to accommodate the old Wanderer
throughout the whole length of it. 1 tock
the motor-boat up there, and nearly scaved
the life out of friend Sigbert, to sav nothin’
of freezin’ his ears half off. But he pre-
mised to say nothin', an’ he's kept his
word.”’

“And this is true—really, Lonestly true?”
breathed Lec. .

“My word on it !”’ replied his lordship.

Nelson Lee was a changed man.  1n a
mement the droop had left his shoulders, and
his whole aspeet was different.  His cyes
took on a new sparkle, and even the haggard
expression scemed to disappear magically
from his face.

“This is amazing—utterly amazing!” he
muttered. “Why didn’t you tell me sooner,
Dorrie?  Heavens above, why didn't vou
report this to me the instant you got back ¢

“You were so infernally busy 23

“Busy ! snapped Lee. “ What could Lie of
more 1mportance? The affairs of these
Northestrians may be vital—from their point
of view—but they mean nothing to us. And
we are responsible for these boys and gitls

“You’ll pardon me, Lut the affairs of thesc
Northestrians mean evervihin® to us,”’ psinted
ocut Dorrie. “If thevy win. we shall still be
safe. If they lose—gocd-byve heads! So 1
thought it just as well to let you carry on
with the good work uninterruptedly. I'm «
selfish beggar, you know—one of my foults.
I can’t bear to think of such a shapely head
as mine bem’ ecarved off——--"

“When did you malke this
broke in Nelson Lec,

“Two days ago.”

“Two days!” muttered Lee,
lips. “(Good gracious, Dorric!
And nothing done!” |

“That’s all you know,”
peer, with a grin.

“Why, what =

“My dear, worryin' old pessunist !’
posed Dorrie. ““I may be an irresponsible
chump, but I'm not absolutely a fool.
Althongh I said nothin’ to you. I said reamns
and reams across the wircless. T got in touch
with the naval people, an' teld them eof this
discovery, an’ cverythin'. = They're rushin’
those scaplanes off at the carliest possible
moment, an’ they’ll drep us a postecard as
soon as they start.”

Lee was slightly relieved.

“Forgive me, Dorrie, but I didn’t realise
that rou had been so thorough,” he =aid.
“We must wireless the exact position of the
tunnel outlet.”

“By gad, of course'’ said his lordshij.
“Frightfully careless of mo to forget it!"
He waxed indignant. “Hang it, Lee, what

dizcovory ™’
pursing  hi:
Two davs!

said the sportiug

mnter-
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do_you take me for?’ he went on warmly.
“Do you think I wouldn’t include a vital
point like that?”

“You gave them the exact position, then?’

“Any more of these questions, an’ I shall
be reluctantly compelled to smite thee on the
mazzard!” said Lord Dorrimore gruffly.
““Hang it, I’ve been insulted right an’ left!
At any minute I expeet a messenger from
headquarters to come racin’ up with the news
that the seaplanes have started on their half-
imlidny. That’ll be the signal for us to
scoot.’

*Scoot 77

“Absolutely.”” said Dorrie firmly. “I'm in-

terested in this batile, but I'm mosre in-
terested in geitin’® back to the outer world.
An’ once we bear that the rescuers are on
their way, we’ll take the headquarters ship,
an’ make a bolt through that tunnel. \We
shall need to be outside, you know, wiih
scarchlights goin’, an’ all that sort of thing.
The Arctic night isn't over yet, an’ it's pretty
dim out there.”
_ “The Spitfire”” muttered Lee. *“ By Jove,
it's a lucky thing we’ve got our wircless and
cur stores on board this ship! If it came to
the point, we could all be off- with less than
an hour’s notice.”

Since the position had become so acute,
Nelson Lee had made one of the Northestrian
vessels his headquarters, She was a com-
paratively big ship, fitted up with (wo
auxiliary aero-engines, to say nothing of
machine-guns, She was capable of making
rings round any of the ordinary native
vessels.  There was accommodation for the
entire party on board. Special cabins had
been made for the girls, and even the boys
had their own quarters. In the event of any
sudden danger, Lee knew that he could get
them all on board, and there they would be
safe.

Even now the Spiuire was lving just off
shore, down in the Jake, in full view from
this hill-top. For these watchers were stand-
ing on the high ground a mile or two below
Dunstane, and from this point the sweeping
country could be seen on one hand, and the
wide expanse of the lake on the other. ¥f
danger threatened, Lee would order every-
body on board.

*“1 was thinkin’ about the oid tub,’”” said
Lord Dorrimore, with a nod. “We can soon
<hip off once the news gets through. I've
‘told Sparks to hang on to that wireless
apparatus like a lecech  In fact, 1 thought
about padlocking him to his seat, an’ nailin’
the ecar-phones to his head. Poor young
beggar, -he hasn’t had any sleep for thirty-
six hours, but he’s game. An’ that news
might come through at any minute.”

“Tll go and relieve him before long,”
declared Nelson Lee.

“That's what I was thinkin' about doin’,”
satd Dorrie.  “The last official message we
had was to the cffeet that a dozen seaplanes
were settin’ off for a hastily prepared hase
in the north. Ieeland, I belicve. When they
set out on the real flight, they'll give us the

I Dorrie.

[quita frank,” said Nelson Lee,

tip, an’ then we shall have to leave the rest
to chance.”

“This is great news, Dorrie—so great,
indeed, that I cannot express my real :cel-
ings,” said Nelson Lcece quietly. “Perhaps
you were right in keeping it from me till
now—I should have been greatly distracted.
:I'e!’lr me of this turnel. How did you find
1t 7

Lord Dorrimore went into details. He ex-
plained that the St. Frank’s fellows had wade
the first discovery. But he, Doirie, had
ventured into the black tunnel in the motor-
boat, and had pressed right on, hour after
hour, until he had emerged into the freezing
cold of the Arctic.

But if Nelson Lee expected the other mem-
bers of the party to remain in blis-ful
ignorance of the discovery, he was wrong.
Somgbody had overheard that conversation
between Nelson I.ee and Dorrie, and in a
very short time a number of juniors were
clamouring round, asking for details.

“Is it true, sir?” asked Nipper eaporly.
“Is there a way of cscape through ihe
mountains 7°’

“Might as well teil themn, I suppese,” said
“T'd no i1dea we should be over-
heard, Lee——"’

““Perhaps it will he a wise nmove to be
“Yes, boys,

the story is true. Lord Dorrimore has found

a way out—-""

“Rot !” said Dorrie.
Grst.”

“Then—then that tunnel leads right oul-
side?’ asked TIfullwood breathlessly. My
only hat! We thought there was something
rummy about it, didn’t we? You remember,
you chaps! The water was hike 1ce, and we
guessed that it was flowing in from the
Arctic.”’

“Hurrah !”

““A chance of getting out!”

In the sudden excitement, even the interest
in the battle was waning. Until now, the
young people had scarcely realised how
anxious they actually were. DBut now that
theroe was a positive hope, they knew the
truth. They knew how homesick they were—
how desperately anxious they were to get
back to the old familiar scenes of England!

“The boys found it

—

CHAPTER 5.
fif| HANDFORTH MEANS BUSINEVS !
[E8Y ANDIFORTH
X P eagerly.
“By Gceorge!™ he ejacu-

pointed

_ lated:
L “Yes,”' muitered Church.
beginning !’
They watched fascinatedly. Somchow they
could scarccly believe that they were about to
gaze down upon a lifec-and-death struggle—a

“The battle's

grim, terrific battle for supremacy. It was
more like a pageant—an affair of make-
believe, Scarcely a sound disturbed the



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY *

|

\
\

L
¥

\
\

.
\

VI

\

}

““I'm going info the battle ! > roared Handy, flinging bis chums aside,
sprawled on the ground, staring st Handforth in blank amazement.

gasped,

Dazed and dizzy, Church ard McClurs
““ Don’t Le 2 fool, Handy ! Churcl

““ You’ll get killed ! ™’

tranquil air. No bombardmeni—no crashing ; haven't actually said anxthing, but we've

of puns. Only a kind of subdued murmur
rising up from that long streteh of country
lower down.

And Handforth’s statement was  correcet.
The opposing forces were about to hurl themn-
selves at one another. And the Northes-
trians, apparcntly, were the f{irst to take the
offensive.

“Out with the invaders!”

That was the battle-ery which rang from
thousands of throats as the soldiers of Prin-
cess Mercia chavged to the attack. IHand-
forth, standing on that hill-top, watched with

gleaming cyes,  His hcart was beating

rapidiy,

"By George!” he murmured. “Come
13

here, vou chaps! Come aside!

He dragged Church and McClure awayv
fromn the others, and brought them to a halt
cagainst a clumip of trees. He was locking
flushed, Dbut, for thzat matter, so were his
companions,

“Now listen to me!” said Handforth im-
pressivelv. “I'm going to have a word with
you chaps——"

“About the
Church eagerly,
Isn’t 1t too gorgeous for words?
of getting back home!”

*“Home !I”” murmured McClure, holding his
breath. ““By Jupiter! It sounds too good
to be true! I think we've all been fooling
ourselves a bit, you know,” he.added.

wonderful news, ¢h?’ said

A chance

“I say, Just think of 1t! |

i never cscape from this prison.’

C o —————

“We |

fele 1t was all up with L15~+H1;:1L we should

Handforth glared.

“Drey oup!™ he commanded siernly,  ©1
brouzht you here to tell vou something in
seeret, and vou start gassing about home!
This thing is unportant——""" ¢ broke off,
and frowned. *“Pricon ¥’ he went oun, as
AMeCllure's final words occurred  to  him.
“What do vou mean—prison?’’

“Why, this place, of course—this oasis!”

“It's not a prison, vou ass!” said Hand-

farth. .
“Of course it

barred windows, if
growled McClure.

isn't—not a  place with
that’s what you mean!”
“What a chap you are
for taking everything lirerally! But isn't
it a prison for us? DBottled up here with
these rummy medizeval people, hemmed in
by mountains and glaciers, and with ever-
lasting blizzards :
““Rats!"” interposed Handforth. ¢ Bottled
up be blowed! 1 knew we shouild get ous
all the time—I mnever had the slightest
doubt.”
“We're not out vet!” said Church quietly.
““Yes, but Dorrie has found a way through
the mountains!” put in McClure, with a
little breathless chortle. “Besules, what
about the British Nuvy ?”
““Bother the Briti:h Navy!”
forth.

roaved Hand-
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“Why, you--you uupatriotic rotier!” “Carried!”” asgreed McClure, nodding.
gasped McClure. _ Edward Oswald’s eyes gleamed.

“I didn’t mean that!” said Handforth, ““That’s a solemn pledge, then ?” he as=ked.

fuming. ‘“‘Jolly good luck to the British
Navy! Those seaplanes will get through to
us—so you needn’t worry. I simply take the
thing for granted, but there’s no reason why
you {atheads should keep interrupting me.
I’ve brought you here to tell you a secret.”

““Go ahead,” said Church absently. ‘‘We're
listening !’

“And you've got to pledge yourselves to
“cilence!”’ continued Handforth grimly. *‘Un-
derstand ? Unless you give me that pledge,
I shan’t tell you the secret!” '

Church and McClure were rather off their
suard at the moment. Their minds were
filled with wonderful thoughts of home. They
were troubled by uneasy doubts. Would the
runnel still be open? Would they be able
ro wet safely through in the Spitfire? Would
the seaplanes conquer the difliculties of the
Arctie, and rescue them? And then, what
about this great battle that wad just start-
ing? _

What if the Gothlanders won? By Jove,
that would be a pretty keitle of fish! With
a prospect of rescue in sight, it would be
hard lines, indeed, to be menaced by Kassker
the Grim and his brutal soldiers! Supposing
the Northestrians were defeated——

“When you chaps have finished mooning
into space, perhaps you’ll give me some atten-
tion!”  snorted Handforth indignantly.
**What's ‘the idea of standing there, looking
ilke a couple of puppets?”’

*“If you call us puppies——"" began Church.

‘““I said puppets, but the other word’s just
as good!” rapped out Handforth curtly.
**Haven’t I told you that I’ve got a secret?”

‘“Blow the secret!” retorted McClure.

“What ?”’

“T—1 mean, let’s hear 1t, then!’ said Maec
resignedly.  ‘‘Anything - for a quiet life,
Handy! Shall we risk it, Churchy?”’

“Might as well,” =aid Church. “But get
it over quickly!”’

Handforth regarded them [erociously.

“You—you unfaithful rotters!”” he said,
with withering scorn. “I drag you aside on
purpose to give you the slraight tip, and
all you can do is to insult me! But I’'m not
croing to be dished by you chaps! I've made
up my mind, and there’s an end of 1t!”’

““There can’t be an end without a begin-
ning!”’ said Church tartly.

““A beginning of what?”’

“Your mind!”’ retorted Church, with relish.
“We're fed up with you, Handy! We want
to talk about this discovery of Dorrie’s—"

“You—you—"" With a great effort, Hand-

forth pulled himself up, and his chums
vaguely wondered why he refrained from
jashing out. ““All right!”’ he muttered. “‘I'll

remember this—afterwards! But for the
moment I’ll overlook it—so pledge me your
word that you’ll keep my secret!”

““Oh, go ahead, then!’ said Church. ‘‘We
give you our promise.”’

tiYES.?J

“Good!”? said Handforth. “I wouldn’t
bother with you cuckoos, only 1 believe m
taking precautions. There’s just a faint pos-
sibility—a million-to-one chance—that scme-
thing might happen to me.”

“That’s not a million-to-one chance—it's a
certainty!” said Church, with convictiou.
‘““And unless you talk sense, something w:ll
happen to you!”

““It’s only right that somebody should know
the truth,” continued llandforth. “*So I
taking you into my confidence. The fact i3,
Im going to sneak off, and join in the
battle !’

His chums started. ;

“You're going to do whai?"” yelled Churcil.

“I’m going to join in the battle!”’

“Join in the battle?’ gasped MeClu.e,
horrified.

“That’s what 1 said!”

““Then you’re mad-—crazy—scaity !’ szaid
Church, with great alarm. “* You don’t mean
this, I-;f!nndy! You ass, you're trying to spoaf
us——

“You’ll see whether I'm irying to speonf
you!” interrupted their leader. *“You chaps
stay here, and keep on talking—and look
towards this little group of trees, as thouch
you are chatting with_ me. I’'m going to buzz
down, get into the v.:rﬂé;,;}hnd have a swipe
at old Kassker!” ", : = Fats

— i -4

CHAPTER 6.
PLEDGED TO SECRECY!

FULL minuie  elapsed
before Church and
McClure fully grasped the
fact that Edward Oswaid
Handforth was in deadly

earnest. And then, of course, their growing -

feelings of alarm changed to positive appre-
hension.

“Handy "’ pleaded Church, all his thoughts
of the rescuing seaplanes flown. ‘“‘Handy, old
man! You can’t do a mad thing like that!
For goodness’ sake be reasonable!”’

“I don’t want to hear any silly objec-
tions——"’

“Bus you’ll be killed !’ broke in McClure.
“You can’t join in a fight like this, Handy!
These fellows are armed with pikes and lances
and battle-axes, and things! They're in chain-
mail armour—and heaps of them are
mounted !”’

“What of that?”’ asked Handforth coldly.

“What of it!"”’ gasped Mac. ““You won’t
last for more than five minutes, once you
get into the battle! And what shall we do
after you're dead?”’ he added indignantly.

Handforth waved an airy hand.
“Don’t talk rot!” he growled. ‘‘My idea
is to get straight into the thick of the fight-
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and help these Northestrians. I don’t
in being left out in the cold.” ,

.- But Mr. Lee cxpressly prohtbttedT—h— ’,

o oxactly!” agreed Handforth.  *““That’s
why 1'm going to sneak off on the quiet,
without anybody seeing. Of course, there’s
o bare clmu(:{: that I might get wounded in
Lo battle—"
m:‘:{lbare chance ?”’ breathed McClure.

«Well, a thousand-to-one risk "X

“you—you crazy optimist!” burst out
Church. **There’s no chance about it at
all—not a ghost of one! 1If you venture into
this fight, you'll go under within a minute.
And vou won’t be injured, as you so fondly
suppose. Youwll be killed!” -

““Rot!"” retorted Handforth, in no way im-
pressed. “I've made up my mind, as 1 told
vou before, and the thing’s settled.”” He
gazed anxiously down into the valley. “‘By
(teorge! They're getting on with it!” he
added. “Look at those horscmen _dashing
into the fight! I shall have to be going!”

With one accord his chums seized him.

“Not yet!’ gasped Church. ‘“You’ll have
to reckon with us, vou hopeless idiot! Mac,
shout with me! We'll "yell for help, and
bring the other chaps here. Then we’ll put
this lunatic in chains, drag him back to the
ship, and bolt him in one of the holds.”’

““All right!” said McClure. “I’'m readyi

As they clung to Handforth they prepared
to raise their voices in a united yell. But
their leader stopped them with a single sen-
tence.

“What about your pledged word ?’" he asked
swiftly.

They suddenly felt limp, and relaxed the:ir

cip.

% "FOLll'—piedged word 7?7’ babbled Church.

“Didn’t you give me yvour solemn word of
honour——-""’

“But—but we didn’t know interrupted
McClure desperately. *“You said something
about a secret, but we didn’t know you meant
a dotty game like this!”’

“That’s not my fault—you should be more
carcful before you give your pledged word,”
said Handforth coolly. ‘‘Anyhow, you can’t
get out of it—unless you're a couple of dis-
honourable rotters!” :

They looked at him utterly aghast. They
had certainly promised him to keep quiet,
and it was totally against their code of honour
to go back on a promise.

“You—you tricky rotter!”’ said Church in-
dignantly. “You knew what we should do,
so vou prepared yourself in advance. Under
the circumstances we should be justified in
going to Mr. Lee. It’s to save your life,
Handy—and we’d do anything for that!”

“I shan’t be in any danger,” declared
Handforth confidently. “Just leave this fo
me, and join the others afier I’ve gone. If
they want to know where I am, just give
a hint that I shall be bacl soon.”

“But you won’t bel’”” said Church des-
perately, “You’ll never come back! Look
down there!”” he added, pointing. My only

g,

potieve

1?2

hat! The Dbarttle’s in full swing—and the
Nort-he:stri:ms secm to be getting the worst
of itV

‘“All the more reason for me to go and
help !’ declared Handforth.

They stood watching. Some litile distance
away a “crowd of other St. Frank’s fellows
were staring at the raging conflict, fas-
cinated. There was something rather un-
canny about this—standing here in perfect
safety, watching a battle that was every bit
as grim as Créey had been.

The Moor View girls had gone, for it
seemed to them that this scene, after all,
was not a nice spectacle for them to witness.
The battle was some distance off, but, never-
theless, the falling of men could be easi'y
seen, and by now the air was becoming filled
with the confused tumult of the conflict. It
came up from the lower ground like an ever-
growing mauarmur,
- “Handy!* You
begged Church. “ Don’t
strict orders!”’

“Think of Willy and Xua!” added
McClure. ““What will they say to us when
they find out?”

For a moment Handiorth hesitated, then
he squared his jaw,.

““Never mind what tuey say,”

mustn't go into that!"”

forget Mr. Lee's

he replied

grufily. “‘They'll alter- their tone when -1
come back with shields and things as
trophies!”’

“My - stars!” breathed Cuurch. “fle

means it!”

“Of course I mean ir!"" snapped Haund-
forth. “*What about Uinlosi? lsn’t he i
the battle ?”’

“TUmlost’s by
nature——"’

“So am I!” declared Handiorth. ¢ By
George, look at those soldiers in action! Isn't
it cnough to make vou tingle? I can't
waste any further time—I've got to get down
to the Dbattlefield!” ;

He was staring eagerly into the distanse,

As far as the juniors could see. the
Northestrian army was marshalled into three
lines. In the f{ifst there were four or five
thousand men-at-arms, and a similar number
of archers. Behind them, inclining towards
the flank, waited the second line—an army
every bit as big. The rest were reserves—
waiting to join in the battle when required.

The Gothlander troops were much farther

distant, and obly a confused array could
be seen.

The Northestrian archers were already
in the thick of the fighting, and the enemy’s
infantry were falling back. But the CGoth-
landers had their-archers, too, and the whole
battle was developing on desperate lines.

“Don’t you see, Handy?"” asked Church,
with a gulp. ““Look at the cavalry! They’rs
just getting ready to charge! What possible
hope can there be for vou? You haven’t
even got a sword——"

““Never mind about
Edward Oswald calmly.

different! He's a

warrior

that,”” interrup'ed
“It won't take ma
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iong to pick up a lance—and if it comes to
it, I’'ve got my fists, haven’t 17"’

“Fists 7"’ repeated Mac, dazed.

He and Church stcod there, aghast at
Handforth’s insanity. But to argue with him
was obviously out of the question. There was
a gleam in his eye which could not be mis-
taken.

Church and McClure knew that gleam well
—and mnever before had they seen it so
dogged! :

— ——

CHAPTER 7.
INTO BATTLE!

% LILSON LELE had no :us-
B¢  picion that Handiorth

would even dream of going
off on such a hare-brained
adventure. And so the
cinms of Study D were left to themselves.
The rest of the fellows were far too interested
in the grim proceedings to give any atten-
tion to the trio near the clump of trees.

As for Nelson l.ee, he had his own
choughts, too. ITor some little time he and
Dorrie had -watched the progress of the
battle, and at last Nelson Lee shrugged his
shoulders and turned to his companion.

““We ecan’t judge anything yet, Dorrie,”
he said quietly.

““No?’ asked his lordship. ““I rather
thought the Gothlanders were gettin® the
better of it. A frightful state of affairs, cf
course, but there’s no sense in blinking the
facts——"’ +

“This battle will rage for hours,” declared
Lee. '*We had better get back to the ship,
and r1elieve young Sparks. I am  anxious
about the wircless, Dorrie. Everything may
depend on that message from the naval
authorities—and we cannot take any chances.”

“Let's get aboard, then, and see if there’s
anythin’ fresh,” said Dorrie. ‘‘We can come
back and have another look at the battle
later.”’

“I think I ought to order these boys to

the ship, too,”” said Lee, frowning. ‘‘There
might be danger here——"’

“Have a heart, old man!”’ interrupted
Lord Dorvimore. ‘‘l.ook at ’em! Eatin’

every movement! Let ’em stay here if they
want to—there’s no danger. They’re natur-
ally anxious to see how the fight goes.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“Perhaps you are right,”” he said. “I¢ll
keep them out of mischief, anyhow—and at
this distance none of the dreadful details
can he. secen. It’s a fascinating spectacle,
Dorrie—horribly fascinating. I’ll join you in
a moment—after I've had a word with
Waring.”’

Nelson Lee’s word with Captain Waring
was merely a brief warning. At the slightest
sign of any danger, Waring was to order
everybody to the -ship immediately. If the
scene of battle surged neaver, the order was
to be given. '

-defying any of these Gothlander craft.

“We've got fo be careful Waring,” said
Lee. “‘For the first time since we arrived in
this oasis, perhaps, our entire party is intacs
—and completely 1solated from any of these
natives. If there is any possibility of escape,
we must go—and go quickly, too.”

“I agree with you, sir,”’ declared Captain
Waring grimly. **We can’t bother with tho
formalities of saying good-bye at a time like
this. I'm not sure that it wouldn’t be a good
idea to get through that tunnel straight away
—without seeing Princess Mercia, Kthelbert
the Red, or anybody else. Let’s clear while
we've gol the chance, sir.”
yBut Nelson Lee shook his head.

“We shall still have the chance to-morrow,
or even on the-next day,” he replied. “The
Spitlire, you must remember, is capable of
) The
one precaution we must certainly take is to
get our entire party aboard if danger
threatens. On the lake, however, we can
awalt official messages from home. It wouid
be unwise for us to venture forth into the
bitier cold of the Arctic before we had any
certain news of the rescue party’s start. Our
ship is not equipped for below-zero weather,
and we want to time our departure so that
it synchronises, as far as possible, with the
flight of the secaplanes.”

Captain Waring looked dubious.

“I’'m the last man to throw cold water on
any hopes, but I’'m infernally uncertain about
this affair,”” he confessed. ““We know what
Arctic flying is like, Mr. Lee—and if those
seaplanes start off into the wunknown, it’l]
be several kinds of a gamble whether tliey
ever reach us or not.”

“I know that,”’ replied Nelson Lec quietly.
“But we’re in just that position, Waring,
where a gamble is our only possible hope.
I'm off to the Spitfire now, to hear if any
further news has come through. You won’t
forget what I said, will you?”’

“You bet I won’t!”’ said Captain Waring,
glancing down at the battle zone. * Plenty
of movement down there—they’re fighting
like demons—but there’s no sign yet of any
break-away. I’ll round up all the youngsters,
sir, and bring them along if there’s any hint
of danger.”

I.ee nodded. and joined Lord Dorrimore
again. .

‘““That was a pretty long word, wasn’i it*”’
asked his lordship.

““Sorry, but we got discussing the general -
possibilities of rescue,”” smiled Nelson Lee,
““Come along, Dorrie—let’s Lary.”

They went off, and Handforth, observing |
their departure from that distant clump of
trees, gave a little .chuckie of satisfaction,

“Good egg!” he muwrmured. “‘Mr. Lee’s
gone, and Dorrie’s gone with him! Now (i’
be easy!” <

Handforth had only feared Nelson Lee’s .

watchful eyes—for, in spite of his burning
enthusiasm for the battle, which consumed
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__sieglly every othier emotion, some instine
pfr{iiﬁf him that Nelson I.ee would promptly
“_"m tho whole thing if he knew about it.
1eBut Captain Waring was in charge now—
.nd he appeared to be mainly interested in
the progress of the battle. Now and again
he would glance round casually, but IHand-
forth was in no way perturbed,

«Well, so long, you chaps!”’ he said briskly.
««T might as well go off now—no sense in
waiting any longer. See you later.”

They both held on to him.

“{f you go on this mad trip, we'll never
see you again!’ said Church desperately.
*Handy, you rotter, you’ve got to release
us from that pledge! If you don’t, we’ll
break it!”’

i Break 1t?’ said Handforth,
«“Your word of honour?”’

“ Anything to save your life!” shouted
McClure.

“Rats!” roared Handforth. “Piffle! DMy
life’s in no danger! D'you think I’'m afraid
of these beastly Gothlanders? Lemme o,
blow wou!”

He wrenched himself free, and dived into
the trees. An uneasy suspicion was disturb-
ing him. Church and McClure would give a
warning, in spite of their pledge, and prevent
his going! As McClure had said, they would
be justified in doing so under the circuin-
stances.

So FEdward Oswald took no chances—he
dashed off. Within a moment he was through
the clump of trees. and racing down the
grassy slopes into the valley—well screened
from all the other watchers.

Church and MeClure were in a dreadful
quandary. They  hesitated for only a
moment.  If they shouted to the other
fellows, precious time would be lost before
the situation was appreciated. And by then,
perhaps, Hazandforth would be out of sight.
Handforth’s chums reached the same decision
simultaneously.

“*Come on!"” gasped Church.
to drag him back!”’

azhast.

“We've got

“Just what I was thinking!” muttered
McCiure. ““Oh, ihe hepeless idiot!”
They burst into the trees, careless of

whether they were scen or not, and raced
down t{he slope in pursuit of their leader.
At all events, they had kept their word—they
had honoured their pledge. But they had
made no promise to the effect that they
would not drag Handforth back by force!

. They ran madly, and they were only just
in time, -for Handforth was vanishing into
. @ thick wood two hundred yards away to the
left. And beyond this wood, the Northestrian
second hine was close at hand! Once through,
Handforth would be in the heart of the
battle! -

“We've got to get him!™ panted Church
ficrcely.

And they did get him, too! Before Edward
('!)swnld had penetrated a dozen yards into
the wood, two fizures came charging on him
from the rear, and as ho spun round Le

recognised his chums.
him and held him.

“Now, you madman, you'’re coming back
to us!”’ said MceClure harshly,

““What the You s=illy idiots!" roared
Handforth, in amazement. ‘“Lemme go! 1
didn’t tell you to come after me!”

“We know you didn’t—but we’re here,”
replied Church. ““We'll give you your choice,
Handy! You can cither come back quietly,
or we'll smash you to pulp and carry you
back!”

““One or the other!" said McClure.

“‘Great Scott!”’ breathed Handforth. ““Then
—then you mean to prevent my going into
battle, eh?”

““Yes, we do!"” they declared, in one voice.

“Oh, all right!’ thundered Ilandforth.
“We'll sce about that!”

r— —

They simply fell upon -

CITAPTER 8.
IN THE TIICK OF IT!

HURCH and McClure had
' seen their leader in a de-
3 termined mood on many
an occasion, but never had
) they seen him SO
ferociously bull-doggish as he was now.

He gave one tremendous heave, and his
chums were flung aside like ninepins. And
Handforth stood there, his eyes blazing, his
fists clenched. '

“Come on!"”’ he roared. “You're going to
smash me to pulp, are you? We'll see about
that, as I said before! I'm poing into this
battle, but I never expected to fight my
own chums as a preliminary!”’

“Be reasonable, Handy!’ urged Church,

“Think of Willy and your sister! Besides,
Mr. Lee gave orders 2
“I’'m ashamed of Mrv. Lee!™ interrupted

Handforth bitterly. ‘‘Ie’s a fine commander-

in-chief! Ie plans out this campaign, an:

then avoids the fighting at the last minute!”
Church and McClure blazed up.

““You rotter!” shouted Church hotly. ““You
know as well as I do that both Mr. l.ec and
Dorrie were as lkeen as mustard on leading
the troops—but Kthelbert was against it. itle
wanted this engagement to be fought out be-
tween the Northestrians and the Gothianders
alone. Mr., Lee only relinquished the active
leadership under protest! Are you trying to
make out he’s a coward—you libellous, slan-
dering bounder!”’

IIandforth recoiled from that scathing out.
burst.

“You're right!” he admitied. “I apolo-
gise. After all, Mr, I.ce is one of the best
in the world, and Ethelbert is the chap to
blame! But I'm not taking \gny notice of
it; I'm going into this fight!”

“I’H be all wrong!" urged Church. ““Theso
Northostrians don’t want us to be mixed up
in this battle at all. TIt's tLeir own affair,
pure and simple—-="
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“Besides, what about the princess?” put
in McClure, his eyes gleaming. “What about
the lovely Mercia? She’s as keen as mustard
on you, Handy, and she'd be awfully upset
if you got hurt——" _

“Stop!” roared Handforth furiously.

All unconsciously McClure had settled the
issue. The very mention of-the fair prin-
cess aroused Handforth to fever pitch. Kver
since the party had arrived, Mercia had ex-
pressed wonderful = faith  in  Handforth's
prowess as a warrior. What would she say
when she heard that her hero had taken no
active part in the engagement?

«“Phat’s done it!” declared Edward Oswald.
IlI!m gbing!” ‘ .

There was such a world of determination
in his voice that Church and McClure waited
no longer. With one accord they flung them-
celves at their obstinate leader, and he was
nearly bowled over. And the next moment
a terrific tussle was in progress.

It was over very swiftly.

Under ordinary circumstances, Church and
AeClure. combined, could deal very effec-
tively with their hot-headed chum. - But just
now Handforth was a giant, He flung them
off. Dazed and dizzy, Church crashed in
one direction, and McClure in the other.

“1 don’t like doing it, but you forced me
to it,” said Handforth darkly. “I wanted
to part [riends—in case of accidents. But
yoi've chosen ofherwise, so you can go and
cat coke!”

He swung off and vanished amid the trees.
His unfortunate chums were too dazed to
make any further move. They sprawled
here. gradually recovering.

And Handforth pushed his way decper and
deeper into the wood, and emerged, at last,
on the farilier side. As he came out into
the open again, he checked. He stood there,
momentarily at a loss.

“Ry George!” he murmured breathlessly.

He had been impressed by the sight of
the battle from the hill-top, but that view had
been as nothing compared to the scene whieh
now unfolded itself before his eyes. He was
almost in the heart of the battle. The men
were fichting in long, serried ranks not a
eouple of hundred yards from him. The
(rothlander flank had worked round, and a
desperaie ficht was in progress close by. The

air was filled with shouts and cries. Lances
were flashing, and arrows were hissing
through the air in all directions. Two of
them. indeed, hit the ground near Hand-

forth. their force spent. But they reminded
him of how close he was to the fighting.

And now, for the first time, he really
hesitated.

Pimly he remembered what Church and
McClure had said, and it seemed to him
that their warning had been justified. What
chance would he have here? He was un-
armed, he was not even wearing chain-mail,
and these Gothlanders were ~iant brutes who
fought like savages. '

But just at that moment Fate intervened.

A Northestrian officer, a-ghtter with dazzling
armour, came galloping out of the confusion
on his great charger. He was only a dozen
yards from Handforth when he sagged in
tho saddle, and fell to the ground with a
jarring crash. ‘The horse reared up, and
then turned. Thero was something vrather
pathetic 1mn the way in which the ammal
walked up and sniffed at the fallen rider.

Handforth did not hesitate 1 moment. He
ran forward and bent down over the fallen
officcr.  He removed his greut helmet with
difficulty. A pale, drawn face was revealed.

“Hurt?” asked Handforth anziously.

“’Tis nmaught—a mere arrow in the side,”
replled the other with difficulty. “The
accursed dogs found a chink in my armour,
beshrew them! ’Twould be a relief, good
vouth, if thou didst withdraw the vile
thing.”

Gently Handforth turned the injured man
over, and he shuddered slightly as he saw
the arrow-shaft protruding from a gap in
the armour. Blood was oozing forih, too.
With set {eeth 1landforth grasped the arrow,
and withdrew it with a tug.

The officer gave a gasp of ang .ish and
sank back unconscious. The sudden pain had
been too much for him. IHandfoith, sickened,
flung the arrow aside. And just at that
moment he saw, out of the corner of his
cyve, Church and MeCluve emerging from the
wood. .

“Hil” he yelled. *“Come here—quick!”

The pair, bewildered by the close pro:imiiy
of the fightinz, ran uvp.

“Handy!” panied Church. “You can’t
stay here——"’

“Help me to take this chap’s armouar off 1"
commanded Handforth. “lle’s winged—
pretty badly, I think. Come on—mno argu-
ments!"”

Chureh and McClure said nothing. They
were ready enough to succour an injured

man. With deft fingers they helped Hand-
forth to remove the officer’s armour, and
within a few moments the unfortunate man
was stretched out on the grass, as pale as
death, and with blood still surging from that
ugly wound.

“T'Il leave him in your charge,” said
Handforth briskly. “There’s a little pool
in the wood—a spring. Get some water,

bathie his wound, and make him as com-
fortable as you ean. You feich the water,
Mae, ‘and Not you, Churchy! I want
your help!”

McClure went off, and Church prepared to
help the injured man.

“No, T want you here,” said Handforth
curtly. ““You can see about this poor chap

when Mae comes back.
this armour.”
Church stared blankly.

“What are you going to do?” he asked.
“Put it on!”

“But—you don’t mean——"
_“D’you think I’m going to waste a chance
like this?” said Handforth triumphantly.

Lend a hand with
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Nipper and the others looked down af the masses of ice fioatiaz on the black walers.

““ The ice is getting thicker

every minute,’’ said Nelson Lee. *‘ If we fail to get through now it means we shall be trapped—escape will be
. impossibie ! *?

“ Armour—lance—horse! Everyihing I need! |
'By George, I'm sorry for this poor chap
here, but if he had to be winged, I'm glad
he was winged at this particular spot! 1It's
my chance to o into the battle equipped in
the right wav!”

CHAPTER 0.

HANDFORTH’S AMAZING
rPLOIT!

DWARD OSWALD ITAND-
FORTH meant it, too!
“Think carefully, old
man,’” said Church huskily.
“This chap was badly hit,

FX-

and the armour didn’t protect him much,
did it? If you go into the thick of the
hehting—"

~"Rats!” interrupted Handforth,  ““It was
just a fluke—a charnce in a thousand. I.end
me a hand with this breast-plate. How the
dickens do they wangle these silly things?
U've a good mind to go off without bothering
about the giddy armour.”

“No!” gasped Church. “TI'll help you.”

He could see that his leader was obsessed,
and no amount of arguments would turn aim
from his purpose. So Church helped, with
cager hands, to fix the armour. If Handforth
'was really set uwnon going, he would stand
10re charee, 1f he was thus proteeted.

“Now the helmet!” said Edward Oswald

at last. By George! Of all the clumsy
apparatus! Steady on, there, yow’ll have my
nose off ! Whoa! Iasy, you fathead!”

Somehow he managed to squeeze the helmet
on his head, and then he discovered that he
could see perfectly, alihough the visor was
closed. With clanking footsieps he slrode
across to the waiting horse, and with Chureh’s
assistance hoe mounted.  And just then
Me('lure came back, carrving some waler in

a big, cup-like leaf which he had pulled from
the undergrowth., Tle paused, wondering

why Church was talking {o this impressive-
looking officer in armour.

“Where's ITandy 7" he shonted anxiousiy.

“I'm here!” replied TIlandforth, pushing
up the visor and rvevealing his face. ** You

chaps had betler attend to thai wounded man,
and then bunk back to the rest of the crowd.

I'll join you later on, after I've had my
smack at Kassker’s lot!”
He closed the visor again, wheeled his

horse round., and galloped off into the thick
of the fightine. Te had no fixed idea as to
what he shonld do. DBut he Lknew where the
battle was hotiest, and his one ides was to
get theve.

He had not even taken a survey of the
general situation. 1f he had done, he miglht
have been greatly encouraged. For, without
doubt, the Northesirians were slowly but
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surely gaining the ascendancy. The tide of
nvattle had turned, and the invaders were
fighting desperately to maintain their ground.

The tothlanders’ first line had been prac-
tically cut to pieces, and the second line was
now hotly engaged. Owing to supervior skill,
the Northestrian bowmen had succeeded in
cutting up the Gothlanders’ chief army of
assault. Kasskey’s picked troops were strewn
nver the battlefield, dead or dying, and many
others were in full retreat.

Triumphantly the Northestrians were press-
g on.

And Kassker the Grim, seeing how things
were going, was determined to put an end
to this rvetreat. On his great charger, he
was plunging into the thick of the fighting,
arging his men on. As in the days of old,
these overlords led their own men into batlle.

Kassker was a prominent figure in his
special armour.  His great frame, too, could
not be mistaken. And aithough arrows
hissed about him, and many of them struck
his armour, he still rode on.
1t was more by chance than anything else
that Handforth caught sight of the enemy

chief. And Handforth gulped. He had seen
Kassker- before--during a raid into" Goth-
land—and he knew that armour well. Quite

apart from this, Kassker had contemptuously
opened up his visor, and his evil face, with
its short, black beard. was clearly visible.
'That beard had been. long at one time, but
Nelson T.ce had clipped it during that event-
Fal raid.

“By  George!”
“Kassker himself!” :

lle saw nothing of the turmoil about him.
l1le zmave no heed to the dangers. Here was
Kassker, and, by an extraordinary chance,
there seemed to be a channel through the
hwman confusion. Handforth spurred his
horse on instinctively, and he gripped his
lance with a firm. herce determination.

An opportunity to get to blows with Kass-
ker himself!

That was the only thought that filled Hand-
forth’s mind now. He didn’t seemed to rea-
lise that the whole thing was due to shcer
roincidence. How could he have known that
Kassker would appear at this one particular
spot?  As events turned. out, there was some-
thing providential in the immediate turn of
events. And IEdward Oswald Handforth’s
astounding luck did not desert him in this
moment of stark peril.

For, without doubt,
him then.

He didu’t realise it, he didn’t give the
matter a thought. Here was Kassker, and
that was enough for him! He was contemp-
tuous of the hissing arrows, and as for the
rest of the enemy, Handforth never saw
them. MHe charged. on, full tilt, and the
next moment he found himself hurtling for-
ward upon the supreme chief of the -~nemvy
forees.

All those aboutr him 1momentarily checked
in the baitle. IXassker was leading a picked

breathed Iandforth.

death was very near

-

it

regiment of lancers, and they were thunder-
ing down upon the Northestrian infaniry
with devastating ecffect. In this particular
section of the line the Gothlanders were
stemming the®retreat.

But all paused as Handforth’s great charger
Zalloped up. -A gasp rose from many throats,
for it was clear that this unknown Northestrian
officer was to give battle to Kassker. And
at the last moment Handforth flung up his
visor, and his face was revealed.

“By the bones of Offa!” roared Kassker.
“A boy! Pah! I make short work of such!”

At’ the same moment, both he and Hand-
forth charged. And if Edward Oswald had
been close to death before, he was now on
the very brink of it. He seemed to realise
too. When it was too late, he knew
that he was no match for this brutal warrior.
His own lance was held clumsily, for he was
no expert, Kassker, on the other hand, was
coming at him with an inexorable purpose.
His lance was ready for the death-thrust.
Kassker was contemptuous of this boy who
had dared to challenge him.

And it was at this critical moment that
Handforth’s luck revealed itself.

As Kassker’s lance made .its thrust, so
Handforth’s horse stumbled. = The animal
lurched sideways, and the lance shot harm-
lessly over the junior’s head. But more than
that. The Removite’s own lance, quite out
of his control, swept clumsily round, and
caught in a portion of Kassker’'s armour as
the two horses swept past one another.

A roar of consternation went up from all
the watching Gothlanders.

For Kassker was knocked off his horse, and
the lance snapped in two with a report like
a pistol-shot. Handfcith reined in, trembling
from head to foot. Af last he knew how fonl-
hardy he had been. DBut it was too late to
back out!

— —

CHAPTER 10.
THE FALL OF KASSEKER!

Y George!” mutiered Hand-
fcrth, aghast.

He had whecled his horse
round, and he saw that
scores of Gothlander caval-

rymen were practicglly upon  him. They
could have killed him on the spot, but Kass-
ker’s proximity saved him. None of those
men dared act. They were startled, too, by
the dramatic fall of their commander.

In the other direction, the Northestrians
had rallied, and a mounted officer was thun-
dering out his orders. Handforth dimly
scemed to recognise the voice, and he glanced
round and beheld Wynwed the Jovial.

Wynwed was in the act of snatching a
bow from one of the Northestrian aréhers,
and the next second an arrcw was quivering
on the string. Wynwed was taking aim.

Cursing horribly, Kassker ithe Grim had
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—
got to his feet, and was mounting his horse
once more. . )

« By my soul, this puppy shall pay!” he
ttundered. ‘" Kill lum,“;;e fools! Nay, hold!
mhat will I do myselt!

He swung his horse round, and the animal
reared up with a shrill whinny of agony
'as his rider’s spurs gashed deeply into his
flank. And Wynwed's arrow came hissing
across the intervening space at that crucial
moment.

The rearing of the horse saved Kassker for
the moment, for the shaft struck the unfor-
junate animal, and once again Kassker was
flung off. For the beast reared madly, With
a bellow of execitement Handforth flung him-
tsolf from his own steed and rushed up.

Crash!

Handforth's right swept round and caught
Iassker full in the face just as he had pulled
himself to his feet for the second time.
Handforth had told Church and MeClure
that he might use his fists, but he had never
really believed that such a thing would be
possible!

Kassker reeled away, and the turning-point
of the battle was decided. Tor Kassker’s
great charger, mortally hurt by that arrow,
‘had reared for the last time. Kassker backed
'into the poor brute, and received the full
weight of tho horse as it crashed over.

There was a sickening sound of crumpling
armour, and four of Kassker’s close attendants
rushed up, careless of death, and dragged
the dymg animal aside. A dead man was
revealed. L

Kassker the Grim had fallen!

There was something rather startling in
the fact that here, in the thick of the batile,
he should have been killed by his own horse—
and mainly because of his ill-treatment of the
unfortunate animal. Wynwed’s arrow had
meroly proved the last straw, for the beast
had already been maddened.

One glance at the poor animal was cnough
to convince anybody- of this, for both his
flanks were torn to ribbons by Kassker’s
savago spurs. And there lay the chief of all
the Gothlanders; the life crushed out of him
by the dead weight of that falling mass.

- “By my faith!” gasped one of the
altendanis. “He is dead!™ -

Kassker dead!

The word passed from man to man, and
the shout was taken up -all over the field
of batile.

Hardforth. rather dazed, found Wynwed
by hiz side, and the kindly Norihestrian was
deeply concernad.

“Get theo gone, good youlh!" he urged.
““Twas a wondrous deed, bhui thy peril is
great &4

“Kassker's dead!” gasped Ilandforth.

“And YI--I sloshed him on the jaw!”
_ “Ay, ’twas that blow which settled the
assuel” declared Wynwed., ““For as Kassker
staggered back, so he fell. But let us vot
talk, or these words will be our lastl”

Somechow Handforth got on to his horse
again. But he didn’t make any attempt to
get out of tho battle, although his en-
thusiasm had evaporated. At close quarters
he could see the grim, ghastly nature of this
field. Dead and dying were strewr every-
where, and the plucky schoolboy was horri-
fied. e wanted to get away—to breathe the
pure air of the hill-top—but he wasn’t going
{o show the white feather.

And a complete change had come about,
t00. -

Like a flam> the news of Kassker's death
had swept through the entire Gothlander
army. Kassker’s own cavalry, instead of
charging to the attack, wheeled round and
retreated. Without their leader they were
a mere rabble. As they heard of Kassker’s
end, so they lost their courage.

And the Northestrians, quick to take
advantaze of the change, swept onwards
along the entire line. Orders were being
shouted by the mounted officers, and the men
were eager to obey.

The enemy was on the run!

Down rushed the defenders, and the invad-
ing hosts were flung into further disorder.
Before five minutes had elapsed the Goth-
landers had ceased to be an army. As far
as the eoyo could reach, the entire enemy
line was i retreat, fleeing from their vie-
torious conguerors,

Kassker was dead—and the Gothlanders
had become a disorderly mob.

Kassker had held hLis men together Ly
brute force—by an iron-fisted rule. And the
sudden knowledze of his death was like the
lifting of a sword from above their heads.
Their desire to win had gone. And tne
Northestrian troops, sweeping upon thein,
proved too much.

The invaders were routed—fleeing madly.

Ou the hilltop the sudden, dramatic change
had been noted by all. It had seemed to
come all in a moment, without any reason.
At one second the two armics were fiercely
engaged, and then, like a miracle, the Goth-
landers were running.

“Hurrah!””  yeiled
““They’re retreating!’’

““Good gad! It’s not a retreat, laddies, 1t’s
a dashed rout, what?"’ exclaimed Axrchie
Glenthorne. “‘I mean to say, a jolly oid
stampede, as it were. Three priceless old
cheers, old beans!"”

They all watched, flushed with excitement.

And up the hillside, at that very moment,
came Church and MeClure. Handforth’s
chums had given the wounded officer over
into the care of his friends, and they had
been advised to get out of harm’s way. They
were safe, but their hearts were leaden.

““Phe QGothlanders are whacked!"’ =aid
Church dully, as he turned and watched the
great defeat.

““What does it matter ?'" muttered McClure.
““Poor old Handy’s gone!”’

“Tt—it seems too awful
lbml:en!y.

Tommy Watson.

said Churckh
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Not . doubt lingered in their minds re-
garding Handfeorth’s fate. They had seen
him charge into the thick of the fichting
and they had seen, in a confuzed sort of “:13,
that affair with EH;SLE!' Handforth had
vanished amid the mix-up, and no sign of
him. had been seen since. It was only oo
clear thut he had fal’'en during that erucial
minute.

His chums knew that Kasker was dead-——
for the word had vreached them clearly.
Hundreds of voices had shouted out the mes-
sage, and the reason for the stumpede was
~ear to them.

But they didn’t particutariy care.

Haudforth had gone—he was iost for ever,
l.ater, perhaps, he would be pick~d up from
the battleficld. And Church and McClure
dragged themselves wearily up the hillside.
Ar last they broke throogh the trees at the

rop, and found everyb bubbling over
with excitement and ]ubﬂatlml Nelson Lee

and Lord Dorrimore had returned from tlie
ship at the first word of the retreat, and
were watching with intense satisfaction.

“That’s one point settled, anyway,” Dorrie
was saying. ‘‘Within three or four hours
the whole circus will be over. Not many of
those beggars will escape across the lake, i'll
warrant.”

"“No, they'll be taken priseiors,” agreed
Nelson [lee. “IKassker's entire invading
army, Dorrie—routed and cut to picces.”

*An’ all your doing, old man.”

‘“Nonsense !’ frowned Nelson Lee. e |
may have helped in the fraining of these
soldiers, but "

“That’s all right!”" grinned his lordship.

“You didn’t pldn the whole campaign, «id
yvou? You didn’t give the Northestrian
oflicers -their full in:sh‘ur..twns, ch? You
didn’t Hallo!” What's the matter with
these chaps? They don’t look particularly
cheerful!”’

He was regarding Church and McClure,
Others had seen the dejected aspect of the
pair, too, and a crowd was gathering round
them. For the moment, the great scene below
was forgotten.

““ Anything wrong?” asked Nipper, as ne
seized McClure’s arm.  ‘““Where’s Handy?
\Where—— ' Mae!’ he burst out, a sudden
=nuspicion coming to him. * You don’t mean
to say that llandy s

“Yes!” muttered MceClure miserably.
went into battle—and we saw nothing more
of him! He's dead! The poor chap’s been
kitled ™™

CHAPTER 1.

HANDY THE CONQUEROR!
ILLIED
“Tlandforth dead!”
““Great Scott!”
“Odds horr s and
tragedies!”’

“It’s not true!” shouted Willy, running

“He-

up and glaring fiercely at the two chums of

Study D. ““Where was Ted last? Why did
you let him go? Why didn’t you ted the
rest of us 2

“*One moment!” interrupted Nelson Lee
quietly.  “Church!  McCiure! 1s it {rue
that Handforth flis;{_rheyed my orders, and
joinad in the ﬁghting 7

“Yes, sir,” said Church unii;i}}i.‘lll_} “We

warned him before he went

“Then you knew of his mad enterprise,
even before he ventured upon it?"” uasked
T,ee charply

“*Yes, sir.

*“Then why did you not get these other
boys to help you?* demanded Lee angrily.
“¥You know what a rash,- impciuons
youngster——""

“But he pledged us to silence, sir!”’ broke
in MeClure, in self-defence. ““He told us he
had a =ccret and he made us promise, un
our word of honour, that we wouldu’t give
him away. But we thought it was only
some of his usual rot—we never dreamed that
he was planning to enter the battlel”

“It knocked us all of a heap, sir,”
Church.

*“Under the circumstances, you would havo
been justified in calling for help—to hoid
Handforth on the spot by [orce,”” said Nelson
I.ee gravely. ‘“‘However, I cannot blame
vou for keeping your word—on the contrary,
I admire you for it. ILet :mme know the exact
details.”

They all crowded round, listening eageriy
as Church and McClure described the rece:t
events.,

“He went into the thick of the fighting,
sir, and we lost sight of him just aboiit
the time that Kassker fell,” finished up
Church, in a husky voice. *“*Of course, we
were a good long way off, and we could
only see the affair in general, but Handy
didn’t show up again, and ithen we came
away. Everything was confusion and noise—
and it was horrible, sir,”” he added, with a
gulp. ““I—I don’t wanut to sce it again!”

“Me, necither!” said McClure hoarsely.

“And Ted was in the middle of it?” =aid
Willy Handforth, turning aside. “Who's
game to come down with me?’ he asked.
“Who'll help me to find Ted on the bai +Ir~-
field—"’

T!'.'f

said

“¥ forbid anything of the sort, Willy,"” s—mi
Nelson Lee quietly. o .
“But it’s all safe now, sir,” urged Willy.

“‘The fighting has passed on—the Gothlanders
are in full retreat, and they’ll be miles away
by the time we get down-—"

“That is not the point.” broke mn Lee.
“1 cannot allow any of you boys to go on
such a mission. T ‘will send a number of
men down at once, and they will make a
full search. Let us hope thnt Handforth is
only wounded—although [ fear that that 1
too optimistic a view. What a foolharuy
boy! And yet, at the same time, !.'.hat 3
proof of his spirit!”’

“All these chaps have the same spirit,’
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wowled Willy, “I had it, too—only we're “What's all the fuss about?” he asked
ﬁ;g;‘lnle of holding ourselves in check. Ted’s | tartly. o
<uch an impetuous fathead that he needs “You're alive, Handy!” panted Church:

time like this. Why didn’t
we think of it? Goodness knows, we’ve had
enough lessons! He’s always been the same!”

Nipper shook his head.

. We're mostly to blame, you chaps,”’ he
caid quietly, “We ought to have kept our
oves open. DBut we never imagined that
Handy would be such a reckless ass——  And
you saw him right in the heart of the fight-
ing, Mac?”’

o¥es

“You didn't actually see him fall 27

“Well, no.”

“Then, bezad, perhaps there’s a chance,”
said Sir Montie.  ““We all know what a
frightfully lucky chap he is—--"

““Oh, what's the good of kidding us?”’
asked Church bitterly, “Iaven’t I told you
that he was in the very thick of the battle?
1ow could he have escaped? Be reasonable!
1Tow was it possible for him to have——""

Somebody gave a sudden shout.

“Look!” vyelled the voice. “Who's
coming up the slope ?”

Ivervbody ran madly ta the top of the
hill. where a good view could be obtained.
A figure was ascending the long slope. Bnt
it anyv of the juniors had felt a momentary
hope, it was quickly dashed to the ground.
For this figure was in armour. Ie was ab-
viously a Northestrian officer—probably a
slightly wounded man, who was coming out
of the conflict.

“You idiot!” growled Fullwood, glaring
at Jack Grey. “What did you want to shount
like that for?"’

“It wasn't me!’ protested “De
Valerie was the fellow who——" 2

“Wait a minute!” gasped Church, his face
flushing. “Look! His walk! I'd be willing
to swear 3

“ Besides, that's just like the armour that
Haudy put on,” broke in McClure. *'By
Jupiter! 1t can’t possibly be—— look! He’s
waving !’

“It’s Handy!" velled Church frantically.

“Hurrah!”

“Handy's alive!”

“All this fuss for nothing!’ said Willy
indignantly. “Just like Ted to give every-
Lody a scare! We might have known!”

Notwithstanding his indignant tone. Willy
was far more relieved than he would even
admit. ¥vervbody was rushing down to
meet that approaching figure, and nobody
had any further doubts. The fellow was
Handforth—without question. Nelson l.ee
and ILord Dorrimore glanced at one another
rather grimly, and went down to meet him,
ivo.

““ Amazin’!”
all T can say!”’ |

They found a yelling crowd surrounding
Kdward Oswald. He regarded the fellows
mt:)_t only with astonishment, but with exasper-
ation,

chaining up at a

this

t']"ﬂ(']{.

murmured Dorrie. “That’s

“You're safe!”

“Of course I’'m alive!” replied Handforr:.
““YWhat else did you expect? Didn’t I rei.
yvou that I should join you later? What’s the
good of me saying things if you don’t taiwe
any notice?”’

“But—but aren’t youn hurt?’ demanded a
dozen voices.

“Of course I'm not hurt, fatheads!”

“Yes, but yvou went into the thick of the
battie——"’

“What's that got to do with it?"” broke
in the leader of Study 1. “How can any-
body get hurt in this rig-out? I'm like a
giddy sardine in a tin! [’m perspiring from
every pore, and 1 can’t unfasten the beastiy
stuff ! For goodness’ sake, lend a hand, yau
asses!’ ‘

There were many willing assistants, and
Handforth was soon relieved of the cumber-
some armour. Even if the juniors didn’t scc
it, Nelson Lee observed that Handiorth, 1
spite of his heat, was looking pale and hag-
gard. He had none of his usual bluster.

“You disobeved me, Ilandforth,”
Nelson L.ee sternly.

“T know, sir—and I wish I hadn’t,”” re-
plied Edward Oswald. By George, I've had
cnough, sir! I—I didn’t think it wotlld ke
so ghastly as all that! War's horrible, sirl”

“I'nfortunately, war is sometimes thrust
upon us, whether we want it or not,”” replied
Lee. “‘I think you have had your lesson,
Handforth, so I'll say no more. To tell you
the truth, my relief at seeing you ahlive 1s
so great that T cannot find it 1n my heart to
censure you.”’

IHandforth looked grateful.

“Well, anyway. sir, I{assker’s dead, and
the battle's won.,”” he said gquietly. *‘I've
done my bit—I turned the tide of the whoie
engagement, so I'm not grumbling.”

said

CIHHAPTER 12.
MODRE EXCITEMENT! -

7 OU turned the tide?”’ re-
- peated Nipper curiously.
“Of course 1 did!™
replied Handforth.
“Didn't I slosh Kassker

L |

on the jaw?
“What 7"’
‘““(ireat Scott!”’
““You punched Kassker?
Everybody shouted at once, and Nelson
Lee’s eyes twinkled. Tle wasn’t at all sur-
prised to hear this extraordinary piece of
news. It was just the sort of msane exploit
that ITandforth would indulge in.

““You are serious, Handforth?® he askad.

“Rather, sir,” replied Edward Oswald. “1
went for Kassker, you know, and I thought
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it was all up with me at first. But I biffed

hina off his horse with my lance——

““Draw it mild, old son!”’

“It’s a fact!”’ retorted Handforth. il | -
was an accident, I'll confess, but 1 biffed
him off, all the same! Then I ]u.mped
down, and caught him a beauty on the jaw—
one of my special rights!”’

“Good gad!”’

“Handy, you’re a living wonder!”’

** And after that Kassker was killed,”” said
{landforth sombrely. “‘I Dbelieve 1 was
responsible, in a way. You sce, that right
of mine sent him staggering back, and Lis
horse fell on him at the same moment—it
was all over in a flash!” he added, with a
shiver.

“Yes, but what happened

“I don’t want to talk about it,”” interrupted
Handforth. *“I want to get to the ship—
I want to have a bath. 1’m going to change
my clothes, and try to forget ecverything.
'That battlefield was too awful for words!”’

“Handy the Conqueror!’ said Reggite
Pitt. with a chuckle. ‘““He settled old
Kassker, and if it hadn’t been for that Auke
the battle might have gone very differently.
What a piece of luck!”

[iverybody expected " lHandforth to brag--
for, after ali, he really had something to
hrag about. -But the leader of Study D
uever did what people expected of him. He
was utterly subdued. His adventures on the
hattleficld had sickened him, aund he did no
¢ rowing. 1

Within half an bour the cutire party was
rmn board the Spitfire, joyous in the know-
indge that the battle of Dunstane had been
decisively won by Northestria. Umlosi had
turned up by this time, too—wounded in
<everal places, but perfectly happy. He had
been in the thick of the fighting, and
had done sterling work with his trusty spear.

News came that the majority of the Goth-
vanders had surrendered. The Northestrians
were finding it diflicult to cope with the
prisoners. A few remnanis of the enemy had
escaped inland; but were being rounded up.
The rout was complete in every detail. The
suvage Gothlanders were quelled for all time,
angd Northestria’s menace was dead.

A meal was the first item on the pro-
grammme now, and nobody grumbled at the
rough-and-ready fare which was provided.
This ship was not equipped with luxurious
zaloons, and everybody was obliged to rough
if, more or less. gut even Irene & Co.
were cheerful. They rather enjoyed the ad-
ventuie.

And vow that the battle was over, and the
peril at an end, every mind was full of other
thoughts. What of the chances of escape?

Nelson Lee made an announcement during
the meal.

*“1 have saic nothing before, but I thiak
vou had all better know the truth now,” he
declared. “Three hours ago we had an
official wireless communication from the
British naval authorities. A fleet of giant

7

seaplanes is definitely sewing out into the
Arctic at once.” e

“ Hurrah !”’

“Then we're going to be rescued, sir?”

“The Navy’s going to take us away from
here!”’

“We must not be too sure,”” warned Nelson
Lee. ‘“These seaplane pilots are brave men
—they are risking their lives in this venture,
for it is a very doubtful expedition. 1f we
escape, it will be almost providential.”

““ Are they coming right into the oasis,
sir 7"’

“I have warned them to make no.such
attempt,” replied Lee. ‘‘The ptlots have. re-
ceived definite instructions. When they get
near the vicinity of this volecanic region
they will ly low—in an attempt to escape the
eternal storms which rage in the upper air.
It 1s their only possible chance of reaching
us. We are setting off down the lake now—
within the hour. We shall attempt to make
the passage through the long tunnel.”

“We shall do it, too, sir.”

““Rather!”’

““Dorrie got through, so why can’t we

“It doesn’t follow, yovung ’uns,” said
Lord Dorrimore. ““I was usin’ the motor-
boat, rcmember, an’ I had a bit of a
struggle against the current. It’ll be touch
and go with this old tub, if I know anythin’.
Still, we’ll have a good shot!"” |

“Couldn’t the seaplanes find the outer exit
to the tunnel, and then float through on the
current ?”’ asked somebody. '

“That would be an unnecessary waste of
time—we must go out to meet them.”” replied

l?!’

Nelson Lee. ‘‘This tunnel is only open once
in every thirty years.”
I‘Phew !!?

“There can be only one eaplanation of ine
phenomenon,”” continued Lee. ‘‘The influx
of water is undoubtedly caused by a giant
geyser beyond the mountains. It is a geyscr
of the recurring type, and the warm flow only
lasts for a few days.”’

“But it’s a cold flow, sir,” said Fullwood.

“Cold in comparison to the lake water—
but very warm compared to the Arctic,”” re-
plied Lec. ‘““Out there everything is frozen
solid, as you ought to know. But this recur-
ring geyser causes a thaw, and the tunnel
18 then freed, and the water flows in. Unless
we take advantage of this opportunity, it
will not come again for twenty-five or thirty
years!”’

“0Oh, my hat!”

““Odds prospects and visions!”’ ejaculated
Archie. ‘I mean to say, thirty years, what?
Why, dash it, we shall all be sober blighters
of forty-five or more!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“I mean to say, it won’t be much dashed
good going back to St. Frank’s, then, what?”’
went on Archie, in dismay. ““Chappies
aren’t allowed to go into the Remove at
forty-five.”

“We shouldn’t want to leave,
said Tommy Watson. ‘‘By the en

robably,”’
of thirty
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vears, we should all be married to some of
‘hese Northestrian girls, and all our home
ties would be here.”’

#“ Ry what I've seen of it, some of you
would be more inclined to marry these young
jadies here!” grinned IT.ord Dorrimore.

“What rubbish!” said Irene carelessly.]
:1t's all talk, anyhow—because we're going
0 get free! I know we are—and in next 1o
no time we shall be back at school, and this
affair will seem like a dream!”’

o E—

CITAPTER 13.
THE LEAVE-TAEING !

OWEVER, there was
certainty of escape.

Optimism was one thing,

but havd fact  was

another. And it was a
hard, concrete fact that the Spitfire would
have a streuuous task in baitling against the
current throngh that long tunnel—a tunnel
which went on for miles and miles, penetrat-
ing the very heart of the barrier range.

And even then there would be another
doubt. What if they all got out into the
open Arctic? They would be in the outer
world, certainly. But they were not equipped
for Arctic travel. Their ship could not pro-
aress bevond the thawed pool caused by the
-ubmarine geyser. As for getting over the
snow, the very idea was impossible. They
were hundreds of miles—perhaps thousands—
from any outpost of civilisation.

The seaplanes knew the precise position
of this hidden oasis; but there were a hun-
dred and one uncertainties connected with
such a flight.

Howvever, it was of no use to make troubles
before they arrived, so everybody was full
of enthusiasm for the immediate operatioas.
The ship was to make its attempt to zet
through the tunnel—and that was execiting
enough for anybody. The rest could be left.

“Fverythin’ has turned out prefty good ¢n
i{he whole,”” Lord Dorrimove was saying, as
he stood on deck with Nelson l.ee. " “We're
all on this one ship, an’ she's equipped with
those two aero-engines. We've got stores
aboard, an’ if we can conquer that current,
we shall be free. We ecan carry enough grub
to last us for months, too. I'm not worryin’,
old man. We're bound to be found, sooner
or later.”

“If only those seaplanes get through, and
we can meet them on the other side of these
mountains, the issue will be settled within
seven ov eight hours,”’ said Nelson Lee
quietly. ‘“‘Jove, it’s a sober thought! Seven
or eight hours! And then a journey of two
days at the utmost—and then Xngland! Isn’t
it too good to be tiune?”

“Seems like it—but I'm an irrepressible
optimist,”” said Dorrie. “‘I’ve got a pretty
strong idea that we’ll puil it off. You an’
your boyz can eet back to your precious
¢cchooi then,”

no

““Where are we? What's the date 2"’ asked
Nelson Lec¢ dryly. “Upon my word, Dorrie,
if we do escape, we shall be at St. Frank's
only: a short while after {ne term begins.
It seems incredible!™

“Wasn’t the term staried later, or some-
thin’t"”

“Yes,” nodded Lee. “The school didn't
assemble until three weeks after the usual
date. It was originally only two weeks, bt
I’vo heard over the wireless that St. Frank’s
has only just gone back—and the whole
school, naturally, is agog with excitement
over our affairs. It'll be a good thing for
everybody in general when we get back.”

“What about these good people?” asked
Dorrie.  “‘Ethelbert the Red and Princess
Mercia and. the rest? I suppose you've told
‘'em. that we’re thinkin’ of slippin’ out by
the back door?”’

““I have already had a long consultation
with Ethelbert, and he agrees, of course, that
it is our best chance,”” replied I.ce, “‘I think
they are reluctant to let us go, but they made
no attempt to hinder us. On the contrary,
Kthelbert offere” every help. He and the

‘princess are coming at once to Lid us good-

bye!”’

““YWouldn't it be a good idea to take a
few of these Northestrians out with us?”
asked Dorrie, with a smile. “The princess,
for example? She’d probably enjoy a look
at London! Glory! Wouldn’t she get a few
surprises!”’

But l.ee shook his head. ;

““1f those seaplanes get throngh, they’ll
have a full enough load, without any extras,”
he replied. ‘‘Quite apart from that, these
Northestrians are content -with their own
little world, and have no desire to venturs
oul of it Both Ithelbert and the Princess
made that quite clear to me.”

They made 1t even clearer wlhen they came
aboard, half an. hour later, to bid the party
sod-speed. It was, after all, a very simple
leave-taking, with no attempt at display.
The majority of the Northestrians wero
engaged ashore, and there was plenty of work |
for them.

“'Pis well for ve aill to take this oppor-
tunity while 1t lasts,”” said the young prin-
cess. ‘I trust that all wil go well, and
that yvour friends will win through.”

“We like not your geing, good people,”
suid Ethelbert the Red. “I’faith, it iz with
the greatest reluctance that we allow ye to
depart. Thou hast saved our couniry, Lee
the T.onheart.”

““No, that is quite wrong,”” declared Lee.
“T helped, I will adimit, but-your own soldiera
won this victory.”

“Thy modesty is becoming, brave sir,”’
smiled the princess. “Flenceforth, cur little
kingdom will be sale. Kassker i1s dead, aud
the Gothlanders are for ever defeated.”

“Ay, by my soul!” vowed Ethelbect.
““ Henceforward, Gothland will be a wvassal
state—held In constant subjection. A
governor will be placed in ~ontrol, and never
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again will those dogs be allowed to gain
power, QOur lesson has been severe—but we
have lcarned it all the more thoroughly on
that account. But for your help, good
strangers, ‘twould have been the end of us,|
[ fear. Bo ye will well understand our re-
urtance to let ye depart.” -
- “"We go, at all events, with the satisiactory
knowledge that your own troubles are over,”
replied Nelson Lee contentedly. ‘““We leave
you at peace—the war over.”’

“We’d like to take some of you back with
- us—to sec our own world,”” put in Dorrie.
" “We’'ve seen yours, so why shouldn’t youwr
see ours?”

But the princess shook her head.

“Nay, I would not sanction it,”" she re-
nlied. “We have heard of the wonders be-
vond, but we desire not these things. Let
ns remain here, in our own domain. Should
we depart, and like not the change, what
then? Could we get back? I fear not. So
it ia well for us to remain, and to let ye
w0 in peace.”’

And so, after a pgeneral leave-taking, the
Princess Mercia and her Regent took their
departure. They knew that Nelson Lee was.
anxious to waste no time, and they had no
desire to hinder him. Already the prepara-
tions for setting off were well forward. The
iero-engines were being tuned up, and there
was activity everywnere.

The princess had seemed rather subdued
in saying her good-byes to Handforth—much
to the latter’s confusion. The fair Mercia
had rather u soft spot for the rugged Handy,
and if she could have had her own way he
would have remained behind.

“Phew! Thank goodness
murmured Edward Oswald as the Royal
barge left the Spitfire’s side. ‘‘She’s a jolly
ripping girl, but, all the same, those eyes
of hers are 2 bit too powerful! When she
looks at me I go all jellified!”

“For two pins, Ted, she’d send a squadron
of soldiers and have you yanked ashore, and
carried into the Royal castle!” said Willy
impressively. ‘““In fact, I think you ought
to go below and hide yourself, so as to be
aon the safe side. Mercia’s gone on you, and
she’s heartbroken to see you slipping out of
her——7*

22

that’s over

“Dry up, vou young ass!” interrupted
IHandforth grufily.
“You’ve had a jolly narrow escape, my

lad,”” went on Willy. “Not that it isn’t a
good idea,”” he added. ‘““Why not stay here,
Ted? Think of the alluring prospect! You
can marry the princess, become King of
Northestria, and rule everybody to your
heart’s content!”’

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You funny young idiot!” roared Hand-
forth. ““Any more of that piftle, and DIl
talke you below and give you a good tan-
mng !’ :

“Ha, ha. hat!”

“Poor old Ted!’ griuned Willy. “I pe-
lieve you're a bit cut vp at parting from your

5.5
As Kassker staggered, Handy dashed in and c
The man heaved backwards,

lovely Princess Charming, too! Never mind
—you can find consolation in Irene!”’

But Willy thought it advisable to make
himself scarce after that remark, for Edward
Oswald was looking very dangerous.

CHAPTER 14.
INTO THE Tp:»:};ELI

T was a time of intense ex-.
citement for all.

The St. Frank’s fellows
and the Moor View giris
could do nothing to help,

and so they stood about on deck, watching
eagerly, and discussing the prospects over
and over again.

Every kind of argument was used. The
optimists were constantly pulling the theories
of the pessimists to pieces, and there were
always fresh arguments arising. And while
the younger ones were engaged in this pas-
time, Nelson Lee, Dorrie, and the airship
engineers were hard at work.

The powerful motors were already roaring,
and the ship was progressing steadily down

]
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the lake. At various points on the shore,
crowds of Northestrians would appear, shout-
ing and waving their good-byes. But at
Nelson Lee’s own wish, none of the natives
accompanied the party down the lake by
water. He wanted the departure to be quiet.
Northestria had her dead and dying to attead
to, and this was no time for celebrations.

Certainly, every possible step was taken io
ensure success. Nelson Lee knew that a
strong current had to be battled with, and
he was convinced that the aero-engines would
be inadequate.

But there were the two ‘‘gondola
destroyers,”” and these were provided with
the most powerful engines of all. They were
just the gondolas from the wrecked airship,
fitted with floats. They had been used on
the lake for battling against the Gothlander
transports—and had proved very effective,
too. They were of service still, for now
they were being utilised as tugs. The motor-
boat, with Lord Dorrimore at the wheel, was
deputed to lead the way. For the little craft
carried a powerful searchlight, and this would
serve to light the way during the tense
Journey through the tunnel.

“Why, 1t’ll be easy!”” declared Handforth,
recovering a great deal of his usual spirits.
“With our own eugines, and these two gon-
dolas, we shall whack that current to fits!
What the dickens is there to worry about.?
Nothing, my sons!”

“Yes, we're buzzing along pretty well,” said
Church. I think we shall do it all right.”’

The others were similarly confident.

The Spithire was making splendid progress.
She was churning through the water like =
a cruiser, leaving an enormous wake of foam
in her rear. The air was filled with the roar
of the four powerful motors, and the great
hawsers were stretched taut as the tugs pullad

| the vessel along.

“We mustn’t be too sure of ourselves,
though,” remarked Ifullwood. ““ According
to Dorrie, the current is terrifically strong—
and this ship is a clumsy old hulk, at the
best. Just a dead weight, remember. It’l]
be touch and go whether we get through.”

“Rats!”’

“Dry up, you croaker!”

Ralph Leslie Fullwood grinned.

“I’m no croaker,” he replied cheerfully.
“I'm only trying to point out that it won’t
b¢ all honey.”

Nearly all the members of the party were
in a condition of acute anxiety, although they
didn’t like to admit it. They openly told
themselves that there was nothing to. worry

about. And yet, privately, they iworried
enormously. For there were so m&ny chances
of failure.

Indeed, for every chance of success, there
were ten against it. This venture, into ihe
unknown depths of the tunnel was nothing
but a gamble. The fact that Lord Dorri-
more had taken the wmotor-boat througs
counted for little,

For the motor-boat was a tiny thing, after
all, whereas the Spitfire was a biz, clumsily-
built ship. It was more than likely that there
were hidden rocks in that tununel—shallows,
perhaps, on which the vessel would go
aground. One of a thousand things might
happen to wreck the whole scheme. o the
tense uncertainty was justified.

At the end of the lake tlie waters converged
into a great gorge, with towering rocks on
either hand. Down here, all was rugged and
barren. The fair landscapes had been ‘eft
behind.

The view immediatei; ahead was menaz-
ing. Rocks appeared to bar the way—vast,
awe-inspiring masses of crag which reached
up and up into tho everlasting mists above.
For thousands of feet they vrose, like a
threatening danger. And right at their base
could be seen a black opening—ridiculously
small from a distance. The gorge narrowed
as it continued, and ordinarily there was no
current here whatever. But now a sirong
flow could be felt, and it was coming from
that tunnel exit. The waters of the Arctic
were still pouring beneath the mountains—
proof encugh that the great geyser was still
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in active operation. Proof that the way of
escape was open! »

“We'll never get through there!”’ said
Mary Summers, as she stood, looking ahead.
“That opening isn’t big enough, surely 7"’

“It’s bigger than it looks,”” explained
Nipper. “We've already been i1n it, you
know—we took our galley up there a few
days ago. You'll be surprised at the size
of that opening when we get there.”

“We're slowing down, too,”” murmured
Doris Berkeley, as she looked over the side.
‘“YWe’re only going at about half the spred
now. Oh, what if the current I1s too sirong
for us?”

“Couldn’t we all get into the gondolas and
the motor-boat?’’ asked Irene. *‘‘We should
wet out like that L

““The guv'nor won’t hear of it,”" inter-
rupted Nipper, shaking his head.

“But why not?”

‘““Because it might be fatal,”’ replied

Nipper. ““Even if the worst comes to the
worst, and the current beats us, we can
drift back into the oasis—and although we
shall be prisoners there, we shall at least be
alive. DBut if we ventured out into the Arctic
in the gondolas the situation would be pretty
acute.”’

“Why ?” Mary insisted.
planes coming for us?”’

“They’re coming—Dbut there’s no guarantee
that they’ll find us,” replied Nipper. ‘‘In
this ship W could live for several weeks, per-
haps. We'd have lots of hardships, no doubt
—but we could .ive. But what chance should
we have in those flimsy gondolas, with the
temperature far below zero?  There’s no
accommodation in them, remember—they’re
all engines. No, unless we can take the ship
through, we shall go back. So it’s going lo
be a pretty anxious time.”’

Nelson Lee’s decision was, after aX\, a
thoroughly sound one. It would be sheer
madness to take the party out into the hitter
colds of the Arctic without a ship to aeccom-
modate everybody. The Spitfire was bad
enough, in all conscience, since she was not
equipped with the necessary kit for a pro-
longed stay in the frozen North. But, at
least, the party would be able to live, and

‘“ Aren’t the sea-

they would still have their wireless. If the
first attempt to rescue them fatled, there
might be other expeditions sent out.

L.ee was very worried over the whole

problem, for he knew that brave men were
risking their lives even now—inirepid naval
officers were fly:ng through the Dbitter cold,
secking that unfrozen spot near the moun-
tain range which marked the position of the
great geyser. Oanly the utmost skill in navi-
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gation—the utmost daring-—could carry thosa
seaplanes through. =

And there was always the vital question—-
could this ship win her way out into the
open world? .

—

CIHHAPTER 15.
TOUCH AND GO!

TENSE silence fell when,
at last, the Spithre drove
steadily into the low cave
entrance. But it was only
a human silence, for the
engines were creating a shattering, nerve-
racking din.

The noise echoed and re-echoed from the
rock walls of the gully. And then, indeed,
it scemed as though pandemonium had been
let loose. Yor inside the tunnel the mnoise
from the engines was almost unbelievably
tertific. Ordinary conversation was out of
the question. One could only make oneseif
heard by yelling lustily. '

The procession moved slowly &nd labori-
ously along—the motor-boat leading, with its
searchlight splitting the darkness ahead.
Then the two gondolas, one a couple of
lengths ahead of the other. And finally, the
main ship. her own engines doing their little
bit towards the conquering of the strong
Avctic inflow. :

The Spitfire had only just managed to
serape through the entrance—and even then
the wireless masts had been dismantled for
the purpose. But now there was no fear, fo:
the rock roof sloped upwuards, and was high
overheadl.

“By George! What a tunnel!”’ said Hanl-
forth, as he stared up. “It's just like a rail-
way tunnel, only ten times as large! Arul
we're moving, too—we're winning!”’

“But doesn’t the current get
farther on?"’ asked Church.

“I don’t think so—Dorrie didn’t say any-
thing of that sort, anyhow,” replied Hand-
forth. “*Once we're well into the mountains,
the rest will be easy. We onght to be
through in an hour or two.”

““Rats!”’ said Reggie Pitt, as he put lis
mouth close to Handforth’s ear. “Dorrie
toolt two or three hours in the motor-boat
alone—and we shall be lucky if we do the
journey in a day!”’

““A day!”’ yelled Handforth, staring.

It scemed an awful long time to him, but
Pitt was probably near the mark—for there
was little hope of accomplishing the journew
in under nine or ten hours. The Spitfire was
only moving sluggishly, although all the
engines were being driven at their ubmosé
power.

In the gondolas, the engincers were
stripped to the waist, perspiring ireeiy, and
working hard to keep the motors in perfect
trim, Lord Dorrimore had, perhaps, the

strongcer

lezlsiest task, for he went abead i1n the mctoi-
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boat, and found it necessary to use only half
throttie. ,

Most of the girls had fled below, attempt-
ing to seck r _ ‘
noise. LThe whole air quivered with the
tumult, for the tunnel caused the explosions
from the open
deadly effect.

“Most of you bovs had better gét below,
too !” shouted Nelson Lee, as he came upon
a group of fellows, “You’ll be deaf for a
woeek—"’ N

“That’s all right, sir—we don’t mind,”
‘yoared Nipper. *“‘We want to stay. We're
all anxious to see how we progress.”

*“Yes, rather, sir!”

Nelson Lee said no more. After all, it
made little difference, for the noise below
was nearly as acute. Iiven the girls camo
up on deck again, finding i1t impossible to
rest. .

“We've just got to see everything that’s
going on,”’ explained Irene, as she joined
Handforth. “Oh, Ted! Do you think we
ghall do it? Do you think———"’

“Do it ?” laughed Handforth. “Of cowrse
we shall!  And when we get outside we shall

B*ubahly find the seaplanes waiting for ‘us.

on’t forget, this is the age of marvellous
aerial navigation! And the British Navy is
on the job!” :

But Irene
fully

The time went on—an hour elapsed. Then
two hours—three hours. And still the pro-

cession moved cver onwards bencath the vast

shook her head rather dcubt-

barrier range. It was monotonous—tan-
talisingly, maddeningly monotonous, ‘There
seemed to be no change whaiever. The

funncl was all the same—black, grim, and
forbidding. And still the procession pene-
trated deeper and deeper, and so far there
had been no hitch. -

The great engines were working with
amazing accuracy, and every member of the
airship’s crew knew that they were solely
dependent upon any one of the motors. For
should one of them fail, the others would
be insufficient to pull the load.

So far, there had becn no snag. Men were
taking soundings constantly, and the depth
of the water was satisfactory. Not once had
there been any indication of a shallow, or
of a submerged rock. And the Arctic flow
continued to swirl past in a Dblack, silent
flood.

Some of the time was filled in by eating.
The juniors offered to prepare a meal .for
everybody in gecneral, and a good hour was
srent in making sandwiches, the girls being
the chief workers in this enterprise. The
fellows did their share after the sandwiches
had been made.

But they all knew that it was a false kind
of diversion. Their thoughts were constantly
«with the great problem, and although they
remained below, they wanted to be on deck,
watching.

“How much longer?” asked Tommy
Watison hoarsely. ‘“We secin to go on for
ever, and there's no sign of an end!”

rehief from the nerve-shattering.

exhausts to hit back with

“We've only been in the tunnel for just
over four hours,”” said Nipper.

“Begad, old boy, it seems like four duys!”
said Tregellis-West. *“I've had a few [right-

| ful experiences, but this is the frightiullest !

Nothin' but suspense all the timoe.” -

“What was that?” shouted Handiorth
abruptly,

“Great Scott! VWe bumped against some-
thing 1"’

x¥
.

“We're aground!

There was a rush, buit when the fcllows
arrived on deck, they found nothing dif-
ferent. One of the officers was locking very
grave, however.

“It was a ncar thing that time!” he said.
when 2 number of juniors pressed 10und
him. We hit a ledge, I believe, on the star-
board side—just scraped cff by a picce of
sheer luck. It’s so infernally diflicuit to
steer thoe confounded ship.”

“Do you think we shall get through, Al
Wilcox 7’ asked Pitt.

“We've got to get through,” replied the

| officer simply.

And then came another alarm. Iece was
floating down! Great jagged lumps of i:¢"!
The whole tunnel was becoming filied with
the floating fragments!

“1 don’t like this!” said Nelson Lec, a-

.| be stood staring overside, with Nipper close
to him.

“It's a bad sign, voung 'un. -1
hope to heaven we get out before there's
too much of it.”

“You think we’ll get jammed up, sir?”’

“It’s possible—even probable,”” repiied
Lee. “Dorrie’s having quite a job, I helieve,
to force his little motor-boat through it, We
didn't reckon on this. There was no sign of
it when Dorrie came through a few days
ago.”’
g“’Whﬂt does it mean, guv'nor "’

“You needn't ask me that, Nipper—you
know what it means,” replied Lec. “ The
geyser 18 petering out, and the watcrs are
freezing again. In such an atmosphere. it
won’t take long for the flow to ceasc alto-
gether. There’s a danger here that 1 had
not contemplated at all.”’

“We might be forced to abandon the
attempt, eh, sir?” )

“We might get jammed up, and slip
between the frying pan and the fire,” said
Nelson Lee grimly. “We assumed that we
should be ab%e to get back into the oasis if
the current proved too strong. But what 1if
the ice jams us in? We shall be able to
move neither forwards nor backwards. WWe
shall be trapped in this tunnel!”’

“Phew! That's a lively prospect, scir!”’
whistled Nipper,
“Say nothing to the others—there’s no

LB

need to alarm them unnccessarily,” warned
Lee. “By Jove, the ice is getting thicker
every minute!” he added, his face looking
aged with anxiety. “And if we fail it
means thirty years before we get another
chance—perhaps never!  And perhaps it
means being trapped in this vast tunnel!”’
Lee muttered this to himself, and Nipper
did not hear. He, like the other fcllows,
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was staring down at the black flood, and
watching the ever-increasing masses of
twisting, turning, floating ice.

CHAPTER 16.
THE FEVERLASTING ICE!

NOTHER hour of suspense.
The ice had thinned out
a2 bit by then, and the
adventurcrs  were begin-
ning to get fresh hope.
Perhaps there was no need for any alarm.
Perhaps the geyser was in full operation
again.,

But the atmosphere gave the liec to this
supposition,

FFor 1t was cold—penetratingly  cold.
Gradualiy the temperature had been drop-
ping, and now, indeced, freezing point had
been well passed. The air of the tunnel was
bitter. Ice was beginning to form on the
Spiire’s sides, and the juniors were sur-
rounded in a kind of steam as they breathed.
Every scrap of available clothing had been
put on. But still they stood about, staring
always into the unknown blackness of the
tunnel ahead.

The light of Lord Dorrimore’s motor-boat
continued to rip the blackness, but it only
penetrated a short distance. Bevond that
the darkness was mysterious and almost ter-
rifying, At times the roof of the tunnel

] engines

would slope lower, aud the procession would
only just be able to serape through.

And now and again the tunne! would
become narrow, and only the most careful
navigation averted a disaster. But still the
roared, and the ship was hauled
steadily onwards.

And a new sound was added to the din
from the oxhausts. ‘There was a continuous
splintering and grinding of ice as it was
hemmed in between the ship's side and the
rock walls,

“How much longer?”’ asked Church un-
happily. *“*We scem to go on and on, and
there’s mnever any change. I'm getting
nervy, Mae! The iee is getting worse again
now—ihicker than ever!™

“Don't worry.,” growled
“We're nearly through.”

Handforilh.

“Somebody said it would take another
three or four hours——"
“Don’t Dbelieve it!” interrupied Iand-

forth, frowning. “Can't you feel the frost

in the air? The temperature's pretiy well
at zero already. And thal means that we're
near the open.”

“It means that we're nearer—but that's a
diffcrent thing,”” put in McClure,  ““We've
got miles to go yvet— DBy jingo! Did you.
feel that 7 We're getting jammed up in this
beastly ice!”

They stared overboard anxiously.

The ice was indeed thicker than ever, and
was piling up ominously as the vessel con-

b
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¢inned her course. At times the hawsers
would twang with a quecr, significant sound.
\The Spitfire would lurch onwards uwnwill-
ingly ~The ice was beginning to pack up
and bar the progress of this strange siring
of boats. .

There could be only one c¢xplanatien.

‘The recurring geyser was getting to the
end of its present activity, and was again
becoming dormant. The ice was beginning
io form on that outer lake, and in a very
chort time the freezc-up would be sohid. It
would be touch and go whether the party
could get out.

And it would be a dreadful climax to the
adventure if they were all hemimed in here,
for there could be no return to the oasis.
Jrozen up in this mass, even the motor-boat
would be as useless as a riddled hulk. And
then what chance of escapo would there he?
Even if the seaplanes arrived, there would
he nobody to rescue.

But Nelson Lee thrust this thought grimly
aside as it occurred to him. Ide couldn’t
believe that such tragedy would signalise the
end of their journey. Ior, according to all
his caleulations—based on Lord Dorrimore’s
report—the tunnel exit should now be very
close. The atmospheére told this, too. There
was a distinet air current now, amounting
to a real wind. It was blowing down the
runnel, and it was cuttingly bitter.

“Dorric’s waving!” said Nipper,
stared oul into the distance ahead.
euv' nor !”

“Yes, I have scen,”” replied Nelson Lee
tensely.

The motor-boat could be distinetly noted
beyond the straining gondolas. And the
figure of Lord Dorrimore, outlined against
the gleam from the searchlight, was visible.
Dorrie was standing up in his boat, waving
frantically.

“J¢'s a warning !’ ejaculated Handforth.
“By George! The ice is all packed up,
and we can’t move! That’'s what it means!
Dorrie’s trying to tell us——"

“No!” yelled Church., “The tunnel’s get-
ting wider, Look! Can’t you see? The ice
isn’t jammed so much here either. The
tunnel’s gutting wider, I tell you! We're
near the exit!’

“Don’t be an assl!”

ags he
“TLook,

roared Handforth.

“It'll he hours before we get near the
exw,”

“HHalf an hour ago you said we were
neasly throught”

“K¥h? Did 17" said Handforth, with a
snort. ‘““Well, I expect I was right, but you
needn’t get so excited——"’

“Oh, dry up!” interrupted McClure.

“Let’s watch |7

It seemed ihat Lord Dorrimore's signal
was indeed a tok-n of good tidings. [or, as
the gondolas surged onwards, they drew
apart, proving that the tunnel was a great
deal wider here. It continued to open out.
and then, at last, there was no further
doubt,

A Dbitterly cold wind was whistling over
the deck, and everybody instinctively knew

that the end of the tunnel was close at hand.

And then the searchlight suddenly went out.
and a darkness shut down,

“Oh Y’ exclaimed Irene.
done that?”’

“We're through—we’'re through!” yelled a
dozen voices. .

Far ahcad, a dim, uncertamn light could
be scen—a greyness amid the surrounding
black. And evervbody knew that that dim
twilight was coming from beyond. from the
open air. At this time of the year there was
no full daylight in the Arctic, and all was

“Why has Dorrie

‘dim.

It was curious that the volcanic fires from
the great craters above did not reflect down.
They seemed to concentrate all their light
into the great oasis. It was a phenomenon
of the mists which always hung over that
enormous basin.  Out in the open, the
voleanie fires were lost in the vast emptiness
of the upper air.

“We're through!” shouted Handiorth «x-
citedly. “By George!l Didn’t I say we
should do 1t? I never had any doubt about
it, like some of you pessimists!”

Everybodyv seemed to go mad with joy ten
or fifteen minutes later. For the great gon-
dolas, tugging at their charge, passed under
a frowning rock, and emerged under the
glorious sky. At least, it seemed glorious to
all these temporary exiles. Not so long ago
they had almost lost hope of secing a real
clond again. In the oasis there had been
nothing but the upper mists.

“Tt’s snowing !”’ shouted Fullwocd.

“Hurrah !’

“Good old honest snow !”

The cheering became wild. And the ter-
rible din from the engines secemed to be
utterly dissipated now. They were still roar-
ing, but after the echoes of the tunnel the
noise was like 2 mere murmur.

“Steady on, you chaps!” said Nipper
grimly. ‘‘Not so much of this cheering!”

“But we're out!” gasped Tommy Watson,
“And it’s snowing!”

“I know it’s smowing, but that’s ncthing
to ploat about,”” replied Nipper anxicusly.
“What about the seaplanes? How are they
going to find us in this smother?”’

““Oh, my hat!” said Watson, with u start.

“It's real Arctic weather—that’s all,” went
on Nipper. “Just our luck, of couisc!
We're out, but we're not. out of the woed!
If this snowstorm continueg, those scaplanes
will never get near us! We're cut of the
oasis, and we’re free of the tunnci. Duf is
there anv chance of us getting picked up?”’

e — S ——

CHAPTER 17.
WAITIXNG !

HIE wave of wild excite:
ment socn died down.
The weather was had, and
that might mean ithe
death-kne of all 1heir

‘That fleet of naval seaplanes had
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started out—should be here by this time.
But what possible chance was there of ever
secing them?

If the pilots had already encountered this
storm, they would have turned back, know-
ing the utter impossibility of going on. For
the visibility was practically nil.  From the
dlecks of the Spitfire, scarcely anything could
be seen but a smother of whirling snow-
flakes.

A sort of twilight reigned overhead, and
there were signs of ice on all sides. DBut
these vessels were floating in water, and the
pack-ice was floating about unecasily, as
though disturbed by under-water currents.

Not one of the engines had been stilled.
The party was going onwards—progrossing
as far as they possibly could, in order to get
away from the deadly mountain range. It
rose up behind them—a vast mass of ice,
reaching upwards into the smother.

“*Those scaplanes may have met with
disaster already,’”’ said Pitt anxiously. “They
were going to fly low as soon as they got to
this latitude. And imagine the danger here,
with scarcely any wvisibility! Flying low,

they would crash into those mountains before

they knew they were near them!”

“It would make no difference, even if they
flew high,” said Nipper. *“These peaks rise
for thirty thousand feet or more, and the
acroplanes couldn’t get to that height in this
sort of air The engines wouldn’t work—the
cold would be too intense.”

“But what can we do?’ acked Watson
despairingly.

“Just nothing,” replied Nipper. ““We're
out, and let’s be thankful for that. We've

.done our part, and now everything depends
upon the Navy.”

IFor a full hour the vovage continued. The
mountains had long since been left in the
rear. Lord Dorrimore’s searchlight, sweep-
ing round in all directions, revealed nothing
but the black water and the pack-ice In
many places there were great clear spaces,
hundreds of yards 1n extent—just plain
water. The open sca appeared to stretch for
mile after mile, If was a sure enough proof
of the geyser’s enormous size,

Its strength was sufficient to thaw the ice,
and to convert a large cxpanse of the ordi-
rarily frozen Arctic into an open sea. Dut
once the gevser Jost its effectiveness, the
frecze-up would be swift and dramatic. It
was lesing 1ts ecffectiveness already.

But Nelson Lee knew well enough that the
temperature here was coxtraordinarily high.
It was freczing hard, but, according to all
records of this latitude. tho thermometer
ghould have heen a great many degrees below
zevo.  But the coldness was no greater than
that of an ordinary bitter day in temperate
ZOUCS.

And then at last the engines cecased.

Miles had been covered in the open, for
the current was lacking here, and the Spitfire
had made good progress. DBut the ice was
now becoming so thick that the end of the
{ourr:ey was reached. Into the distance ahead

ay no water, but the everlasting ice of the

Arctic. The limit of the geyzer's zone had
been reached.

~ Lord Dorrimore came on beard, stiff and

blue with cold. Ivery engine was quict, and
the sudden silence was uncanny. The wind
was whistling and the myriad snowflakes
were whirling down. But everything scemed
deadly silent. '

“Well, old man, we’ve done it,”’ said Lord
Dorrimore, as he gripped Nelson Lee’s hand.
“ All the same, I don’t think a great deal of
this snow. A bit of a dirty trick, ch ?”

“I'm worried, Dorric—{crribly worried,”
muttered Lee

"I don’t wonder at it,” said his lordship.
“Thinking of those scaplanes, ech? A [al
chance they’ll have in this blizzard!”’

“We can only wait,” said Nelson Lee
quictly. “Let us pray that the weather will
clear. The geyser is losing its power, and 1
venture to predict that within forty-eight
hours the temperature here will be down to
normal, and the ice as solid as ever.”

““That’s cheerin’.” said Dorrie, with a
grimace. “I distinelly told the Navy that
there was plenty of water for their 'planes to
alight on. What the deuce will they do if
there’s nothin’ but ice 7"’

“They’ll be able to land,« hut I'm afraid
thev’ll never get off again,” replied Lec.
“This weather has upset all cur caleulations.
Unless these seaplanes can  arrive within
twenty-four hours——"

Ho broke off significantly.

Lord Dorrimore had brought the motor-
boat close alongside the main ship. and the
cearchlight was kept pgoing al! the time,
pointing upwards into the sky. The idea
was obvious. The scarchlight was a guido
to the rescuing ’planes, should they come.
But there was secarcely one chance in a
thousand in such weather as this.

“All you young people had better get some
sleep,” said Nelson Lee, addressing the St
I'rank’s fellows and Jrene & Co. “There's
accommodation for you below, so take my
advice—"’ |

“But we can’t sleep, sir!” protested Hand-
forth,

“Not a wiuk, sic!”
others.

“I know differently,” replied Nelson Lece
drilv. ‘“You think you won’t be able to,
but you will. After our recent experience.
we all need a rest, and there’s no hope of
help coming vet. Even if tho scaplanes
started they must have turned back, for thex
could never hope to find us i a snowstorm
like this. So get below, and turn in,”

“The guv’nor’s right,”” said Nipper, look-
ing at the others. “We're all fagged out.
How long is it since we had any sleop, any-
how? Over twenty-four hours! But there’s
been such a lot of excitement, what with the
battle, and the journey through the tunnel.
that we've been kept up by a false sort of
energy. A good sleep will do us no harm,
even if it's only for three or four hours.”

The other fellows realised the truth of
Nipper's words, and they soon bogan to dis-
cover Lhat they weroe indeed fagged out.

added several of the
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There was a crackle of ice as the first seaplane landed. From the siranded boat came & volley of cheers, as
those on board saw the other great ’planes swoupinﬁ dc&wn-the:r rescue from the Arctic wastes was near af
and.

The tension was over now, and a reaction
set in, As therc was no prospect of rescue
nntil the snowstorm abated, there was no
reason for remaining awake.

And before half an hour had elapsed, nine-
tenths of the party was slumbering heavily.
Even Lee consented to take a nap. A few
men were left on the watch, with orders to
give a general call at the first sign of any-
thing hopeful.

Nelson Lee only had an hour, and then he
sent Lord Dorrimore down, He stood on
deck, well wrapped up, more anxious than
he knew. There cuuf)d'be no return now,
for the pack-ice had probably jammed in the
tunnel, and the entrance to the little Lost
World was sealed. 'The adventurers had
escaped, but there was no certainty of real
freedom. Their fate would be appalling
mdeed if they were left here, in the grip of
the unknown polar regions.

Nipper was the first of the juniors to
awaken.  All the fellows were sleeping in a
kind of general dormitory, a part of the
vossel’s held which had been rigged up for
them by the Northestrian carpenters. There

.}}'fl?'rﬁ bunks all round, and cvery one was
ed.

Nipper sat up and listened. Everything
was still, except for the occasional tramp of
‘eet overhead on deck. Nipper was heavy-
eyed—an unusual condition for him, for he
was gencrally very wide-awake at once. He

+ pulled it out.

yawned, and got out of lis bunk. Like all
the others, he was fully dressed.

“Watch stopped!” he muttered as he
“How long have we slept, 1
wonder ? Feels like an hour—or two, at the
most. Perhaps I'd better turn in again—
Why, hallo, Dorrie!”

- His lordsﬁip had appeared in the doorway.

“QOh, you’re not all dead, then?’ asked
Dorrie.

“Dead 1”?

“Well, you've slept long enough, you
young siuggards,” said his lordship, with a
grin. ‘““I’ve been down several times to have
& look at you, but I was too soft-hearted to
shake you up.”

‘““How long have we been sleeping, then?”
asked Nipper, staring.

“Oh, not long—only about twenty-cight
hours !”’

“Twenty-eizght
“You're joking!”

“Honest fact!”’ said Dorrie. “Of course,
I’m not surprised, after all you went through.
There you are—that yell of yours has
awakened the others now! That means good-
bve to our peace and quietness.”

“Twenty-eight hours!” ejaculated Nipper.
“Over 2 day and a night! But—butl hasn’t
anything happened 1 )

“Nothin’—if you’re referrin’ to our bemy’
rescued,”” replied Lord Dorrimore. ““ But
we're still livin’ in hopes-—an’ the prospects

hours!” yelled Nipper.

are gelting brighter cvery minute.”
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CHAPTER 18.
SUSPENSE |

DWARD OSWALD ITAND-
FORTH sat up and
blinked.

“I say, it’s a pity you
fellows can’t go and jaw
tsomewhere else!” he complained. “1 haven't

‘been to sleep for more than half an hour——"’
“You fathead, we've all slept the clock

round!” mterrupted - Nipper,

The juniors were startled into full wakeful-
ness when they heard the surprising truth.
Many thought that Lord Dorrimore was
pulling their leg. but practically all of them
discovered that their watches had stopped—
a sure proof that they had slept the clock
right round. _

*“What do you mean, Dorrie, about the
prospeets getting brighter 77 asked Nipper
cagoerly. '

“Well, the
thing—"

His lordship wasn't allowed to get any
further. There-was a rush, and everybody
crowded up on deck. Shouts of excitement
went up, for there was now a vast change.
"Che-air was erystal clear, and, as bad as the
visibitity had been before, it was now good,
‘It was not light—only a kind of semi-twilight
pervaded the whole region

Overhead the sky was dazzingiy brilliant,
with many stars twinkling like miniature
secavchlights. One could sce into the distance
for miles, and on every hand there was a
great, rolling vista of ice and snow., Hunks
of it rose here and there, and the sceno was
startling in its vastness. All round the ship,
however, the surface was different.

The effect of the submarine geyser was still
apparent, although it was quite obvious that
the phenomenon was losing power. The
water was covered with thin ice, but so thin
that a stone thrown upon it would have
broken through The air was freezing, but
the water itself was still warmed by the hot
flow from far beneath,

“My hat!” exclaimed Tommy Watson.
““It’s all clear now—not a breath of wind, or
anvthing! But what about the scaplanes?”

““ Any ncws, sir?”’ shouted several voices.

Nelson Lee was on deek, and the boys
surged round him.

“"Yes, there is some news,”
““{tood news. on the whole.”

[ Oll ]Jl

“Good news?” repeated Dorrice.
I've heard 2 ]

“It's only just come through,” broke
Nelson Lee. “We've got the wireless going,
boys, and although we’ve had some dilliculty
in getting messages over, we've succeeded at
last. The naval scaplancs have started out to
our rescue.”

“Hurrah I

“Then everything's all right, sir?”

“No, I won't say that,” replied Nelson
Lee. “We shall still be in a state of uncer-

weather's cleared, for one

he replied.

“Irrst

tainty and suspense, for there ecan be no
guarantee that this weather will last, or that
tho pilots will get to us. As before, we can
only“ wait.”

“But did the scaplanes sct out when they
pronnsed, sir?”

“They sct out, but turned back,” replied
Nelson Lee.  “Blizzards were encountered,
and two of the machines were disabled.
although, fortunately, not until they got back
to theie base.  The rest waited for elear
weather, and have now started out on a
sccond attempt.”

“Oh, good egg
.‘;:‘I-Im'.-' long will they take to get here,
sir?”

“It is a great distance—not less than six
hundred 1ntles,”” replied Nelson Lee. ““Tho
naval authorities have established a hasty
kind of base at the furthest possible point
north—not far distant fromn Spitsbergen, I
believe. The acroplanes set out from this
base an hour ago, and they are fast
machines. capable of over a hundred miles
an hour.”

“So they'll be here in
hours !”

“Oh, my gocdnesa! Is it possible £

““ Possible I”’ roared Handferth. “Of course
it is! Six hundred miles is nothing to a
modern aeroplane. YWhat about the great

world flights that have been made? We're
as good us saved!”

“Let’s. give three cheers L

“One moment, boys,” said Nelson Leso
quietly. “I hate to throw cold water on your
enthusiasm, but you must not take too much
notice of Handforth. A six hundred mile
flight would be nothing in Europe—but this
is a very different proposition. Although
the weather is clear here, it may be snowing
hard two hundred miles away. In fact, it
is quite safo to assume that blizzards aro
raging in almost e¢very point of the com-
pass. These rogions are treacherous. and we
must not be too certain  Quite apart from
the weather, we must remember that the
pilots of these scaplanes have nothing to
guide them except the compass. As they fly,
there are no landmarks—no known spots fo
guide them. Moreover, they are flving 1in
semi-darkness. OQur single searchlight is the
only beacon we can supply.”

Nelson Lee’s words had a very sobering
effect. It seemed very casy to assume that
rescue would come—Dbut cold fact 15 a dif-
ferent thing from theory. It was quite on
the cards that the searchers would enccunter
thick weather, wonld be taken from their
course, and compelled to abandon the
venture,

So it can be easily understood that those
anxious watchers on the Spitfire kept their
eyes fturned to the sky—not secking the
coming acraoplanes, but looking for the fir¢
sign of a change in the clear weather Th
weather, in all truth, would settle their fate.
For even if 1t kept fine, and the acroplanes
arrived, the dash back to civilisation would
in itself be fraught with doubt.

|'.|}II

less than four
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“THE DELUGE AT
ST. FRANK'S 1

Flooded out !

That’s the situation in which
the Boys of St. Frank’s find
themselves next week !

They are cut off from everybody
else by floods about ten feet deep.

There is a deluge, the bursting
of a dam, and a whole heap of
other excitement—as well as loads
of fun ! .

This opening story of a tremen-
dous new series of yarns is ab-
solutely great. Make sure of reading
it.

Arother vivid instalment of our
stirring new serial —

“THE BURIED
WORLD!”

There are startling happenings
in next week’s rousing chapters.

-

P — e E

FIRST YARN OF A GREAT

O

NEW SERIES?

¥

LOOK OUT FOR THIS COVER NEXT |
WEDNESDAY !

SPREAD THE NEWS!

The vast barrier range could be seen now,
several miles distant. The glaciers rose
upwards into the night sky like towerin
sentinels, Their summits were invisible, an
in many places the mountains were Ilike
sheer precipices, rising for thousands of feet.
What would be the fate of an aeroplane fly-
ing info them during thick weather?

The girls were out now, too, and they
were cqually amazed to find that they had
slept for over twenty-four hours. And every-
body was ravenously hungry. Their long
sleep and the cold air were twin causes of
this healthy appetite.

Aitlrongh there was no possibility of the-

seaplanes appearing for several hours, the
iellows rushed over their food, and got up on
rdeck again at the earliest possible moment.
They wanied to be the first to see those
machines coming out of the sky to rescue
them,

Until now they had not appreciated what
real suspense meant. ‘The time dragged
amazingly. It seemed that hours had passed,
and yet only a bare twenty minutes, perhaps,
_had actually clapsed. And so they kept talk-
ing, in groups, and watching the sky, and

consulting the time. And the weather, mer.
cifully, remained clear.

There was not a breath of wind, and the
visibility was of crystal clarity. The condi-
tions, 1ndeed, could not have been better
for such a project. And hopes began to soar
higher and higher as the hours dragged on.

Ifour—five!

Five hours, and the seaplanes had started
out an hour earlier. The suspense was
becoming acute now. Those machines had
been in the air for six hours—they were over-
due! If they were coming, they might
appear now at any moment. Every cye was
watching.

But not a speck appeared in the dim sky.
The scene was one of utter desolation, and
as the hours had passed, so the cold had
increased. Fellows spoke in hushed voices,
as though afraid to talk aloud.

“They’ve missed us!” muttered Church, as
he clutched at Handforth’s arm., ‘“‘Over six
hours, and not a sign of them! They must
have encountered a storm, and they’ve heecn
blown out of their course!”
“Rats!” growled Handforth, “ Theyll

come !’
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“But they ought to have been here——"

“Never mind, that—I tell you they’ll
come,” insisted Handforth.

But although .he spoke confidently, his
heart was growing heavy. The others were
all silent. Six and a half hours! And still
no indication! The scarchlight was piercing
up into the sky. as though mocking them.
And the still, cold air was without a2 breath
of wind, On cvery part of the decks the
roups were standing, watching and waiting.

'he suspense was getting worse and worse
every mornent.

“Lasten!”’ muttered Nipper
£0Oh, listen!”

““What do you mean?” whispered Tomimy
Watson.

“Can’t you hear it %’ said Nipper, clutch-
ing his arm.  “A kind of throb on the air!
Listen! There it is again!”’

suddenly.

e — S

CHAPTER 10.
OUT OF THE SKY!

VERYBODY had hcard
Nipper’'s words, and all

cars were strained,
“Therc's nothing ! said
Church, with a gulp. “I
can’t hear a sound! It must have been vour
imagination, Dick! There's no throb——"

“There is—there is!"” insisted Nipper
tensely. “(an’t you keep quiet? Listen, I
tell you! I can hear it again =

“By George!” gasped Handforth. “So
can I!”

But the others listcned in vain. They

could hear one another's breathing, and an
occasional creak from the old wooden ship.
But out from the vast distances they heard
nothing.

““Marvellous what the imagination can
do !’ muttered Dorrie,
“It was no imagination, old man,”’

breathed Nelson Lee,
“Goed glory! You mcan— |
“Nipper’s right—I heard the throb myseif,

distinetly,” whispered Lee. “ Hush, Dorrie!
Now! Do vou hear?”

Lord Dorrimore caught his breath in.
Famtly, vaguely, a throb came to his ears—
so indistinet that 1t secemed unreal. It faded,
and then came back again in a sort of cycle.
And this time it seemed te beat on the air.
It was more of a sonsation than an actual
sound.

“They’re
hysterically,

“Hurrah !”

“It’s the engines!”

A swift outburst, and then another tenso
silence. Nelson Lee, glancing at the faces
round him, felt a little tug at his heart,
VWhat if the aeroplancs should miss them.
after all? Such a thing was by no means
impossible. Lee had scldom secen  such
poignant anxiety as he saw.now on_ these
strained fgces,

>

coming !’ yelled somcbody

LB

“It's getting louder, sir!
officers. _
“Yes, but they’re miles away yet—twenty
ry 5 5 * .
or thirty miles, I should say,” replied Lee

said cene of the

softly. “Sound carries an immense distance
in this clear air. But we've made no mis-
take—this sound is causzed by acroplanc
engines,”

“They’'re gettin’ nearer, too,” said Lord
Dorrimore. * Just listen to that! Queer how
the hummin’ seems to sound 1n cireles, as it
were, and then reverses. I suppose 1it’s
c;l'tused by a number of engines together
eh 7’

Nobody answered himn. The throbbing was
now so pronounced that it filled the very air.
It changed into a drone—a distant, con-
tinuous drone. It grew louder every sccond,
but still there was no sight of anything 1in
the skv. Lord Dorrimore had leapt down
into the motor-boat, and was flashing tho
searchlight to and fro. He kept up the
movement continuously, signalling the posi-
tion. :

“They’re coming!” shouted Handforth.
“There’s no spoof about it, you chaps! Oh,
my goodness! They can’t miss us now—it’s
impossible! Why can't we seo ‘em ?”

“They're miles off yet,”” said Nipper.
“And we can’t see anvthing in this semi-
twilight, Oh, for a sight of good old sun-
shine!”’

“Oh, for a real, honest rainstorm!” sighed
Tommy Watson., “If I ever get back to
England, I'll never go abroad again as long
as [ live!”

“Look!” welled De 7Valerie excitedly.
“J.ook! There's a light!”

“Where 7”7

“Over there—in the sky!” yelled Val
“Can’t vou see it? Two of them now! The
seaplanes =

“By jingo, ves.”’

“Look! Lights in the skx!”

““ Hurrah !”

“They've spoited our scarchlight, and

12

thev're coming!
“Three cheers for the Navy!” cried Irenc.

Lverybody felt like dancing madly. Indeed,
many of the fellows capered round with
frenzied joy. And Nelson Lee made no
attempt to put a stop to this form of mad-
ness. He knew how the juniors had been
tried, and this sudden relief had to find an
outlet. Truth to tell, he rather felt like
dancing himself.

“Thank Heaven, Dorric!” he said fer-
vently., I was hoping for this all the time,
but I dared not count teco much on it. We're
saved, old man—they'll be here in a minute.”

“(iood old Navy!” said Dorrie warmly.

Every doubt was set at rest. The lights in
the sky were twinkling brightly now, and
the drone from the engines of the scaplanes
had turned into a low, musical roar. They
were less than a mile away, and not more
than a thousand feet vp. And then, all of

3

a sudden, it scemed, the machines were
overhead. _
“Six of ’em !’ gasped Chureli,  “Look at

'oin wheeling ‘round:! Six wbhacking great
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e
Gervice scaplanes! Oh, I've never seen any-
thing SO_gorgeous 1in all my life!” .

The six great seaplancs were flying in
formation, ‘angi the Ieadqr wheeled round
and shut off his engine. The others followed
his example, ¢nd a moment later all the
machines  were  planing  gracefully down.
Lord Dorrimore had turned his searchlight
upon the great siretch of thin ice, for that
open water had now frozen over.

The seaplanes were of the latest {ype—

monster machines, cach driven by two
cnormous engines.  Their long, graceful

bodies could distinctly be seen. | They did
not carry floats, but were boais in them-
eclves—immense {iving-boats.

“This means lingland agamn!” shouted
Handforth joyously. ‘‘Iingland, you chaps—
within a weck, too!”

“Good old St. Frank’s!”’

“Qh, crumbs! What a thought!”

“ And blow Northestria and. the Goth-
landers, and all their giddy works!” went on
Handforth. “ We had some fine times there,
but I want to get back to the old country!
Look ! They’re coming down!”

Every eyc watched with intense interest.
The seaplane pilots were cautious. DBefore
venturing to land, they skimmed over the
-urface of that thin ice, taking close obscrva-
tions. Five of them opened up their engines
again, and .soared away in wide circles.

“ They're careful, Dorrie, and I don’t
blame them,” said Nelson Lee. *“But they’ll
break through this ice easily and without
damage. Once the leader has come down,
the others’ll soon follow.”

Lord Dorrimore nodded. He had left his
scarchlight in charge of one of the other
men, for he wanted to be on deck, to join
in the general enthusiasm. And he gave
a nod of satisfaction as the leading seaplane
<immed to the surface of the ice, and
toniched. :

There was a tinkling crackle of the 1ce,
and the graceful boat broke through, and
a surge of water hissed up on either side.
A minute later, the scaplane was swinging
round, and taxi-ing towards the Spitfire.
The other scaplanes came down, and within
five minutes all of them had alighted.

The tension was over, and nobody had
any voice left for cheering.

-— —

CHAPTER 20.
AOMEWARD BOUND!

| O0D old Navy!”

A chorus went up as the
first pilot came aboard.
There had been consider-
able delay, but at last the
motor-boat had forced itself free from the
ice, and had fetched the pilot from the
neavest seaplane. .

“This is a happy moment for all of us,
gentlemen,” said the pilot, as he shook hands
warmly with Neclson Lee and Lord Dorri-

more. ““All safe -and sound, eh?
we've got plenty of room for you?”

“If 1t’s a joyous moment for vou, old
man, you can imagine what it is for us,”
said Lord Dorrimore genially. “We're just
dyin’ to know how you managed it., Are
yous in charge of this squadron, by the
way ?”

“Well, in a way,” replied the other. “I'm
Commander Stanton, and—by Jove, Waring!
How arc you, Waring? Haven't seen you
for months! Good man!”

“Why, 1t’s dear old Stanton!”
Captain Waring joyously.

They clasped hands. Commander Stanton
was a youngish man—clean-shaven, with a
broad, humorous face. He was well wrapped
up lo protect him from the Arctic cold. As
he looked round, his eyes were filled with
mild astonishment, i

“What kind of an old tub do yocu call
this?”” he asked. “I've seen a few quecer
eraft in my time, but this beats everything !”

*“She’s a Northestrian ship,” explained
Lovd Dorrimore. )

“Northestrian, eh? We've heard all about
yvour marvellous little world, gentlemen,”
said the commander. ‘' Caused something of
a scnsation, too, I can assure you. I'd give
anything to have a look imto it.”

“I’'m afraid you’re too late,” said Nelson
Lee. “The tunnel is sealed up again, and
before long all this ice will be as thick and
solid as the rest of the Arctic wastes. You
might be able to get into the oasis at the
end of another thirty years, but I even
doubt that. Changes may occur in the
glaciers by then, and I fcar those losi races.
are eternally bottled up again.”

“It seems like a yarn,” declared Cominan-
der Fenton, ‘“Too fantastic to be true, but
I’'m not presuming to doubt your weord, to
say nothing of the evidence of my own cyes.
We're only too thankful to® be here, and to

Well,

3

<houted

‘carry you all back to safety. You'll leave

all this stuff here, I suppose?”

“Well, I’'m afraid we can’t take i1t,” re-
plied Nelson Lee drvly. “Yes, we shall
have to abandon everything—but that, after
all, is a small matter. Our lives arc safe,
and nothing else matters much.”

“We had a deuce of a job to get here,”
sald the pilot. “We struck a storm half-
way along, and were blown pretty well
fifty miles out of our course. In fact, we
were thinking of turning back when the air
cleared, so we pressed on. We saw your
secarchlight necarly twenty miles away.”

“Let us be thankful that you saw it at
all,” said Waring. |

“It was only by chance at that!” replicd
the commander. ‘As a matter of fact, we
were heading off in a westerly direction, and
one of my pilots signalled. After that. of
course, we came straight along. 1 don't
like to hustle you, gerttlemen, but the.sconer
we’'re off the better.”

“We're entirely in your hands now. com-
mander, and we’ll obey any order,” said Lce
promptly, “I agree with you that there
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must be no delay,
too uncertain.”

“That's a fact!” agrced the pilot. “I've
done some difficult flying in my time, but
this has been tho worst.” Hc gazed at the
newlyv-disclosed water. “But this beats me!”
he added. * I was wonderin
we could land;I didn’t really believe that
there could be water up here. What's the
meaning of it? We're right in the ice
zone.”’

“Submarine geyser,”” explained Dorrie.
“The thing’s cooling ofl, too, an’ with the
temperature somewhere mnear zero, your
*buses will all be frozen in unless you take
off pretty quickly.”

“We're going as soon
rcady,” saiﬁ the commander.

And after that there was a great bustle
for a full hour., The entire party was
divided into six groups, and an equal num-
ber of passengers was placed on each sea-
plane. These giant flying boats were pro-
vided with ample accommodation, and they
were by no means overloaded.

The Spitfire, the gondolas, and the motor-
boat were abandoned to frceze in, and to be
smothered slowly in the eternal ice. More
than one member of that party felt a little
pang of regret, but there was no help for it.
Those craft had served them well, and their
duty was done. To salve them was out of the
question, ;

But in the new cxeitement, the St, Frank’s
fellows soon forgot. On board the scaplanes
they found new wonders. Every vessel was
.equipped with sleeping accommodation—not
that 1t would be necceded—and there was a
plentiful supply of concentrated food, too.
Handforth & Co. found themselves in one
of the long cabins with Nipper and Tommy
Watson and Archie Glenthorne. All the
rost  were distributed among the other
machines—the girls having one which also
accommodated Nelson Lee and Lord Dorri-
nore.

And in the crisp air, the rescuing seca-
planes took off—one after the other. The
pilots knew only too well that any delay
would be fatal. Once the ice formed again,
the aircraft would never be able to rise.
Ilven as it was, they experienced difficulties.

Heavily-laden, they skimmed over the ice-
bestrewn water, and took off with only a
meagre margin of safety. DBut as long as
. thoy got into the air, nothing else really
mattered.

And then off they went—climbing higher
and higher, and getting into formation.
Gazing down from the cabin windows,
Nipper looked rather regretfully at the de-
scrted Spitfire.

“Good old tub, she brought us out of the
oasis, .anyhow,” he said. “She’s done her
bit. ne day, perhaps. explorers will find
her. and wonder how she got there——"

“Talking about explorers. what happened
to the poor chap that Dorrie set out to res-
7" asked Tommy Watson,

The Arctic weather 1is

1
now, as you're

cue ¢

how on earth

—

“Why, didn’t you hear?” said Nipper.
“He was found wecks 2g0—s00n after we
got lost in the oasis, He's safe, and we're
homeward bound! Almost before we know
where we are, we shall be back at St.
Frank’s!”

“Tea in Study D, eh?” said Handfort)
dreamily. By George, and football! House
rags, and all the rest of it! I haven't often
longed to get back to school, but this time
I'm just dying for it! Good old St. Frank’s!
Won’t we lave some fun this term?”

“Better othan fighting the Gothlanders,

el ?” said Church.
“I vote we forget the Gothlanders,”
growled Handforth. *‘The oasis is sealed

up now, and as far as the world concerns,
it doesn’t exist. Let's tallc about St.
Frank's!"” ~

And so thevy went on through the Arctic
air—speeding homewards, with the throb of
the giant engines sounding like music In
their ecars, and then, almost before~ they
realised it, the basc was reached. Real day-
light came as they got farther southwards.

As for the journey back to England, little
nced be said. It was accomplished, at
Nelson Lee’s wish, by air. And well within
a week the entire party had arrived home.

Then followed interviews with newspaper
represcntatives, and hosts of other people
who wanted to know more about the sirange
inhabitants of the Arctic oasis.

They were lionised and féted out, while
their photographs appeared in all the papers.

Every newspaper was filled with the record
of the amazing exploit, and there were many
joyous rcunions wEen the St. Frank’s fellows
were welcomed by their anxious parents,

As for Northestria and the hidden oasis,
the whole affair began to scem like a dream.
Before that week was out, many of the
juniors were dimly wondering if they had
really passed through those stirring adven-
tures. It seemed incredible that the
medigeval land could really exist,

But it did exist, and now it was hemmed

{in again by the endless blizzards, and by

the cruel ice of the Arctic. As far as the
St. Frank’s fellows were concerned, they
were by no means anxious to make a return
trip.

They were strong, healthy youngsters, and
so were the Moor View girls. They all liked
plenty of excitement and adventure—but it
was the general opinion that they had had
their full share of both!

And all their thoughts were now turned
to St. Frank’s again—to boxing and football,
and similar matters of really vital impor-
tance!

THE END.

(NYext Wednesday a stunining neéw sericd
of St. Frank's stories begins. Don't miss
the first yarn: “THE DELUGE AT ST,

FRANK'S!? Order wour NXELSON LEE
 LIBRARY in advance!) :
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i*r. Edwy Searies Brooks
rhats with his readers.

vOTE.—1f any reader writes to me, I shall be pleased to comment wpon such reworks as are

likely to interest the wmajority. All lellers
BROOKS, c¢/o The Editor,

Street, Land’m:. E.C.L.

ledged in these columns. Letters of very

thus*, against sender’'s namnie.
io answcee.

Jetters, I want to thank Alan B. Bresnahan

for his nice hand-painted Xwmas Card, and

also for the little booklet on ' Steamboat
‘Holidays on the River Murmay.” You've made
me quite keen on a trip up the Murray, Alan,
old son, but dom’t you think it’s a bit too far
"out of the way for me? I mean, by the time I
reached Awustralia, 1 expect I should be pretty
well tired of ships for some time.

[ # # %

But I suspect Alan B. had a secret motive in
sending that booklet of information. He, like
lots of you other Australiap readers, probably
wants me to write a series of St. Frank’s yarns,
describing the adventures of XNipper & Co. in
Aystralia. As I have never been lucky enough
to visit the Antipodes, and us you Australian

BEF‘URE 1 acknowledge any of this week’'s

readers are so jolly critical, I have pever plucked

up enough courage t{o take my characters’
“Down Under.” 1f I ‘could be sure of lenient

treatment (in case of minor errors) I might have
a shot at it one of these days. But at present I
hae ma doots. 1 expect I shall now get more
information fromn you Aussies than I can cope
with! Never mind. 1 haven't made any
promises. have 1?

* »* *

Now, there are two questious from Kitly Lill
10 answer. She ought to have had these answers
last week. out there wasn't sufficient room.
1. Why are the Moor View girls, Willy Handforth,
William Napoleon Browne, and Horace Stevens
not in the “MONSTER LIBRARY ”? That's
easy. Because none of these characters had been
introduced into the St. Frank's stories at that
particular period. Don’t you realise, Kitty Lill,
that the yarns in the " MONSTER " deal ex-
clusively with Nipper & Co.'s earlier adventures?
\nd thus your second question is answered. Why
does Nipper write the “MONSTER ”? Because
at that time he wus personally recording the
adventures., Since them he has dropped it.

& g ®

Now for this week’s letters: Leslic Richards
(Margate), Douglas L. White (Greenhithe), Len.
{:‘- Watenman (Chingford), Robert Mant (Ilford),
Guy Cartwright (Wimbledon), E. Andrews (Penge),
Nipper III (Fulham), H. Knibb (Bath), G. L. A, D.

(Folkestone) Rene Martin  (Baltham), Paolo
Luecarelli ( §. Grinstead), Oharles Daniel
orcester) Reginald James Lock (Gunnislake),

- F. F. Fairclough (Liverpool), A. H. Grifin*
{.5"“1311&“1111:011), George Mackenzie (Burghead),
“ Burnett (Southport), F. Jones (Walthamstow),
- 2. Ricketts (Hayle), H. G. (W.1), Fred. J.
Fotter (Biggleswade), W. Holmes (Glasgow),
l,‘F':"'EE Bacon (Lambeth), Robert Hamilton
Salteoats), R. H. W. (Abingdon), Michael 0'Brien
(Limerick). H. Hocks (Westminster). Gordon E.

should be addressed to EDVWY SEARLES

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Pleetway Ilou.c, Furringdon
Every letter will have my personal attention, and all wii! be acknow-
special
Letters which indicate writer’'s age arc naturally easier for me

merit will be distinguished by a star,

Eo 54 }g.

Raulence (Bath), Miss L. Cotter (W.1), David
James Benjamin (Sydney).
L k] *

Some of you felows seem to think that the
N.L.L. is a newspaper, and you expect a reply
within a week of writing. Of course, that van't
be done. As I have muany times said before, Our
Paper goes to press several weeks in advance of
publication date. So if any of you write, in
response to my printed invitation above, wyou
mustn’t expect an acknmowledgment right away.
You'll notice,  too, that I suggest ‘that wou
should indicate your age. The fact i3, it often
happens thar I don't know whether my corrg-
spondents are small, middling or big, aund 1 {m
even in a fog occasionally as to whetiher they
are masculine or feminine. And it is so kelpful
if I can obtain a mentad picture of those who
write to me.

o -]

Talking of pictures, I hope you don’t imagiue,
by any mschance, that t(he stiff-looking gentle-
man sitting between a paste-pot and some bulky
volumes, portrayed at the top of this page, is
supposed to be me. Well, it is supposed to he
me, I imagine, but don't take it as a portrait.
Don’t let your mental picture of me take that
shape. Lots -f you have asked for my photo-
graph, but you don’'t know what risks you are
taking. However, since you have uasked for
trouble, I feel iuclined to let you have it. If
any of you are still misguided enough to want
my photograph, I'll send you an autographed one,
free, gratis and for nothing In return for one
of yours Many of you have already sent me one,
and the more who send, the better I shall bhe
pleased. So let’s be really chummy, -and make
an exchange of it. You'll have the worst of it
everytime. 50 I slmuld worry!

] #*

L ¥ o

So you waat me to wedge in a bit more of
Tom Burton, do you, Douglas L. White? I'll try
to, but so meuy of you want these minor
characters of mine featured in ditferent ways. 1
can only promise to _bring Tom Burton in
cecasionally

#* * *

If you want to arrange Football Matches, for
your team, Robert Mant, join the St. Frank’s
League, and then put your request to the Chief
Officer. He’ll deal with it. It might be a good
idea for you to play teams that consist only of
League members. But that is for the Chjet
Officer to arrange, after you have done your part.
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Ouvr Magazine Corner.

THE KLONDYKE

All about that Romantic and Adventurous Region where_Poor Men
have Become Rich in a Single Day.

The Far,

Far North.
~ HE northern end of the Rocky Moun-
tains separates the basin of the

from that of the
waters are In

Mackenzie River
Yukon, whose upper
Canada. -

1t was here that many years ago great
quanlities of gold were found. And the
place has been organised as a separate ter-
ritory under the name of Yukon.

This vast stretch of land has provided a
most fascinating chapter in the annals of
adventure. " It 1s a land of huge mountains
auel wide lakes, of glaciers, nnd rmrmg
torrents.

There are tremendous, far-stretohing fm ests
of fir and pine. Trackless wastes of moor and
swamp turn during the greater part of the
yvear into an unbroken surface of snow. Wild
and fierce animals abound.

The climate of this vast region is such as
might dismay tho heart of the stoutest ad-

\é",;bum In winter it is of tha greatest
severity. In the summer, which is of short
duration, great clouds of mosquitoes and

cnats assail the traveller by

The Gi‘eat t.2ld Rush.

This desolate tract of land was almost un-
known up to the end of last century. A
little gold had been discovered there, but
the prospect of successful mining seemed very
unlikely.

rlhraﬂ:l in 1897 began the great Klondyke
boom. The Klondyke is the name of a
tributary of the Yukou River.

At once a tremendous rush began from
both Canada and the surrounding American
“digeings.” Many of the new-comers were
“tendericet ” or *‘Chec-chacoes,” as they
were called in the slang term. Many of these
men, though quite inexperienced in mining,
had extraovdinary luck.

The conditions under which these first ad-
venturers worked were, of course, appalling.
Horses could not live in the cold climate,
and reindeer had not yet been introduced.

'The only animals that could be used were
“dogs. which were fastened to sledges.

A Land of Peril.

Even when all perils were averted and the
hardy adventurers arrvived at last at their
destination, the conditions were terrible. The
first thing to do was to get some kind of
dwelling. Ore can easily imagine that it was
nc_:!t]easy to build a house in those desolate
wilds. :

They would, therefore, have to run up
some kind of hut. The greatest difficulty
was found in trying to keep warm. And the
raging blizzards that swept the valleys were

day and nig!it.

 liable at any moment to blow down one’s
scanty lodging.

As to the intensity of the cold, it was
said that men had to shave off their beards,
otherwise their beards would freeze during
the night to their bedclothes!

Water, too, for most of the year could
only be got by thawing the ice nnd drinking

it before it froze ngmn

Toiling Through the Winter,

It was not everyone who could make a
“ grub-stake,” that is, enough to live omn,
always hoping for a ‘““home-stake > which
would allow him to return home rich. hany
a poor fellow “pegged out’ in the hard,
snow-bound land. But occasionally a tender-
foot would strike gold at once, and in a day
he would become a wealthy man.

Yet those .that remained went on. And
their number was increased every dav by
others anxious for the sight of gold. Through
the long winter they toiled at loosening the
surface of ice-mud felted with tough moss.
And after the top layer had been torn away
they could thaw out the ground by means
of great fires.

As time progressed the orig
the miners turned into huge towns.  Other
kinds of men were attracted. Rogues,
swindlers, and toughs of every deseription
arrived to prey upon the toilers.

Gambling  dens, salnons and
spranzg up on all sides. But
arrived  other amemubies of civilisation.
Churches were built, and schools for the
children. And with all their faults, the
miners were mostly honest.

The Canadian Mounted Police soon arrived
on the scene, and the carrying of firearms
was forbidden. The arrvival of the palice.
was alb first resented. But in time the miners
saw that police protection was for their own
good.

Native Tribes.

Besides the snow and the wild beasls, there
were other dangers for the early adven-
turers.

White men were not always welcomed by
the Iiskumo tribes, Tar from it. The
natural greed of the Eskimos constituted a
perpetual menace to the traveller.

Besides the Eskimos there was also a
hostile Red Indian population. Bands of
nomad Redskins wandered from one place to
another, often robbing and killing.

Altogether the Klondyke, though a much

duller pla(.e to-day than in the early days,
is very much more healthy for those who are

inal camps of

dance halls
with them

caught by the lure of gold.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
THE SECRET OF WIDGERY DENE.

IM MALITLAND sat curled up luxuriously in
front of the kitchen fire immersed m the
book he was reading. Afier the Latin and
mathematical works in which he had kept

his nose steadily for the past year, it was a

great relief to read a good rattling adventure

story again; for the nightmare of the London

Matric was over now, and the grammar school,

where he had won a scholarship, had allowed him

two days’ oliday.

From the little shop, with which the kitchen
sitting-roomn communiciated, came his mother's
voiee falking to a customer,

“HWe ouph: to be locked up—thatl’'s what he
rught to be, Mrs. Maitland,” the customer was
¢xclaiming in indignant tones. “He’s just a
swindler! They say he's never paid a single
<hilling of rent for Widgery Dene since he’s been
there,  And the moaney he owes about the place

runy into hundreds!

Jim A{aitland let his attention wander from
the excitinz episode he was reading to the dlis-
cussion going on im the jolly little shop, with its
Low bottle-glass windows, and its pleasant
smell of bacon and tea and spices and sweets.

“It’s a shame, that's what it 13,” his mother’s
Yoice retorted. “I suppose I've got 1o consider
myself one of the lucky ones. He only owes me
a matter of sixtecen shillings odd!” -

“Lor, Mrs. Maitiand, you been rovbLed too? I
thougiht you were the only shopkeeper in the
place that hadn't been caught.”

“'He came in, a matter of two months ago. |1
was just getting Jim’s dinner ready at the time.
He hanged on the counter so loudly that I
dropped what I was doing and ran into the shop,
thinking maybe it was a fire. And there he was
standing with that big bushy beard of his, and
that funoy lock in his cyes, that made me think
he was nmad :

“* Got any tinned meat and eggs? ' he snapped
at me—just like that! Luckily for me I only had
three tinned tongues in the shop and two dozen
eggs., He told me he would take the Jlot. |1
made a parcel of them and handed them over
the counter, of course, expecting that he would
pay. He¢ just smaftched up the parecel. ' Put it
down to Mr. Stanislaus Cripps, of Widgery Dene,’
he says, glaring at me, and then without another
word stamps out of the shop.”

“He's just a swindler. that’s what he 15, Mrs.
Maitland. And what’s he doing up at Widgery
Dene? That’s what everybody wunts to know.
He surrounded the pilace with them twelve feot
wire-meshed  ~~ilings—must have cost lim
hundreds of pounds if he ever paid for them—
and nobody’s had a look inside the place since
he’s been there. It’s a fair sight up at Wildzery
during the day time, they tell me, with z0licitors’
clerks walking round trying to serve him with
summonses. and all the tradesmen In the place
hanging ahout hoping to get speech with him.”



35

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The customer's wvoice sank to a nervous
whisper as if she were embarking on a ghost
story.

“And ab night, Mrs. Mzaitland! T don’t know
whether you've ever seen it, but sometimes there's
great sheets of flame go up quite sudden, and
there’s always sueht a clanging and Kknocking.
Some of the old folks say it's witcherait, but,
of course I don’t hold with those sort of stories
these days < '

“Whatever he's up to, I wish he'd pay my
account,” Mrs. Maitland exelaimed. “I can't
afford to have folk robbing me-like that.”

Jim heard the tinkle of the bell attached to
the door as the customer passed out into the
street, Ile sprane to his feet and entered the
shop.

“What's

this about Mr. Stanislaus Cripps,
motiter ™ he exclaimed.

Jim was tal for his aze, and as he stood
there _with Lis firm set jaw and his handsome
face, 1t was clear to see that he repgarded him-
self as his mother's protector. Mrs. Maitland
smiied up at him with pride in her eyes.

“He owes me an account for sixteen and five-
pence halfpenny, Jim, and from what I hear
ti:t_*:;e doesn't seem much chance of my ever Leing
paid.” :

Jim slipped one arm about his mother’s waist.

“If you think I'm going to let yvou be swindled,
mother, when I'm about, you're jolly well wmis-
taken. Give me the account and I'll take it up
on my bicycle to Widgery Dene.”

“But everybody in the place is trying to get
moncy out of him, Jim, aund there's whole Losts
of tradesmen from London wanting their money
a» well., He'd never give you a chance of seeing

;11\ -l!

q11;1.1!; Jim was not to be deterred irom {he plan
he hiad formed. N

The fact that the task he had set himself
might be a difficult one only whetted his deter-
mination.  Since his father’s death, two years
hefore, he was the only man in the house, and
it was hLis duty to stand by his mother and see
titat she wasn’t imposed upon by such people as
this swindler up at Widgery Dene. Ten minutes
later, with the account in his breast pocket, he
was pedalling his bieycle out of Stagmore.

Widgery Dene stood in a fold of the hills four
miles away—very fertile farming land, but onec
of the loneliest spots in the county. As Jim
turned the corner of the street and plunged into
the darkness of the country road, he glimpsed
for a moment out of the corner of his eye the
lighted bow window of his mother’s shop. Little
dill he dream of all that was to fiappen to him
hefore he sav those lights of home again. It
was a stiff elimb: buf with his head over the
handlebars, he pushed his machine steadily up
bill. In half an hour, very hot and breat{lless,
lie halted on the outskirts of Widgery Dene.

There was the old farm house. A mass of
shadow without one single light burning in any
of its windows. Jim peered at it through the
bars of the great irom gate which lLe found to
he locked. A stillness as of death seemed to
brood over the place. For the first time he was
conscvious of a certain eerie sensation as if cold
wiater were trickling down his back. It was so
dark and the old house looked so ghostly.

He pulled himself together with an efiort. He
had come there to protect his mother’s interests.
It was up to him to see that she wasn’t swindled.

He tried to climb the gates, only to find that
a fringe o1 Ingenious spikes at the top made it
absolutelvy impossible. But there must be other
ways of getting into the premises and obtaining
his interview with Mr. Stanislaus Cripps. He
began to wak along the wire-meshed railings
that had been erected in sections all round the
property. They were twelve feet high and they
were vrotected, like the gates, by spikes. To

,the place for weeks.

——

climb over them was impossible. But &ie was
not goinz'to give up the task e lad set bLim-
sell. There must be a way of getting iatu.
Widgery Denc.

Beyond the fence was a belt of beech trees,

some two hundred feet wide, which completely
shiclded the farm from observation. Ile had
covered nearly a mile in Mis vain search for an
opening ir these defences when suddenly he
alted. Just above his head a branch of one
of the Deech trees thrust itself out over the top
of the fence. Near the fence itseif it was well
beyond his reach, but farther away it drooped
to within six feet of the ground. A look ot
excitement crept into Jim’s eyes as he made his
way to the spot immediately under this extremity.
Bending a moment, he sprang upwards and
caught the thin end of the branch. It nearly
broke in his fingers. Very gingeriy he worked his
hands along until they gripped a stouter portion
of the branehi  The flexible piece of timber swung
unwards as he jumped from the ground, and the
next instant he was moving hand over hand
towards the railings. suspended between Heaven
and earth. A shove with his foot on one of the
spikes, and lLe was over the top of the fence.
The next instant his arms were about the trunk
of the tree aud he had slipped to the grounod.
- He was inside Widgery Dene; he had accom-
plished the task which had defied all the duns
and solicitors and clerks who had been besicging
Now all he had to do was
to find Mr. Stanistaus Cripps himself.

It was -very dark in that belt of beech trees,
and he was conscious again of a cold shiver
running up and down his spine. He must not
stay there, he told himself, letting himseif Le
frigchtencd. He was going to get that sixteen
and fivepence halfpenny. Wilh his heart beating
a little irregularly, le groped his way through
the belt of beech trees. Now for the first time
he saw the great forty-acre meadow which formed
part of the farm. It stretched there before him,

a theautiful level expanse of grass land. Faint
wisps of mist were rising from the gronnd
shrouding everything in a delicate mysteriouz

beauty. Ife glanced to his left, intending to
take his direction to the house, but even as he
did so a little breath of wind tore that veil of
vapour, and opened up before hiz eyes something
which made his hair stand on end and thie 'blood
suddenly turz to ice in his veins.

It was something the like of which he had
never seeu before. Something so unfamiliar, so
utterly unexpected, that for a monient panie
seized upon him, and every instinct he posses:zed
called on him to turn and ruu. Only hLis dogged
will and courage kept him standing there, with
every nerve and muscle tense.

What was 1it, he asked himself, as he deard
the blood pounding in his ears? It was like some
great balloon used on am airship, and yet it
wasn't a balloon. It lay there on the grass a
thing of shimmering silver. It was quite two
hundred yards long. At its centre it bellied
out enormously, standing quite three hundred
feet hizh, but so beautifully was it constructed.
50 flnely had it been tapered down to what
looked like needle-points at either end, that the
vastness of its bulk did not immediately dawn
on Jim's senses.

He stood there petrified, staring at this amazing
object which for all its size, seemed to lie upon
the grass ike a bubble. He became conscious of
another object, looking absurdly small moving
just below the centre of the structure. It was
& man, and he had no need to be told that that
man was Mr. Stanislaus Cripps. The sight of him
had an instant eflect upon Jim. He forgot the
eerie terrors by which he had been possessed. |
He remembered only the object which had
brought him there. One hand went to the breast
pocket of his coat where he had placed that
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~eeount . for sixteen and fivepence-halipenny. He
~as going 1n» have that movney out of Mr.
~tanisiaus Cripps. .

He began 1o across the

walk rather timidiy

L FASRS, hut as he drew nearer that vast glittering
sructuive  his coolness returned. He kept his
vves flxed upon Mr. St:unslaus Cripps. Now he

conld see tha* the man was loading a number of
vases throuze an  aperture in the shimmering
soructure It was a kind of door he saw as he
approsiched to within a few yards. So busily
vas the man occupied that he never heard the
Lov's footsteps on tihe grass. Jim came right up

b-hind him us lie was ihrusting the last case |

tarough the doorway. He wnas pausing to wipe
w3 forehead with his handkerchief, as il ex-
austed with the effort he had been making,
~hen Jimm touchied him on the shoulder,

‘Excuse me, sir, but this is a little account
my motier's that I should be glad il you
~ould settle as it’s been owing for a leng time.”

Never was Jim to forget his first sizht of Mr.
Toanislans Crpps’ face as he turned swiftly., le
¢ mpsed a flery red beard that had been so long
Liirimmed cthat it hung in a cascade over his

‘:mrmally broad ailouldera, he saw a row of
Lroat yellow fangs as the man’s lips opened in
#* animal-like snarl. He found himself looking
L'y g pair of bloodshot eyes aglow with an
alinost, ‘demoniac fury. And then the nexs

e

moment a gr at hund shot out, palm open, and
he was lying on his back in the grass.

“Boy. do you think I will allow a paitry
accovitt to stand between me and my dcstiny?
Away, you ftradesman’'s huckster! Go back to
those whe sent you, and ted them that it should
be their pride and privilege to support &tauislaus

Cripps.” _ _
The wvoice was the loudest voice Jiin ever
remembered to have heard. It was like 1le

bellow of a bull, He =crambled io his feet, half

dazed. The man had not used his fist but had
simply pushed him down with the flatz of his
hand.

“You've got to pay the sixteen and fivepence
halfpenny you owe mother. I'm not going to see
her cheated by 2 cominou swindler.”

Mr. Cripps’ only reply was to thrast out that
great hand again and push him baeck on the
ground. But though he was shaken by the
violence of this second fall, Jim's Dblood wwas up
now., He twisted, and crawling on all fours
tried to clasp his hands about the man's ankles.
Even as he did so he heard a bellowing laugzh
and was just in tirne to see Stanislans Cripps
slip through the aperture in that mysterious
gleaming structure. 1t HAashed into Jim’s mind
then that the man :ntended to secrete himself in
the interior of that huge silvery hulk, and so
avoid the payment of his just dues. He did the
only thing he could think of. If tie man was
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going in there, he would go in after him. With
a spring he caught the edge of that aperture
with his fingers—it wuas curiously cold and
metallic to ais touch—and pulling himself up
stumbled head foremost into the dark interior.
Even as he dia so he heard a click, and looking
round he was just in time to see a little square
of grey lieht diminish and wanish. The door
had closed.

But lLe was iInside—and inside with Mr.
Stanislaus Cripps, aod he took courage from that
fact. But where was Mr. Stanislaus Cripps?
All about lim was impeneirable blackness. He
stood sti! an. listened, not daring to move from
the spot where he lLad fallen. Faintly there came
to his cars the sound of footsteps above him.
He groped with his hands in the darkness. His
flugers touched something which he presently
found t¢ be the first step of a flight of stairs.
Very gingerly he drew himself to his feet.

Apd at that moment the darkness albout him
ranished in a blaze of light. He could see above
frim a ceiling constructed of that same silvery
material as the outside of this mysterious con-
trivancve. The foor all about him was piled with
harrels and cases. So much he glimpsed, and
then turned his attention fo the stairs at the
foot of which he was standing. They led upwards
in a spiral. Somewhere above there was Mr.
Stanislaus Cripps. He must follow him, He be-
gan to climb the stairs. They ascended unend-
ingly, so it seemed 1o him, passing from onc
floor to another. Some of these ficors were
divided iutc compartmeuts opening out of a
corridor. DBut he paid little attention to his
surroundings 1n  his determination to find his
mothen's defaulting creditor. tHle must have
ascended nearly three hundred feet, he reflected,
when the spirul stairs came to an abrupt end
in ao. apartment some twenty feet sguare. As
his eyes came to a level with the floor, he was
vue to see Stanislaus Cripps who was standing
in front of a :urious switchboard arrapgement,
that Jim thought might be some kind of wireless
sets -.On his right were a number of dials, the
hiands of which were slowly revolving. On the
other side were several levers. . #

All the savagery—all the demoniuc rage had
vanished from his face now. He stood there
sturing atbt those dials and smiling, and despite
the red wildpess of lis beard and the tangled
dizorder of his hair, that smile made his fuce

almost pleasant. Jim nerved himself for the
struggle which he realised was approaching.
Still standine on the stairs—for they afforded o

ready line of retreat in the event of Mr. Cripps
showinz any more violence—he broke in upon
the other's strange reveric.

“I'm still waiting for that sixtcen and five-
pence halfpenny yon owe mother.”

Staniskus Cripps scemed to drag his eves away
from the faces of those mysterious dials with
difficulty and to direct them on the boy.

“Boy,” he cexclaimed. *“ Boy! You liere still,
withh your impertinent requests and impudent
demands. Why, I left you on the grass in Forty
Acre Meadow " ;

There was no anger in his veice—Jim noticed
that at once and took courage.

“If you thought I was going to leave you until
I'd zot the mnpey you owe mother, you were mis-
taken, sir,” he exclaimed boldly. *“ Yeu'd better
let me have it and then I won't bother you any
niore."

Stanislaus Cripps made a sndden scooping move-
ment of his arm !ike someonc catehing a fiy, and
hefore Jim ¢ -uld duck he was caueht, lifted off
Iiis feet. and Jdragred into the room.

“ Do you know where you are, boy?" Staniskaus
Cripps demanded, looking down into his face.

“1I'm in Widegery Dene, and I'm waiting for
the money you owe mother.”

The man grinned, and then as if he had been

the handle of a tap, turned Jim abput with one
twist of his powerful hands.

“Took at that!” he exclaimed.

“That ” was the top of a table covered with

i whigt substance and illuminated in some
mysterious way by a curious apparatus in the
ceiling.  Over this white surface there streamed

a series of shadows which for a moment Jim
was unable to comprehend,

“Well?” said the voice of Stanislaus Cripps.
“Are you so ignorant, hoy—has your disgusting
tradesman s :fe so blunted your intelligence—
that you do not comprehend what is written so
plainly there?”

Jim flushed It was very mnnoving to be spoken
to like that, especially when he was a grammar
school scholar and had done so well in the London
Matric. ;

“It looks like a very bad cinema picture of the
land taken from an oplaue,” he exclaimed.

It had dawned upoa him suddenly what it was
like. In that stream of shadows that was puss-
ing across the surface, he could distinruish woods
and hills and walleys, that rushed by in a never-
ending flow.

“Not so very bad, Loy! But you aren't look-
ing at a film repreduction; you're looking at the
real thing. That is the earth over which we are
passing at a height of two thousand feet.”

Jim twisted round and stared up at him, lips
agape, The man. as if reading the unspoken
question in his eyes. grinned.

“Remember  boy, I never asked you to come,
You're a stowaway. I ought by rights to drap
you overboard and thereby rob the world of
some future greedy grocer. But I won't—not
just yet anyway. Now you are here, you must
stay. There can be no putting back for the
convenience of an insignificant trifle like you. 1
am bound on a voyage such as no other man
has ever undertaken. At this moment we arc
travelling at three hundred and fifty miles an
kour. Befors another dawn breaks, we shall be
three thousand miles away from Widgery Denc.”

Jim could only stare back at him dazedly.

*“This big silvery thing, sir, is it «an airship?”
he stammered

Stanislaus Cripps Inughed aloud.

“An air ship. a frail futile thing made of silk
and filled with explosive gas. No, boy—tihis is
a vessel which I built myself, capable not only of
navigating the air, but of plunging down into
the very deepest depths of the ocean. This is
the greatest invention of the age—the Flying
Submarine.”

—_—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
BOUND FOR THE PACIFIC.

TANISLAUS CRIPPS, in spite of the fact
that he had been addressing Jim in the
most contemptuous terms, beman now of
4 sudden to speak to him as if he were

an audierce at a scientific lecture. For the better
part of an hour he talked like one who had
been bhottled up for months, and at last fnds
himzelf free to explode. Much of what was said
was beyvond Jim's comprehension. but here and
there he managed to gather a few facts.

The Flying Submarine was constructed of a
metal, composite in its echaracter, which
Stanislaus Cripps had invented. The property of
this metal was that it was Irarder than steel,
and yet was of a specific pravity less than that
of the air

“I found it months and months ago. The
secret is mine and it shall die with me. I have
no intention of baving it exploited by financiers.”

As far as he could understand—for not only his
explosive method of talking but his occasional
use of very iong scientific words made it more
thau difficult to wnnderstand—Jim gathered that
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the basis of this peculiar metal that was stronger The enormous strength of ~this metal I have
thal ste2] but lighter than air, was a certain | invented enables me to subject those reservoirs

“ind of clay deposit that was found in very ™few

places. Widgery Dene happened to be one of
‘those piaces, Jim gathered that Stanislaus
cripps, though quite penniless, was not to be

Jeterred from the development of his inveation
pv Jack of funds. By the same combination of
piuf and bluster that had secured the tinned
.meats and the eggs from Mrs. Maitland’s shap,
ye had obtained the leaze of the premises with-
out paving a farthing. He was ‘going to allow
no one else to handle- his inventior and make
money out of it. For two years he had lived at
Widgery Dene on credit, ruthlessly robbing every
tradesiman he could find, running up enormous
pills everywhere and all the time working on his
invention. He gloried in his dishonesty.

“1 have made the world pay toll to my genius,
poy!” he said. “ Now, at last, my work is com-
pleted. To-night I am flying over the world at
4 speed never yet dreamed of. To-morrow I will
sink to the bottoin of the ocean.”

Still, as if Jim was the audience at a scientific
lecture, dhie began to explain the use of the
apparatus by which he was surronnded.

- “This controls the eagine,” he remarked,
touching a switch, *“Its motor power Is derived
from the combination of two chemieais which
produce a high explosive gus. This communicates

with the air reservoirs, which occupy seven-
eighths of the whole spice of the ship.” ,
He launched out into technical details. Jim,

listeninz with all his ears, gathered in a general
way that the buoyancy of ihe ship was effected
by the simple vprocess of emptying the air
reservoirs. The casing of the ship being lighter
tnan air, the huge structure immediately dis-
placed an amount of air greater than its own
weight and, by the same law_ that makes a
vessel float in water, caused the Flying Submarine
to ascend to any desired height.

“If I create a perfect vacuum in the reservoirs,
the vessel should ascend to the very confines of
the atmosphere, and fhere float iike a boat on
the surface of the sea. Only one crude invention
have T borrowed from the clumsy aeronauts of
to-day. My ship is driven through the air hy a
propeller in the hows.”

He stuck both his thumbs in the fraved arm-
holes of his waistcoat and threw out his creat
chest. '

“As I have attempled to explain to you in
the few remarks I lhave made, my vessel is in
essence a flying submarine. We descend to the
surface of the water, and then plunge beneath
it. The air-reservoirs that give us our buoyancy
when we wish to fiy are then filled with water.

thappened ?
 tion 1™

to greay pressure and so to sink to what depth
I wish., We will now. with your permission,
inspect the engine-room—one minute, though!”

He glanced at the while surface of the {able
over which those shadows were still streaming
—+the mirrored picture of the world over which
they were flying. -

‘“Look, we are just clearing
Brittany. There is the Bay. By to-morrow we
shall have touched South America. By the day
after we shall have begun our great exploration
of the submerged contfhent that lies hidden
beneath the waters of the Pacifiz.”

For 1le first time since this amazing lecture
had begun, it ceused to hold and rivet Jim’s
attenticn. He thought of his mother waiting for
bim in the little kitchen sitting-room behind the
shop, and the supper she would have prepared
for him.

“But I don’t want to go to the Pacific. I only
came to get the money you owed mother. You
have no right to take me out of the country.”

Stanislaus Cripps stared at him with eyes that
seemed to look right through him without seeing
him., He was still the scientific lecturer address-
ing an audience.

“We will now, with your permission, pass {0 an
inspection of the engine room. Perhaps you will
have the goodness to step this way?”

Without waiting for Jim he bolted down .the
staircase. For a mement the boy stood irresolute.
If only he had understood enough of whai had
heen told him to turn the ship about and make
for home again! ,

A3 the thought of that flashed into his head
Jim found his land straying ifowards one af the -
levers. Could he risk it? As he stosd there
irresolute he heard heavy footsieps. Cripps was
returning. His chance would be gone for ever +
in a matter of moments. And as that idea
printed itself on his brain his hand touched the

lever!
‘The result was startling! At once the wihole
Then it started to

ship gave a vinlent Ilurch.

drop earthwarda like a stone. At the same
moment Cripps came stumbling into the room.

" Great ' he roared. “What has

the coast of

heavens!
We are dashing headlong to destrue-

(What will happen now? Has Jim sent -the
vesgel to its doom, or is there a chance for him
to escape? Next week’s great chapters will tell
you. Make sure of your copy of the NELSON
LEE LIBRARY by ordering now!)
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A Tale of Thrilling Adventure in London and Yorkshire, introducing THE THRER
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Yorms from ‘I'wo ~opies ot this week's issue of
THE NELSonx LER LisRaRY. On one of the forms
fill in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write cleariy your full name and address
at bottom ol form The second form is for your
new reader, who a.s .n Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of .orin  Both forms are then
pinned together, an. sent to the Chief Ollicer,

The St. I'rank’s League, ¢/o THR NELSON LEB
LIBRARY, Uough House, Gough Square, London,
B.C4 HKember Applying for Bronze Medal: |t
will be mwnecessary for _you to obtain 3ix new
readers r this award. For each pew reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
number, -‘re needesa On one cf tte torms fill in

Section B, crossing ubt Scctions A and C, and
write yvour name =-nd address at bottom of form.
The other form = for your new reader, who flis
in Section C, crosses ubt Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 65.
READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

EECTION I desire to tecome earofled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
afld te qualify for al’ such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
of the Leaguc | hereby declure that 1 have introduced “THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY  and THF ST. RANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certify tnis appears on sccond form attached hereto. AVill
you, therefore, kindly {forward me Certificatoc of Enrolment with the

| Membership ““umber assigned to me, and Membershin Badge.
i
+

DECIION MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I, Member NO...cccoecunns (give Membership No.) hereby declare that I have
! introduced onc more new reader, whose signuture to certify this appears on
second form aftached hereto This makes me........cc..... (8tate pumber ol

introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

DTS AR NEW READER'S DECLARATION,

I hereby declare that I have pecn introduced by (give name of introducer) -
..*-'Ill.-"l""_"l'l"'!'it.'fl-i.llill.lbti-lllll'l--l-f--.l-Ijl--'j to thjs i.ssue DI iy THE NELSGH LEE
LIBRARY.”

(FULL E-&ME) T T R R R L L R R e R L L L e R N T R e T TN I e S R Rt

(ADDRESS) T e e R L LR LT R T - - L1l ' AEEEE REREASISRSEIERBREFIASEIFsRREeS

-]

INSTRUCTIONS.
INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem-| the form. Now pin both forms together and send
bership. Cut out TWO complete Application | them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new

reader wil. then Le registered against your name,
und when six nes readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank's League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from

|' sending i forms for t\o or more new readers ab

once, provided that :a~h pair of forms bears the
same date and .umber.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualily tor the
silver o, goid meu.ds can apply in the same
way as for the bronz« nedal, filling in Section B.
Every introduction tney make will be credited to
them, so that when the League reaches the
required number o. b, mbers, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of inftroductions with
which they ar¢ credited. '

Thesc Application [Forms can be posted for
#d., providing the cavelooe i3 not sealed and ne
etter i3 enclosed.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES

You ‘'an write to fellow members living ot
howme 0i in the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You ura offer2¢ ftree advice on choosing a
 trade or cualling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies

I you want fo form a sports or social
club, you ran do so amongst local members
of the League.

OF JOIMNING THF LEAGUE, _
You are offcred free hints om holidays,

whether walk‘ng, biking or camping
You can qualify for the various awards by

promoting the growth of the League.

I! you want help or Information on any
subject yon «ill tind the Chief Oflicer ever
ready to assist ycu.
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. THE ST. FRANK’'S LEAGUE

1
THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

? Al LETTERS tn reference lo the League should be addresced to the Chiep. Officer, The St. Frank's
League, ¢jo TTHE NELSON LEE LIBRARY , The Fleetway House, Furringdon Stresl, London, E.C.4.
A ny enquiries which need an vnmediale answer should be accompunied by « stamped and addressed encelope.
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This is Definite.
Next week full details of the Silver Medals
will be given in this feature—a matter of

reat  interest to  all members who have
qualified for this award., I know this bit of
ijews will be received with acelamation.

Look out for next week. The Silver Medal
marks a -new and noteworthy advance in the
history of the S F.L.

Edge Hill S.F. Club.

P. Young, 122a, Wavertree Road, LEdge
Hill, Liverpool, i1s good enough to send e
particulars of this club. It has set an
example worth following. The list of rules
is excellent. I should like to print the lot,
but space forbids. The rules are all right,
and the sub is small—sixpence per weck,
which goes to games and incidental expenses.
The balance sheet is most satisfactory. Con-
grats to President Young and his efficient
" helpers. : ;

Classi§
A look-ahéagd
a system :ofS3
spondence COGRE
ject is  notoac
notices up ‘wE
' AUt SR
A Tenti
X trav e =

- Here is a bit of a problem, but, like pretty
well every difficulty, it can be seitled by a
dash of the co-partnership spirit. It concerns
a club started in a Alidland town. One
fellow showed himself most keen, and as
cash is plentiful his way, he usually footed
the bill. Now a certain amount of jealousy |
has sprung up, as it was bound to do. One
or two of the forward spirits don’t care abgut

= '.-- 2
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CORRESPONDENCE.

A. J. Southway, Beaulieu, Queen’s Road,
Farnborough, Hampshire, wishes to hear from

any reader who is interested in autographs,
also from readers overseas. :

Jack H. Watts, 135, DPasadena Avenuse,
Hlighland Park, Detroit, Michigan, U.S.A,
wishes to corrvespond with readers about
sports.

J. Balchin, 80, Winn’s Avenue, Waltham-
stow, London, E.17, wishes to  correspond
with members 1in his district who would like
to join his football club,

Thos. G. Mercer, 1, Sweden Grove,
Waterloo, nr. Liverpool, would be glad to
hear from readers. '

IHarold G. Dell, TI%ield View, Parsonagzn
Barn Lane, Hampshire, desires members for
his club and readers for his magazine.

F. Nash, c¢/o the Point Tobacco Stores, 6,

Maryland Point Sfation, Siralard, -Lapdon,
} e 1L 2n Tt "'"'.--“'.-. B RikCAn "4.: ! it

L B! 'i,'

oy
s -

BT
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‘mémbers who are willing to join his club.
H. Meek, 9, Fitzhamon Embankment,

Riverside, Cardiff, would like to hear from
League members and readers so as to form a
club. A large, well-equipped headquarters s
ready. "

G. Goodwill, 2, Mansfield Street, Portland
Place, London, W.1, wishes to correspond
with readers and to buy back numbers of

the “N.L.L.”

being ruled, but the fellow with the,S réhde
sticks to it that as he pays the pipag

select the tune. The mistake-<i588
finances of a club to rest on the g
of one member. There must be B#
think the fellow with the long Py
realise this, also that his chigie.
endeavour, by a whipround, toiiSlatns

share of the expenses. RN e
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Back Numbers.

For ‘weeks past I have received requests
about the old copies of the “N.L.L.”
~Readers tell me they want to revive old
Nipper memories. My answer to them is:
Read the “Monster.” There you will find
most of the popular series republished in

R A AR R LTI AR O, < Ao T
own, Léndon, N.W.5, wishes to hear from
readers interested in amateur journalism with
a view to starting a magazine,
Ben Yates, 13, Recrcation Gardens, Low
Lane, Birstall, Leeds Yorkshire, wizhes to

correspond with veaders interested in pouitey,

[ L

complete volume form.

rabbits, and pigeons.
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If you havent met Billy Bunter,
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you ve missed the treat of your life.

Make his acquaintance to-day In

this rollicking book-length story of
the Chums of Greyfriars.
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