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| Wiliy Handfcrth and Ins cliomis stepped on to the upturned table, winch floated like a raft on the watcrs |
cf the dooded lobby. ““ Push her off, you chaps | ©* cried Willy. |
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St. Frank’s Submerged! Rafts to the Rescue!

V.0
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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Left without masters—left without food! Read how the
Boys of St. Frank's fisht amazing floods in this exciting
long complete yarn.

i CITAPTIER 1. Ancient House.  Taey were looking down
o into the lobby, but the lobby, for the most

FLOODED ! e : > : :
part, was hidden—hidden by a murky swirl
HE wind came hosting down out of | of muddv water, with scum collecting round
i the davkness, and the great pile of | the walls, Half-way up the stairs the flood
St Frank's scemed to shake to its | reached, and as every minute passed so the
foundations by the very force of the | water persisiently &nd relentlessly moeounted

hurricane.  Windows ratiled, and the rain | higher.

slashed meretlessly against the window-panes. St. Frank’s was {looded!
“It's geiting worse!” said llandforth, of Outside, the scene was one of mwnutterable
the Remove. desolation.  TFrom the Ancient House win-
"]nqm.-.:.«lhlo.'" groaned Ralph L(‘an‘ Full- | dows the juniors coald see the lights of the
vwood.  *“How can it get worse? After | other Houses reflected in the ever-rising

what's happened this evening, nothing can | flood waters, The «ld lltang:{[ vas a Jake—
be wor '?0""’ last Square and West Square were Jakes,

“That’s all vou know !I"” reforted the leader | too. And iIn every dtw(tlon the water
of Study D. I don’t want to be pessimistic, | stretched, although the pitchy darkness shut
But we've hardly started on this pienic ‘,*t.t 7 1 in 0\‘01\“11110*

“The Jights will fail next, 1 expect,” raid It was c-'vl} cvening, too—indeed, only just
e Valerie gloomily. “T'm jiggered 1f I about tea-time. Normally, afternoon lessons
can understand why they're functioning now ! | would only have finished half an hour earlier.
‘Ihe power-house must be flooded, like every- | But the usnal daily round at St. Irank’s
thing else” | had geone to pieces on this never-to-be-forgot-

“That's right!” grunted Church.  “DBe | ten alternocon.
choerful ! I¢ was Thursdax, and rain had Leen pelling
The group of Remove fellows were stand- | down almost continmiously since the previcus
i at the head of the main stairease, in the | Monday—days of drab skies, relentless rain,
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~culminating in this raging hurricaue. The
River dtowe, bursting 1its banks, had riscn
alarmingly untii the previous afternvon, and
to-day the rise had become an unpreccdented
flood. The swollen waters, sweeping across
marshes and meadows and ficlds, were caus-
ing perilous inundations.

i!ut the worst feature of all had been the
deluge,

The great Pine Hill reservoir, which sup- ¢

plied Bannington with its watey, had burst
its granite walls, and a raging, roaring tor-
rent had come hurtlin own upon %Edge—
more, St. Frank’s and Bellton. 'This section
of the Stowe valley had been converted,
within a space of five minutes, into a region
of tragedy.

The little hamlet of Edgemore, if not wiped
out, was quite under water. But the in-
habitants, mercifully, had all escaped in time,
owing to the heroic efforts of Dick Hamilton
& Co., of the St. Frank’s Remove. Indeed,
Dick, Tommy Watson, and Sir Montie
Tregellis-West had only just got back, after
nearly sacrificing their Jives in the service
of others,

That torrent, bursting upon St. Frank’s,
had taken the school unawares, although this
state of affairs should never have been
allowed to exist. On the previous day,
Handforth had seen an ominous crack in the
reservoir wall, and had warned the school
of its danger. But nobody had taken any
notice of the imaginative leader of Studf D.
He had been the laughing-stock of the school,
and had, moreover, received six cuts from
the headmaster for spreading a false rumour.

Not that the Head was to blame. The
borough engineer of Bannington,  on being
’phoned, had assured Dr. Slafford that the
reservoir was perfectly sound, and the lHead’s
rage and dismay, on learning of the peril,
had becen considerable.

St., Frank’s was suffering from an alarm-
ing mischance. :

i’nt a single master remained on the
premises—not a gardener, nor a groomn, nor
a man of any kind! Even Edgar Fenton
and his fellow prefects were missing.

They had gone, an hour since, to help
save the reservoir. Save it! And the thing
‘had burst before they could lift a finger!
‘It was only by luck that that whole party
had not been crushed to pulp in the initial
outburst.

The borough engineer learning, too late,
of the danger, had rushed everyawavailable
man to the hills; he had telephoned to St.
Frank's, and to every other place where
there were men, to request help! He had
made a last desperate effort to avert the
catastrophe.

But the incessant rain had done its grim
work, and those anxious helpers had arrived
in timme to sce the south wall of the reservoir
burst asunder as though a mine had been
exploded.  Helpless, they had watched t{he
water go surging down upon IEdgemore, and
they had found themselves cut off. Edge-
maore, St Frank’s, Bellton, and all the cot-
tages ang ferins in the valley were marooned.

pr—

¢

Thus the boys of 8t Frank's were left to
their own resources.

The school was in a state of utter confu-.
sion, for the disaster had only just burst.!
Nipper, Tregellis-West, and Waztson wecro:
changing their clothes even naw, and the!
other Ancient House fellows were standing:
about at the windows, helpless—like lost
sheep. ‘

It was the same in the West House, and|
in the two Houses on the other side of the
Triangle. The flood had come so suddenly
that practically all the boys had been irapped|
in their own respective Houses, and all were,
safe. Everybody had sought refuge on the
upper floors, including t%le maids, house-
keepers, and general domestic staffs.

Downstairs, everything was in a state of
chaos.
The water was five feet decp in the pas-

sages, sftudies, common-rooms, and dinng-
halls. Five fect deep—and rising all the
time! Fires had been extinguished, and the
great boiler-house, which supplied St.

Frank’s with its radiator heat, had been put’
out of cominission during the first minute. |
It was rather astonishing that the boilers had
not exploded. -

Never before had the old school suffered
such a devastating blow from the vagaries of
the weather!

R G

CHAPTER 2.
WILLY'S MISSION !

~ Ry

)i ¥ great good-fortune the
clectric lights were still
functioning. The power-
ful oil engines and dyna-
mos were silenced, of
course, but there were lar supplies of
storage batleries, and the wagr, evidently,
had not yet seized these in its grif. So the
marooned school had, at least, the comfort
of the bright clectric light. those first
dramatic minutes, indeed, nobody gave a
thought to the lights. 'They were switched
on automatically, and nobody wondered
when they answered.

In one of the Ancient House dormitories,
Nipper was talking with his chums, and
Handforth and De Valerie and Fullwood
joined them.

“You're junior skipper, Nipper, and we’re
looking to you to take charge,”” said Iull-
wood quietly., “TI think old Browne has
assume(c]l command among the seniors, bub
he’s got his hands pretty full.”

“Yes, I'll take eharge here,”’
Nipper briskly.

“Far better divide the chaps into two
companies, as 1t were, and have two com-
manders,” put in Handforth. “T'Il lead
one 7

“Thanks all the same, Handy, but that
would only lead to confusion,’”’ interrupted
Nipper. “In any case, there’s very little
that we can do. We're all safe, thank good-
ness, and howecver serious the flood gets,
we're not liable to be washed ocut of these

replied




be a question of hanging on
'comes.”’

“They’re bound to send help

- Fullwood.
‘get over!
‘feets 7
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upper rooms, As far as I can see, it’ll simply
until help

“Just what I thought,” agreed IFullwood.
later on this
evening, I should think.?’

“I don’t know about this evening,” said
Nipper, shaking his head. “ We cau’t expect
anvthing until to-morrow, at the carliest,
The whole valley i1s flooded, and it’s quite
likely that scores of people have been washed
away and drowned. There’ll be more acute
distress among the country folk than here,
and they’ll demand first attention. After all,
i a great school like St. Frank’s, with all
1ts upper floors, there's plenty of refuge. We

‘may be In a nasty plight, but we're safe
cnough.”

“But what about the masters?”’ asked
“That’s the thing that T can’t.
Where are they? And the pre-
And the power-men, and ihe gar-
deners and chauffeurs 7°? '

“There’s not & man in the place!”
De Valerie.

“Tl}ere's only onc explanation,”” replied
Nipper. ‘““The Head must have got wind of
the danger during afternoon lessons. He
probably rushed every man off at once, and
sald nothing to the school. Of course, he
thought everything would be all right, and
that they would get back about tea-time.”

“Well, they’re bound to turn up during
tho evening,”” replied Tullwood.  “They
can’t leave the school masterless!”

“It’'s not a question of can or can’t,”
growled Handforth. ‘“How the dickens is
anyvbody going to get here? I don’t suppose
there’s a boat left 1in the whole district, and
the night’s shutting down like ink. The
gale’s roaring worse than cver; it would be
sheer madness to make any attempt to get
through.” "

“ Brow

said

—

g Mried to telephone, but he can't
got an‘yf v,”” put in De Valerie. “ All the
wires ar@gdown, of course. We're just iso-
lnted—matponed here like a giddy island in
the middle®of the sea.” '

-“Tet’s hope the masters are all safe,”” said
Tommy Watson.

“That’s all we can do—hope,” replied
Nipper quietly. *“I'm not worried about the
guvy nor—he 1isn’t the sort of man to get
drowned in a local flood! Besides, it’s always
foolish to worry about what might be.
Plenty of time to worry when you know.”

“Dear old boy, we'd all like to have your
philosophic temperament,” but I'm afraid we
aren’t built in the same way,” remarked
Tregellis-West. “Begad! I'm feelin’ fright-
fully better—I am, really! Tommy, boy,
liow goes it now.?”’ " -

Tommy Watson, who had been in des-
perate plight in the flood, was locking very
rocky, but he managed to conjure up a grin.

“I'm all right,” he replied carclessly.

“*No; you're not,”” growled Nipper. “The
best thing you can do, Thomas, is to get
under that blanket, and take an hour's nap.”

“Rats!”’ said Watson stubbornly. “Rot!

What do you take me for—a girl? Think I'm
going to be mollyceddled ?”

“Talking about girls, I wonder how Ircne
& Co. bave been getting on?” asked Hand-
forth anxtously.

“We've got our own troubles, and Fou
needn’t worry about the Moor View School,
Handy,” said Nipper. ‘“They were warned,
and even if they didn't heed, they've got
plenty of upper floors. We've got our work
cut aout to look after ourselves just at
present.’’

Ho went out briskly, clad in dry clothes
again, and he ran full tilt into Willy Hand-
forth, Chubby Heath, and Juicy Lemon of
the Third, Willy was looking extraordinarily
worried. His face was so haggard, in fact,
that Nipper pulled him to a halt. It wasn’t
customary for the light-hearted Willy to show
such anxiety.

*“ Anything wrong 7” asked Nipper sharply.

“Sorry—can’t  stop,”> snapped  Willy.
“We're off to save lives.”

“Save lives!”” repeated Nipper. “Who's in
danger? This is a job for all of us

“No, it’'s not—it’s a job for me!’ inter
rupted the captain of the Third. ‘‘Clear off,
you Remove chaps! I haven’t got time to
talk—I've got to act!”

The look of wild apprehension in his cyes
was still obvious.

“But who’s drowning ?”’
major.

*“Oh, clear off, Ted—"

“You young ass!”’ roared Iandforth. “If
there are any lives to be saved, I'll help!”

“They’re trapped in the bicycle-shed,” said
Willy quickly. “Iight or nine of 'em—poor
beggars! Hopelessly trapped !”

“The bicycle-shed!” gasped Fullwood.
“But that’s nearly submerged. The door's
under the level of the water, and—"

“I know 1t!” interrupted Willy.
those poor lives——”

“But who are they?”’ yelled Fullwood.

“Well, Septimus, for one,” said Willy.

“Septimus 7’

“Yes, and Marmaduke——"

“Marmaduke !”” roared Handforth.
giddy monkey?”

“Yes, my giddy monkey !’ growled Willy,
“Septimus  the  Squirrel,  Marmaduks
the  Monkey, Rupert the Rat, Dris-
cilla the Parrot, F¥erdinand the Ferret—
all of ’em! Even Scbastian the Snake has
got to be saved! All my pets are out there

in the shed! Nobedy’s had time to lift a
finger yet, but I mean to make an effort——"

“Your pets!” stormed Iandforth, #1
thought you meant human Jlives!” |

“Well, T didn’t—I meant somcthing more
important !’’

“More important!

e

“Yes!’ voared Willy, flaring up. “Human
beings can save themselves, if they’ve got
an ounce of gumption—but what chance havo
these poor creatures?  They're helpless—in

demanded his

“Al

“YXour

You voung fathead
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cages—and unless 1 do something, they’ll all
be drowned like rats in a trap.”

“By George!’ breathed Handforth. “ He's
vight—he’s absolutely right!”

e r—

CHAPTER 3.
TO THE RESCUE!

<M IPPIKR looked rather- sad.
PR “Poor little beggars!”’
be said huskily. “Im
afraid there’s not much
chance, Willy—but I ad-
mire you for making an effort to save them.
‘All power to your clbow, old man. I’d
offer to give a hand; but you’re capable of

this job, and too many cooks spoil the
broth.”

“I'm goin to rescue those or
creatures !” said Handforth firmly, “1It’s

no good leaving it to a silly fag—*"

“Hold him!” interrulgted Willy grimly.
“For goodness’ sake, take my major away,
and lock him up in an attic! If he starts any
of his rot at a time like this, it’'ll end in
tragedy I’

“Why, you—you——"

“Come on, Handy,” interrupted Nipper
ca_r;uetly. “These pets are Willy’s, and
there’s nobody on earth who will use better
methods to rescue them than he. This 1is
no time for rotting, old man.”

“Rotting !’ gasped Handforth.
didn’t mean——-"

“While you’re about it, Willy, you might
see if there is any sign of poer old Boz,”
continued Nipper, with a look of pain 1n
his eyes. “Poor little chap! 1 expect he’s
gone long aga!”

All the fellows were 'silent. Here was a
little tragedy that they had not even thought
of before. Those helpless animals were
accommodated in the pets’ quarters—a sec-
tion of the building which rcally comprised
the bicycle-shed. 'There were two of these
sheds—one beyond the wall just outside
West (Gate, and a corresponding one near
East Gate. Willy was concerned only for
the pets on this side, for it was up to the
Modern House and the East House fellows
to look after their own.

Boz was Nipper’s own little spanicl, and
just at this mmute Nipper felt a keen pang
of remorse. He felt that he hadn’t given
his little friend enough attention of late.
Nelson Lee had generally taken Boz for a
walk every evening, and the spaniel had
formed an attachment, too, for Mrs, Poulter,
the matron of the Ancient House. On
special occasions she would allow him in
the kitchen, and his regard was quite
genuine, and not influenced by the thought
of bones, and such-like trifles. Boz was
quite above thal sort of thing.

Perhaps he had been swept away during
the first minute of the flood; if he had been
in his kennel, in the pets' quarters. then
there was little hope for him.

L I__I

“Cheer upl” said Willy, as he noted
Nipper's expression, . “There may be time
yet—and I'm going to act pretty swiftly.

Come on. Juicy—come on, Chubby! This
s our picnie!”
They hurried off to the wcar staircase,

Willy having some idea of making his exit
by the rear door. This led straight into
West Square, and it was only a short dis-
tance across to the gate.

But when they commenced descending the
stairs, Willy paused. The lights were full
on down in the lobby, and the great door
stood wide open. At a glance he could see
that the flood was six fect deep, at the
least. . :

“We can’t wade through this—and we’d

never be able to swim against the current,”
he muttered. **Look at the way it’s swirl-
ing past the doorway! We've got to think
of something—quick 1”
- “It’s no good, old man,”’” said Chubby
Heath miserably. “What can we do?
Even if we swim for it, and get there, we
shall never be able to break in, And we
couldn’t carry all those animals back >

“We've got to try!”” interrupted Willy

fiercely.
He was in despair. He couldn’t bear the
helpless little

thought of leaving those
animals to die in misery. But what was to
be done? :

His poor pets! None of the other fellows
uite realised how Willy was attached to
them. Very few others had any pets—a
white rabbit here and there, or a guinea pig.
And these had probably died long since.

“T know!” rapped out Willy suddenly.
“A table!”’

(13 What! I.”

“A table—there’s one at the end of the
big landing—a whacking great heavy
thing !> said Willy, his eyes gleammg.
“Come on, my lads!” 3

“Yes, but—"’ i

“But nothing |” interrupted Willy. ‘Come
and get that table!” . . ;

“You hopeless ass we mustn’t use the
furniture like that!” gasped Chubby ,Heat-h.
“Wo shall get into a fearful row =

“What's a table, compared to the lives
of_.my pets?” roared Willy ferociously. " For
two pins, I’d tear down a couple of doors,
and turn them into a raft! They can get
new furniture, but I'll never be able to re-
place old Septimus and Marmaduke, and

the rest! Let’s hope they’re still living,
poor heggars! But I'm afraid we’ll be too
late !’

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon could see
that their leader was frantic with worry and
anxiely. They were rather scared of him.
He was usually so sunny and cheerful, that
his present mood was something new to
them. He was looking quite dangerous.

They rushed upstairs, and paused at the
end of the big landing. There was a table
there, set against an angle of the wall—a
great, heavy gable, eight or nine feet long,
and about three feet wide. It was a narrow
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TALK ABOUT COOD STUFF!

I Wouldn’t Miss It for Anything!

I get round to the shop bright an’ early Wednesday
mornings, an  the first thing [ start on is that long
yarn about Pete. Gosh, that nigger's a real scream—
makes me bust o’ laughing at the things he does, an’ you
can't read about him anywhere else than in the ** Boys’

S — e —— —— e

Realm.”
hat—talk about a joke !
mousehound—some mouser !

Rhodes and Corny.

— —
Sy — 1 . -
s w. .

don’t want him.
get dug into the good stuff imside it.

I could always find an extra twopence for

Once he made that lion of his wear a bowler
He calls the lion a Peruvian
I like these three sailor
| chaps pretty nearly as much as Pete—'specially Dusty
| Corny 1sn't a sailor, though,
he's a camel, and he keeps on turning up when they
: Give me the “ Boys’ '
' Wednesdays, and I don't want anything else once I
: The only way
| they could improve it is to bring it out twice a week—

Realm " o

table—just the very thing for Willy’s pur-
pose. i

-~ “(Come on—all together!” panted Willy,
‘as he pulled at one end. “Hi, you Remove
chaps! Help us to -get this table down-
stairs! Look eharp about it—don’t stand
ithere staring!l” P

' “\What's the idea?” asked Reggic Pitt.

“Raft!” said Willy briefly.

SEhiY

“A raft—to launch—’

( By jingo, the very thing I need!” ex-
‘claimed Reggie. “1've been cut off from my
own House, and several other West House
chaps are here, too. We can paddle across
the Square in a raft—"
' “Phis is to save my pets!” roared Willy.
“My only hat! Haven't we wasted enough
time alrcady? ILend a hand, and don’t
argue so much! You Remove chaps are
worso than a crowd of old fish-wives!”

“You cheeky y.ung ass—-"

“Willy’s all right!” interrupted Pitt. “I
didn’t know what his idea was at first, but
it's up to us to hustle. Grab hold, you fel-
Jows! Ileavc-oh! Good egg!”

\ The table was lifted bodily, turned upside
‘down, and carried swiftly towards the head
iof the stairs. Willy, having secen that the
work was proceeding salisfactorily, rushed
off with Chubby Heath. Dut he was back

'before the table had been launched on the

7

flood. I¥e and Chubby now carried two
marrow planks, with polished mahogany
‘edges.
i “Where did you get those?” asked
JTubbard.

“Shelves—out of the top landing cup-

‘hoard !’ replied Willy, “We've got to have
padd!es, haven't we?”

I
—

e

s e e, w3 e w8

;

“You'll get skinned for using——"

But Willy Handforth had no time to listen
to these senseless objections. His pets meant
much to him. He would cheerfully have
torn the lid off the Head’s grand piano if
it had been available, as a rafe. But this
big table would serve much better.

“In with it!” shouted Willy. “Don't
mess about, you Remove chaps! There's no
need to lower it as though it might crack!
Just let it go, and it’ll launch itself!”

“You ungrateful, young sweep!” snorted
De Valerie. “If you can’t talk to us in a
different tone——"

“Dry up!” eaid Reggie.

The table was allowed to bump down the
stairs, and it took the water with & splash.
But Willy was there, having siid down tha
balustrade at the crucial moment. As the
table floated, he landed fair and square.
The 1mprovised raft swung heavily round
on the scum:covered, murky water,

“Good !”  exclaimed Willy Dbreathlessly.
“She foats 'ike a battle-cruiser! Come on,
Juicy—buck up, Chubby! It'll casily stand

122

the three of us!

The other fags stepped gingerly uvon that
upturned table, and clung to the legs.
Rather to their surprise. they found that
thev still floated. The table surged partly
under, and their feet wers submerged, but
the raft was quite stable enough to carry
them.

Willy placed the end of his plank against
tho bottom post of the staircase, and heaved
with all his strength. The table slewed
round, shot wecross the flooded lchby, and
carcered giddily out into the blackness of

| the night. ’
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CHAPTER 4.
AN ERRAND OF MERCT.

. was a near thing.

The flood had risen so
high now, that the table
only jJust managed to
scrape out under the top

of the doorway. _ )

“The young asses!” said De Valerie, with
a frown. “Goodness knows where they'll
finish up! "They might get lost out in that
blackness.” | _

“Not much fear of that,”’ replied Reggiec:
“The current’s sweeping into the Sguare,
and at the worst they’ll only be carried
down to the old buildings.”

“They might be swept under West Arch—
and then it would be all up with them!”
gaid Hubbard. “They’d be sent hurtling
down into the main current of the Stowe!”

“No need to make all sorts of wild con-
jectures!” said Reggie. "“Willy's after his
pets, and he won’t allow that table to he
carried anywhere! If it was any other fag,
T might be worried. But Willy’s all there!”

Outside. the three fags were soaked to the
skin almost immediatelv. and half the
breath was knocked out of their bodies. The
rain was coming down like something solid,
and the gale hooted round the angle of the
building. The raft, swerving giddily, swept
off down the side of the Ancient House
wing.

“Use vour paddle, Chubby!” yvelled Willy.
“Now then—both together! We're drifting!
Come on; put your back into 1t!”

Without those planks, they would have
becn helpless. But they served as excellent
paddles, and Willy found that they could
use the table legs for leverage, ae though
they were rowlocks.

The raft was checked, and then, slowly, it
made its way laboriously against the steady,
owerful flow of the surging waters. Foot
y foot, thev crept out of the Square, the
rain hissing against their streaming faces,
the wind buffeting and howling.

“Keep 1t up!” panted Willy.
doing it!” .

IHis heart was heavy as he spoke, for in
the reflected light from the many upper
windows, he could just see the roof of the
long shed, But only the roof! The low
building itself was practically submerged
beneath the ever-rising waters.

As Willy heaved at his plank, he vaguely
wondered why the flood was still rising.
Everybody had assumed, that after that first
outhurst from tho reservoir, the level would
drop. Instead, the opposite was the case.
The flood was getting worse and worse
~every minute,

'The fact was, many of the dykes of the
River Stowe had been burst by the deluge,
and there was now nothing to keep the iiver
in check Water was flowing down from the
hills contincously, and the river wae swelling

“We're

amazingly.
only
acute.

St. Frank’s had suffered floods before,
and the boys had rather revelled in them.
But they had been floods that one could en-
joy, since the level had never got beyond
a foot or so. But this was different.

By dint of hard work—and grim deter-
mination—Willy maneuvred the raft until
15 bumped against the wall of the long
bicycle house. They were within three feet
of the gutter, and could hardly see. The
darkness and the rain nearly bhnded them.
But now that they were here, Willy proved
that he had come provided.

“Hang on, Chubby!” he panted, as he
shipped his plank. “You, too, Chubby!
Grab the gutter, and hang on like grim
death !”

“It’s no good, Willy!” gasped Chubby
Heath. “What can we do? The windows
are all under water—the door, too!”

“But the skvlight isn't!” snapped Willy.

“Oh. my hat! The. skylight!¥

The other two fags had forgotten this, not
that they gained much hope. It seemed to
them that hours had passed since the tidal
wave had struck the school. But Willy
knew differently And he also knew that
most of his pets were housed in strong,
wooden boxes. These boxes—cages which
Willy bad made himself—had been placed
on a long shelf. and had not been fixed. And
wooden boxes have a habit of floating.

While Chubby and Juicy held the raft
against the wall, Willy hauled hmmsclf up,
and crouched on the roof. The rain lashed
down upon him, and the force of the wind
nearly swept him back. Slipping, sliding,
and slithering; he edged his way along the
roof until he reached the skylight., He
clutched 1t, and heaved with all his
strength., But the skylight was secured from
inside, and wouldn’t budge.

Ruthlessly, Willy drove his heel into the
glass, and then smashed the wooden cross-
pleces.

“Now !” he muttered, his heart beating
rapidly with apprehension.

He pulled out a powerful electric torch,
and switched 1t on. Clinging there, with
his head bent over the opening, he could
sce rtight into the shed. The bright light
from the torch slashed through the darkness.

“Hooray!” gasped Willy joyously.

he saw something

And still the rain pelted down,
making the general situation more

In that first moment
which filled him with wild delight. But in the
next moment his cheer died away, and hej
stared down with supreme pity. Acute
distress was rife below.

Boz, the cheerful little spantel, was swim-
ming about in the scummy water, only the
top of his head just visible. His poor little
front paws were beating feebly, and the
eyes that he turned towards the light were
full of dumb anguish. The little dog was
almost at his last gasp.

The flood inside wasg,

naturally, at tho
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The juniors gazed across the water at the mysterions flashes of fight, which seemed to come from Moor
View School. *“‘ Dou’t you understand ? -’ cried Nipper. *‘ It’s the girls—they’re signalling for heip .

same level as  utside, and the water was
quite .elose to Willy’s outstretched torch.
'‘And the whole of that black surface was
Jittered with fotsam. Pisces of wood, odd
iseraps of paper, a couple of empty tool-bags
from bicvcles, tins, and—finest sight of all—
a number of wooden cages. A chorus of
scrange little cries sounded in answer to
a peculiar chirrup from Willy.

"My goodness!” he breathed.
alive |” :

His heart ‘as thumping with gladness.
The cages were floating about, half-sub-
merged, and the rat, the ferret, and the
other little creatures were clinging des-
perately to the upper woodwork.

And then something came shooting out
of the darkness—something from the rafters
above. It was accompanicd by a chattering
and a jingling.

“Marmy, old son!” gasped Willy,

Marmaduke, Willy’s clever little moukey,
clung to his rmaster’s shoulder, chattering
with fright and cold. But the joy in his
high-pitched voice was almost human 1n 1ls
oxpression, Willy had heen worrying about
(Marmaduke, but he had hoped against hope

“Thev're

ithat the animal would have smashed his
Lc'llain. _ .

“All  right. old son—ecling there!”” he
muttered. “Come on, Doz, my lad! Geod!
I've got you!"

T'he little dog had paddled his despairing
way right under the skylight, and Wiﬂy just
managed, by reaching down, to seize his
collar, Ile heaved Boz up, and pulled him

clear of the flood. 'The unfortunate little
spantel scarcely moved, for he was done.
Hi- chest heaved with the force of his ex-
hausted Dbreathing.

“Here you arc, Chubby!” shouted Willy,
“Grab him! And hold him in your arms—
don’t let him down!”

“Are they alive?” gasped his chums.

“Yes; all of ’em!” replied Willy breath-
lessly. *“We're just in the nick of time!”

CHAPTER 5.,
THE FLOATING ZOO.

/ f ARMADUKE positively re-
fused to detach himself
from Willy's shoulder.
When his young master
attempted to hand him
down, he clung like a limpct, chattering
frantically. He had found Willy now, and
he wasn't going to lese him again!

“All right—hang on, then!” muttered
Willy. “Now for old Septimus, and the
rest !”’

He . found that the cages were floating
round in circles, as some peculiarity of the
current caused the water to swirl. And
lcaning down from the skylight, he was able
to seize cach cage as it came within reach,

He hauled them out in turn, and a close
flash of the torch showed him that his pets
were all alive. Badly frightened, no doubt,
and thoroughly wet—but alive.

There were other pets, too—a box contain-
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ing two half-drowned white rabbits. Willy
rescued eveiything that floated. He feared,
however, thut the other pets had perished,
for some of the juniors had fastened their
home-made cages to the {loor., 'The un-
fortunate iInbabitants of these death-traps
had had no chance.

Willy was feceling supremely happy. All
his depression had gone, and he was his »ld
self again. The flood didn’t worry him in
the least now—his pets wecre safe, and ihe
wind and the rain could do theiy worst.
When he lowered humself back on the raft,
the thing was like a miniature zoo

It was packed with cages, and there was
hardly room for the three fags io navigate
the clumsy contrivance,

“We've done 1t!” said Willy huppily.

“Yes, but now we've got to get back!™
panted Juicy Lemon.
vou've come! Chubby and 1 are nearly
finished! We couldn’t have held this
beastly thing for another minute!”

“Hi, don’t let go!” yelled Willy,
alarm,

But he scarcely realised how difficult it
had been to keep the table there, for the
current was swirling round the end of the
building with tremendous force. Chubby
Heath and Juiey Lemon released their grip
almost unconsciously, and the raft was
carried away, bumping ominously against
the wall as it was swept along.

“Paddles ! yelled Willy. “Buck up,
Chubby ! ra.b that plank of yours! 1In
two minutes we shall be swept beyond the
cnd of the West House, and then we shan’t
be able to get back!”

The danger was acute.

Willy realised it, even if his chums didn’t.
If they were carried out beyond the end of
the West House—out of the protection of
that enclosed square—thev would be on the
open flood. With luck, tiicy might possibly
collide with the chapol but 1t was very un-
itkely. The raft would be swept across the
submerged wall, and then borne irresistibly
along to the raging torrent of the Stowe.
And once caught in that deadly current,
anything might happen.

Willy knew well enough that the crazy
raft could never stand the buffeting of the
actual river. 1t would capsize like a cockle-
shell. In short, 1t would mean that the
fags would sacrifice their lives for the sake
of these pets! So Willy set his teeth grimly.

“Try to swing her round!” he gasped.
“ Use that plank as a brake, Chubby ! That’s
right—jam it against the ]eg ]2

\'s'hzle Chubby obeved this desperate
crder, Willy hlmnelf used his own plank as
a rudder. Sluggishly, the raft swung round
slightly.

“Now ! roared Willy. “Both together!”

They paddled with all their strength, and
the raft, checking itself against that flow,

m

havered necar the end of the West House

wing.
Jt was touch and go!

“Thank goodness.

Would they be able to gel into the safe
arca, or would they be carried along? They
used those planks with desperate cnergy,
and the raft hovered. It hung there, the
strength of the two fags just suflicient to
hold 1t, but no progress was made.

“We've got to keep it up!” panted Willy,
Letween his teeth., “If we get beyond the

West House, we shall be done! Juicy,
help with that plank! If you. fail for a
second even, it’'ll be all up with us! We're
nearly capsizing as it is!” :

The water was surging over the end of

the table, and the whole raft had {aken on

a dangerous list. At any moment, Willy
expected the thing to turn turtle, hurling
them into the danger zone. They would

never be able to swim back against such a
strong current.,

And, meanwhile, a number of feilows in
the Ancient House were becoming anxious.
Handforth was wnarticularly worried, and he
was standing at an open window, regardless
of the rain, staring into the murk. Willy &
Co. had been gone for twenty minutes, and
nothing had been seen of them!

“Are they there?” asked Church,
behind.

“1 can’t see anything—it’s as black as
ink ! replied Handforth, straining his eyes.
“The voung idiots! I'm sorry for those pets
of Willy’s, but it wasn’t worth risking his
life—— By George! Couldn’t wo rig up a
searchlight, or something?™"

from

“We haven't got a searchlight,” said
McClure '

“Hasn’t somebody got an acctylene
bicycle lamp?” asked Handforth. “We
might he able to see— Da%h down to the
study, Church, and get——

“Oh, vou ass!” said Church. “Tlow can

I get to the study?”

“TI'd forgotien!” muttered Handforth,
“Everything’s submerg.d, isn’t it? 1 can’t
see a vard beyond this wipdow !”’ N

The lights of the West House gleamed
across tho square, @nd those lights were
reflected in the waters which stretched be-
tween the two Houses. But out beyond the
end of the Square, all was pitchy dark—
and that was where the fags had vanished.

Then Handforth gave a start.

“Wait a minute!” he panted. *“There’s
sonicthing just at the end of the West House
It’s the raft! I can sec it now—n that
pdf(‘h of Jlight from the end window.”

“Are they coming?” shouted two or
three of the jumiors.

“1 don’t know—thoy
there!”” muttered ~Handforth, staring In-
tently. “Yes, by Gcorge, thev’'re paddling
like grim death! 1 know what it 1s—they’re
caught in the current. and can’t get out of
1t|)’

And Willy & Co.’s peril became known to
all. Other windows were opcned, and faces
crowded at them. But nobody could help
—they could only stand there, watching,
their hearts in their mouths.

seemn to be stucek




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

o

11

But, inch by inch, the raft was forcing its
way out of the grip of the flood. Very
few of those tense watchers realised that
it was a life and death fight. I'or if the
fags lost, they would never be scen again
alive.
~ The full force of the flood was swirling past
the end of the West House, and only a com-
paratively sluggish current+now came into
the Square itself, although it had been swiit
enough carlier. The reason was clear. West
\Arch was practically under, and the Square
‘had thus become a backwater, since there was
no outlet for the flood. If only the raft could

be forced inio this backwater, ithe rest would
be easy.

- 1 can’t keep it up any longer!” panted
{"hubby Heath desperately. “It’s no good,
Willy—we can’t do it !”

“We must!” gasped Willy. “We'll all be
drowned unless we win! One last effort!
The table, with

Now! All together!”
It was a supreme effort.

its freight, plunged deeply, one end going
under in a most alarming fashion. Tor a
gsecond it scemed that the effort had been in
vain, Then the table lurched round, bumped
hard against the corner of the West House,
and slewed into the Square. The flood raged
past, robbed of iis prey!

CITATTER 6.
AXOTHER DISASTER!

o 1LI.Y & Co. were spent.

7 The fight was over, and
they had won. The raft,
in the safety of the Square.
jogged leisurcly along, and
vwas allowed to drift. The ihree fags clung
to the upturned legs, trying to recover their
breath. Their arms felt as though they had
been torn out of their sockets.

' “IIurrah!” '

“They’re safe!”

“The young beggars have done ihe trick!”

Yells went up from the fellows at the
crowded windows, WHly waved his hand,
and gave a feeble grin, ~

“Come on, you chaps!” he muttered. “ No
meed to let them know that we were nearly
whacked, I.et’s paddle the old raft across,
and pretend that everything was all right.”

But this was quite useless, for all the others
knew how desperaie the situation had been,
The sight from the windows was a curious
one.

The ralt came icisurely now, with Willy and
Chubby Heath operating the paddles. The
cleetrie lights streamed out from the windows
of both houses, revealing the raft in all its
glory., It was being oavigated towards the
rear cdoor of the Ancient House, Willy mean-
ing to get indoors by the same method as he
had come out.

But he had reckoned without his host—the
flood.

In the interval the water had risen consider-
ably, and, to Willy's surprice, there was only

a foot or two left. One might swim through
the doorway, but the raft could never
navigate 1it;

“We're barred out!” said Juicy Lemon, in
dismay. ‘‘What's going to be done now?
Wo shall be swept back unless we're ecareful,
these currents are as tricky as the dickens

po

——

_ "“Hi, you cnaps!” interrupted Willy, star.
ing uvpwards. ‘‘Got any sheets or blankets?
Throw ’em down and haul us up! We can't
get through the doorway, it’s nearly gone!"

““Hang con!” shouted his major. *“ We'll
get you up!”

The raft was allowed to drift against the
Ancient House wall, and many willing hands
lowered blankets to scrve as ropes.  The
raft was secured, and one by one the cages
were hauled up. The three fags went last,
Willy being at the end of the line. The table
drifted away into the darkness,

“Well, we got ’em!” said Willy happily.

“Thanks, old man,” said Nipper, patting
Willy on the back and causing a splash of
water. “Poor old Boz is necarly finished, but
I think he’ll pull round. I've wrapped him in
a blanket.”

“That’'s what I'm going to do to old
Marmy,” replied Willy. “T'll take -all these
pets of mine up to one of the attics—"’

“Not until you’ve changed you: clothes,
vou voung fathead!” interrupted his major.
“You'll catch an awful cold!”

“Rats!” said Willy. “I'll change after
I've seen to these little beggars, Don’t for-
get that a man always ought to feed his horse
before he feeds himseif!”

““What the dickens are you talking about?”’
snapped Handforth, staring. ‘‘These pets of

yours aren’t horses !”

Willy looked at him pityingly.

“Poor chap!” he said, shaking his head.
“He can’t help 1it!”

Fullwood grinned. and held his middle.

“Taiking about feeding rceminds me of
something,” he said. ‘“We haven’t had anv
tea, and it’s about time somebody thought of

grub. We've eaten mnothing sinco mud-
day——"

“Don’t!” muttered Tommy  Watson.
“You're making mc feel faint!”

“Yes, we’ve got some more important

matters than food to worry about,” agreed
Nipper. “J don't like the way this flood
lkeeps rising, 1t’ll be on a level with this floor
before morning unless there’s a change. But
that seems impossible,” he added anxiously,
“There must be a limit!”

He was trying to turn the conversation
deliberately, to make the others forget about
food. It was a rather hopeless task, for now
that the first excitement was over, the para-
mount thought in every junior’s mind was
wholly and absolutely connected with eat-
ables. The Hfood had done its worst—
apparently—and everybody was safe on the
npper floors. So the next thing was to sec
about some tea, :

Nobody, curiously enough, seemed to be
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~truck by the fact that this might be more
difficult than it appeared. Aficr all, it was
only a matter of siraightening things out,
and utilising the bed-room fireplaces for
cooking purposes. Most of the dormitorics
had fireplaces, although thcy were never
used. And there were the masters’ bed-
rooms, too, and all sorts of other rooms on
these upper floors.

Nipper had held a consuliation with
Williamm Napoleon Browne, of the Fifth, and
they had both decided that the situation was
far more serious than the rest of the fellows
secemed to imagine. But they were by no
means perturbed. They were glad enough to
discover, after a rongh and ready roll-call had
been taken, that evervbody was safe.

“We ought to gct in touch with the
masters as soon as we can,” De Valerie was
saying. ‘“We can’t telephone. and we can’t
leave the school, so it scemns that there’s only
one alternative. We've just got to wait until
the masters get to wus.”

“They'll be here soon, I'll bet,”- said
Hubbard. ' -

“I don’t suppose they’li get to us until
to-morrow,”” declared Nipper. ‘‘Everybody
might as well resign themselves to a pretty
uncomfortable night. In this terrific gale

there’s no possibility of help arriving.”

" ‘“We don't need help,” said Fullwood.
“We're compuaratively comfortable here, com-
pared with some of the poor victims, Tl
wager.”’

“Don’t forget the terrific struggle those
fags had with their raft,” continued Nipper.
“It was as much as they could do to get it
into the Square. So how do you suppose help
could get here from beyond the flood area?
Nobody will venture out until it’s daylight
again.”

“Then we’d better see about some tea,”
said Handforth briskly. “T.et’s go and inter-
view, Mrs. Paulter, and offer to help——"

He broke off with a gasp. For, with
dramatic suddenness, the eleetric lights had
flickered, and then petered out. plunging
everything into inky darkness.

L
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CHAPTER 7.
TUT OFF FROM

REAT Scott !”
“ What's happened®”
lveryone was shouting
at once. The darkness
was inky, and from beyond
the surroundirs pall came the whistling and
roaring of the gale, mudfiho beating of the
rain upon the windows.
**The light’s failed!” roared Handforth,
This piece ot information was not necessary.
Fvery electric nghi in the Ancient House had
snapped out, and a single glance through the
windows proved that all the other Houses
were in oa  similar olight.  The disaster
bad oceurred so suddenly that nobody was
prepared for 1b.

THE WORLD!

/

-

“Keep calm, everybody!” came Nipper’s
voice. “‘Therce’s nothing to be scared about!
1t’s a wonder the electric lights have carried
on until now. We couldn’t expect anything
clse but this.”

“But—but can't do
shouted a voice.

“Yes—light some candles,”
promptly.

“But where are the candles?’ asked Hand-
forth. “Tt’s all very wall to talk about light-
ing candles, you clever ass, but we've got to
get the candles first!”

“1t’s a good thing there’s somebody here

we somecthing 7"’

retorted Nipper

with foresight!” came Fullwood’s volice.
“Nipper had a talk with Mrs. Poulter ten
minutes ago, and he found that several

packets of candles are usually kept upstairs,
in one of the cupboards.”

“It’s a school rule—in case of emergency,”
explained Nipper. ‘“Evervbody stands just
where he is, there’ll only be confusion if we
sturt barging ahout in this darkness. Reggie.
come along with me, and we’ll get a few of
ihe candles going at once.”

“I'm your man,” said Pitt. “But it's a
beastly business, all the same. I ought fo be
over in my own Ilouse. looking after the
chans there. My hat! What a life!”

After the first shock was over, the juniors
resigned themselves to this added discomfort.
Before ten minutes had elapsed, candles were
burning in the main corridors and in some of
the dormitories. But, after the brilliant elec-.
tric light, the feeble flickerings were depress-
ing in the extreme,

The school was chilly, toec, and growing
chillier. The gale was of such force that
draughts weres blowing under everyv doorway,
and whistling along every passage. Iwvery
radiator had grcwn cold by this time, and
there was no prospect of them becoming

-heated again.

'The failure of the electric light. lhowever,
was a circumstance that could only be
expected. The flood, no doubt, had rcached
the storage batteries, and had rendered them
useless. Not that anybody ecarcd about scek-
ing any explanation. The fact that the light
was out was quite sufficient.

The plight of St. Iirank’s was indeed grin.

With the gale at its height, and the rain
pelting  pitilessly down, any thought of
venfuring out on the flood was foolish, The
water was still rising, the telepbones ‘were
useless, and it was an established fact that the
z«c hool was cut off from the rest of the world.

Marooned—and without a single master!

No help could be expected from anywhere,
and all the responsible fellows faced the
situation.  They would have to =pend tho
night just as they were, and hope for tho
best on the morrow,

A big crowd of fellows gathered in one of
the largest upstairs rooms in the Ancient
House, a crowd which included seniors and
juniors and fags. In a crisis like this thera
were no age distinctions. This particular
room was empty of furniture, and two candles
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were burning on the mantelpiece. It had
been set aside as a common-room for all

and had already been christened  the
“general 7’ room.

“l dare say we shall survive,” said
("hambers, of the Fifth. ““ All the same, it's a

bit thick. The Head ought to have known
better, I mean, carting every master off and
leaving us in the lurch! I eall it thick!”

“An  unfortunate circumstance, we will
admit, Drother Cuthbert,” agreed Browne.
‘“However, I think we may 1ake it for
granted that the reverend gentleman acted for
the best, without suspecting that ho was
actua]]v leaung the school distinctly in the
==oup

“Soup!” groaned Fullwood. “I’'ll admit it
]_;J?}’:s like soup, but I wouldn't like to taste
it !,

“Why talk about food?” asked cne of the
other seniors. “It’s bad enough to be
hurgry without hearing you young idiots
gassing about food!”

“Well, everybody deserves all this,” said
ITandforth coldiy,
““Harsh words!” protested Browne. ‘“Alas,

Brother Ted. I deplore these jaundiced re-

marks =
“You can deplore ’em all you Ilike!”
arowled IIandfmth “There’s one thing I

want to know.’

“Only one?” asked Drowne. “Your
requirements are modest——"

“What happencd yesterday?” said Hand-
forth. “That’s what I'm asking you. What

happened yesterday?”
Browne shook his head in a fatherly way.
“I rather think we are meére concerned as
to what is happening to-night,” hLe said
pointedly.  *“While ctriving to take an
interest in your recollections, Brother Hand-

forth, I must confess that the i1mmediate
future intercsts me far more than thc effete:
past.”

“What  happened  vesterday?’ roared
Handforth. “I came here and warned thé

whole schonl that a 1lood was coming.”
“You did!” agreed Browne.
“And what did the school do?”

“In a misguided moment, 1 fear it accepted
vour warning with sundry ecackles of un-
seemly  laughter,” replied Browne sadly.
“But we must learn to bear these trials with
fortitude-—"

“T told evervbody what to expect, and 1
was ]eerrd at!”’ went on Iandforth indig-
nanfiv. ‘“Worse than that even! The Head
actually swished me!”

“One of life’s major tragedies,” said
Brcm ne stoutls,
“Rix cuts!” srorted Edward Oswald.
“I have detected an unwillingness on your
pari to.sii down
“On the hands!” said Iandforth coldiy.
“Qix cuts on the hands—for warning the

school of disaster! T'hat’s the sort of justice
there i1s in the world., Why, if yvou feliows
Lad had enouzh sense to take notice of me,

there would have been heaps of time for
the whole sckool to clear out!”

“It’s true enough, Handy,” said Fullwood.
“We admit it—--”

““And now you've sxmplv got to put up
with what rou get!” went on Handforth,
with relish.  *‘It serves you right. I'm not
so sure I shan’t cnjoy sceing your troubles.”

“Unhappily, they are troubles in which
vou must share personally, too,” said Browne.
““If I may be so bold, Brother Handforth, I
should like to remark that you made. one
signal mistake yesterday. Instead of broad-
casting your warning to all and sundry, you
should have como to me. That trwial
omission has lad to this acute situation.’

“What the dickens could you have done?”

“Ah!”+said Browne. “That, of course, is
a question which need not bB discussed.
since the opportunity has passed. As I said
before, wo must face the facts with stern
eyes and stoic hearts. As far as I can sce,
it would be a brave and brainy course to
follow the noble example of Brother Glen-
thorne.  There,” =aid Browne, ‘is a man
with a master brain!”

“What’s Archie done that's so wonderful 7”
asked Fullwood.

“Brother Archie has gone to bed.”

““Gone to bed!”

“Unquestionably. and without doubt, he
has gone to bed!” declared Browne.
“Is that what you call brainy?”’ asked

Handforth, with sarcasm.

“In my considered opinion it is a. master
stroke of* genius,” declared Browne. ‘ What,
after all, is the hall-mark of genius?
Simplicity. brothers! Youn will have noted
that the brainicst ideas of all are simple.
And what could be simpler than going to
bed? In one fell strcke it solves the food
problem, since it is not vet fashionable to
afix the nose-bag during sleep. What, then,
is the net result of this master stroke of
Brother Arclie’s? He spends the night in
sublime peace, and awakens with the morn-

ing refreshed, and rcady for the trials of
another day.”

Nipper chuckled,

“RBrowne's absolutely right!” he said

firmly,
Browne bowed .
“Than which there 1s nn higher praise!
he murmured.  * Brother Ninper, the suling
cenius of the Lower School, has 'Lpproved T
can now seck iny cot with contented mind.”

130

CHAPTER 8.
THE GREAT ¥0OD PROBLEM.

gzl DWARD OSWALD IHAND-
. FORTH locked at Browne
coldlx,

*If that’s what you call
a good 1dea. ithen you can
strangle it !” ho said. “You can strangle it
and drep it into the flood. Do you think
I'm willing to go to bed supperless?”
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“Alack, brother, it is not a question of
willingness——"

“Do you think anybody
either?”” roared llandforth.
early evening yet,

“An added

clse 1s content,
“Why, it's only
It’s hardly six o’clock.”
reason for going to bed,”
argued Browne. “‘Is is a celebrated fact that
time shps by with graceful speed during
sleep, and the murning will arrive all the
sooner——"’

‘“Rats!” interrupted a dozen voices.

“Piffle!” said Handforth. *Somebody
might come and rescue us later on to-nmight,
and we’ve got to keep awake and on the
alert. I don’t suppose anybody will sleep
to-night, and it stands to reason that we've
got to have some supper to fortify ourselves.”

“Who said supper?”’ asked e Valerie, com:
ipz into the general room. -

“Supper!”  ecchoed a number of
voices, ‘' Good egg!”’

The apartment was quite crowded by now,
and it was » curious fact that very similar
scanes to this were being enacted in the other
Houses. Candles had been lighted all over
the school. although the responsible leaders
saw lo 1t that none was wasted.

It was a good ihing that the regulations
had provided for those candles. Each house
had its own supplies—locked in a landing
cupboard. In the event of a light failure,
these were for use. But Dr. Stafford had
certainly never anticipated such an emer-
gency as this!

“It’s all very well for you fellows to talk
so glibly about supper,” growled Nipper,
“but I'd like to know where the supper’s
coming from. DPerhaps some of you clever
asses can tell me!”

Handforth started.

other

“Isn’t there plenty of food?” he asked

blankly. _
“Yes—under the flood,”” said Niprer.
f"‘tht Il)

“Under the flood !
““Oh, crumbs!”

Shouts of consternation went up from
every corner of the room. A hollow moan
sounded near the doorway, and a couple of
juniors found it nececssary to save Fatty
Little from falling. '

“No grub!” he said, in horror.
pamcakes !”’

“Don’t you start, you greedy porpoise!”
satd Handforth, frowning. “You don't
belong to this House, anyway——">

“1 can’t nelp that!” panted Fatty Little,
his eyes desperate. “I got in i;cre by
accident, when the flood came! 1 want to
get back to my own House! T must get
back! Good gravy! If I don’t get back, I
shall die!”

“He’s been tearing up and down the House
for the last half hour, asking how he’s to get
back !” explained Jack Grey. '‘T'll ket he
thinke he can get some grub there— which
explains al!l I”

“There can’t be less than there is in this
rotten Hou:e!” roared Fatty.

““ Greal

S

“Allow me to make a suggestion,” said
Browne.  *I understand that we &arc har-
bourine several aliens in r midst. In
other words. sundry brothers from' the West
Housc are unwilling prisoners bhencath this
roof.  ILet them, therefore, place B’rotheri
Fatiy in the flood, and use him as a raft to
accomplish the journey. I will guarantee
the raft agamnst sinking. Wet feet positively
safeguarded !’’ '

‘*Ha, ha, ha!”’

““Oh, dry up,
said Idandforth gruilly,
going to do abous food? That’s the point
to be considered now. It’s only early in the
evening, and we'ro all hungry——"

“Kires are juet as important as food,” put
in  Fullwood. “Aren’t there some coals:
upstairs? If necessary, we can tear up some
of the atltic floors. Anything 1s permissible
in a crisis like this.”

“Hear, hear!”

“*Alas for iy advice,” sighed Browne.
**1 have pointed out the wisdom of Brother
Archie’s bilanket rmanoeuvres, but I am
evidently unhceded. If we all go to bed,
we shall need no fires, and food will be a
matter of no interest to us,”

“My only hat!” said Hubbard.
be as serious as that!”

“"T'hen 1t 15,” exclaimed Nipper. 1 was
hoping that you -fellows would forget all
about grub, but I can see that it’s time to

|”

Browne, and talk sense
“What are we

It can’t

specak. So yvou’d better realise, at once, that
therc isn’t so much as a biscuit between
the 1ot of us. The school authorities

guarded against a light: failure by stocking
candles upstairs, hut they were very thought-
less about tle food. They ought to have
known that a flood like this is always »a
likely possibility.” -

Nipper's gentle sarcasmm was ignored.

“*Not even a biscuit!” said Hubbard,
catching the most vital section of the speech.
“But there must be!  4Vhat about tho
kitchens and store-rooms? They're packed
with grub—there’s enough grub to last for
weeks —7

“Don’t ke an idiot!” snapped Nipper
impatiently.  ““ Al the downstatrs rooms arc
flooded—submerged, in fact, What food
there 1s unfit for eating—even if we could
get hold of 1t.”

“There might be some tinned stuff,” said
De Valerie, hopefully, -

“T'll have a tin of salmon for the first
course, and finish up with Californian
peaches !|” sald Nipper, with more sarcasn:.
“You fellows make me tired! We're food-
less—so get that in your minds =t once, and
let it take root.”

“Conidn’t we dive?” suggested Handforth
brilliantly.

“Dive ?”’

“(Go downstairs, and explore the kitchens,”
said Edward Oswald. “I’'m game to have
a shot. We¢ can swim 1in, get to the cup-
boards, and then form a line. We can
pass all the tinned stuff along it, and ges
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‘enough for a big spread in under ten min-
utes !

Browne considered the proposal.

““An alluring prospect, Brother Ted, but
it appears to me that there is a nasty snag,”
the commented. “I do not doubt your
prowess as a swimmer, but I venture to pre-
dict that ten minutes under water would try
even your lcathery lungs.”

“Yes, the echeme’s impracticable,” said
Nipper flatly. *“‘If the kitchens were only
half flooded, it would be a totally different
thing, but every doorway’s completely sub-
merged. Besides, I’ve had a talk with Mrs,
Poulter, and she tells me that all the tinned
stuft is kept in the store-rooms, down the
cellar. You know there are big basements
under the kitchens. How on earth can wo
ever get to them? 1It's better to be hungry
than dead!”

At last the fellows appreciated the fact
that no food was available.

It was a startling ehock for most of them.
‘What with all the other excitement, they
hadn't given food a single thought until
they felt that it was time to be cating. But
ithe flood had left St. Frank’'s not only in
darkness, but destitute of any food supply.
The only thing that still functioned perfeetly
was the water main, And this, in a way,
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As Tom Burton, with fhe life-
line round his shoulders, reached
'T the submerged building, the girls

flung him an improvised rope of
knotted blankets. Then they
haunled with all their might {o
pull the exhausted junior to

saiety.

was adding insult to injury. St Irank’s
thad all the water that it necded, without
any from the taps.

So it seemed that Archie Glenthorne was

t}ﬁe most sensible fellow in the school, after
all, o

CHAPTER 9.
MAKING THE DBEST OF IT!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
had taken a very simple
course.

Finding that his own
luxurious study was be-
vond reach, and the upper part of the House

a confusion of noise and turmoil, he had

sought retirement in his bedroom. Phipps,

his faithful valet, had gono off with the
masters, so it scemed to Archie that there
was really nothing left to live for.

Bed, therefore, was the only possible move.

Taking no notice of the excitement which
raged about him, the elegant junior had
undressed, and had got into bed, only too
glad that his couch, at least, was dry. And
within five minutes he was sound asleep,
oblivious to all the worries which beset the
other juniors.
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In a way, it was a master-stroke, as Browne
had declared.

And Nipper strongly advised the Remove
and the Third to follow Archie's example.

“QOne or two of us will keep awake, of
course,” -he said. “There’s about one
chance in ten million that the masters might
try to communicate with us, so we shall have
to kcep watch.  But there's no earthly
reason for the rest of you to hang about,
hungry, cold and miscrable. Get to bed,
and try to slecep. To-morrow will soon be
here.”

Hardly anybody hecded this sound advice.
It was the same in the Fifth and the Sixth.
The seniors had no inclination to go to bed.
Nobody could explain why, but there was a
eense of vague uneasiness abroad.

It was particularly noticeable among the
weaker boys—and there were many such
even among the seniors, Age didn’t count,
for such a fag as Willy could hardly be
termed weak. All the nervous ones were
apprehensive of further disaster.

They pretended to go to bed, it is true,
but sat in their dormitories, hunched up on
the beds, talking. The roar of the gale,
and the continuous swirling of the fiood
only tended to increase their uneasiness,

Some talked of the school collapsing.

“It’s notniug new !” said Hubbard appre-
hensively. ‘‘Buildings often-gall to pieces
i a flood, especially when it keeps on like
this. The lower walls are undermined, and
the top fall in.”

**Do you think it might happen at St.
Frank’s?” asked somebody.

““Nothing’s more likely!” s:nd Hubbard,
with a kind of gloomy relish. “If we go to
sleep, we shall all be killed in our beds! I'm
going to keep awake, so that I can make a
fight for life, at th(, first sign of the bmldmg
crumb]mg down.”

““Oh, my goodness!”’

“Do—do vou think
Hubbard ?”

“Before the night's ont!” replied Hubbard
firmly. “I expect we shall hear some-cracks
first, and the walls will begin to topple——-"

“Hubbard !

Nipper, passing {he open door of the
dormitory, had hecard these words, and he
strede in with an angry face.

“You silly idiot " he snapped.
you talking rot hke that again.
your head!”

“Well, it’s true !’ protested Hubbard.

“It’s a fanciful fear!” retorted Nipper.
“The school’s safe ecnough—these =oiid walls
will stand a hundred ﬂoodq  So don’t talk any
of that piflic again! Im coming dJdown
heavily on all scaremongers.”

He went out, and Hubbard's companions
felt relieved. Further along the corridor.
Nipper caught Forrest & Co., the cads of
Study A, engared in verv much the same
lire of talk. They were doing their best
to “put the wind up” the nervous ones. It
gave these i1diots a sort of pleasnre to make
the very worst of the situation,

it’ll  happen soon,

“If I hear
Tl punch

“It’s a pity you can't go to sleep!” said
Nipper wrathfully. ‘‘There’s no danger to
the school, and w¢’ll all be safe as long as
we keep within these walls. At the veryg
worst, we shall only be cold and hungry,
and you won’t even notice those discomforis
if you go to bed.”

”Thanks all tho same, but we'll please
ourselves,” sneered Bernard Forrest.

“You can clear off, Hamilton!”’ growled
Gulliver. “We don’t recognise you as our
leader, anyhow !”

“Rather not!” said Bell.

“I couldn’'t lead you if I tried,” rectorted
Nipper. “The finest leader in the world
can’t lead insects—they haven't got the
brains to follow! But I can put my foot
down on mischief-makers!”

Browne was having similar trouble among
the seniors, for there were many nervous ones
among them, too. Browne adopted his usual
airy style, and soon had everybody believing
that they were the luckiest fellows in the'
world to be alive. As for a little food.
shortage, that was a trifle which would be
quickly remedied in the morning.

What the other Houses were doing, nobody.
guite knew. But lights gleaming across.
the Triangle seemed to indicate that the
Modern House and the East House were
managing to rub along. But there seemed
to be some trouble in the West House. At
last, sommebody found out that the West
House juniors wcre velling from the win-

dows, and Reggie Pitt hurried into a
dormitory and stared across the flooded
Square.

“Hallo!” he yelled. ‘“Anything wrong

over there?”

“Everything’s wrong !”’ came the voice of,
Nicodemus Trotwood. ‘‘There’s a riot going
on because the chaps can’t get any food!”

“''hat’s no reason for a riot!” snapped
Pitt. “Can’t you fellows face a few diff-
culties without——"

“It’s not me!” roared TrotWwood. “ A few
of the clever know-alls have been gassing—
mostly the seniors—and everything’s upside
down. Can’t you come over, Reggle 7”

“TIl swim it, if you like,” offered Pitt.

“You'd better do that, then,”” replied
Nick. “Some of these chaps are going for
the matron, and accusing her of neglecting
her duty! As if it’s her fault that all the
food’s submerged !”

““I shall have to come over!” said Reggie

Pitt grimly. “Of course, Morrow 1isn’t
there, is he?” -
He thought for a moment. He didn’t

quite like getting himself soaked by a sWim,
i but there seemed to be nothing else for it.
There was no way into the West House
from the Ancient House, although Waest
Tower adjoined the two Houses and formed
their centre as it were., The cn]v means of
getting across was to brave the flood.

In the Ancient House, Mrs. Poulter and
the other domestics had w1se]v gone to bed,
acting npon the combined advice of Browne
and Nipper. But in the West House, 1t
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scemed, there was a good deal of trouble.

Reggie, as the responsible Junior leader,

felt that his prescnee there was ,essential.
““ All right!” he shouted. “INl got across

somchow.” o

He glanced up at the evening sky, having
caught a glimpse of a star, And rather to
his surprise he found that the scurrying
clouds were thinning out a bit. There was
scarcely any rain now, although the gale,

if anything, was blowing greater guns than

cver.

“Let’'s hope this storm expends itself
before to-morrow,” he said. “ By Jove, it’s
a pleasure to see a star!”

“A star?” said Fullwood.  “Later on,
then, we shall have the moon. It’s ncarly
full just now, and it rises pretty early.”

“I love the moon, but I'm not particu-

-larly interested in it just at this minute,”

replied Pitt politely. “I'm face to face
with a problem. How can I get across this
flood without getting my feet vet?

Answer me that, old man, and T’ll be your
friend for life.” :

Fullwood grinned.

“Nothing ecasier,” he said promptly.
rope.”

“1 agree—nothing easier in the world,”
sald Pitt. “But first of all we need a rope,
S0 wheg you try to be funny again—— By
Jove, though!” he added. *“I wonder——”"

“Stunned by a dazzling idea?’ asked
Fullwood. '

“Where's Jerry Dodd?” demanded Pitt
eagerly. “Who's scen Jerry?  Where's that
Australian chap? Or Farman—— No,
Farman won’t do; he’s over in the West
I must have Jerry!”

“Yes, but what——"

“My kingdom for Jerry!"
Pitt firmly

“That's allwright, you can keep it!” said
Jerry Dodd, as he joined them at the win-
dow. “What's all the trouble? Here I am,
and 1if I can do anything for you, just pro-
nounce the magic words! Always ready to
oblige onc of my best cobbers!”

A

said Reggie

CHAPTELR 10.
RETURNED WITH THANEKS!
' EGGIE PITT seized Jerry's

arm,

“TI'm proud to be one of
your cobbers, whatever
that is,” he said briskly.
“I'm not quite familiar with your Australian
hngo——7"

**A cobber is a fricnd—a chum,”
Jorry scorufully.

“Good man!’ nodded Reggie. * You're
pretty handy with a ropep aren’t you? You
can tio a noose in it, and coil it over a twig
at a hundred yards’ range. I've heard that

said

vou can pick blackberries with your wonder-
ful rope from fifty yards offi—"’

“Cheese it!” grinned Jerry.
you want?”

“TFirst of all, a rope.”

“I’ve got one in my dormitory—

“Jerry, you're not merely a cobber, but a
life-saver !” exclaimed Pitt firmly. “‘Buzz
and get that rope, and then shing it across
to those chaps in tho West House. My idea
1s to rig up a line, from House to Housc.
If there’s enough rope, we might be able to
wangle a sort of cradle. "Then we West
House fellows can get across to our own
quarters.”

“That’s a real dinkum idea!”’
Jerry, nodding. “I'll fix you up!”

“You scem pretty anxious to leave us,
don’t you?” asked Fullwood, in a .pained
voice. “What have we done that we should
merit this desertion ?”

“I am nceded across the way,” replied
Reggie. “I don’t boast of myself as a
leader, but if I can’t put things in order

“YWhat do

»

declared

1 over in the West House, I'll eat my boots !”
{ “I think we chall all be eating our boots

before long if we don't get some grub,”
retorted Fullwood. ‘‘Ierhaps you're right.
It’s all the better that you should go back
to your own quarters, We'll lend a hand
with the life-saving apparatus.”

“Besides, there’s the question of accom-
modation,” continued Pitt. “There are four
or five of us over here, and, I believe, a
couple of vour fellows are over in my House.
It wouldn’t be so bad if they were equal
numbers—woe could change beds for the
night. But I want some sleep before morn-
ing, ceven if these other idiots don't.”

It was, of course, all to the good that
each House should have its own complement.
Strangely enough, except for these few,
there were no misplacements, as it were.
And with Jerry Dodd’s help, the task would
probably be easy.

The Australian junior soon returned, and
he carried a long coil of stout rope. Fellows
gathered at the adjoining windows to watch
the proceedings, for they promised to be
entertaining. A rather more cheerful spirit

{ was abroad now, owing, probably, to the
{ welcome cessation of the rain.

But when the fellows looked down at tle

| swirling flood, they were in no way relieved,

for there was a noticcable rise. The flood
was getting more and more serious. How-
ever, this was not a cause for anxiety, so
long as they were able to get away from
the school on the morrow.

In fact, lots of the fellows were alreads
gleefully discussing the probable outcome of
the deluge. Naturally, they would all be
sent home, and that would mean a week or
two of unexpected holiday. They couldn't
be expected to keep on at St. Frank’s under
these conditions, It would probably be a
fortnight before the flood subsided, and St.
Frank's became habitable again. But the
majority o‘f the boys were more inclined to
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think of the immediate trials,
look very far into the future.

Jerry Dodd leaned well out of the dormi-
tory window and measuared the dictance with
his eye.

“It’s a long thlon sald Nipper.

“I think I'll manage it,” replied Jerry.
“I hope those fellows will cateh the rope
on the other side.”

The juniors at the opposile windows were
warned to be ready. Jerry stepped back, and
then sent the rope coiling and whirling across
the Square. It was a wonderful throw. Nick
Trotwood and Johnny Onions, at one of the

They didn’t

»

West House windows, grabbed simultan-
eously, and both held the rope.

“Got 1t!” sang out Nick

“Good man!” yelled Nipper. “Hold it

tight, and take instructions from this srde
Weo're going to rig up a regular life-line.”

He turned to Pitt.  “Tt’s yoar scheme,
Reggie, and T’'m wondering how }011 re going

to work it. 'This lasso rope 1isn’t strong
enough to bear.”

Reggie scratched his head,.

“1 was afraid of that,” he grumbled.
“Haven’t we got any thick rope? No, 1

1 say. what a beastly——"

“Hold on!” said Nipper, as a thought
struck him. “Weren’t there some workmen
on the roof last week 77

“I believe so. bhut

“It's been raining ever since Monday, so
they’ve done nothing this week; but all their
kelter 13 up on the roof, 1 expect,” continued
Nipper. “There’s some scaffolding there,
and there’s bound to be some rope. 1 believe
they’re pointing the brieks round the chim-

suppose not,

1

neys. Hold on a minute, and Tl hurry
upstairs and look.” _ _
Hand{orth clected to go with hin, and

they both went up the attic stairs, and then
mounted a steep flight which led to a heavy
door. Unbolting this, they found themsclves
on the flat roof of the Ancient House. Each
Honse had two spare ends, higher than the
rest of the buildings like squat towers, and
these were perfectly flat.

Nipper's eleetric torch was gleaming, and

he nttered chnekle of satisfaction as he
held 1t steady.
“Dy Jove!” he said. “Corn in Egypt!

Took at this, Handy!”

“A whacking greet coil!” said Handforth,
with eatisfaction. “What a piece of luck!
This would do to pull a battleship!”

A lot of scaffolding was built up on the
roof, and close against the parapets were a
number of pails, tcols and other builders’
implements  The coil of thick rope was a
long one. and it was certainly a find.

Before descending Nipper took a look
round.

“Hallo! The moon!” he said. pmntmg
“It’s clearing, Handy. although the wind’s
stronger than ever. We Qha]l be blown off
here wunless  we're  earveful, The rain’s
stopped, foo.

“Tt’ll b fine to-morrow,” declared Hand-
forth, “I say, what a view! Look at the

flood down there-—"

“ Ta.lking about the view, that gives me an
idea,” said Nipper keenly. “ After we've
shipped these West House fellows back to
their hutch, we’ll go up the big tower, and
have a look at the countrysld e there.
The sight ought to be an interesting omne.”

“By George!” said Handforth, ‘That’s a

stunning idea! As a matter of fact, I was
thinking about it myself.” :
“Any luck?” yelled a chorus. “Hi, you

fatheads! What are you mooning at up
there? What about that rope?”

Nipper grinned as he went to the edge of
the roof and looked dc-wn

“It’s all right; we’'ve got plenty of it!

17t

he shouted. “Coming down now! We're in
luck’s way!”
And twent minutes later a very

creditable cable was rigged up, stretching
from House to House. There was even a
cradle, and Jerry Dodd’s thin rope was
utilised to haul the cradle to and fro—the
thick rope, of course, bearing the weight.
“Well, so long, you chaps!” said Reggie.
“TI don’t like to leave you, but duty calls!
Let’s hope for the best. We’ll keep the old
flag flying as long as we can, eh?”

Rather!” agreed Nlpper. “8t. Frank’s
doesn’t give in easily! We may be without
masters and we may be flooded out, but

we've still got plenty of spirit left.”

Reggie sat in the crude rope cradle, and
gave the signal. The next minute he was
swinging out across the flood. and the fellows
at the other windows gave a cheer, After
all, the evening wasn’t proving so dull and
miserable as many had predicted.

CHAPTER 11.
FATTY DOESN'T WORRY!

ROWNE came along and
gave the proceedings the
henefit of his presence as
he watched #e other West
House <ellows  hauled

across the Square.

“Ah, a few empties being returned, I
perceive,” he remarked genially.

“You're right about the emptiesi”
Fullwood. “But if it comes te that, we're all

‘empties.” I've got a feelmg that the walls
of my inside are caving In.

“Largely a 1matter of imagination,
brother, 5 said Browne. “Purely a case of
auto- suggcstlon Under normal conditions,
you, would think nothing of going without
your tea, and under normal conditions it
wants yet an hour to supper-time. Yet,
because you know there is no supper: availa-
ble, you feel ravenous. Imagine that you
have just eaten a large meal, and that empty
feeling will disappear.”

“I've got a good imagination, but it's not
as vivid as that,” replied Fullwood “The
less we talk about grub the better.”

Fatty Little, who Was just about to veniure
on his own trsp, grinning  heavily.
Indeed, there was smnethmg uncannily con-
tented about him

gaid
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_“I'm surprised at you chaps, growling
about food!” he said. “We dou’t appre-
ciate grub until we’ve been without it for a
bit,, Personally, I'm quite prepared to wait
till to-morrow.”

*What!”

“I can give you chaps a lesson in forti-
tude,” continued TITatty Little. . “I'm going
straight to bed now, and it

“Rats!”

“Food is a good thing to avoid at a time
like this,” went on Ifatty calmly. “There’s
<o much excitement that we don't really
need—-"

_“Cheese it, you spoofing ass!” interrupted
Nipper. “You’re so jolly keen to get back
that you've given yourself away. I expect
= ’ -

you've got a food hoard in your ked-room,
or hidden away in a box-roomn.”

Fatty started.

“I—I—" he began shecpishly. 1

“I think we ought to visit those West
House chaps,” said Tullwood, with a
thoughtful frown. “There’s nothing like |
showing a friendly spirit.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Let's go over. and scarch the box rooms

and attics,” said De Valerie.

“You Ancient House bounders keep to
yourselves!” roared Fatty, in sudden alarm.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“A palpable case of food hoarding!”. said
Browne severely. ‘ Under the circumstances,
I suggest that wo sentence the culprit to
immediate imprisonment—in the Ancient
House. In the meantime, let us give our
friends the tip——" |

“Hi, pull away, you chaps!” roared
FFatty. “I'm all ready Haul up, there!
'llfheso silly fathcads are going to kcep me
were!”’

Nipper & Co. grinned as Fatty sagged out
on the line. -

“One moment! said Browne, in alarm.
“We necd steel cable, I fancy, for this
outsize in loads. I fear that mere rope will
be unable to stand the strain.”

Browne's words were more true than he
suspected, for when Fatty Little got half-way
across, the line had sagged g0 much that he
was dangling in the water. His yells only
caused the watchers to burst into callous
laughter. The other juniors had already
stretched the rope, and Fatty’s extra weight
proved too much. In fact, he vanished com-
pletely under water, and was hauled along,
spluttering, gasping, and yelling. The on-
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J_ocl){kers appeared to regard it as an excellent
joke.

The West House fellows rather expected
Fatty to complain bitterly when he was
hauled in, but to their surprise he assumed
a cheerful countenance as soon as he found
inmself safely within his own House.

“Good egg!” he gasped. “I'm here, any-
how! Thanks, you chaps! It won’ take me
ten minutes to change. Great pancakes!
Lemme get through, there! TI'm back!
Back in the good old West Housel I don’t
caire a rap about the flood now!”

He hurried off, and Reggie Pit! shook his

head. .

**There’s something mysterious about
this,” he said. “'The chap didn’'t even mind
cefting wet! Did you notice that light of
sheer happiness in his eyes? I never knew
he was so true to his House as all that.”

“1 think wec’d better follow him,” said
Jack Grey. ‘“It’s the only chance we’'ve got
of finding some supper, anyway.”

But nobody took this advice. They all sus-
pected that Fatty had a sccret hoard; but if
he shared it with one, everybody would want
~oimne, and then there wouldn’t be a mouthful
cach. So he was forgotten. And Reggic Pitt
set abcut the task of getting things straight.
The West House was in a much more dis-
orderly condition than the Ancient House,
for seniors and juniors alike had allowed
their fears to get the better of them, and a
minor panic had resulted,

Reggie’s calm, business-like methods scon
made a big difference among the juniors—
and the seniors, without even being told, felt
compelled to show a dignified front. Within
half an hour the West House was facing the
night with calm and stoical courage.

There was still no sign. whatéver of any
communication from beyond the flood. With
the telephone useless, and all communica-
tions cut, the isolation of St. Frank’s
remained complete.

The wildness of the night only added to the
general uncasiness, for each fellow, in spite
of his show of calmness, had a vague fear
that further disasters might occur. The flood
was still rising, and the gale was blowing
with tremendous force. And an examination
of the sky did not tend to cheerfulness. The
rain had certainly stopped, but black masses
of cloud were secudding across the heavens,
and the moon came out only intermittently.

Scveral juniors were eager to adopt
Nipper’s idea of going up to the top of West
Tower, in order to view the general sur-
roundings. The tower could be reached from
the Ancient House by means of a narrow,
stone stairway. It was a relic of the old
Ancient House.

Handforth, of course, was prominent in
this enterprise, and he imbued Church and
McClure with his own enthusiasm. Tregellis-
West and Tommy Watson were the others.
With Nipper, they made six,

The Third, guided by Willy, had gone to
bed. All the fags were ravenously hungry,
and as there was no prospect of food,

 Browne's idea of drowning one’s troubles in

sleep was finally adopted, Willy himself was,
worried about his pets, and after the Thir

had settled down, he sneaked out and wen

up to the little box-room which had been
selected as a temporary home tor his four-
legged friends. He was gratified to find that,
they were all dry and sprightly. But he had:
no food for them, and he was far more
worried over this problem than over the fate
of St. Frank’s,

As the Remove fellows made their way to
the tower, Nipper looked at his watch,

“It hardly seems possible,” he said. “It’s
only just eight o’clock, even now. Feels like!
two in the morning, doesn’t it?”

“Eight o’clock!” groaned Tommy Watson.
“Practically twelve hours befpre breakfast-
time! Oh, crumbs! Twelve hours!”

“Never mind about the twelve hours, old
boy,” said Sir Montie gently. “I’'m more:
worried about the prospect of breakfast. |
Begad, it seems to me that we shall have thes
same menu for breakfast as we had fori
supper !”

“We shall soon forget our troubles when.
we get to sleep,” said Handforth, with a
fatherly air, “You fellows had better take
my advice, and buzz into bed as soon as
we've had a look at the view., Of course, I
don’t sympathise with you—you deserve all
you're getting. I warned you of this flood,’
and you laughed at me.”

“Cheese 1t, old man!” said Nipper.

“Can’t you use an expression that doesn’t
include food ?” asked Watson plaintively.
“Why not tell him to dry up? Why not
advise him to ring off ? Cheese it! The very
thought conjures up visions of cheddar, or
gorgonzola——""

“All the better!” interrupted Handforth
severely. “The more visions of fecod I can
make you conjure up, the better I shall be
pleased! 1It’ll teach you to take more netice
of me next time.” ;

“We plead guilty, old boy, and humbly
hope that you forgive us,”™ said Sir Montle
cheerfully. “But let’s be gettin’ up the
tower. I'm frightfully keen on secein’ the

“You needn’t bel!” retorted Handforth.
“I expect it’ll give us the pip when we see
it. And we needn’t expect any excitement,
either—the night’s going to be quiet. We're
deserted—marooned—and the rest of the
world has forgotten us!”

Never had Handforth made a more in-
accurate statement. '

¢ view. "’

CHAPTER 12.
THE BSIGNALS IN MORSE!
REAT SCOT!” muttered

Church, in an awed voice.

The others were silent for
a moment. They were
standing at the very to
of West Tower, and from this lofty pea
they could see for miles in every direction.
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‘At the moment, the moon was shining bril-
liantly, and the howling wind had the effect
of making the visibility as.clear as crystal.

At any ordinary time the view from either
of the St. Frank’s towets was a very pleasant
one, The rolling moor couid be seen away
to the north-west, and the dark mass of
Bellton Wood loomed up comparatively near
at hand, with Bellton itself just visible to the
southward. And the River Stowe could be
seen wending its lazy way Letween gentle
meadows. Quite near, the Hecad’s garden,
the playing-ficlds, and the school paddocks
were pleasant enough to look down upon,
too. |

But now, what a change'

With the exception of Bellton Wood, the
landscape was transformed. It had, indeed,
become a water-scape, if the term 1is per-
missible. And scarcely any of the familiar
landmarks were to be seen.

In every direction the vista was one deso-
late waste.

Tt was rather a shock for the juniors. TFor
this, of course, was their first sight of the
full floods. The. deluge had struck the school
so abruptly that nobody had had time to
think of anything except his own safety. And
then the dusk had come down, and until now
the darkness had enshrouded the cntire
country, This moonlight view was the first
the bovs had had. And it filled them with a
new sense of consternation at the magnitude
of the disaster.

“My goodness!” said Handforth at last. “I
can't believe 1t!” _
The others felt the same, although it had

been left to Handforth to make such a truly

characteristic remark. The thing was right
in front of his eyes, and to disbelieve 1t was
impossible.  That scene of wild desolation
almost scared him,

The moon disappcared behind a hurrying
cloud, but soon came out again. The juniors
stood bracing themselves against the wind.
Whichever way they turned their gaze, they
could sce nothing but water. The entire
Stowe valley was inundated.

The Head’s private residence, o1 the other
side of Inner. Court, stuck out of the flood
in the most fantastic way. The big barn, at
the bottom of the necarest paddock, seemed
to be floating om the water. Tree-tops were
just awash. Walls, hedges and gates had
disappeared completely.

“Look at Bellton!” said McClure.

They turned their attention in the direc-
tion of the village.

“ Puzzle—find Bellton!” said Nipper. “ Not
a light there—not a sign of life. By Jove, I
believe the whole village is unde: water!
The ground’s a bit lower there, you know,
and they must have got it badly. I hope to
goodness everybody managed to clear out
i time, although I doubt it. We shall hear
of some tragedies to-morrow, I'm afraid.”

“To-morrow !” muttered Tommy Watson.
“Crumbs! What’s going to happen to-mor-
row? It's all rot, of course, but I've got a
fceling that we're completely isolated from

the rest of tho world—that we’re the last

people alive sort of thing!”

There was some justification for this
remark, for that dreary sceno was so utterly
depressing that one could be forgiven for
allowing one's thoughts to grow" fantastic.
St. Frank’s seemed to be in the centre of a
vast stretch of water which extended for
illimitable miles. This, of course, was a pure
delusion, and Nipper hastened to prove 1t.

“It’s not so bad as all that, Tommy,” he,
said gently. “Look at the high ridge beyond
Bellton. And the Downs over there, too.
And there’s Bannington,” he added, turning
and peinting, “Bannington doesn’t seem to
be completely washed away.”

TFaintly in the distance a glow of twinkling
lights could be scen—more distinet now,
because the moon had once again plunged
behind a black cloud, and the whole sccne
was dark. The lights of l}annington looked
almost. fairy-iike.

“The town’s a bit higher than we are,”™
went on Nipper. “Quite apart from that,
it wasn’t threatened when the reservoir
burst. All the water came in this direction.
1 expect Bannington’s flooded, but nothing
like so scriously as this distriet.”

“What’s that flash over there?” askcd
Church suddenly.
“Flash? Which flash ?”

“I thought I saw Must have been mis-
taken,” said Church; puzzied. “But I can
swear I saw a glint of light! Why, it must
be Yes, it's the Moor View School!”

“Where?” asked Handforth eagerly.

They all gazed in the same direction as
Church. They looked into the distance, but
Church grunted.

““Not there you asses!’ he said. “Here—
closer |

He pointed straight down, ’

“You fathcad!” said Handforth. “That’s
not the Moor View School! It’s not as ncar
as that! My hat, 16 1s, though!”

The height of the tower had the effect of
altering the perspective. The juniors were
in the habii of judging the distance to the
Moor View School by the lane. But the
lane wound round a bit, and was deceptive.
As the crow flies, the neighbouring girls’
school was quite close—diagonally across the
paddock, over the lane, and then across the
corner of an adjoining field. Seen in a
straight line from he top of the tower, the
distance was ridiculously _dwarfed,

But none of the juniors was thinking of
that. Ths Moor View School itself was
claiming their full attention, and they werc
all struck by the disconcertirg fact that nct
a single light was showing,

Furthermore, the school buildings seemed
strangely squat—the cffcct, of course, of tho
flood, and of the additional fact that they
were looking downwards.

“By Jove!” murmured Nipper. “The
flood’s hit them pretty badly there! There':
only the roof sticking out of the water. |1
hope to goodness all the gitls got away
safely.”




fToor View School, Nipper and Handforth drew
s ferry reached the West House with its .oad.

Heaving on the rope whic
the great clothes-cupboa,
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“What’s that you were saying about a
{1ach, Churchy ?” asked Handforih.

“1 don’t know,” said Church. “Must have
been the moonlight on some glass—a window
perbaps.”

“There aren’t.
interrupted Nipper.

any windows visible,”
“There might be a

skylight., It’s a pretty low building, at the
best of times—only two stories, and
rambling——"

“There!l” gasped Church. “Did you see
that? There it is again! Look! Can’t you
seo those flashes ?”

CHAPTER 13.
THE CALL FOR HELP.

HIE six Remove [ellows
stood there transfixed.
“Great  guns!”
mured Tommy
. “Churchy’s right!
like flashes from an electric-torch——

“Wait!” gasped Nipper. “Can’t you sce?
It’s Morse! H-el-p! Help! There's some-
body signalling in Morse!”

“What!” yelled Mandforth excitedly.

Ulterly startled, the juniors stared. All
their former depression had gone, and they
were thrilled to the very marrows. Their
hearts were thumping wildly, for there was
something intensely dramatic in this amazing
discovery. Out of the flood came that signal
of didtress!

All the juniors could understand Morse,
for they were Boy Bcouts. Flicker, flicker!
The flashes came agamm. And they carried
the same message. MHelp! Three times the
light flashed out the Morse signals.

“The girls!” breathed Handlorth. “Irens!
Toris. and all the rest of them! They're
appealing for help, and my sister’s therel
Quick, we've got to do something! We've
vot to make a raft, and——"

“Wuit a minute, Handy!” interrupted
Nipper tenselv. “Don’t get excited! This
is scrions. The girls are there—that’s cer-
tain. I expeet they were trapped, and they

mur-
Watson.
T.ooks

»

couldn’t get away. And now the flood is
menacing ’em.”
“Weve got to do - something!” insisted

Handforth frantically.

“Yes, and we shall do it all the better
if we keep cool,” insisted Nipper. “Those
girls understand Morse as well as we do.
They’re Girl Guides. I expect they’ve been
making these signals for a long time—just on
the off -chance that somebody would see them
from a 8t. Frank’s window. They know
we’re here because of the candle lights. But
we’ll soon reassure them.”

All was darlk at the JMoor View School
now, and Nipper’s theory was probably
correct. Semcbody was sending out that brief
mezsare at Dhitervals-——and by now, perhaps,
the girvls were begmining to despair.  Nipper
took the clectiie-torch from his pocket, and
placed his finger on the switch,

o=

Heaving on the rope which streiched between
the great clothes-cupboard over the water.

Then he Morsed:

“Have seen. Signal more fully.”

Wibh straining eyes the, juniors watched,
as Nipper’s fingers clicked out the last flash.
And, sure enough, the light from the Moor
View School came at once, and they decoded
the message as 1t arrived.

“Flood upper storey. Now among rafters.
Acute danger. Xelp!” '

“My goodness!” gasped Handforth.
flood’s forced them wup into the
What can we do ?”

“The

rafters!

“Wait until we’ve finished,” interrupted
Nipper.

He levelled his torch again.

“How many ?” hc flashed.

“AllL” came the reply. “Help!”

IJ!

“They’re all there—the whole school!” ex-
claimed Nipper gravely. “And the way they
keep repeating the word ‘Help’ 1s pretty
significant. In omne tick we’ll rush down—
but I must signal agaimn!”

He did so, flashing out the one
“Coming!”

“Thanks!” flasbed the other light.

word

£
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Moor View School, Nipper and Handforth drew
he ferry reached the West House with its .oad.

“You signalled that we’re going!”
ejaculated Tommy Watson, staring. “How
can we? We haven’t got a boat, or a raft,
or anything. How can we go? It's not fair

to tell them——"

“I told the girls that we’re going—and
that means that we’ll send help,” interrupted
Nipper grimly. “I don’t quite know how
it’s going to be done, but we’ve got to move
heaven and earth. Great goodness! All
those girls crouching in the rafters for their
very lives—and our chaps snoring in bed!
It’s terrible!”

“And our fellows growling and grumbling,
and getting the wind up!” snapped Hand-

forth, *“What have they had to suffer, any-
how? Nothing! By George! The girls
must have been having an awful time. I'll

tell you what—I’ll swim there straight away!
I’'ll dive in——"

“Be sensible, Handy!” snapped Nipper.
“Don’t be so ram-headed! You couldn’t
swim against this strong current——"

“Tom Burton might do it,” put in Watson
quickly.

“Begaai Cuarrvin’ a rope, dear old boys!”
exclaimed Tregellis-West, his eyes gleaming.
. g ¥
“Why not? 1f we could gel a rope across
13

“That’s a suggestion, Montie, but. we'll
disciss 1t later,” interrupted Nipper.

“Later!” yelled Handferth. “We can’t
waste time——"

“That’s why I want you to dry up,”
mterrupted  the Remove skipper curtly.
“Handy, old man, for heaven’s sake, he
sensible !

“ But—but——"

“There are a big number of girls there,
and it’s no earthly use taking hall-measures,”
went on Nipper. “We’ve got to think of
something effective to save them all. And
it’ll be a case of all hands to the pumps.
We shall only delay things if we argue. Are
you going to leave me to take charge, or
not 7%

Handforth took a deep breath.

“All right!” he muttered huskily.
dry up!”

They ran down those circular stone steps
as hard as they could pelt. They needed ro
reminding that the siluation was desperate.
They had no mecaus of getting to the Moor
View School, and yet it was absolutely up to
them to devise some workable plan,

The flood was rising higher every hour,
and the girls were in a desperate plight
already. Any kind of delay might have
tragic consequences. The St. Frank’s fellows
had never dreamed that any crisis like this
would suddenly arise.

They had thought themselves in a serious
way, what with the failure of the lights
and the lack of food. But what, after all,
was their situation compared to that of the
girls? Trene & Co. were seeking refuge in
the rafters of their school—and the flood
was threatening to destroy them!

1"

CHAPTER 14.

THE LIFE-LINE.

great good  fortune,
Nipper & Co. ran into
Browne and Stevens of
the Fifth in the dormitory
passage.

“What is this?” asked Browne severely.
“QObserve, Brother Horace! Are you not
shocked? Here we find sundry members of
the Junior School marauding—blatantly
marauding—at the perfectly indecent hour
of eight-thirty! What, brother, is the world
coming to?7”

“Browne, don’t rot!”
“The girls are trapped!”

Browne’s manner changed.

panted Nipper.

“Trapped ?” he repcated. “What grim
story is this?”

In twenty words Nipper explained.

“Naturally, we've got to act!” declared

William Napoleon. “Moreover, we must act
quickly! Picture those helpless maidens 1n
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that despcrate plight, while we lounge here
in the height of comfort! It pains me. Yes,
we must move rapidly.”

“We'd better rouse
iuggested Nipper.
other Houses, though—Ilet us do this thing on
our own. Too many fellows might causc
confuston.”

“They’ll Inow soon enough,” said Hand-
forth grimly. “What we’ve got to decide 13
how we're going to help them.”

“*We'll rush a erowd into the general-
room, and hold a consultation,” said Nipper
briskly. “Once we've decided upon a plan of
action, we can get busy on it without delay.
It’s no good starting a thing until we know
cxactly what we're going to attempt.”

Five minutes later the general-room was
crowded with cager, excited fellows.

“We ought to build a raft!” Handforth
was saying. “It’s the only thing to be done.
We'll tear down a dozen doors, and =

“I’ll be no good, Ilandy,” interrupted
Nipper.

“Why not ?”

“Because a raft would take too long to
construct—and I doubt if we could control
it, 1 any case,” replied Nipper. “The
current 13 flewing from the Moor View
School towards us, and we should never be
able to get there, There isn't a hout for
miles, and no chance of getting one.”

“Then what are we going to do?” shouted
De Valerie.

“There’s only one possibility—a life-line!”

“A life-line 77

“Yes,” said Nipper, his eyes gleaming.
“By an amazing picce of luck, we've got thwe
rope—and let’s pray that it’'ll prove lonz
enough. My suggestion is for somebody (o
carry a thin line to the Moor View School,
and then haul in the thick rope after ha's
got there. We can  streteh it from the
extrenre end window of the House——"

“But how ecan the girls come across thaf 2"

“In a cradle—similar to the one we used
across the Square,” replied Nipper. “We've
got no pulleys, or proper tackle, but weo
might be able to manage. Anvhow, it's the
only chance!”

“But the girls will get-dragged through
the water,” protested Handforth. “They'l
be sonked to the skin, and half-drowned ——*

“Better Dbe half-drowned, brother. than
swwholly  drowned,” pointed out Browne
gravely. “I “second Brother Nipper’s pro-
posal.  While possessing certain defects, it
15, at least. a workable scheme. What mattor
If the gmrls get wet? Desperate ills need
desperate remedies.  And if we can only drag
them safely to St. Frank’s, we can supply
thern with anv amount of blankets, and

NSWERs
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the whole Ilouse,”

“No nced to bother the

Valeric.

sundry other rearrangements can be made.
The first thing is to get them here.” '

“Now there’s the question of the line,”
continued Nipper. “I’ll make the swim—
and while I’'m gone, you other fellows must
be preparing the main rope and the cradie.”

“Souse my decks, ship-mate, this 1s iny
job!” burst out Tom Burton. “If there’s
any swimming to be done. I'll do 1it. A
voyage like that won’t trouble me!”

“I think I ought to go, Tom,” said
Nipper quietly. “It’s my idea, and I don't
want to endanger——”

“You’re mneeded here, to command the
whole craft!” interrupted the Bo'sun stub-
bornly. “Souse me! I’m a better swimmneor
than you are—and that’s not bragging! T’ll
tuke that line, and you get the crew to
work.”

“Burton’s right, Nipper!”
“It’s his job.”

“Brother Burton carries the line,” agreed
Browne firmly,

And so it was scttled. Amid great excite-
ment, Tom Burton tore off his boots, his
coat and waistcoat, and his collar and tie.
The line was secured round his waist, and
three other juniors were told off to pay it
out as he swam. Mercifully, the moon was
now well overhead, and shining brilliantly.
']1‘1%10 high wind scemed to be clearing the
sky.

“We'll Jeave it to you after you get there,
Tom,” said Nipper. “If you are in any
difficultics on the way, signal to us, and
we'il haul you in.  But if it’s humanly
possible, fight your way through!”

“I don’t need telling that,” said Burton
quietly.

“Signal in Morse as soon as vou arrive -
I'll. have a man posted on the tower to
watch,” continued Nipper. “Iaul the rope
across, make it sccure, and then send the
girls over one by one. Perhaps there’ll be
no need to use the cradle—they can pull
themselves through the flood by means of
the rope, and get here more quickly. Any-
how, we’ll leave all that until you're
arrived.”

“Right!” said Burton.
mates!”

“Good Iuck, Bo’sun!”

“Give him a cheer, vou fellows '

“Hold on!” shouted IHandforth.
I ought to go, too—"’

**Rats !”

“Chuck it, Handy !”

“This flood’s treacherous!” roared Hand-
forth. “If the Bo'sun gets into difficulties,
I can carry on—-"

“And leave Tom to be carried away with
the flood?” asked Nipper tartly. ¢ No,
Handy : there’s no need for two of vou.
Tom’s the best swimmer, and I have plenty
of faith in him.”

The Bo'sun waited for no more, but toolk
his dive. The juniors were crowding round
the extreme end window at the rear of
the Ancien{ House. Burton plunged in. the

said Dsa

“So-long, ship-

“I think
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line hanging loose behind him. He rose
to the surface, gasping. The water was like
ice.

“It’s all right, shipmates!” he shouted,
after a dozen strokes. “It’s a strong tide,
but I think I can beat it!”

“Hurrah!” |

“Go it, Burton, old man !”

“Remember, it’s to save the girls!”

The Bo’sun needed no reminder on this
score, and he struck out with all the power
of his strong muscles. It was rather curious,
swimming over the school wall, dodging the
end of the bicycle shed, and avoiding the
clump of big trees at the dividing line be-
tween the paddock and Litfle Side. Never
once did Burton feel any trace of bottom.
The water was eight or nine feet deep over
the paddock, and much deeper bevond, for
the ground sloped down in that direction.
Towards the River House School, in fact,
the flood was appalkngly deep, for there was
a dip, and even the treo tops were only just
awash. .’

It was a hard fight, for the waters were
flowing with a strong, powerful force, and
Burton was compelled to battle every inch
of the way. He wasn’t swimming dead
~against the current, but at an acute angle
across 1t, and this made his difficulties all
the greater, for he was in constant danger
of being swept wide of his objective. Most
of the landmarks were submerged, and the
raging wind caused the water to splash ap,
tha little ripples being whipped off the sur-
face into Burton’s face. The icy drops were

like hail, and he swam on, more or less
blindly.

Only occasionally did he pause to take his
bearings, and he was thankful for the

occasional moonlight.

From the Ancient House window, the
juniors paid out the line, and there were
many tense, anxious faces. Now and again
a cloud would drift across the face of the
moon, and the scene would be plunged into
darkness.
coldly down again, it was more and more
difficult to pick out the Bo’sun’s swimming
figure. -

“He’s being carried away!” muttered
Tommy Watson anxiously, after one of these
dark intervals. “Look! Great Scott! The
poor chap must be in difficulties ! He’s being
carried ¥

“That’s not the
Fullwood, staring.

“It 117

“Rot! It’s only a
wreckage,”” said Fullwood.
further on—straight ahead!
‘him? There he goes!
making fine headway!”

“Oh, my goodness!”
Watson.

He saw, indeed, that he had been mis-
taken. But it was so easy to take a piece
of drifting flotsam for the swimmer’s head.
‘And after that. Burton could no longer be

Bo’sun !” interrupted

piece of drifting
“The Bo’sun’s
Can’t you see
Good man! He's

muttered Tommy

And when the moonlight came-

 distinguished. Even the moonlight was in-

sufficient to show him up.
on paying out the line.

By this time, too. the West House was
thoroughly awake. Reggie Pitt and bis
men had scented that something was afoot.
No*% a very difficult guess, considering =zll
the recent shouting! And it had only taken
a few minutes for the Ancient House fellows
t> aequaint their ncighbours of the truth,

The Modern House and the Kast House,
on the other side of the Triangle, were out
of the excitement, however—and they
probably knew nothing of the acute naturo
of the situation.

Still the ..1e was paid out, and the
watchers on the tower waited anxiously, and
with ever-increasing concern, for the signal
that would notify the plucky swimmer's cafe

arrival.

The juniors kept

———

. CHAPTER 15.
PITT'S BRIGHT IDEA.

FGGIE PITT was a fellow,
of action, ,,

Indeed, next to Nipper,

he was probably the most.

capable fellow in thie Remove, The West;
House juniors were of the unanimous
opinion that Regzie could beat Dick

Hamilton by miles—buat Reggie himself had
no such illusions. While he had plenty cf
confidéence in his own judgment and
abilities, he rossessed no egotism. He
always playved second fiddle to Nipper,
cheerfully, because he knew he.- was not
Dick’s equal. | :

But when Nipper was fully occupied by
urgent matters, Reggie could find plenty of
scope for his own wits. And in the West
House he reigned supreme among the
juniors,

In this present crisis, he came out strongly.
~# It scems to me, Jack, that it’s up to us
to do our bit,”” he said firmly, as he and
Jack Grey watched from one of the -West
House windows. “These Ancient House
chaps are doing all the resene stuff, but
that’s no reason why we should stand by
idle.”

“Yes, but what can we do?” asked Jack

Grey.
“A lot,” said Reggie. ‘“A whole lot.”
“How? They've got all the rope over

there, and when the girls come in, they’]ll—
H’m. They’ll what?” said Jack, with a start.
“By Jove, Reggie! Where the dickens are
all these girls going to be stowed away?”
“You’ve hit it!” said Reggie, nodding,
“Hit what 7™ :
“The train of thought that’s becen buzzing
through my fertile brain,” replied Pitt, “The
girls ara going to be accommodated here,
my lad.”
“Here 1” gasped Jack.

132

““ Absolutely here !
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A In—in the West House”

“Yes, my son, in the West House,” said
Reggie briskiy. **Nipper and his crowd are
doing the rescuing, so we'll do the accomnmo-
dating. 1'his part of the Remove 1s not
cgoing to be left out of the affair—mnot while
1 breathe, anyway !V

* But—but——""  Jack paused, confused
and bewildered at the startling thought.
“But, you ass, we can’t have all those girls
here!” he gasped.

“Why not?”

“Oh, well— TIh? Hang it, Reggie!”
protested Jack. ‘I mean, even in an emet-
geney like this But where can they

go?"” he asked blankly., “There won't be
room——"

*There’'ll be plenty of room—because we
shall clear out.”

*Clear out?”

“Is vour brain sluggish to-night, or what?”
deinanded Pitt tartly, *“We shall all clear out
of the West House—seniors, juniors—the
whole shoot of us. Evervbody, except the
matron and the domesties.™

Jack Grey stared.

“*But where the dickens shall - we go?” he
demanded.

*“*That's not the point,” said Reggie. 1
haven’'t even considered it. The main thing
15 that the West House will be placed en-
tirely at the disposal of Miss Bond and her
maidens in distress. My dear man, they must
have bedrooms, and beds and things. They'll
all be soaked through when they get here,

1

1

and they'll need warmth and comfort. So
it stands to reason that they must have plenty
of accommodation.”

“T'hat’s true enough,” admitted Jack Grey,
noddmtr

“As for us, we can go and dig in the
Ancient House,” went on Romru. *We
shall probably be a bit crowdcd, but that
won't hurt us. The West Ilou:sc has goy
to be handed over to the girls.”

“They’ re fixing the life-line in the Ancient
House

“Then they'll have to unfix it,” replied
Pitt. “ILvervbody has got to elear out of
here at once, with the exception of a picked
crowd who will help the girls in. Leave 1t
all to me. T'll go round and tell the fellows.
And if anybody starts objecting, they’ll soon
finish !”

Reggie's idea was undoubtedly a good cne
—quite apart from the fact that it was im-
perative. Nipper had his hands full enough,
and his thoughts were solely confined to the
task cf rescuing Irene and Co. from their
grave predicament.

So it was fortunate that somebody had had
the wit to prepare a refuge i1n readiness for
the Moor View girls. It was necessary, of
course, that they should have every comfort
when they arrived—they would need warmth.
Reggie Pitt was only too sorry that he could
not conjure up any hot tea, or food of any
kind. DBut that, after all, was a sccondary
consideration.

Many of the West House juniors protested
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vigorously when the plan was suggested to
them. But Reggie, who kept quite calm,
pointed out the impossibility of the Moor
View girls being distributed here and there.
They would have one House for their entire
use. It was the only possible solution to an
unexpected problem,

Somebody asked why they should have all

the Inconvenience.  Why shouldn’t the
Ancient House fcllows take their share? .
“You hopeless ass, they willl” retorted

Reggie Pitt. ‘‘ After we’ve piled in on them
we shall all be in the same boat, Nipper’s
lot will have to squash up, and make room
for us—so they’ll have just as much incon-
venience as weo shall. It doesn’t really mat-
ter whether they vacate the Ancient House

or we the West House for the girls. It’s
as broad as it’s long.”

“By Jove, that’'s true enough!” said
Singleton.

“So let’'s get busy on the job before those
Ancient House fellows think of it, and steal
the honour of giving up their quarters!” went
on Reggie briskly, '

Put i this way, the West House fellows
realised the force of Reggie’s arguments, and
there was a fever of activity. Fellows rushed
into itheir bedrooms, tidied up the beds and
the furniture, and grabbed the most essential
of their personal belongings.

Nipper, across the Square, had heard what
was in the wind, and he approved heartily.

“The West House is the better of the
two for the girls,” he declared. ‘‘We've
got more spare dormitories in this House,
and we shall need ’em—when the West
House fellows crowd over. But all that can
be arranged afterwards. The main thing is
to get the girls safely here.” | -

“Hasn’t the Bo’sun arrived yct?” asked
Hitchen, of the Fifth.

“We’re waiting for the signal,” replied
Nipper quietly.

“Ysn’t it time——" :

“Yes—the signal’s overdue!” interrupted
Nipper. ‘“Burton ought to have got there
before this. I hope to goodness he hasn’t
been swept away by the flood. It’s as black
as pitch again now—we can’t see a thing.”

Tommy Watson came running up.

“What are we going to do?” he asked
breathlessly.

“Any news?”’ demanded Nipper.

“Only that the line’s nearly all paid out,”
replied Watson. “We can’t tell anything—
we don’t know whether the Bo'sun is sue-
ceeding or not. It’s awful! And there’s
?rn_iy another few yards of linel”

CHAPTER 16.
THE BO’SUN WINS THROUGH.

the anxiety increased
at St. Frank’s, Tom Bur-
ton was having a grim
battle against the treacher-
ous pull of the flood water.
Frank'’s was uncomfortably close to the

St.

main stream of the Stowe—the river's true
course was only just at the bottom of the
playing-fields--and this was the reason {or
the relentless, gurgling swirl of the current,

The floods stretched for miles, and only
a comparatively short distance away, the
water was more or less calm. But atv St
Frank's the full force of the main,river was
in great evidence.

Tom Burtcen’s swim was a grim one.

He had entered upon it with a light heart,
confident in his own strength, and with the
full knowledge of his own powers of endur-
ance. But even the Bo’sun had not bargained
for such a fight.

The water was chill—icily, appallingly cold.
And the wind bustled over the dreary wastes
with terrific force. Apgain and again, Burton
found himself at a loss.

While the moon was shining, he felt con.
fident he could get to the Moor View School,
for he could just distinguish the tops of the
tall poplars in the grounds of Miss Bond’s
establishment. That was a landmark which
guided Burton very effectively. But when the
moon was obscured by the scudding clouds,
he could seec nothing.

And these dark clouds were increasing,
and a flurry of rain occasionally eame down,
The weather had only unproved spasmodically,
and -there werc many signs of a return of
the cloud pall, and the drenching downpour.

But Burton still swam doggedly on.

He was getting nearer—he knew that nich.
It was so ridiculous—for the Moor View
School was only a minute or two's walk. And
here he was, battling every inch of tlie way,
and repeatedly being carrred out of his dirvect
course. Once, indeed, the Bo’sun believed
that his" great’ effort had: been Tor nothing.
' For he suddenly found himself held.

The rope round his shoulders became taut,
and he swang round, and {rod water. With
his back to the wind, he could open his eyes
fully, and was astonished at the closeness of
St. Frank’s. He felt that he had been swim-
ming for miles—and yet the school loomed up
with its dimly-lit windows quile nearby. Tom
Burton raised his voice.
“The rope!” he ecroaked.
go 1!: . s
But he realised that his voice was totally
madequate against the howling shriek of
the gale A sudden impatience filled him
—an impatierice that was intermingled wih
rage. Why had they pulled him up? It
was useless to swim on without the rope—

And then the Bo’sun gasped.

The moon, flashing out between two clouds,
like the brief switching-on of a pale c¢lectric
light, revealed the truth. The ropc had fouled
the top-most branches of a small tree, (iftcen
feet in the rear. Burton swam back cautionsly,
doing his best to coil in the slack as he did
so—for he was only too aware that an en-
tanglement would spell disaster to the whole
project.

It took him five minutes to get that rope

“Pay out—let
it

clear, and all the time his reserve of strength
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was being sapped. DBut he was game. He
faced the lashing spray again, and continued
his swun,

But he had lost all sight of the Moor View
‘School. He swam just by his sense of direc-
tion, and for some time put his head down,
‘and plunged ahcad blindly. But he soon
changed these tactics. A hcad-on collision
with a floating hen-coop jarred him consider-
ablv. His forchead was gashed by a pro-
jecting nail, and he felt dizzy by the force of
the blow

“Souse me for a lubber!” he growled, in
his throat. *‘Looks like I'm not going to do
it, after all!”

. The very thought stecled him, and gave
him added strength.

Once again the moon came out—tantalis-
‘ingly.  Anrd now he could see the upper
part of the Moor View School—projecting
grotesquely out of the flood. He was much
nearer, In fact, he had covered three parts
of the distance and he was spurred on by
tho sight w exert the full energy of his
muscles.

Something clse he had scen, too. A group
of figures on the roof, crouching for pro-
toction against one of the chimney piles.
The girls -vere waiting—exposed to all this
rain and wind! If the Bo’sun had neecded
a spur, the spectacle of those helpless girls
provided it.

As he grew nearer, it filled him with dis-
may to see how little of the DMoor View
School was showing. He knew the ground
dipped, but he had hardly reckoned for such
a startling sight. _

It was curious how his mind dwelt upon
general subjects as he swam that last difficult
lap.” He wondered if the Moor View School
was thoroughly insured, and concluded that
it must be. After 2ll, when the flood sub-
sided, it wouldn’t take long to effect repairs,
and make the place habitable again.

And then he beeame aware of cries—or
was it only the wind? He managed to look
up. in defiance of the spray which the wind
whipped off the ripples. And then he saw that
he was only a few yards away from his ob-
jeetive.

A dozen girls were on the roof, waving at
him, and shouting encouragement. They
were cheering, too, and the Bo’sun managed
to wave a hand.

“Hurrah 1"

““He's doing it—he'll be here in a minute !”

“‘Good old St. IFrank's!”

Irene Manners, Doris Berkeley, and Ena
Handforth were among those on the roof,
and they looked sorry caricatures of their
rcal selves. They were soaked to the skin.
and their eclothing clung limply to their
egraceful figures. Their matted hair was wild
in the wind.

“Who is it?” panted Doris, as she stared.

“Clan’'t see,” replied Irene. “But swhat

does 1t matter 1™
“T'IL bet 1t’s Ted!” said Ena. “Just like

2?2

him to——""

o’

*No, your brother eouldn’t do it, old girl,”
interupted Doris. “‘It’s more likely to be
Nipper, or Tom Burton—"

““ But what’s the good of anybody coming
like this?” asked one of the other girls,
rather fearfully. ‘‘The flood's getting worse,
and we shan’t be able to last out much longer.
Just one boy can’t help us! He can’t carey
us across to St. Frank’s onec by one.”

“Let’s wait and sce,” exclaimed Irenc
tensely, “1f they had a boat there they
would have sent it. He’s swimming because
there’s no other way to get to us——"

“There's a rope trailing behind him !V
cried one of the other girls. |

“Why, of course!” panted Irene, her eves
gleaming  “That’s it! They've sent him
with a rop=. and they're going to fix up a
life-line, so that we can all get across to
safety., Oh, what a wonderful idea! Three
cheers for St. Frank’s!” g

“Hurrah!”

The news went round like lightning, and
passed down a great open skylight to the
rafter spaze, where all the girls and the mus-
tresses were crouching for safety. They had
been forced up there by the flood, which had
not only submerged the lower rooms, but
invaded the bedrooms.

The Moor View School was a rather ramb-
ling building, and possessed only two floors.
Being an old-fashioned place, the rooms were
not high, so the rising waters had had a swifx,
deadiy ecffcet.

The girls had felt themselves safe on tho
upper floor, in just the same way that the
St. Frank’s fellows felt safe. But with Miss
Bond’s pupils, the situation was quite differ-
ent. St. I'rank’s was a massive structurc of
stone, and the flood was not likely to have
any disastrous effect. The Moor View School
was Just an ordinary house. The class-rooms
had been added only a year or two since,
and they adjoined the main building—but
they were only single-storied, and there was
no refuge there. The house itself was old,
and the occupants feared that the walls might
not withstand this relentless, surging torrent.

Yorced up into the bedrooms, the girls had
felt safe. Then the water had risen alarru-
ingly ; the landing had become swamped. and
there were no atties in which to escape. With
rising panie, the girls had been compelled
to climb a ladder, and get into the great
space between the roof and the open rafters
of the upper ceilings.

In pitch darkness, for all lights had failed,
they had waited, half-hoping for rescue. But
nono had come, and nonc secmed likely fto
come. _

And an occasional match had revealed tlo
rising water—creeping into the bedrooms,
mounting foot by foot. Pushing open the sky-
light, some of the girls had climbed on to
the roof, only to appreciate the terrible nature
of their predicament.

And then Jrene had remembered Ler know-

| ledge of Morse!
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In spite of her soaked condifion the schoolmistress faced the juniors calmly. :
she snapped, *“I regard it as my duty to place myself in complete charge of this school ! *?

¢ Since there is no master here,”
The boys stared

aghast,

CHAPTER 17.

THE RESCUE.

HAT thought had been a
true brainwave.
Irene had her
torch with her, and had
been using it when she
and the rest of the girls had fled up the
ladder into the rafters. There was St.
Frank’s, looking comfortingly close. At first
all the windows had been a blaze of light,
and the girls had watched bopefully. Then
St. Frank’s had been plunged into darkness,
and, later, dim lights of another nature had
appeared.

Irenc had thought of her Morse signalling
when the position had seemed bevond all
hope. And she had crouched at that sky-
light, flashing the one word ‘ Help”—Aflash-
ing i1t at regular intervals of two minutes,
on the off-chance that somebody at ©St.
Krank’s wculd see the winking light, and
recognise its purport.

An hour had passed like that—an hour of
dreadful suspense.

All Irene’s hopes had been dashed by the
total absence of a reply. Her battery had
begun to run down—the light was becoming

electiric

weak. And then came that answering flash
froin the top of West Towerl

What a moment of joy that had been'! g

And now, to crown all, the St. Frank's
fellows had followed up their cheering mes-
sage by positive action. The swimmer was
close at hand, briging his line—thai .line
which would mean 1escue!

“Lend a hand, girls!” sang out the Do’sun
breathlessly. as he swum gratefully ino the
lecc of the building, where the water was
calm, “If vou can throw down a blanket,
I can grab it.”

“Good old Bo’sun!” cried Doris.

“Rats!” gasped Burton. “1
dropped anchor yet!”

But a couple of blankets were soon brought
—-for some of the girls had been thoughiful
enough to grab blankets and clothing befare
fleeing up the ladder.

The flood reachea up the schiool walls
until only about five feet projected clear.
Two of the girls slid down to the gutter,
and dropped the knotted blankets over the
edge.

Tom DBurton was pulled up into
and he was well-nigh spent.

“Well done, B

haven't

cafety,

Bo’sun! said Jrene e€n-

thusiastically. *“You’ve brought a line across,
and ”
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“IHave gyou got a torch?” interrupted
Burton,

“Yes., Weo signalled—"7

“Then signa’ now,’ broke in Tom. *“I1
promised to send a flash as soon as I arrived,
and, souse me, I'm overduec! Signal O.K,,
and then hang on to that line tightly.”

Irene pulled the torch from her pocket, and
flazhed it. '

And at St. Frank's, a moment later, a

tremendous cheer went up—a cheer which |

was as much of relief as of excitement,
fverybody had been fearing that Tom
Burton was lost. And now came the glad
signal,

*Good man!’ said Nipper breathlessly.
“‘He’s got there—and the rope’s long enough'!
Splice that heavy cable on, aad T'll yell
to the look-out to give the signal for Durten
to haul in. There's only one fear now—the
cable.”

“Think it won’t be long enough?” -asked
De Valerie. :

Il be a miracle if it is—but 1f's just
got to be,” replied Nipper. “I've got a
dozen felloys scarching every room for rope
and cord.
have to make up with something else. But
one thing’'s certain—we're going to get that
life-linc across.” ' :

, - Begadl It's across now,” said Sir Montic.
© “That's only the  pilot line, old man,”
said Nipper. “We've got to have one strong
cnough to bear a ton weight!”

In the West House, Reggie Pitt .and his
men were very active. In an extraordinarily
short spac2 ot titne, all the junior dormitories
+ —and the senior dormitories, for that matter,
had been made ship-shape and tidy. Nobody
wanted the girls to come in and find every-
thing upside down. The matron was bustling
about with two or three of the maids, getting
rcady for the “patients.” TFor the matron
insisted upcn the assumption that half the
‘Moor View girls would be in a state of utter
collapse,

+ And the West Housc fellows were reveal-
ing their own ingenuity by rigging up a
'kind of bridge acrcss the Square. Reggie
'Pitt had conceived the brilliant idea of
.using the fire-hose as a rope, and had swum
across with one end of 1t to tho Ancient
iIouse., When this had been stretched as
taut as possible, it became a very eflicient
rope. - The more agile fellows were able to
swing across, hand over hand.

The main cable to the Moor View School
was brought across to the West House, and
secured to the end window—so that when
the girls arrived, they would actually be in
the quarters they were destined to occupy.
‘It would be absurd for them to get to the
Ancicnt House, only to have the trouble of
being conveyed across the flooded Square
afterwards.

- At the Moor View School, the rescue work
was beginning.

The problem was by no means easy. Such
girls as Irene Manners, Marjorie Temple,
and Doris Berkeley were game enough to

r

If we can’t use all cable, we shall |

pull themselves through the flood, clinging
on to the rope, but thero were other girls
who were not so bold. Many were hali-
hysterical from their terrifying experience.

As it happened, the problem was solved
from St. IFrank’s, while Tem Burton was
fixing his end of the cable securely round a
chimney-stack. It was really Willy Hand-
fortl’s scheme. Willy remembered his table-
raft, and it struck him that something of
the kind might be emploved here.

“I say, Nipper, I've got it!” he said,
pushing up, while Nipper was superintend-
g the operations. “Those girls can’t come
over the flood just on that rope. If thew
happen to lose grip, they’ll be swept away.”’

“‘:VD. shall have to fix up a kind of cradle

““No good!” interrupted Willy briskly.

“What '

“Or very little good, anyway,”” continue:d
the Third Former, “ My idea is to make
a kind of ferry.”

““Ferry !V’ :

“Nothing easier,” nodded Willy. “Re-
mcmber that table I used to rescue my pets
with?  Well, there’s an enormous clothes-
closct on the landing—in the recess. If we

?

‘can drag that out, and get it afloat, it'll

make a first-class ferry, It'll hold two or
three girls at once—in addition to the ferry-
men !’

“DBut the cable’s being fixed to the West
House——"

“That’s all right—they’'ve got a clothes-
closet there just the same,”” interrupted
Willy. “My plan is to fix ropes from the
ferry to the cable, so that it can’t get away.
There can be a chap at each end, hauling
the thing by grabbing at the cable. Secc?”

Nipper was never a fellow to delay.,

“It's an idea,”’ he said promptly. * Can’t
do any harm to test it, anyhow—I'll get a
dozen chaps to yank that clothes-closet cut
in double-quick time.”

Handforth himself took
operations, for Handforth was only too
eagrer to do something on his own. With
Church "and McClure and a crowd of olhers,
he hurled everything out of the great cup-
board, and the doors were wrenched off.
All the shelves were removed, and the barc
shell looked like miaking an efficient hoat.

It was simply hurled out of the windoyw,
and by luck it fell' flat on its base, and
floated buoyantly. Handforth and two
others jumped down, and in less than ten
minutes the hastily contrived apparatus was
rcady,

Nipper clected to take the trip acress the
flood, and Handforth insisted upon zccom-
panying him as the other ferryman. 'The
““becat > was leaking slightly throuzh a
number of cracks, but Nipper didn’t worrs
about this, HKven if tho improvised craft
became waterlogged, it wouldn’t sink. And
it was, at least, something substantial for
the girls to eross on.

charge of the

“By George!” roared Handforth. “S8hoe
goes fine!”’ _
The cable had been well fixed, and it

R
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stretched from school to school, The two
junior: were standing in the oblong cup-
board, hauling on the rope with all their
strength, and their craft covered the dis-
tance 1n a surprisingly short space of time.

A loud cheer went up from the girls as
the mioot: came out and revealed the on-
coning rescuers,

“It's 2ll right now, you girls!” sang out
Irene  *These 3t. Frank’s chaps have done
wonders !*?

“Swab me!’ growled the Bo'sun. “Give
us a chance. We haven't started yet!”

| CHAPTER 18.

SOMEBODY THEY HADXN'T
BARGAINED FOR!

¥ HE rescuc work went on
without a hiteh,
The first batch con-

sisted of four of the more
hysterical girls, and they
whimpered with fright as they commeiced
the “voyape.” But when thev found the

—

ramshackle ferry answering perfectly, and
St. Frank’s dvew nearer, they recovered a
good deal of their courage. Cheers rang ous
from St. Irank’s as the girls were hauled
up, one by one, and delivered into the earo
of the House matron. They were sorry
figures, with their soaking clothing and
dishevelled hair,

Batch ' after batch came, but Nipper was
cautious—-he  allowed no overcrowding.
There was no danger now, and it followed
that there was nc desperate hurry.

Rain was pouring down once more, and
the night was continuing its wild and|
tempestuous behaviour, 'That break in the
clouds had only been brief, for the moon’
was now obscured again.

Once or twice the ferry had to be delayed
while baling-out operations were performed.
But, on the whole, Willy’s idea was turning
out a real winner. ‘Lhis rough-and-ready
contrivance was Dbetter than a cradle, in
any case, and there was the advantage that
two of the fellows accompanied every batch
of scheolgirls.

Irene and her close chums insisted upon
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being the last to come—the last, that is.

except for mistresses. These had remained
at the Moor View Schoo!, sending off the
girls, batch after batch,

The last threc gitls of all were Irene,
Doris, and Mary—and St. Irank’s let out a
roaring cheer when they were hauled in.

“Hurrah !V

““That’s the lot!” said Handforth.
everybody'’s safe, too!”’

“1t's too bad, recally!” protested Irene.
“We’re turning all you fellows out of the
West House, and——"?

“Never mind about
Handforth awkwardly.
storm, you know,
to lend a hand.

“ And

that,” interrupted
*“*Any port in a
We're only too jolly glad
Besides, it won't be for

long.”’
“Of course nct,” said Church. “The
masters will be along to-morrow, and wo

shall all be rescued, I expeect.”’

“Why- aren’t there any masters here?”
asked Doris, in surprise.

“Not one!”’

“Well I'm blessed !” said Doris.
without Miss Bond, too!”’

“Worse luck !’ added Irene, with a curicus
note in her voice.

“Why, what's up?’ asked Handforth,
concerned. :

“You mustn’t stop now—you’ve got to get
back and rescue Miss Broome and Miss
Perry,” said Ircne. ‘ They're the only two
mistresscs we have. My, haven’t we had a
time, too!”’

“What’s the
forth, staring.

“Nothing much—only Miss Broome is
several kinds of a Tartar,”” explained Doris.
“She’s been making our lives a misery ever
sinco the flood started. One of those grum-
" blers, you know-—always making a fuss.
You see, Miss Bond rushed off to Banning-
ton just before the flood. She’d heard a
rumour about the reservoir, I beliecve, and
sho took one of the other mistresses with
her. Of course, they must have got cut
D&'___J)

““Just ltke our masters !’ said Handforth.

“Not quite the same—bccause we've still
got Miss Bfoome,” said Irene dolefully.
“Miss Perry’s all right—she’s a dear. Dut
Miss Broome is senior mistress, and gives
all the orders. You'd better go easy when
you rescue her, or she might Eite you !”’

“Still, we're safe, and let’s be thankful,”
exclaimed Doris fervently. “Come on,
Yenic—we've just got to strip off these wet
"things.” i

“Plenty of dry blankets, girls,” said
Reggie Pitt briskly. *“Buzz along to the
dormitories, and help yourselves., You'll find
Mrs. Bradley and the maids all ready. And
as soon as vour mistresses have been brought
across, we chaps’ll clear off, and leave you
the Housc to yourselves.”

“But where are you going?” asked Irene,
iz wonder.

“Never mind that!” growled Reggie.

“J say, you chaps are bricks, you know!”
said Doris, with emphasis.

“We're

asked Hand-

mystery 7’

TIn the meantime, Nipper and Handforth
wern making their last journeyr across the
flcod. Nobody remained at the Moor View
School now, except Miss Broome, the senior
mistress. and Miss Perry, Tom Burton was
there, of course, having insisted on helping
from the start. But there would be plenty
of room for him.

“This Miss Broome person can’t be so
bad as the girls make out, surely,” said
Nipper, as he and Handforth pulled on the
line with blistered, aching hands. * She sent
the cook and the maids across before she.
came herself, anvhow. She knows her duty.”

“Liko a giddy captain—sticking to the
ship until the crew had all left!”  said
Handforth.

“That's what I mean,” replied Nipper.
“Even 1if she's a Lit unpopular, she’s at least
kept her head. Wonder why we haven't
heard of her before?”

“We have,” said Edward Oswald. “At
least, I have. Irenc told me about her last
week, We'll soon see -her, anyway.”

They were close against the Moor View
School, and the ferry was brought up under
the roof. Tom Burton had helped the two
mistresses out of the skylight, and they were
waiting.

“You first, Miss Perry!”
authoritative voice.
“No, really!”
“ after you, Miss Broome——
“I insist!” commanded the other.

Miss Perry was helped down—for the drop
from the roof to the ferry was no light feat.
DMost of the girls had accomplished it casily
enough, because they were athletic and
agile. But the unfortunate Miss Perry was
almost in a state of collapse when, finallyv.
she almost fell down into the water-logged
craft. She had been in a state of tension for
hours, and she was ncarly exhausted.

But DMiss | nome, apparently, was
of sterner stuff,

“T'll help vou,’
clung to the gutter.
Broome——""

““Nonsense !” interrupted the scnior mis-
tress. “I need no help, thank you!” °

She was evidently a masterful kind of
woman, in addition to being cool-headed.
She swung herself over the edge of the roof,
and Nipper and Handforth eased her down.
She seemed to resent their attentions.

“You ncedn’t maul me about, boys,” she
said tartly. “It’s a tragic thing that my
girls should have been compelled to scck
aid from a boys’ school, but as you have all
behaved so splendidly, we will let it pass.
I am proud of you all—and Miss Bond, I
am sure, will be extremely grateful.”

“Why is i1t tragic that we should rescue
the girls?” asked Handforth, staring.

Miss Broome uttered something
sounded like a snort.

“The whole thing's totally wrong,” she
replied, grumbling. “1 am alarmed that my
girls should scek refuge in a place where

]

gaid a firm,

faltered ‘ Miss

3

Perry.

made

: az te

Miss

offered the Bo'sun,
“Come on,

that
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there are nothing but boys—hundreds of
boys! The whole situation is disturbing in
the extteme but I suppose I ought not to
grumble.”

“By George!” said Handforth

_ grimly.
“You suppose vight!”

D —

CHAPTER 19.

MISES BROOME MEANS
BUSBINESS !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH was
thoroughly indignant.

It made his gore rise
to hear WNliss Broome's
ungracious and uncalled for comments.
Handforth, who was not given o decp
thought, was dumbfounded by the school-

mistress’ attitude. He couldn’t possibly see
why Miss Broonid should be alarmed.

But Nipper was more astute.

“You needn’t worry, Miss Broome,”
said reassuringly. “All the glr]s will
perfectly safe at St. Frank’s—

“I-eam mnot concerned for their safety.
young man,” interrupted Miss DBroome.
“But 1t concerns me deeply to know that
they are thrown amongst a large number
of boys!”

“As I said before, you needn’t worry,’
said Nipper. “All the West House le](mﬁ
h'ne cleared out, and Mrs. Bradlev is in full
charge.  Your girls will have the Houqe en-
tirely to themselves, Miss Broome.”

“T am glad to hear this—very glad, 'n-
deed ¥’ said Miss Broome, with relief “8o
somebody has bad the commonsense to place
one of vour Houses quite at my disposa. ?

rn

Your masters, evidently, are men of sense!

he
be

“As 1t happens, a West House junior
thought of it,” growled Handforth, as they
prepared to haul themselves across. ““As for
the masters, there isn’t one 2

“If you will talk less, we shall make
better progress,” interrupted Miss Broome
curtly

Hzfndforth gave a gulp, and said no more.
. Already, he and Nipper were beginning to
find that Miss Bond’s substitute was, indeed,
a Tartar! DBut Nipper, at least, excused
licr, realising that she had been through »
very trying ordeal. It was only natural
that her temper should be on edge.

Mgre cheers went up when this final load
safely arrived. On the other side of the

"Friangle. the bovs of the Modern House
and tho W¥Wast House were feeling very

1solated. They had heard rumours of the
excitement, but were not able to pasticipaic
in it.

Miss Broome and Miss Perry were safely
pulled in through the open window, and
Handferth and Nipper followed, with Tom
Burton bringing up the rear. He had been
the first to go, and he was the last to come
back. In the general commotion, the

Bo'sun was rather neglected, for nobody
thought of giving him a cheer for his heroic
work. But Tom was well pleased over this,
for he was a fellow of much modesty.

“We'll leave all that tackle just as it is
until the morning,” said Nipper briskly,
“If you’ll come this way, Miss Broome,
I'll show you to your quarters. Then we
fellows will " .r out. I am sure you neced
a complete rest.” .

Miss Broome looked
candlelight. She was a stranger to most of
the fellows, for she had only been at the.
Moor View School since the beginning of
the present term. Whatever her appearance
normally, she certainly did not look very
prepossessing just now.

She was a tall woman—tall, and inelined
to bo bony. Her face was decidedly
mannish, with a prominent jaw, and a
hooked mnose that irresistibly reminded
‘Handforth of his minor’s parrot. DMiss
Broome’s eyes were rat.ser small, and they
shone with a determined light.

Altogether, she was not the kind of lady
that the fellows cared for. Her mannecr
was too masterful. She was wet through,
her hair was half falling down, and, as
Reggie DPitt afterwards expressed it, she
looked a perfect sight.

“I will rest, young man, after I have scen
that my girls are safe for the night,”” she
replied austerely, “I have no wish to
eriticise this matron you have told me about,
but I must see after everything personally.
I hope this woman has been thoughtful
enough to provide hot cocoa, or some other
beverage—"'

“ Awfully sorry, but it couldn’t be done,’
said Nipper.

“Indeed. and why nol?” snapped Miss
Broome. “Xow absurd! These girls need
something stimulating

“But there isn’t a bite to eat, or anything
hot to drink, in the whole of St. Frank's”
Nipper pointed out. “ xou sce, we're in the
same plight as you are, Miss Broome. All
our lower rooms are eubmerged, the electric
light has failed, we haven’t any fires, and,

round her in the

altogether, wa’re in a pretty nasty hole.
But 1 darc say we aha]l last out until the
morning. Anyhow we're doing the best

we ecan all round.”

“No food!” said :l!iss Broome, aghast,
“This is terrible! I commend you all .11gh.v
for what you have done, but T am startled
to hear But no matter! I must see your
HBeadmaster at onece!”

“Tm afraid tha''s rather difficult——

“Young man, I msist!”

“Then you can insist, that’s all I’ retorted
Ninper, his patience failing. “Dr. Stafford
15 marooned 2

“Oh! Of course!”
had not thought
master will suflice!
am astonished at this gross neglect——

“There’s a very simple explanation, Mliss

ek}

csaid Miss Broome. I
However, your Hou:e-
Why is he not heie? I

b

Broome—there isn’t a master in the whole
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of St Frank’s,” inlerrupted Nipper. “If 1l
comes to that, there isn’t a prefect, either.
They all went off to help at the reservoir,
and we don't even know what happened to

them. And I suppose we shall be iu the dark’

until to-morrow !"”

The senior mistress was staring blankly,
“*Not a master?”’ she repeated, in amaze-
ment,

“Not one!”

“You—you mean that you boys are en-
tirely without discipline or authority?”

“Just that!” said Nipper, nodding,

“But this 13 outrageous

“Oh, checse 1t!” growled Handforth in-
dignantly. “We didu’'t need any discipline
to rescue you, did we? 1 think it's a bit
thick, Aliss DBroome! You ncedn’t come
here to grumble.”

“Boy!” gasped the lady.
you ¥ "’

“Eh? 1 only——"
cH8Silence !V

“What?” gurgled IHandforth.

“] commanded you to be silent—and 1
meant it?’ retorted Miss DBroomie acidly.
“How dare you speak to me in that insolent
fashion?”

Handforth fairly goggled.

“In-insolent  fashion?”  he stutiered.
¢“Great corks! We—we don’t take orders
from you, Miss Broome! You're not in
control of us

13

“Then it 1s high time that I assumed
control,” said Miss Broome.

“Wha-a-t?"” gasped tho crowd.

Miss Broome, in spite of her soaked condi-
tion, was apparently in no hurry to dash
off. The news that St. Frank’s was without
a master had startled her considerably, and
she was evidently a woman who made quick
resolves. Her masterful jaw set firmly, and
a sudden gleam entcred her eyes.

“Yes!” she said, in a voice that struek a
chill into the hearts of her listeners. “lIt
15 high time, I repeat, that I assumed con-
trol. Since there is no master in this school,
I regard it as my duty to place myself in
'full charge.”

" “Full charge?” echoed Nipper fainily,

“Yes, young man,” retorted Miss Broome.
““And from this minute onwards all boys will
take orders from me, and I shall expect
nothing but strict and unswerving obedi-
ence !

“Iow dare

. —

CHAPTER Z20.
PETTICOAT RTULE!
UITLE a crowd had

gathered in {he corridor
by this time, and Miss
Brooine’s dramatiec
announcement
Furthermore, the fellows on the out-

by all.
skirts, as it were, passed the word along, and
it was over in the Anctient House in less than

a minute, Jverybody there simply refused
to believe 1t. In fact, they trecated it as
just a little joke of somebody’s.

1ike to make a suggestion, if I may,"”

was heard ]

= e

Nipper, who was rccognised as the junior
lcader, felt that it was distinetly up to him
to scotch this preposterous scheme on the
spot. If Williamn Napoleon Browne had
been there, he might have attempted somne-
thing of the same sort, but Browne was over
in the Ancient House.

“I am very sorry, Miss Broome, but 1'd
said
Nipper firmly. “I wouldn’t attempt to sct
yvourself up in authority, if T were you!”

Miss Broome bristled.

““Are vou daring to dictate to me, boy?”
she asked.

“Not dictate, Miss Broome, but advise.”

“I need no adviee from boys!” she rec-
torted curtly. “Until to-night, I -may tell

‘vou, I have always had a wholezome dislike

for all boys. You have acquilted yourselves

well, and I do not wish to sound ungracious

by saying anything severe. - At the same

time, I am ‘determined to obtain obedience.”
“Yes, but look here »

“I come here quite unexpeciedly, and I
learn that the entire school is without a
master.” continued Miss Broame. *That
is quite sufficient! Until your nodrmal
authority is re-cstablished, I deem 1§ my
duty to take the reins. I understand that
vou boyvs are leaving this House entirely
at the disposal of my girls, Miss Perry, and

myself*”

“Well, yes, that was the i1dea

“Then you will leave at once,” ovdered
Miss Droome.

“Well, I'm jiggered!”

“Orderineg us about!”

“(reat Scott!”

'There were many such comments, The
fellows were not only startled, but they
were filled with anger and dismay. They

had rescued this woman, only to learn that
she was determined to rule them! It was
not merely thick, but positively too galling
for words. ’

Being a woman, she was protected. The
hoys felt singularly helpless. They couldn’t
exactly grab her, and dip her in the flood
to cool her down. They couldn’t openly
ignore her, since that would be insulting. In
fact, it scemed that nothing could be done
at all.

“Come

on, you chaps,” said Nipper
quicily.

“*Not likely!” breathed Handforth, *“I'm
not going to take orders——" )
““Shush, old man!” murmured Nipper,

“Let it rest!”

“But this is too steep!” said Handforth
thickls.

Miss Broome pointed down the corridor,

“T am waiting!” she said acidly. ““How
do you boys get across to the other House?
I wish to see vou go—in fact, I shall not
stir until the last one has departed. There

shall be no nonsense while I am iIn con-
trol!”

“h, erumbs!”

They went down t{he corridor, ralher

dazed, making for the window which led to
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{hat improvised rope which Reggic Pitt had
fixedd up. DBut before-they got there, several
doors opened, and a number of grotesque
ficures appeaved. They looked like boys at
tiist, but their heads of hair disproved this.

Irene Manners, Winnie Pitt, Doris,
two or three others came round, all of them
chuckling gieefully,

“My hat!” cjaculated Nipper.

“We don’t know whose clothes they are,
but theyre beautiful and dry!” said Doris,

smiling, 1 say, doesn’t Irene look a
sercam ¥
“Speak tor  yourself!”  said Irene

promptly.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors yelled.  'The girls were all
tlressed i Ktons! 'hey were collarless, and
thetr hair was flulty, and after the style ot
mops.  They had evidently discarded their
own wet attire, aud instead of getting into
bed, had dressed themselves in borrowed
garments—procured, obviously, from the
dormitory cupboards and wardrobes. They
all looked extremely grotesque, but they
were i the highest of spirits. After their
recent. nusery. they
felt that this
present adventure
wils just a Jark.

and-

cosssNEXT WEDNESI'AY lesees

Broomeg,” iderrupted  Nipper  gruiliy.
“What's wrong with the girls’ dresses, any-
how 17’
“Wrong !” shouted Miss Broome.
are wearing boys’ clothes!”
“Well, what about 1t7” demanded Hand-

“They

forth. * They forgot to bring their suitcases
and trunks,” he added sarvcastically. * Care-
less of us not to remind them——*’

“Be stlent!” fumed Miss Broome. “I am

BE]

scandalised !

“Well, you needn’t be,” snapped Nipper,
who was thoroughly exasperated. “ What
else can you expect the girls to wear? Their
own clothing 1s all smﬁied, and there’'s no
means of drying it. At a time like this,
Miss Broome, we've got to waive the usual
convenitons, and be free and easy. And as
for vour taking command of the school, I
rather think the school will object 2

““I have suffered enough from vour impu-
dence, boy !’ interrupted Miss Broomie hotly.
“Go at once! All of you!. Go/ As for you
girls, get into your rooms, and I will come
to yon presently. I am ashamed of vou—
T am amazed at your effrontery.”

Itene &  Co.
gave the juniors a
seleetion of rather
haopeless looks, and

b

“We simply had : : retired. Those looks
to wear  some- @ Pt had begn CX-
thing,” explained = s pressive. The giris
Doris calmly. “We o p kpew . what Miss
watifed to thank : : Broome was—and
vou fellows for ® 4 the boys were be-
heing such ripping - '@ cinning to have an
sports, vou know, 4 . inkling, too! They
'We jusi couldn’'t @ - @ made their way
go to bed without o . across to the
secing you first, so ® ° Ancient House

we grabbed any €00000000000000000000000000090000C60 with a total lack of
old clothes  we _that joyous con-
could find.” tentment which

“That’s all right,” said Nipper. “You're
perfectly welcome. Those clothes aren’t
ours—they belong to the West House chaps.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I don’t
either,” said Handforth.
I'll biff a few 4

He was interrupted by a loud scream of
horror.

Miss Broome, who had stayed behind for
s moment, talking to a couple of Mrs. Brad-
ley’s housemaids, had come down the corri-
dor, bearing a candle. She stood there,
transfixed. She was looking at Irene &
Co. with an expression that registered the
utmosi consternation,

““Good heavens!” she gasped at last.

“Is anything wrong ?” shouted Handforth,
in alarm,

“Wrong!”  screamed  Miss Broome.
“Girls, get into your rooms at once! I am
emazed—shocked—stupefied! How dare you
come out before these boys in that——"

“Oh1” said Irene, crimsoning. ‘*We—wo
didn’t think—" :

“There's no nced to be so alarmed, Mis

suppose they’ll mind,
“T1f they do mind,

they had experienced prior to Miss Proome’s
arrival.

“We won’t put up with her!” snorted
Handforth.

“You ncedn’t get so excited, my lad,”
said Nipper gruflly. “Miss Broome won’s
have much chance to excrcise her funny
little tricks. To-merrow we shall probably
have the masters back.”

Handforth drew a deep breath.

“By George, yes,” he said.
worrying over nothing!”

But the leader of Study D was quite
wrong. This particular episode was over,
and all the fellows were justified in beliey-
ing that the morrow would bring relief and
escape from this watery prison.

The morrow was destined to bring quite

“We're

a lot—but not what the school cxpected!

THE END.
(Don’t muiss the amazing developments in
next Wednesday's roustng story of the

flooded school. “ST. FRANIK’S ADRIFT !
i3 pueked with fun and thrills, Make SUFPE
of your copy by asking your ncwsagent to
reserve the NELSON LEFE LIBRARY for
you cach week.) '
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chats with his readers.
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NOTE. | |
remarks as are likely to intcrest the majority.

1} any reader wriles to me,
to FDWY
The Fleetway House,

of very special merit
name,

answer.
, UITE a number of letiers to acknow-
; ledge this week, =0 I think I'll start
‘Q on them at unce, or I shali find the

' page filled before I know where I
-am. There’s one letter that 1 wani to quote
in full, so I am afraid some of you will get
very short answers—or perhaps none at all.
You certainly won’t il I kee: wandering on
like this, filling up lines with nothing.

3 * -

Margaret B. (Stafford), \W. Haye: (Not-
tingham), Harold Brewis (Liverpool), “Two
Tynesiders 7 (Newcastle), George Burgess
(Selsey), Albert Turner (Romford), 1I. D.
lRedd1<=11), M. A.* (Bradford), D). Cramp
(Leicester), Alex. M. Gallie {Dumfries)
“Alf 'Uggins ” (S.E.1), “Vinpato ” (Cork),
W. D. Magee (Strabane), F Burry (W.11),

‘Aida (Sheffield), Florence Young (Liverpool),
A. C. Shepherd (Forest Hill), “Hubert Kelk
(Worksop), Norman Hart]ev {Preston),
J. J. Hoser-Cook* (Poplar), SFL No. 636
(Northay), Junlins N. Harris** (Merthyr
Tydfil), G. Wilkinson (Gt. Yarmouth), Rov
Norman (Surbiton), I.. Dunitz (I1.1), W. J.
Turness (Edmonton), J. Marlow, C. . Tibby,
0. Pearscn, Gordon Hickford and A. . Brad-
shaw (London E.C.) Thomas G. Mercer®
(Liverpool), Charles Malcolm® (Dunfermiine),
R. E. De'l_ssei: (Imvfstoft)*

I am afraid the majority will disagree with
vou, H. ID. You want thes Old Paper to
appear every week with the same cover de-
sign, with no sketeh or drawing whatsoever.
I think you would get rather tired of it

after a few weoks.
*

= *

Now for that letter that I mentioned in
the first paragraph—the one 1 mean to quote
in- full. I dou’t chink it really deserves it,
but I have been challenged by five readers,
and I, at least, think it will be iuteresting
to most of you. So here goes. Thiz i35 the
letter, word for word:

“Dear Mr. Brooks,
“We feel it 18 our duty to remonstrate at
the type of tales you are writing in the

SEKARLES DROOKS, clo . The Editor,
Farringdon Street, London, FE.C.A.
my personal attention, and all will be acknowledged in these columns,

-

shall be pleased to comment upon such

All letters should be addressed
THE NKLSON LEF LIBRALY,
i’fz,sry letter will have
Letters

will be distinguished by a star, thus *, against the scnder’s
Communicalions which indicate writcr's uge arc naturally easier for me (o

k. 8 B.

‘ The majority of your stories
in our opinion, ridiculous. TFor instance,
the * Eldorado,” *Dr. Karnak.’ *MNoat Ho!-
low ’; also the China tales. Then, to crown
them al’, you introduce a fantastic yarn of
Northestria | Surely you do not imagine that
vour recaders are in the puerile stage of life?

r\

NEersoNn LEE.
are,

Another thing, Mr. Brooks, the stories
(series) are too long. Week in, week out,
on they drag. Please let’s have some short,

complete, healthy, sporting tales.

““We do not wish to appear impertinent,
but your fantastic fairy tales must stop il
you are to keep us as readers of your book.
We have been reading for nearly seven years
your weekly, and should be sorry to finish read-
ing it now. You must admit yourself that
your latest series are the limit in sdlmeas. We
must have some drastic alteration in the
yvarns, something definite in reply to this just
criticism.  We challenge you to reproduce
certain parts of this letter in your weekly
chat, replying fully to our criticism.

“Hoping you carefully read, and tuke nole
of what we say,

“We are, yours truly,
“J. Manvow, C. 11. Tinnry, 0. PEARSON,
GorpoN HickrorD, A. E. BRADSHAW.

“P.S.—We do most sincerely hope and trust

that Captain Starkey, that redoubtable prison-

hrealcm is still in gaol, and has not escaped
.tﬁ'dln

Well, there you are—I've quoted the wholo
letter, you five. In reply to your criticism,
L will only point out that, peculiarly enough,
the very series you havo selected for con-
demnation were among the most popular
that I have written, and that I should soon
lose my job altogether if I confined my Wwrit-
ings to matter-of-fact everyday happenings,
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Thrills Beneath the Ocean'!

IR

START RIGHT AWAY ON THIS STIRRING INSTALMENT OF OUR
WONSERFUL NEW ADBVENTURE SERIAL!

Jdim Maitland lives in a small hop in Stug-
more A mysterious man named Stanislaus
Cripps owc# money to the shop, and Jim
determines to collect it. IHe climbs over the
wall of Widgery Denc—Cripps’ estate—and
drops down into the grounds. There he finds
an amnzing machine which i3 something
between « submarine and an airship. Mr.
Cripps i8 on board, and Jim asks him for the
money. 7The man refuses to pay, and before
Jim realises it li¢ finds the machine is in the
air! The machine travels half over the world,
then dives into the ocean. IL teaches tlie
bottom., and then uan astounding thing
happens. For it does not rest on the bed

..'...'llll..l.....'l.‘l.ll.l‘..

The Cavern of Terror.

LL Jim’s instincts urged him to rush to
the companionway and take refuge In
the pilot house; but a very paralysis of
terror seemed to seize upon hijm. He

wanted to cry out, but his tongue stuck to the
roof of his mouth. Never In the wildest night-
mare had his senses plctured a scene so utterly
t-errii‘yin%.

The setting was bad enough—that awe-inspiring
cavern—so vast that tts roof was lost In obscurity
—+the strang> blue atmosphere—the dark murk of

WHIRLED INTO SPACE!

(Now read this wcek’s exciting chapters.)
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of the ocean, but conlinues going down-
wards! Mr. Cripps explains this by the
theory that there must be some kmd of leak
in the ocean bed and that they are being
sucked downwards towards the centre of the

earth. There is not much tinte for specula-
tton. The machine is drawn by a swift
current down a loug, dim carvern and §t is
now floating on the surface of what {18 an
undergrou~d river. Mr, Cripps stops the
machine and they go up on deck. Suddenly
Jimw  touches his cowpanion’s arm. Four
gigantic figures are coming towards them

from the shore!
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oily water on which the Flying Submarine floated—
but those four gigantic ficures that were approach.
ing them, the water rippling phosphorescently
about their enormous limbs, was a very climax
of horror. If only he could get away-—if only he
could take his shrinking body into the pilot
house. Every nerve and muscle cried out for
him to hide, but he could mot move.

“Boy, a remarkable illuztration of what I may
call symmetrical hypertrophy.”

Stanislaus Cripps” voice beomed in his ear,
What he meant, Jim hadn't the slightest idea.
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With an effort of will he managed to turn his

eves away from those horrifying figures which
confronted him. Stanislaus Cripps was leaning

against the mail in an attitude of studious calm.
Of terror or uneasiness he did mot display a sign.
His whole attitude was that of a scientist
inspecting. in circumstances of perfect security,
some very interesting specimens,

" An interesting discovery, boy! We must know
more of this!”

1f Jim had only known it, those were the last
words he was destined 1o lear Stanislaus
Cripps utter for many weary months. FEven as
hie uttered them, the leading giant thrust out
an arm, and &» great hand, the span of which
was over two feet, e¢losed about Jim and lifted
him bodily from the deck. He Kkicked and
struggled, yelling now at the top of hiz voice,
but the effect on his captor was mnch the same
as the wrigglings of a rabbit caught by a game-
‘keeper. The gant held him close to his face
‘u3 if to inspect him. Jim found himself staring
into a cavernous mouth surrounded by greatb
blubbering lips--into eyes so abnormally distended
that they seemed almost as large as apples; and
‘hehind those bulbous lips Le saw great yellow
fangs, three or four inches in length. Perhaps
what was the maost terrifying thing of all, was
the fact that that wvast face was utterly ex-
pressionless. And then the giant spoke, and his
voice, instead of awakinz the echoes of that vast
cavern, was little more than a whisper. One
word he uttered. -

* Kea 1"

That was what the word sounded like to Jim,
but even had he been in the mood to inquire
ciosely into the language that these giants spoke
—which he certainly wasn’t—lie would have had
no opportunity, for the next moment, with an
nlmost disdainful gesture, the giant jerked his
huge arm upwards, and, opening his hand at the
same moment, sent the boy hurlling through

he air like a stone flung from a catapulf.

ITe dropped on his hands and knees in a huge,
soft, slimy pile. He felt his hands grip some
clammy, fleshy substance, that moved under the
impact of his fall. A familiar odour assailed his
nestrils. Dazed as he was, he realised in an
instant that he had been flung on to the pile of
dead flattened fish that those giants had been
removing from the waters with their nets. And
a3 that realisation dawned upon him, he acted
quickly. Clawing with his hands, he burrowed his
way into that vast pile of fish until his figure
was completely hidden from view. Then pant-

ing, he twisted himself into a sitting posture, |

and tried teo recover his breath.

In that strer.ge hiding place, surrounded by
those myriads of dead flattened fish, he was at
least able to breathe. For a moment he was
safe. Apparently those giants had regarded him
as a trifle not worth considering—as just another
fish to be added to the common pile. Ile felt no
anger or resentment at their contemptuons dis-
posal of him  He was only too glad to be alive,
and, for the moment, safe.

But what had happened to Stanislaus Cripps?
Had he dared he would have burrowed out a
peep-hole for himself in the hope of discovering
the fate of hix companion, but for a while e was
too frightened even to moave. He lay there in
the darkness in the terrible stench waiting for
solmféthing to happen—waiting he knew not for
wiiat. :

Of the pazsage of time he knew nothing. XNow
and again there was a thud above his head, and
that jellified mass quivered and slhook as more
fish  were added to the pile. The giants.
apparently indifferent to the fate of .the two
human beings who had invaded their mysterious
world, had resumed their occupations. Gradunally
tha> weight that was pressing down on Jim be
ciame more than he could bear. -

A3 the giant’s néts were emptied at regular
intervals and the pile of fish accumulated, breath-
ing beecame more difficult. He couldn't stay
there to be sufiocated. He began to elaw his way
upwards, stamping desperately on the cascade
of Ash that poured about him, Now at last hLi3
head pierced the outer surface of the pile. He
drew the air into his labouring lungs.

Iooking about him he saw that the pile was
now some twelve feet high. He turned his eycs
in the direction of the water. With a feeling
of ufter despair he saw that the Fiying Sub-
marine had vanished. Perhaps it had been jerked
from the water and flung contemptuously on the
shore as lie had heen—as something obvicusly not
eatable, and therefore of no interest to the
denizens of that stmange world. The Flyinz Sub-
marine had gone. What hope then wwas there of
escape from this subterranean prison?

T And where was Mr. Stanislaus Cripps?

1t was eurous how the fate of his eompanion
touched him  Such @ little while ago he had
looked on him simply as the man who had
swindled his mother out of money. Now Le
longed for his companionship. He would have
given much to have heard his booming voice and
to have seen that red, shagzy beard of his. He
was nowhere to be seen. Like that wonderful
invention of his, he had wvanished.

A Chancs of Escape.

OW that his eyes were getting accustomed
to that strange blue atmosphere, he foun:i
he was able to focus objects at a much
greater distance. About half a mile

away be saw a group of giants seated cross-
legged on the ground in a circle, and he was
able to take in some more details of their
appearance, Save for a loin-cloth they were
destitute of clothing, and their whole appearanco
suggested a certain strange primitiveness.

Into that cirele there presently strode another
giant, distinguished by the whiteness of his Lair
and by a kiond of cloak that he wore over his
bare shoulders At the appearance of ihis figure
the other giants rose and made gestures of
respect. Evidently the possessor of the cloak
was a giant of some position—a man havinz
authority, for the others sunk back on their
haunches, while he stood there gesticulating and
speaking in &hat curiously soft voice, whidh
seemed so incongruous wlhen coming from suci
enormous heings.

What they were talking about, Jim hadn't the
slightest idea nor had he the slightest interest.
The great fact that concerned him was that they
were occupied. Now clearly was the momeni to
escape. Working his way out of his hiding place
he slid down +that slippery pile on the side
furthest away from the giants’ conference. With
his heart in his mouth, he began to run at the
top of his speed—heedless of where he went.
anxious only to put as great a distance between
himself and those monstrous beings, as quickly

az he could.

The shore, he discovered, was littered with
huge boulders, which he was glad to use a3
cover. He sped from one to the other, always
with the terror in his heart that he might be
pursued. Once from the shadows ahead of him
a giant emerged, and Jim crouched down behind
a rock. Oue of those grcat feet missed him by
the fraction of an ioch. He glimpsed five tocs
that were a3 long a3 his hand, and then that
terror had passed.

He crawled on. Now he had gained the buze
of that towering elif which he had seen from
the deck of the Flying Submarine. In the dia-
"tance when he had first viewed it, it had had a

1 greenish appearance, bubt now as he stood quite
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close to it, he saw that it was a dull yellow.
He crept along it, with no definite plan in his
mind, but hoping strangely that he might find
some means of climbing it.

Perhaps in his dazed thoughts there was the
wild hope of escaping to the upper air—perhaps
instinct taking the place of reason urged him to
attempt tha. impossihle climb of six miles to
the earth’s surface. But presently, as he
realised that he was not being pursued—that the
giauts had forgotten his very existence—a more
reasoned plan formed itself in his mind. If only
he could climb some forty feet up out of the
reach of the demizens of this strange world, he
might find some cave in which he could hide.

He concentrated all his thoughts on this plan,
but the wall of cliff seemed unclimbable. He
pressed on, mile after mile, in his wvain search
for some foothold on that precipitous slope.
Once on his left he saw what looked like a
series of enormous cairns, which on inspection lie
discovered to be houses roughly made of
boulders, in which the giants lived. Outslde one
of them @« fire was burning, and over the fire
was a huge vessel im which, obviously, food was
being prepared. - The leaping flames illuminated
the great expressionless face of the giant in
attendance, and at the sight of him Jim
dropped on all fours and crawled for nearly half
a mile before he felt himself safe.

He fought esperately against the faintness,
weariness and desire for sleep that assailed him.
He must find some hiding place first where he
would be safe Ifrom these terrible creatures
before he rested. For two hours longer, his foot-
steps dragging more heavily each moment, he
continued his search of the cliff. He had almost
given up hope—he was moving indeed in a kind
ol stupor, his limps aecting automatically—when
the great wall of rock at his side turned inwards
abruptly. He felt his way round the corner.
The npext instant he had dropped flat om the
ground.

There, scated on a rock, looking like some vast

etatue, was one of the giants. is great hands
were resting on his knees, and his head was

lolling forward on his chest as if he slept. Jim
hardly dared to breathe. lle must beat a -retreat.
Even as he was nerving himself to crawl back-
wards, & strange thing happened. ’

From the blue haze above a small figure Icapt.
So softiy did it land on its bare feet, that .t
made no sound. Lying there Jim watched it
fascinated, strangely <omforted by the sight
of someone of his own stature in that world of

giants. Moving with the Ilithe grace of an
acrobat, the man approached the slumbering
giant. Now Jim realised what he was after. By

the side of the giant was a vessel of yellow metal
in which there was food. Noiselessly the man
approached this. Now he had seized the vessel
and lifted it from the ground. Even as he-did
so the giant seemed to wake, and one of his
great hands snatched at the man, catching him
about the waist. Jim glimpsed the man’s tortured
face as he was lifted in the giant’s grip, and he
heard a ery that was obviously a very human,
pathetic appeal for help.

In a momat Jim forgot all his terror. TIm i3
pocket was an ordinary penkife. It was the only
weapon he possessed. Taking it out he opened
the blade, jumping to his feet as he did so. Then
rushing forward, even as the giant was bending
down to batter out his captive’s brains on t.Bs
rocky grouni, he drove the blade of the knile
into the back of that great hand There was a
squeal of pain. As Jim stabbed again desperately.
the giant opened his hand and his victim
dropped to the ground.

Instantly the man made a dash towards the
face of the cliff. Following at his lieels, Jim saw
him scramble up a slope of some ten feet and
then dive like a rabbit into a hole. He heard
thundering footsteps behind him, and, ducking
instinctively, he saw a huge lhand make a scoop-
ing clutch at the air above his head. The giant,
awakeped from his surprise, was pursuing him,.
He flung himself at the slope of rock, and with
the hopeless feeling that there was no escape—
that he must be caught—he began to clamber
upward. In ancther moment he must be picked
like a smail from a wall and crushed to pieces.
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He could almost feel that vast hand descending
upon him.

"And at that moment, from somewhere just
above him, a stream of flame seemed to leap
:from the living rock. He heard a cry behind
him, and the next instant he was seized from
'above and pulled to the top of that rocky slope.
‘A mist gathered before his eyes; a Tfeeling of
‘weakness swept over him, and in another moment
oulivion clozed down upon his dazed brain.

!.-'l.

The Little People.

F awoke with a cry of terror to find him-

self .ying om some bed, so soft and

warm and comfortable, that for a

moment he thought he must be back in

the Flring Submarine. He sat up, becoming

aware as he did so of a coal fire that was burn-

ing close at hand, its smoke ascending upwards

a3z if influenced by the draught of a chimney.

By its light he saw that he was in some sort of

apartment, the smooth rocky walls of which were

covered with curious paintings. So much e saw

before he became aware of the presence of two
other human beings.

One he recognised instantly as thoe man he
had rescued from the giant. The other was a
girl about his own age, iall and slim with long
dark Dair ana a face that, though strangely
white, was very beautiful. - She smiled at him
w5 he stured at her, and then with a glance at
the man by her side ran to him, and dropping on
yher knees, seized hiz hand and pressed it to her

foreliead.  Befoie Jim could recover from his
surprise, the man approached, grinning in a

fricndly way.

Whoever these little people were—though they
were made in tlie. same proportions as himself,
amd  the man, at any rate, was several iuches

P

taller, he Iinstinctively thought of them as the
“ Little People ” in comparison with the giants—
they were obviously friendly disposed towards
©rim. He grinned back. The mun, whom he saw
now was well advanced in life, began to jabber
in some language that was incomprehensible to
Jim. ;

“ Awfully ssrry old c¢hap, but I don’t under-
stand a word,” he exclaimed presently when
the man paused. :

The man was clearly taken aback. He turned

“to the airl, and for a while they talked excitedly

to one another Then the girl disappeared for
a moment, to return carrying.in her hand a
slah of slate Seating herself by Jim’'s side she
caid something in that curious language, poiut.
ing at the same iime to the slate. MHaving by
this means focused his atfention, <he began tu
trace ficures on the slate with amazing quick.
ness.

Jim watched her astonished. DBy her swiftly
moving fingers a whole series of scenes were

portrayed. There was a very rough drawing of
the eiant, who was cleverly suggested in a stale
of sleep. The pext picture showed the man creep-
mrr out. Bit by bit the wlhole adventure was
portrayed. TFinally Jim himself—he knew the
picture was intended to represent himself becaunse
the girl drew a very impossible caricature of the
hoots he was wearing--was shown clambering up
the rock and the man was again portrayed with
a curious bellows arrangement in <his hand, from
the spout of which some liquid was pouring,.

Having completed this series of drawings, spe
handed the slate to Jim, loocking at him
expectantly Jim had always had a talent for

drawing which he had often used to amuse his
comrades at school. Realising that she wished
him to follow her example, he now tried to
turn hiz skili to some practical account. VYery
laboriously he drew the outline of the Flying

—
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Submaorine, indicating Stamisiaus Cripps and him
self standing on the deck. XNext lie showed the
Flying Submarine in the air and finally floating
on the water Then his task became almost
impossible. How to depict that wild rush from
the bottom of the ocean bed into this buried

world, puzzled him. He drew the Flying Sub-
marine ‘nose downwards. Glapeing up a
little hopelessly at the girl, he saw that her

eyes were shining with excitemeut. She turned
her head and said something as if to call the
man’s attention to this very inadequate drawing.

“Well, you're easily pleased,” Jim remarked to
himseif with a grin. _

In the next picture he tried to draw the Flying
Submarine Hoating on the water surrounded by
the dead fish and the four giants wading out
from the shore. XNo scomer had he finished that
picture, than the girl snatched the slate from
him, and, pushing it into the man’s hand, began
to talk excitedly. The man pointed to the first
picture and then looked inquiringly at Jim.
That look clearly meant: Where do you come
from? Jim raised his hand and pointed upwuards.
The manr put hia ﬂngfer on the very clumsy
representation of the Flying Submarine and then
looked all about him His pantomime indicated
as clearly as if he had spoken that he was
inquiring where that mysterious vessel had dis-
appeared to. Jim replied by wiping out the last
representation of the Flying Submarine from the
slate, and then giving a despairing shrug of his
shoulders.

All this pictorial communication took some
time, and Jir. became suddenly conscious that
he was tremendously hungry. The last thing he
had eaten. Le remembered, had been that break-
fast ne had shared with Stanislaus Cripps on the
deck of the Flying Submarine just previous to
their tragic descent beneath the waves. He
pointed to his mouth. The man and the girl
nodded understandingly, and making signs tor
him to wait hurried out of the chamber.

Left alone 4im had more leisure to examine his
surroundings. By the light of the brightly burn-
ing coal fire—the smoke of which was carried
through an aperture in the roof—he inspected
the curious paintings on the walls. One picture
particularly held his attention.

It portrayed a huge idol at the feet of which
was a big flat rock.
gathered a number of giants. On the rock itseil
stood a very good representatiomn of the white
haired giant he had seen only a few hours ago
addressing his comrades. In the picture this
giant was painted holding one of the Little
People by his hair with one hand, while with
the other he pressed some Instrument to his
throat. It was clearly some sacrificial rite that
was being performed. 'The gigantic priest was
looking upwards, and from somewhere up above,
a yellow streak descended in a slant to the feet
of the statue.

He was interrupted in his study of these mural
paintings by the girl’s return. She carried in
her hand a big shining yellow vessel Ifrom which
came a very pleasant odour. Placing this on the
floor, she indicated with a smile that he was to
cat. Squatting down, the boy fell to with
avidity. The girl watched him gravely unti!
he had finished and then made signs to him to
follow her.

Passinz out of the doorway, which was cut
«from sulid rock, he found himself in a long
tunnel lighted at intervals with rudely constructed
Jamps. Out .. this tunnel spread a net-work of
other tunnels Presently, after covering some
two hundred yards, Jim saw that their further
progress was barred by a doorway, over which
jthere hung a curtain made of some shining
material that glistened like silk. The girl drew
this aside and motioned him to pass in.

Round this rock were |

The next moment Jim found himself in a huge
circular wvault. Round the walls were tiers and
tiers of scats carved out of the rock and rising
one above the other. These scats, he saw, were
crowded with the Little People. Conscious that
~they were all staring at him, he hesitated on
the thresuold somewhat abashed. At that
moment the man whom he had rescued from the
giant appeared from somewhere, and taking his
arm, led him into the centre of this
stadium. Arrived there, he turned with a grave
dignity to the audicnce and began to address
them with evei-growing vehemence. What he
was saying was. of course, unkoown to Jim, but
when preseut'y the man produced from some-
where about his person the penknife Jim had
used on the giant’s hand, he gathered that he
was describing how he had been rescued.

Finally he paused. and theu pointing at Jim
with dramatic effect, shouted something at the
top of his voice. Whatever it was, it seemed to
electrify the audience, for they sprang to their
feet waving their arms and uttering gutiural
cries, The man bowed,. and then turning to Jim
pulled up the sleeve of his.coat, .partly baring
his right arm With a glance of encourazement,
as if to indicate that the action was a friendly
one, he drew a long flint knife and made a gash
in his own arm until the blood. ran. Then he
performed a similar operation on Jim’s arm,
which the boy had the good sense to bear with-
out protest. This done, he let the blood from
his own arm drip oan to the bhlood ocozing from
Jim’s skin. As he did so, the whole of the
- audience started some strange weird chagt.

o ——— -
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‘Things are happening with a vengeance, and
next Wednesday's stunning long instalment of
this great serial i8 packed with amazing events
and thrills. Order your copy of the NELSON
LEE LIBRARY in advance!)
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ENSTRUCTIONS.—Reacier Applying for Mem-
bership, Cut out ‘I'WO complete Application
Forms fromm Two copies of this week’s issue of
THE NELSON LEE LIzriARY. On one of the forms
fill in Scction A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. <he second form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name wnd
address at bottom of form. Both forins are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Ofticer,
The ¥t. Y¥rank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON L=zE
LiBrRARY, Gough House, Gouzch Square, London,
E.C.4. Membher Applying for Bronze Mecdal: 1t
will be necessary for you to obtain six rew
readers for this award. For each new reader
TWO complete Jorms, bhearing the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write your name and address at bhottom of form,
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses out 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. 67.
‘ READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

SECTION ) desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE,
and to gualify for ali such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
of the League, 1 hereby declare that 1 have introduced * THE NELSON
LEIZ LIBRARY and THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE to one new rcader, whose
sisnature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto.  Will
you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with {he
Membership Numnber assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

SECTION MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AW ARDS.

I, Member No............ (zive Membership No.) hereby declare that I have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes me............ (state number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

SECTIO NEW READER’S DECLARATION.

' I hereby declare that I have been Introduced by (give name of introducer)
} ~ sessssnsuransnisessssaniansesnsnasassassasonsssnsenss 10 thiS issue of “THE XNELSON LEE
LIBRARY.”
! \
INSTRUCTIONS.

the form. Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
vou will be sent the St. I'rank’s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers
at once, provided that each pair of forms bears
the same date and number,

Lronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver or gold medals can apply in the same
way as for the bronze medal, filling in Section B.
Every introduction they make will be credited to
them, so that when the League reaches the
required number of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions with
wiich they are credited.

hese Application Forms can he posted for
id., providing the envelope is not sealed and no

| letter is enclosed.

A FEW. OF THE ADYANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You can write co fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outpersts of the
Empire,

You are offered free advice on choosing a

trade or calling, and on emigration *o the
colonies .and depeudencies.
If you want to form a sports or social

club, you can do so amongst local members
nf the League.

You are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking or camping. .

You can qualify for the various awards by
proinotiag Lhe growth of the League.

If you want help or information on rny
subject, you will find tie Chiel Officer cver
ready to assist you.
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Apply Early.

There is certain to
on the Bilver Meduls soont as the news
gets round. 1 advise all readers who are en
titled to them to make early application and
‘so avoid any delay. Those who ar: stiil
working for them this appor-

—_—
B

should take
tunity of roping in new members—none could
fail to be ntnpressed by the stunning new
series of St. Frank’s varns which has just
started i the Old Paper.

A +»Jolly Tribute.

“It is a dinkum badge.” That is the ver-
dict of R Stephens, PP.0O. Stores, Woodville
Road, Old Guildford, N.S.W. Much obliged
1o this correspondent for his checry note.

But So It Is!

I.. Hammond, of Barsleyv, says he cannot
understand  how  Mr. Brooks “manages to
write a complete tale cvery sweek, especially
considering the length of cach one.”” 1 am
sure Mi. Biooks will approciate this tribute.
Some achicvements do leave us wondering,
hut the explanation is generaly found
the single word, “grit.”

Not Likely!

“I do hope that you will not be disgusted
when you learn that 1 am a gnl,” writes a
Luton veader. Far frem it! This corre-
spondent’s letter showed a wide range of

interests, including  stamp collecting  and
photography. The writer wants to travel,

but is doubtful whether this ambition can be
realised because of duties at home. It is the

same wtih myriads of us, so we jJust go
voyaging on the s.s. Imagination, or book
a seat in the Flying Thoughtman. And,

after all, duty, even if it keeps one pinned
to a desk ot a work-table, is no bad thing.
Another Lost Badge.

As i duty bound 1 am sending a new
hadge to an llford member whose badge has
just gone! But we don’t want badges to be
lost. Anyway, I am sure that a new reader
will be forthcoming for the second replace-
ment badee. But where do missing articles
ot ? Perhaps they all join up In some un-
discovered country where lost property of
all sorts foregather and has a good time.
» You never know, you know!

Ask the Farmer.

Several members have written asking about
their camping out. Campers-out must get
permission  before they pitch their  tents.
This is seldom refused. A farmer is usually
perfectly willing to allow holiday-makers to
stay for a night or two on his land, but he
does expect the place to be left as it was
found. No Tlitter should be left about.

be a tremendous rush |

A Film Expert.

A J. Anderson, 55, Elirida Crescent, Bel-
lingham, 5.15.0, has .nade the study of the
cinema his hobby. fle is intensely interested
in all that concerns the pictures. It 1s a first-
rate thing to speeciulise in this way. It may
lead to far more than a hobby.

————

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

V. Landau, 300, Harrow Road, Padding-
ton, W.2, would be glad to hear from rcaders
who are interested in staunps and railways
and who understand French. All  letiers
answered.

Sydney Smith, Penfold Lane, Secartho, nr.
Grimsby, Lincs, wishes to correspond with
readers 1 (Canada.

W. R. Allsopp, Windmill Ilotel, Stafford
Street, Dadley, Wores, wishes to hear from
members 1n his distriet.  He also wishes to
obtain back numbers of the N..l.. before
No. 137, and especially No. 266.

Keith Ditterich, 177, St. John Street,
L.aunceston, Tasmanta, Australia, wishes to
correspond with stamp collectors in any part
of the British IKmpire and the United States.

AMiss M. Howe. Hill View, Denbigh Road,

Luton, Beds, wishes t{o correspond with
1-9:1(]61;5. Interested in  iravel and sports.
Overseas readers specially asked.

(1. Buist, Comely Bank, Ponderlaw Street,
Arbroath, N.B., wishes to correspond with
readers who are interested in electrical work
and ecleetrical secience.

John D. Cope, 30, Main Street, Stapen-
hill, Burton-on-Trent, Staffs, wishes to corre-
spond with readers, especiall - those within a
radinsg of fifteen miles of Burton.

John Shichell, 65, Bond Sireet, Stirchley,
Birmingham, wishes to hear from readers
in his district who will help .orm a club.

E. Stureeon, 18, Claremont Road, ITands-
worth, Birmingham, wishes to correspond
with readers about football and railways.

H. W. M. Eames. 37. Onslow Road,
Rochester, Kent, wishes to corfespond with
readers interested in  pholography with a
view {o exchange prints,

HOW TO GET YOUR SILVER MEDAL.

All hoiders of BRONZE MEDALS who have
qualified for SILVER MEDALS (see instruc-
“tions on Application Form opposite) and wish

to exchange their medals for the higher
award, should send their bronze medals,

accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope
to tine Chief Officer. the St. Frank’s League.
e/o the NELSON LEE LIBRALRY, Gough
House, Gough Squzre. London, [.C.4. The
SILVER MEDALS will then be 3ent to them.
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THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

GRAND VOLUME OF SCHOOLBOY-FUN AND THRILLS !

' This Splendid Story of the

- Remove at St." Frank'’s is
packed with exciting inci-
dents.

Sl
~__ MONSTER
 LIBRARY No. 16

| Prlce One ‘Shllhng
Get a Co_py TO—DAY

1t 18 Now (1 the
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ACCESSORIES AND NEGI}SSITIES
FOR STAMP COLLECTORS, ALSO
62 DIFFERENT STAMPS & ‘GUIDE
Tweezers, British Colonials, 100 Titles of Countries,
C2 Different Stamps (50 Unused), Stamps, Mounts,
cte. Send Postcard only requesting .\nmovals 5

LISBURN & TOWNSEND London Rd., Liverpool

 1 '6 THE BULLY BOY 1/6

1'1 r1|]

J-xhol

."u 10

Nepealer .
Pea Pistol. Fires e =

vea 25 feet at the rote ﬁ

F 100 a minnte. A regnlar 2=
l wlkel Lewis CGian H'whr 1ickel
cacll in box o wilh ammnnfition.”
siioofer than you have
=anl e and don’i

ELELIRT L ST R

finislhi;
: ) A hetter
cver 1:3*1_ belore
i~ OHr 1
aial postags Gli u\H.\

sognick-

J. BISHOP & CO.; 41, Fiusbury Sq., London E.C,
TO +THOSE REQUESTING - " Anproval
" Shieets—=50 different .Stanps, - Metal Water

FREE mark Detcetor, and a Yest Pocket Case,

R. WILKINSDN COLWYN BAY.

A lnw AND THE BIKE

i YOURS

1 supply the iinest Covenlry
built ¢ycles on 14 days’ ap-
proval,packed freeandcarr,
A\ paid, on reseipt of smailde-
v 1! posit., Lowest cash prices, or
i coasy payment terms, Write JUR
= ‘or Free BEargain Lists NOW, 4"

NNt e
C UT THIS OUT

‘NELSON LEE'" PEN COUPON. VALUE 3d.

Sond 5 of these coupons, with only 2'9 (and 2.1, stamp)
271l Lo the PLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street,
B C 4. By-returnsyen willoreccive i@ handsome lover
lling PL‘.E:BT POUNTAIN PEN wiih <ciid zulq
(ine, medin,  or broad),” usually  10:6. Fleet

Ry 111*&4-, or .

z.u

withh & coupous only 2,9.
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|
\
|
|
|

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE : WORLD

3R are \.nn Pd for the ‘wtamlm Class (from which
s luetions are made for the Wireless Telegraphy and
Rignaliineg Branches). Age 155 to 1641 years.

MLEXN also are reguired for ae

NEAMEN (SPECIAL SE MIL‘!} Ange 18 to 25
STOKERS & ... e v Ane 18 to 25
ROYAL MAR I\l, I'U[‘t | P Age 17 to 23

GOOD PAY. == ALL FOUND.
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

Recruiling Staff Officer, R.N.
Strect, Birmingham; 121,
13, Crown lerrace, .DolWwaia.

(annmcr Place, Liverpool: 55,
S.W.1: 289, Deansgate, Man-

Ilill, Neweast le-on- Tyne; ar 6,

Quecn’s Park, Southampton.

Apply by lotier to the
and R.M., 5, Suffolk
Yicloria Sureet, Bristol;
hill, Glasgow ;. 30,
W hitr u.lil l.ondon,
s Fee] 116 Rye
W ak_mm.:trm Te rrace,

DON'T BEE BEULLIED

Send 4d. Stamps for Two Splendid
<. Illus, Lessoars in Jujitsu; the Won.
8 derful Japanese art of Self-Defence
& without weapons. DBetter than boxing
g or any science invented. ILearn
_to take care of yourself under
ga111 circumstances: and fear no
man, Monster large Illus.

| Portion for P.O. 3*9 Send Now to *“ YAWARA "

(Dept. A.P.', 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Felth a,m.gii:i:diesex
{Abroad 1/including

300 STEMI;—S FOR ﬁd' Ajrpost, gTriangular,

Old Tndia, Nigeria, New South Wales, {ruld Coast, cto.
W. A. WHITE, Engme I.a.ne,I.YE Stourbrldge.

Helight Ingreased 5/ Complete
. In 30 Days. = Coursa,
No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dietlng,

The Melvin Strong System NEVER FAILS,
Send stamp for particulars am:i testimonials, -
—MELVIN STRONG, LTD. (Dept. 8), 10,
Ludgate Hill, London, Eungland.

Be sure and mention ‘' The Nelson Lee
Library ' when communicating with
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