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, shot through the air and

plunged into the placid river !

Sawkins charged forward madly at Nipper, who realising he stood no chance against the big, bullying
The man blundered over him with terrific force

| bargee, ducked adroitly.

l
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

“Yo-heave-ho I”" The Boysof St. Frank’s have a rousing
time as bargees in this stunning long complete yarn.

CHAPTER 1.
THE BARGEES IN CAMP!

APTAIN JOSHUA PEPPER removed
‘ the aged briar pipe from his mouth,
thoughtfully” scratched his chin with

the stem of it, and gave voice.

“Bust me if I ever see the like!” he said
firmly.

Having made which remark, he put the
pipe back into his mouth, leaned more {irmly
on the gate, and contemplated the view with
a sort of dazed astonishment for five solid
minutes.

Unquestionably, the view was worth con-
templating. The River Nare stretched along
just in front of the gateway, and this particu-
lar reach was one of the most picturesque
along the whole stream. Meadows and fields
rose undulatingly into the distance, and the
opposite bank of the river was lined with
graceful willows.

To add to Captain Pepper’s contentment,
the April morning was delightfully sunny and
warm, and on every hand there were eloquent
signs that spring had arrived. It was, indeed,
more like an early summer’s morning.

Immediately behind Captain Pepper stood
the quaintly-gabled building in which he had
just breafasted—in other words, the Three

Anchors Tavern. Through one of the open
windows came the sound of the landlord
humming throatily as he polished a few
glasses.

But Captain Joshua Pepper listened to none
of these sounds. He gazed at none of these
gems of scenery. His whole attention was
given fixedly to a couple of barges which had
evidently. moored against the river-bank over-
night., Captain Pepper had retired very
early, and he had not seen their arrival. He
seemed to be making up for his omission
now.

The two barges were moored to the bank,
one behind the other, and smoke was rising
cheerily from a camp fire on the grassy river-
bank. A party of bargees were evidently
preparing breakfast. Captain Joshua Pepper
removed his pipe again; once more he
scratched his chin with the stem, and
observed that he was busted if he ever see
the like. Apparently, Captain Pepper was not
a man of vivid imagination, and he was apt
to repeat himself,

However, he made a bigz effort, and pro-
gressed fairly well.

“Thirty year I bin on this ’ere river, an’
I don’t reckon there ain’t a barge but wot
I ain’t seen,”” he declared. ‘‘But I'm dinged
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if I ever come across the like o’ this! No!l”’
said Captain Pepper. ‘‘Not in thirty year!”

He addressed the view with some vene-
mence, and then had another look at the twa
strange barges. He tipped his dingy peaked
cap on one side, rubbed his bald spot, and
shook his head dubiously. After” that he
proceeded to stroke his chin for a minute or
two. But none of these operations solved
the riddle which so intrigued him.

“It ain’t naturall’”’ he said complamingiy.
““Darn my hide if it is! Seems like T'll ’ave
to make a few inquirations into this 'cre!
That’s wot I’ll ’awe to do. It ain’t natural!”

He was evidently in no hurry to make his
inquiries—for he took a firmer hold on the
top of the gate, and watched the operations
in the ceighbouring camp. The bargees, in
particular, attracted his attention. DBeing a
bargee himself—of thirty years’ experience on
this very river—Captain Pepper took a
friendly interest in these strangers.

They didn’t appear to be ordinary bargees.
There was something a little different about
them. One, a rather stout individual, was
performing conjuring tricks with a frying pan
over the camp fire. And another bargee near
by thought fit to protest.

““Good gad?’ said this denizen of the river.
“Kindly refrain from splashing the good old
bacon juice over the landscape, dash you!
I mean to say, a chappie likes to be grease-
less, even if he is a bargee!”

““Can’t be too particular, Archie,” replied
the cook cheerfully. ‘Who says bacon?”

Apparently, everybody said bacon at once,
and there was a bit of a scramble for the
spoils. And Captain Joshua Pepper, having
heard a few echoes of the aggrieved bargee’s
remarks, shook his head in blank bewilder-
ment.

““‘Beats me!”’ he said, looking into the bowl
of his pipe with an injured air. ‘‘That’s wot
it does! DBeats me ’oller! Boys! A parcel
o’ young schoolboys wot don’t know the d:if-
ference a-tween a ’atch an’ a anchor! Bust
me if I ever see the likel” _

Undoubtedly there was some justification
for the worthy man’s astonishment. Such
bargees as these had never been seen on the
River Nare before. There appeared to te
about twenty of them—ten from each barge.
This was another cause for comment. Cap-
tain Pepper had seldom had more than two
men with hign to form his entire crew.

The camp was quite happy, judging by
the sound of the cheery voices and the shouts
of jaughter which occasionally went up.
Breakfast was a leisurely meal. too, and no-
body scemed to be anxious to proceed with
the labours of the day.

““This is the best idea we’ve struck for
vears!” said the captain of the barge Pene-
lope. “There’s no need to tell you fellows

that it was my suggestion in the first place
)

‘“Rats!” said one of the others.
Handy! It was Nipper’s idea.
about it hefore you did.”

“Dry up,
He spoke

The captain of the Araminta grinned.

““All right,”” he said cheerily. ‘“‘Don’t let’s
argue about it. Handy can take the credit if
he wants it. But, to be perfectly truthful,

I believe we both received the brain-wave at
about the same minute.”’

‘“Anyhow, it’s better than being at St.
Frank’s, where everything’s flooded out,”” said
one of the other bargees, as he helped him-
self t. a-slab of bread. “ Archie, kindly shove
the butter this way.”

‘““Absolutely,”” said Archie Glenthorne,
“Some foul miscreant has littered the good
old cow-grease with tea-leaves, but I under-
stand that we’re supposed to wink at these
dashed things.”

And breakfast went on comfortably. The
Schoolboy Bargees of St. Frank’s were un-
questionably having a high old time.

CHAPTER 2.
CAPTAIN PEPPER PAYS A CALL!

A ORNIN’, young gents!”’

: Dick Hamilton and
several of the other juniors
glanced round as they
heard the greeting. They
beheld a short, sturdy man of elderly aspect,
dressed in a weather-beaten reefer suit, and
a shiny peaked cap. His face was lined and
wrinkled, and seemed to be of the texture of
leather. He was smiling jovially, and his
eyes had almost disappeared behind the
puckering wrinkies which surrounded them.

“*Good-morning, cap’n!’ said Nipper
genially. ““Fatty, a cup of tea for the visitor!
AMake yourself at home, cap’n!”’

Nipper had taken an instant liking to this
weather-beaten cld river man, amd the ‘other
juniors were regarding lim with approval,
too. There was, indeed, something very
attractive about Captain Joshua Pepper. lle
seemed to be the soul of good nature and
joviality.

“Weli, bust me if ye ain’t real gents!” he
said, as he removed his pipe, and regarded
the circle. ‘*Mind ye, I ain’t inquisitive, an’
it ain’t my ’abit to put meself where I ain’t
wanted: Joshua Pepper’s my name, young
gents—Cap’n Joshua Pepper, of the barge
Gladys.”

““‘Pleased to meet you,”” said Reggie Piit.
**This is Cap’n Handforth, of the barge Pene-
lope.  And here, on my right, we have Cap'n
Hamilton, of the barge Araminta. The rest
of us, of course. are merely the smaller {ry
—the crews. We all greet you, Cap'n
Pepper.”

““Absolutely " said Archie. **What-ho!
Under the circs, oid spicy one, we’ll waive
the matter of personal introduction. 1 don’t
usually chat with chappies unless the formal-
ities hiave been observed, but I’ve heard that
bargees aren’t o frightfully particular,
what 2’ '
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remarked Captain

ttI

“Bust my eyes!”

Pepper.
““I beg your pardon?’” said Archie.
mean, what?”’
‘“ Beats me ’oller!”” said the mariner.
Nipper grinned.
““I expect you're wondering why we St.

Frank’s chaps are in charge of the barges,-

eh?”’ he asked. ‘‘Is that it, cap’n?”

“Young gent, that’s just wot I am won-
derin’,”’ declared the skipper. ‘‘Never did I
see the like o’ this ’ere—not in the ’ole course
o’ my thirty year on this blamed river! Fair
took me all of a ’eap, you did, as socon as
I set eyves on ye!”

“By the way, where’s the Gladys?”’ put in

ITandiorth. “I don’t sce any sign of her. If
you're going up river, cap’n, you might come
along—-"’

“The pore old
Gladys ain't exackly
’erself,”’ interrupted

Captain Pepper, shak-
ing his head, and sit-
ting down on an up-
turned pail. “Ran into
a wharf, she did.
when this busted flocd

come along. Under-
goin’  rcpairs, young
gents, an’ won’t be
ready till next week.

*Atelul, that's wot it 1s.

Me stuck ’ere at the
Three  Anchors, w7t
nothin’ ¢’ do. I allus
wos a man wot liked
work. That’s me!”
“You can join our
crows !” said Pitt
promptiy. “Anybody

who 1s fond of work 1s
always welcome.
Church. pass Cap’'n
Pepper another cup of

“IHa, ha, ha!”
skipper looked
round the aircle, smil-
ing.

“But 'ere I am, a-talkin’ about meself, an’
I’'m still fair mazed at you young gents beiu’
in charge o’ these ’ere barges.”

“Well, il's not a long story,”” said Nipper
cheerfully. ‘‘“We’re from St. I'rank’s, cap’n.
You know St. Frank’s College, I suppose?”’

f %‘he skipper scratched his goatee thought-
ully.

“That there big sahool down the Stowe,
ain’t it 7” he asked.

“Yes—on the right, a mile before you get
to Bellton.”

“Darn me df ye ain’t right!’’ declared Cap-
tain Pepper enthusiastically.

“We're  discovered!” murmured Pitt.
“And I thought we were fooling everybody
that we looked like real bargees!”

“The flood hit St. Frank’s pretty hard,
captain,” went on Nipper. ‘“No need to tell

you all the details; but it so happened that
there were no masters on the spot, and the
whole sclicol was marooned.” '

“I know,” said Captain Pepper, nodding.
“I krew a fellersonce—Joe Briggs, ’is name
was, from Wappin’., Or was it Rotherhithe?
Joe Briggs was marooned once. A fair
knock-out, young gents, accordin’ to -wot Joe
tells me. Out in the Pacifie, arter one o’
them cyclones. It secms that Joe was
washed away on & ’atch »

“Iixactly!”  said  Nipper soothingly.
“We're all sorry for Jee Briggs, but he
doesn’t scem to be in the picture. I was
saying that St. Frank’s was marconed. The
flood hit the school with tremendous force

The cheery old salt who has many

exciting advenfures
Franlk’s bargees!

when the reservoir burst. I suppose you
heard about it?”

‘“"Eard about 1it?”
said Captain Dcpper.
“Wasn’t I on the Stowe
when it . ’appened?
Mind ye, I was up
river, so the old Gladys
didn’t get caught. She
rammed the  wharf
arterwards =

“ Anvhow, we had a
few days of pretty
tough going, con-
tinued Dick, realising
that it .was unwise to
give Captain Pepper an
opportunity of rambling
on. “A crowd of us

15 ]

thought we'd escape,
and we built a sort of
ark.”

“A ark?” repcated
the skipper.

“Yes,” said Hand-
forth. “It was my
1dea.”

‘““ Borrowed, with com-
pliments, from Mr.
Noah I’ explained Pitt.

“You fathead! This
ark of mine——"

““ As a matter of fact, it was only a barn,™
satd Nipper, rather spoiling the effect:
“You see, we had rescued these two barges
from the flood earlier. We fcund them
drifting away without any crews, or any-
thing.’

Captain Pepper cocked an eye at the two
vessels,

“Can’t say as I know ’em,” ho said.
“Rummy, too! There ain’t many barges wot
I ain’t familiar with. They're noo—that’s
\w;'ot it 1s. Ain't bin on the river long, I
s’pose.”’

“They belong to the
Haulage Co., Ltd. e

‘““Ay, good people!” nodded the skipper.
“Fust-class owners, by wot I've ’eard.
Good pay, an allus pﬁznty o work. O
course, the Gladys is my own barge. As
trim a little craft as ever you see.”

“Well, these barges were dcrelict, so we

with the St.

Caistowe Water
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roped them in,” explained Nipper. ‘“But,
as there wasn’t room enough for everybody
who wanted to go, we managed to get a
barn aboard.” ,

Captain Pepper scratchedighis head.

“A barn?” he repeatéd.” “Bust me, it}

don’t seem nateral!”

“Well, as a matter of fact, *it wasn’t
natural,” grinned Nipper. *‘The barn was
derelict. too, and practically jammed herself
in position. We only needed to do a bit of
hoisting, and luck did the rest. We started
off down the river with the idea of getting
into Bannington, but the wind was against
us, and we -were blown into the main
current.”

“Ah!” said Captain Pepper significantly.

““And the long and the short of it was, we
were taken right down to Caistowe and out
to sea,” said Nipper. *‘‘That was the night
of last Saturday, and since then we’ve been
coming up the Nare!”

“Wot I can't understand is ’ow you got
up the river,” said the captain. ‘At sea, ye
was? I ain’t never ’eard the hke! T once
knew a feller from Bristol wot was blown to
sca In a barge, but ’e¢ went ashore on the
Cornish coast somewhere, an’ there wasn’t
nothin® left but splinters. The pore feller
was in 'orspital for nigh on——"

‘“We had some trouble at sea,”” Nipper
cut in gently. “The two barges, you sce,
were lashed together, and the barn was a bit
rockyv. Still, we managed to tip -the whole
contrivance overboard, and the barges were
allowed to separate. And in the morning
some fishing boats came along, and took
most of the crowd to Caistowe. The rest of
us decided to stick to the barges, and to
take them back to the owners.”

‘““‘Salvage!” explained Handforth. “That’s
what we're after!”

CHAPTER 3.
CAPTAIN PEPPER SIGNS ON!

¥ APTAIN JOSHUA PEP-
PER rubbed his bald
spot.

“Salvage, eh?” he said.
“Well, I'm busted!”

Handforth was looking red. He suddenly
noticed that ninctcen pairs of eyes svere re-
garding him with fierce, concentrated
cenisure,
nobody should breathe a word about the
salvage idca. And Handforth had trotted it
out with all his characteristic forgetfulness.

“Oh, crumbs!” he gasped. “I—I'd over-
looked—— I mean, the fact 1s Salvage?”’
He laughed scornfully. “What rot! Of
course, anybody’s liable to make a joke!”

Nipper grinned.

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” he said.

“Yes, Captain Pepper, we're after salvage,
Might as well be perfectly frank about it.
After the main crowd had been rescued, ten

It had been previously agreed that,

of us stayed on each barge—as prize crews,
you understand.™

“That’s dashed good,” =aid Archie.
““Prize crews, what? That is to say, the
pick of the good old bunch!”

““No, Archie, it’s just a term,” grinned

Nipper. “It means that we're in charge of
these vessels until we can hand them over to
the real owners, We saved them from de-
struction so we can claim the legal com-
pensation for bringing them back.”

“Ye're right there,” agreed Captain
Pepper, nodding. ‘““Salvage, ¢h? Ten years
back I knew a bloke named Jerrvy Binns, a
nice-spoken bloke, too. In the North Seca
fishin’, ¢ was. An’ one day ’e comes acrost
a steamer without no cap’n or crew aboard.
S0 ole Jerry sez to ’is mates, ’e sez: ' This
'ero tub is ours, an’ll we'll get the salvage.’
The idea wasn’t bad, but ole Jerry didn’t
know nothin’ about steam. So when ’e piled
the blamed steamer on a sandbank, an’ she
broke ’er back, there wasn’t enough words in
the English langwidge as Jerry could use—
an’ 'e was a fair trier, too. Well, arter ’c
got ashore—"

““ A*sad story,” said Nipper. ‘ Our hearts
bleed for Jerry Binns, but as all this hap-
pened ten years ago, I dare say he’s got over
it. We’re more interested in matters of
moment.”

Captain Pepper nodded.

“But ’ow,” he asked, “did ye get these
craft up river?”

“Well, the tide was runnming strong, and
we were practically carried ashore on it,”
explained De Valerie. “Nipper got busy
with some local fishermen, and they helped
us to haul the barges into the river, And
since then we’ve been acting as bargees.”

“Jolly bhard work, too,” said Handforth.
“Lugging these great things up stream has
been killing.”

‘“Not to you,” said Church tartly. ‘As
skipper, you seem to think that your job
is to stand on deck and give orders. We're
thohchaps who have to trudge the towing-
path.”

“Well, you needn’t argue,” said Nipper
pacifically. “That’'s the position, Cap'n
Pepper. I knew we couldn’t get the barges
back to Caistowe direct over fifteen miles of
sca, so I thought it rather a good scheme to

get into the Nare, and then up to the
junction of the Stowe.”
“A darned good 1idea, too,” said the

mariner. ‘‘Bust me, if you boys ain’t a set
o’ voung wonders! Takin® these ’ere barges
back to their owners for salvage! Reminds
me o’ some boys dewn at Southend——"

“Weo've heard that the river- is safely
navigable all the way up,” went>on Nipper.
““Is that right, cap’n?” .

“Wot, the Nare?”

4 ¥es ¥

“Like a pond,” declared the skipper.
“ That's wot she’s like. We didn’t

'ave no floods on this river.  Not likely!
Leastways, not wot you might call floods.
She rose a bit, mebbe, an’ some o' the
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meadows was covered. But we didn’t get
nothin’ like the Stowe got.”

‘““Have you heard anything fresh about the
floods?” asked Handforth.

“Ay, they're goin’' down,”

“Good egg!l”

““A man come along yesterday, an’ sez the
Stowe ain’t no more than f{ive feet above
normal,” went on Captain Pepper. “This
'ere fine weather is wot’s done it. Another
day o' two, young gents, an’ there won’t be
no floods.”

“Then you think we shall be able to navi-

gate the Stowe all right?”
Y1 ain’t so sure,” replied the skipper
significantly.  “I ain’t the kind o’ man to
dishearten anybody, but I =ain’t 8 sure.
Bust me if I am! A tricky business, young
gents—that’s wot it is.”

“Oh, we'll manage—"

“In the fust place, these 'ere barges ain’t
moored like wot they ought t’ be,” continued
the skipper severely. “It didn’t take me
long to see as ’ow you was amatoors. It
am’t so bad goin’ up stream, mind ye. Jest
‘ard work. Dut when ye get't’ the Stowe
1 ain’t so sure. Like as not ye'll ’ave
accidents.”

“Accidents ?” .asked Hand{orth.

“Mebbe ye'll wreck both these ’ere
barges,” said Captain Pepper.

““What I like,”” said Pitt, “is your cheery,

comforting note.”’
The old skipper looked at him, and
f!‘O\'n.‘Il{!d.

“I ain’t kiddin' of ye, young gent!” he
replied. “I'm jest tellin’ ye the truth. Like
as not ye'll meet wi' disaster—unless, o’
course, ye've got somebody wi' ye wot under-
stands the ’andlin’ o' barges, an’ the navi-
gation o’ fast-runnin’ rivers.”

“H'm!” said Nipper thoughtfully.
was afraid of it, you fellows.
Pepper’s right,”

" Oh, we shall be able to manage,” growled
Handforth. “We've brought the barges
along so far, and there’s no reason——”

“By Jove!” said Nipper. *“How about
vou, Captain Pepper 1’

“Me "’

“You say you like work, and your own
barge is under repair,” went on Nipper.
“Would you like to come along with us,
and lend a hand ?”’

- Captain Pepper removed his pipe,
trowned.

“Who, me 7’ he said slowly.

“Yes, you’ve had thirty yecars’ experience
n the river.” ”

“Dust my eyes!”™ said the -captain.
“ Blamed if it ain’t an idea! Never struck
me, mark ye! I wasn’t askin’ for no——"'

*“Of course not,”” said Dick. “We know
that, cap’'n. But it scems to me that you're
just. the right man in the right spot—and at
the right time. We could do with you just
now,”

“I'll come wi

4 I
Captain

and

ye!” declared Captain
Pepper promptly. “1 won’t take no com-
mand, nor interfere wi’ your own arrange-
ments—but I'll jest advise ye. I ain’t as

young as I was, an’ wot strength I got 'as
gone to me 'ead! I’m willin’ to come along,
an’ tell ye wot t' do when the time comes.
An’ I don’t want no pay for it either!” he
added gruffly. *“It’ll be a ’oliday. If there’s
one thing I ’ate wuss’n another, it’s to spend
day arter day in a bloomin' pub! Fair gives
mc the 'orrors, it does. The river fer ‘me,
me lads, every time! Yes, I'll come wi ve,
an’ 1 don’t want no pay. So don’t rilé me
by offerin’—-"’

“You’ll have to take your equal share of
the salvage,” dcclared Nipper.

“Not me!” said the captain indignantly,
“I didn’t 'clp to salve these ’cre barges. I'm
offerin” t’° come becos I'd give anythink t’
get away from that there landlord o’ the
Three Anchors! Now, if ever I sce a fool
in my life, that bloke There was a man
down at Litile Sidcott once—mate of a sailin’
barge, ’¢ was. Name 0o 'Arr;,r Riley. One
day ’e come t’ me an’ arst—"’

“Tell us another time, cap’n,”” said Nipper,
jumping up. “It’s up to us to push off.
The morning’s going and we're not. How
long do you think it’ll be before you can get
ready 7”’

“Who, me?”

‘i}res.ji

“I'm ready now,” replied Captain Pepper.
“It'll take me two minutes t° get my kit,
an’ 1'll be out ’ere afore ye can unbend t’
ropes.”’

He went off with a cheerful nod,
Nipper looked relieved.

“Well, that’s that!” he said contentedly.
“I’ve been worrying about a navigator ever
since we started, and Captain Pepper’s the
very man.”’

and

D e Y
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CHATPTER A.
HANDY SPENDS HIS SHARE

LTHOUGH they had in-
tended telling  nobody
about the salvage idea,
all the schcolboy bargces
were relieved and happy

to have Captain Joshua Pepper with them.

Nipper, in particular, was aware that a

weight had been lifted off his mind.

He and the rest were game enough to take
their chance, but Nipper had always felt that
the project might collapse, once they rcached
the junction of the Nare and the Stowe.
Hauling the barges up the Nare was a simple
matter, and it was almost impossible to go
wrong. The stream was flowing with more
force than usual, but it was by no means
difficult. There werée plenty of hard workers
to trudge along the towing-path.

But when the Stowe was reached, the story
would be different.

The fork was rather a sharp one, for at
this point the Nare branched off in one direc-

tion, whilst the Stowe took another. And
the barges from that point, instead of going
up stream, would rift down. And the

Stowe, as Nipper was well aware, was still
in flood. It was a great relief to know that
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a man of vast experience was with them.
Under his guidance, there could be no pos-
sibility of disaster.

And all the juniors had taken to Captain
Pepper, too. He was such a jovial, smiling
old boy. His rcluctance to take any part
of the salvage money was genuine. In fact, he
repeated several times that he would regard
the whole adventure as a holiday. He was
at a loose end while his own barge was being
repaired, so why shouldn’t he travel with the
boys, and let them have the benefit of his
experience?

And so, after half an hour’s delay in get-
ting started, the Araminta and the Penelope
proceecded on their way up stream, one about
a hundred yards behind the other.

The Nare was broad here, and the current
easy. 'The boys found it possible to take the
work in shifts, five at a time. Handforth &
(o., after an hour’s spell, sat on the after-
hatch, resting their aching muscles, Reggie
Pitt and Jack Grey were there, too. The
other five members of the Penelope’s crew
were at the tow-ropes.

Handforth regarded them scverely.

“Lazy beggars!”’ he said. “They're not
putting their backs into it. We're dropping
behind, Nipper’s barge is two hundred yards
ahecad now, and if these slackers kecp on like
this, we shall be a mile behind at dinner-
time.”

“Three of them are Third Formers, don’t
forget,” said Church. *“ Give ’em a chance!”

**What difference does that make?” de-
manded Handforth. ‘“My minor’s as strong
as I am—and so are those cheeky chums of
his. It’s just plain laziness.”

“Well, don’t worry,” said Titt. “The
Araminta’s easing down a bit now. They're
changing the watch, and it’ll give us a chance
to make up the leeway. Excuse the nautical
terms, but one is apt to get into the habit.”

“Salvage!”” said Handforth dreamily.
“Jolly decent of old Pepper to refuse his
whack. It’ll make a difference of a hundred
pounds, more or less, to us!”’

““ A hundred pounds?’ said Church.

“Something like that.”

i Some;thing,” said Pitt, ‘““but not much.”

“Eh?

“In fact, not a bit like it!” continued
Reggie. ‘“ Are you kidding yourself, Handy,
that we're going to get about two thousand
pounds salvage moncy for these barges?”

“Kidding myseif > repeated Handforth.
“0Of course not! We shall get it! At a
rough eslimate, I suggest threec thousand
pounds salvage for the two!”’

“ At a rough estimate 7’ asked Church.

*Yes.™

“Very rough!” said Church.

“Of course, 1t might be more,”” went on
Handforth abstractedly. ‘“Anyhow, I know
what I'm going to do with my five hundred
quid.”’

“Your which?”

“My five hundred quid.”

““Are you proposing to take a sixth share
of that three thousand, all to yourself?”’

asked McClure indignantly. “Five hundred
pounds into threc thousand only goes six
times, Handy—and there arc twenty of us!”

“Twenty !™ said Handforth, “ By George'!
I—I hadn’t reckoned 7

“It'll be something in the nature of a
hundred and fifty pounds ecach—if we geot
the three thousand,”” said Church, after a
painful mental struggle.

“Oh, rats!’ frowned Handforth. ‘That's
rotten! Still, I dare say I shall be able to
manage. I'm not saying anything abeut my
Austin Seven—nothing against 1t—but 1t's
not large enough. TI'm proposing to buy a
big car with my sharo of the salvage money.”

“Why not get a motor-bus while you’re at
1t suggested McClure sarcastically., “'Why
11(:it “lkc the whole three thousand quid your-
self ¥

“PDon’t be funny!®’ said Handforth curtly.
“With a hundred and fifty pounds, I can
pick up a jolly good car. 1In fact, I can got
one for much less. With the rest, I'm gomng
to refurmish Study D.”

“ Good-morning, Mr. Everyman!” mur-
mured Pitt. “ What can we do for you to-
day? We'll furnish your study throughout,
and if you can’t -manage the first mstalment,
never mind! As for the monthly payments.
spend them in the tuck shop. We trust
you !”’

“You—you babbling ass?’
forth.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Aren’t vou going to furnish by casy pagy-
ments 77 asked Pitt, in surprise.

“No, I'm not !’ snorted Handforth. “I'm
coing to spend a lot of the money en decora-

tions.”’

“In Study D?”

u'&?esl::

““No need to spend money on it,”’ said Piit.
“I’ve seen lots of decorations in RStudy D,
when you’ve been busy with your fists.
Church and McClure have been decorated in
the most wonderful colours——"’

“Rats!” interrupted Handforth. ‘“The day
before that giddy flood came, I was planning
to re-paper the study, and I haven’t given
up the idea.”

“I think it'll need re-papering now,”’
orinned Church. ‘‘No study is improved by
heing filled with water for a week or two.
But the school authorities will do that, you
fathead!”

“Of course they will—after a style,’
ITandforth. “But it won’t satisiy me!
I’m going to do my own decorations.”

“ And I'll bet they won’t satisfy them!”
declared Pitt. ‘‘Take my advice, Handy, and
wake up.”’

““Wake up 7>

“Yes, you’re in a trance,”” said Pitt.
“This three thousand pound vision of yours
is only a mirage. You’re staring at 1t long-
ingly, and you can see it in the distance.
But when you get there, it’ll be a thing of no
substance., Wisdom by R. Pitl—free, gratis,

122
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“I’ll punch your nt;se if you don’t get off this barge ! ’’ exclaimed Handlorth, thrusting his beefy fist under

fawkin’s nose.

The blusiering bargee was finding that these schoolboys weren’t alraid of him, for all his

sixteen stone !

CHAPTER 5.

HANDY THINES OTHERWISE!
B |

DWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH looked scornful.
“If that’s what you call
wisdom, you can keep it!”

Of

‘;,?’
%

he said tartly.
“ Alas!” sighed Pitt. ‘Wasted words!
what use is 1t to cast pearls beforo swine

“Pearls?”’ jeered Handforth. ‘*Do you
=all those words of yours pearls?” .

“J leave that for others,”” said Pitt
modestly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

Church and McClure were howling, but
Handforth couldn’t see the joke.

“Never mind!"” said Pitt gently. “It’ll

save a lot of trouble if we change the sub-
ject.”’
: “You silly fatheads——"' Handforth
paused, and his face went red. ‘“Why,” he
gasped. ‘“What the You—you rotter,
Pitt! What's that you said about casting
pearls before swine?”’

“Merely a famous quotation——

*“You called me a pig!”’ hcoted Handforth.

“Now, I ask you,”” said Pitt, waxing indig-
nant, and appealing to the others. “Did I
call Handy a pig? Did I?7 Thank goodness
I've got three witnesses. Speak up, and hear
me out. Did I call Handy a pig?”’

“No!”" said the three, in one solid voice.

Handforth breathed hard.

&

““You distinctly said ” he began.

“It’s no good, Handy—you can’t accuse me
of things like that when I’'ve got three wit-
nesses to bear me out,”” continued KReggie
Pitt. **And I maintain what I said in the
first place, too. You’re looking at a mirage.
That salvage money won’t come to a tenth of
what you’re dreaming.”

““What!"” ejaculated Handforth.

“If we collect three hundred pounds net,
we shall do well,”’ said Pitt.

““Three hundred pounds net!’’ echoed Hand- -
forth. "‘But—but that’ll only be—— Lemme
see! Twenty of us, aren’t there? Great
Scott! That'll only be twenty pounds
each!”

“Go down to the bottom of the class!” said
Pitt sternly. '

“Kh?”

H“Take two hours’
arithmetic!”’

“You silly ass

“Mental arithmetic was
weak suit,”’ said Church.

““YWhat d’you mean—weak suit?’’ demanded
Handforth., *“ We’re not talking about -suits!
'l ﬂdmit I’'ve pot a few tears in my bags

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““I meant cards, Handy—a weak suit

“Cards?”’ gasped Edward Oswald,
always took everything too literally.
the dickens mentioned cards?”

““Never mind,”” said Pitt. “Let’s continue
about the salvage money. It’s an intriguing

detention for rotten

12

always Handy’s

72
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topic. So full of visions. Fifteen pounds each
will be the figure, old man, if we get three
hundred. But, in my bumble opinion, we
shall be pretty lucky if we cash in with a
tenner each all round.”

““Sixpence!” yelled Handforth.

“I said a tenner—not a tanner!” frowned
Pitt. ‘I don’t use those low, common
terms.””

Handforth breathed hard.

““Rot!"”" he said. *“You’re dotty!
the good of ten quid to me?”’

“We’ll take your share, if you like,”’ said
Church .obligingly.

““Oh, you will?”’ hooted Handforth.

“‘Well, you said you didn’t want it—""

‘““Ten pounds!” snapped Edward Oswald.
“Why it’s silly pifle! Two barges like these
—practically new-—and salved from certain
destruction |
and trouble, if we only get ten quid each

““ Ah, but what about the romance of it?”’
asked Reggie, waving his hand towards the
green meadows. ‘‘What about the call of
spring? Have, you no soul for poetry,
Handy 7*

““ Poetry 7’ repeated Handforth. *‘‘If you
start reciting poetry here, I'll chuck you over-
board !”’

“Lost!”” sighed Pitt. ‘Well, let’s pay a
formal visit to the Araminta, Jack. I'm in
the mood for one of Captain Pepper's
reminiscences. He seems to be causing much
hilarity among the others.”

And the chums of Study K leapt lightly
ashore from the slow moving barge and joined
the group on the Araminta’s deck. The
bargees who were hauling this craft made
sundry selfish remarks concerning the added
load, but Pitt and Grey treated these com-
ments with the indifference they deserved.
Captain Pepper was turning out to be a great
talker, and many of his yarns were, indeed,
highly diverting.

Handforth & Co. remained on the Penelope.
Edward Oswald had relapsed in his former
state of dreaminess. Probably he was think-
ing of the money that was coming to him—or
that he thought was coming to him. Or
perhaps he was only making some artistic
plans for the redecoration of Study D.

““Perhaps you’re right, Handy,’~ remarked
Church, after a while. ‘‘It does seem a bit
of a sweat, you know. Hauling these giddy
barges for days and then getting only ten
quid each!”

‘“Not worth the candle,” agreed McClure.

““Eh?"* said Handforth, starting out of his
abstraction.

“It’s not worth the candle,”” repeated Mac.

‘““What’s not worth the candle 7’

““Salvaging these barges,” said Church.
“Think of all this hard work, and all this
inconvenience. If we had gone with the other
fellows we should have been home by now,
enjoying the holiday.”’

“Holiday ' repeated Handforth.
d’you call this?”

What’s

S

“What

It isn’t worth all this labour

“It’s more like seven days’ hard labour!”
said McClure, with feeling. “*We shan’t get
more than ten pounds each, and, by gum, we
shall earn it!”’ ‘

Handforth regarded him severel:.

“Harn it!” he repeated. ‘‘You mercurial
rotter |”

““I suppose you mean mercenary?’ asked
Mac.

““You needn’t quibble about a word!”
roared Handforth. “I’m ashamed of you!
Wanting money for doing a good turn to the
owners of these barges. We're Boy Scouts,
aren’t we '@

“Well, yes,”” said Mac feebly.
just now—"’

.“‘Once .a Boy Scout—always a Boy Scout!”
said Handforth firmly.

““I suppose you’'ll be leading your troop
when you’re ninety ?” asked Church.

““Boy Scouts are supposed to do good turns
without expecting tips, or any payment of
any kind,”” insisted Handforth. ‘“Look at
Captain Pepper! Is he expecting any pay-
ment 7"’ '

“First time I knew he was a Boy Scout,”
said McClure in surprise.

‘““He isn’t, you howling ass!”’

“But you distinctly said—"’

“I’m talking about money!’ roared Hand-
forth. ‘*As I said before, I’m ashamed of
you! You ought to be only too jolly glad
to help this good work along without expect-
ing a penny! Why this river life is a holiday
in itself. We're enjoying ourselves, aren’t
we 77 '

“Of course we are,”” said Mac. ‘“‘But
Churchy and I were only agreeing with what
you said about the salvage money. We shan’t
mind if we don’t get a red cent. But you
seem to want a bit more.”

““He expects the owners to make him a
present of the barges!”’ said Church sarcasti-
cally. :

Handforth started. .

““Oh, well, of course, that’s different,”’ he
said, realising that he was in a trap. ‘‘When
it comes to salvage money—— H’m! Perhaps
you're right' Tt might be better to wait
uptil we deliver up the barges. And we shall
be Oﬁllthe safe side, if we expect no salvage
at alll”’

“Now and again,” said Church. “you seem
to have a grain of sense in that chunk of
concrele yvou call your head.”

= ._,-\i
-\ \—wj
ol __.a,/-/

“But not

CHAPTER 6.
THE STOWE ONCE MORE!

— Q" VENING found the two
barges moored snugly
7 against the left bank of

the River Stowe, just at
the junction of that stream

e

——

with the Nare.

The schoolboy bargees were satisfied.
They had hoped to get t this point by
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nightfali, and had previously decided to camp
here. DBut without Captain Joshua Pepper’s
help, and without his advice, it is doutful
if the object would have been achieved.

All day the genial old bargee had made
his influence felt. To most of the fellows,
it seemed that he had lazed his hours away,
talking and smoking, and doing nothing to-
wards the actual work. But a word here,
a suggestion there, had worked wonders.
Nipper knew, at all events, that Captain
Pepper’s presence was of very material
value.

He knew exactly what to -do at every
awkward bend, and at the locks alone his
presence on the leading barge was a boon
and a blessing. Without him the boys might
have had a great deal of trouble. With him,
all possible difficulties were smoothed away.

In the first place, he knew precisely how
to act, and, in the second place, the lock-
keepers were all old frlends of his. He had
known them for years, and at the first sight
of him they put themselves out to help.

Nipper needed no further proof that Cap-
tain Pepper was a man to be trcasured. He
was liked everywhere. Not half an hour
passed on the river without somebody shout-
ing a cheery welcome to him. 7The old
skipper’'s popularity was a sure proof of his
sterling character.

So, at the end of that day, tired and satis-
fied, the schoolboy bargees made camp on the
river bank. '

The weather was so fine that they preferred
the open air to the stuffiness of the cabins.
Indced, there wasn’t sufficient room in the
cabins. When il came to sleeping, they occu-
pied the holds.

QOf course, at the commencement of this
trip, they had laid in suppliecs. They had
plenty of food—for the cargo of one barge
consisted of grocerics and provisions—mostly
{inned goods. Archie Glenthorne and two or
three of the other moneyed fellows had
cheerfuliy * . hacked out,” and mattresses
and bedding had been procured, to say
nothing of a supply of crockery and cooking
utensils. And the fellows were reveliing in
new laid eggs, milk from the neighbouring
farms, and other delicacies. They had re-
cently had their fill of tinned stuff!

The weather remained glerious, as though
April had made up its mind to work over-
time to compensate for the wretched rains
ol March. It was real spring now, and the
bright sunshine and the clear skies had an
invigorating influence on the schoolboys.

“I'm longing to get to St. Frank’s again,”
remarked De Valerie, as they sat round the
camp-fire. “l want to see if the old school
is high and dry cgain. What's the betting 7”’

“I wouldn’t risk my oldest boots on it!”
said Pitt. ‘“The Stowe Valley was flooded
so thoroughly that it might take weeks for
all that water to drain away.”

“But there’s no sign of floods here,”” said
Grey.

“* No, we’re miles above the reservoir,” put

was stuck on that

in Nipper. *“The floods are the worst below
that point. But, somehow, I’ve got an idea
that we shall get a pleasant surprise when we
go past St. Frank’s to-morrow.”

“To-morrow ?” echoed Val. “Think/we
shall get there to-morrow?” :

Captain Pepper reckons we shall pass the
school some time during {he afterncon,”
replied Nipper. ‘ Perhaps we shall have to

camp there, or even higher up. It all
depends how the floods are.”

“There never ain’t no tellin’,” observed
Captain Pepper. “Sometimes a flood will

hang about for weeks, an’ then, ag’in, some-
times it won’t. With this ’ere weather, the
valley ought to be dry ag’in within a few
days. But I’ve known floods wot didn’t shift
for a month.”

“Let’s hope this isn’t one of them,” said
Handforth.

“I was once stuck on a mudbank for five
solid days,” said the skipper reminiscently.
““That was when I ’ad old Sam Trotter wt’
me as mate. A rare bloke, was Sam. Dead
now, pore ole feller! Thought ’e was doin’
somethin’ clever by retirin’ from the river
an’ takin’ up a job as potman in a Caistowe
pub. The pore ole feller started chuckin’ a
chap out wot was too full. An’ the chap
chucked ole Sam out instead. [ didn’t know
anythin’ about -1t till arterwards, or I'd
a-sent some flowers to the funeral. Ole Sam
might a-bin alive to-day if ’e’d strcc to ole
Gladys.”

“Good gad!” said Archie,.
widow 1s bearing up well ?”

“Widder ?”’ said the skipper.
about my barge.”

“Oh, absolutely!” said Archie.
mean your barge! Sorrow!”

“Me an’ ole Sam ’ad a rare time when we
mudbank,’” continued
Captain Pepper. ‘“The wust of it was, our
food give out towards the third day, an’ we
looked like a couple o’ starvin’ cscarecrows
on the fourth.”

“Well, let’s take a stroll round, you fel-
lows, before turning in,” suggested Nipper,
getting to his feet. “We all want to be up
early, so we must be in our blankets soon
after dark.”

Two or three of the other juniors voted
for the stroll. Many fellows were washing
up, and doing the genecral work of the
camp—it was their turn for these duties.
Everybody had had an excellent supper, and
they were feeling very comfortable and
content.

The day had been a hard, strenuous one,
and it was some satisfaction to know that
there would be no towing on the morrow.
For the barges would be going down-stream,
and would only have to be kept under
control.

Nipper was accompanied by Sir Montie
Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson, and
they strolled along the towing-path leisurely,
going towards a riverside inn which was just
visible round the bend. There were big locks

“I trust the_
“I’'m talkin’

“Yonr
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at this junction of the two rivers, and it
seemed to be a kind of hamlet.

“ Dear old boys, it’s a frightfully good idea
to take exercise,” said Sir Montie, “but it
seems to me we’ve had a good supply durin’
the day. I may be wrong, of course——"

‘““A little walk after supper is always bene-
ficial,” said Nipper. “ Besides, look at the
scerery! By Jove, what a gloricus evening!
Isn’t 1t ripping to see a real break in the
weather at last, and to know that Easter will
soon be here? And then, after that—
cricket !

“Rather!” said Tommy Watson. * Cricket!
Qur football has been messed up pretty badly,
but cricket will have its compensations.
hope to goodness our pitches won’t be
ruined. Little Side might be nothing better
than a bog, you know,” he added anxiously.

“Nature’s a wonderful restorer,” said
Nipper comfortingly. * She does an awful
lot of damage one week, but before you
know where you are; she’s repaired it all.
This warm, dry weather is an example of it.
Nature feels ashamed of herself, and she’s
making amends.”

‘“ Begad, old boy, you’re absolutely right,”
said Sir Montie. *‘This sort of rippin’
weather 1s not due for another ‘wo or three
weeks., It’H make a wonderful difference——"’

He paused, glancing severely at a man who
was looking over a neighbouring hedge.

“TFrightfully bad form!” went on Montie,

“Staring at us, you mean?”
Nipper. *“We mustn’t be offended.
rummy-looking bargeeg, you know.”

The inquisitive individual was a few yards
farther on. The river lay on one side of
the broad towing-path, and a hedge on the
other. There were some allotments, or vege-
table gardens, beyond. The lights of the
inn were just beginning to twinkle in the
dusk ahead. A few stars were beginning to
brighten the dying sunset. There was no
breath of wind, the air was mild, and the
whole of Nature was at peace. It was such
a contrast to the weather of the previous
week that it seeined too good to be true.

“Half a minute, young shavers!”

Nipper & Co. glanced up and found that
tlile man behind the hedge was addressing
them.

We're

CHAPTER 7.
THE REAL OCAPTAINB!

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-
WEST was shocked.
“I hope the chap isn’t
addressin’ us!” he mur-
mured. “I’'m a -
tempered fellow, but when it comes to %(:‘:::i,n’
addressed as a ¢ young shaver® -"
“You from them barges?” asked the man.
There could be no doubt of it now. Nipper
and his chums paused, and found that the
man was nodding down-stream to the spot
‘where the Araminta and the Penelope were

murmured |’

moored. This fellow was no river-dweller,
but struck Nipper as being a farm labourer.
‘““As a matter of fact, we are,” replied
Nipper, secing no reason why he should
withhold the obvious information. i 61
course, we're St. Frank's fellows really.”
h‘;’I,?rom the bhig school down by Bellton,
ch? :

e .‘.?ES »
““Thought you was somethin® a bit
different from the usual,” said the man,

“My rame’s Hooker.”
“Pleased to meet you!” said Sir Montie
stiffly. ““I think we’ll stroll back, old boys

“Just a minute,” interrupted Mr. Hooker,

He was a2 man who evidently belonged to
that section of the community which believed
itself to be the perfect equal of the best.
Not that the juniors desired to be “sir'd ”
every minute. They much preferred conver-
sation without it, This man, however, was
so obviously a good-for-nothing that they had
no desire to continue the conversation,

“Just a minute,” repeated the
““What’s the names o’ them barges?”’

“Frightful nerve!” breathed Sir Montie.

““One’s the Araminta and the other’s the
Penelope,” replied Nipper.

Mr. Hooker slapped his thigh.

“1 knew it !’ he said triumphantly,.

“Then if you knew it, what did you want
to ask for?’ demanded Watson bluntly.

““I knew it; but I wasn’t sure, if you seo

man,

what I mean,” replied Mr. Hooker. “I
reckernised their cut as they was comin’
round out o’ the Nare. I knew I’d seen

them barges afore, though I never knew ’em
to come up the Nare.”

“You seem to be full of information,” re-
marked Nipper drily. “I suppose you live
here?”

“That’s my cottage,” said Mr. Hooker,

pointing vaguely in the rear.

“Charming, I’'m sure!” said Nipper.

““There ain’t many barges 1 don’t see,” de-
clared Mr. Hooker. “I’'m allus here of an
evenin’, workin’ at my land. By gum!
Ole Sawkins an’ ole Clamp ’ud give some-
thin’ to know about these ’ere barges.”

“Clamp?” repeated Nipper.

“Sawkins?”’ said Watson.

“Ay!” said Mr. Hooker mysteriously.
“Never did 1 expect to see these ’ere
Bar;ﬁes agin. } know somethin’ aktout ’em, I

o!

“Is it something very bad ?” asked Nipper.
. He wasn’t particularly curious, but he saw

1 no reason why he chould not draw this man

on. The juniors had been wondering for
some dayes how these two barges had come
to be derelict on the flood. They had
sssumed that the vessels got adrift during
the worst part of the flood. It might be as
well to know the actual truth. Mr. Hooker
seemed to know what the truth was.

“Bad?” he repeated. *“It’s what I'd
call disgraceful !”

“Begad!” said Montie.

“But I'm blessed if I can understand why
they come up the Nare,” added Mr. Hooker,
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“DAD READS IT NOW!

“Laugh! [ teel like bustin’ when I think of it. My old dad
says to me the other Wednesday : ~ What the dickens is that
paper you've got there? You're always reading it—lemme
have a look at it!’ Right in the middle of a Jack, Sam and
Pete yarmn I was, too. He grabs the BOYS' REALM off-te
and rants on: ° You sit there chortling and chuckling like you
were reading something funny ! Pack it up and go out and chop
some firewood for your mother!” So I goes out and chops
wood. When | looked through the window. there was my
dad with his nose dug right into the old REALM, grinning like a two-year-old.
Took it off to work with him, he did! 1 wondered what dad would say when
he came back, and I looked at him when he came in. He was grinning, an’
he says: ‘That chap Pete’s a regular lad—got any back numbers, son?’
"You could ha’ knocked me down with a-sledge-hammer when he said that,
an’ when I went up to bed he was looking at last week’s copy! Now he
reads the REALM regular on Wednesdays—gives me the tuppence for it

Boys

and all | ”
JhE
Every s

Wednesday

OF SPORT & ADVENTURE

Price
Twopence

scratching his head. ““That’s what beats
me! The last 1 saw o” them barges they was
on the Stowe ’ere, an' 1t was took - for
granted they’d drifted down the river and
got wrecked. 1 thought they was out in the
sea by this t:me. an’ surk to the bottom.”

“It it’ll give you any satisfaction to
know, they would have beern. at the bottom
of the sea but for us,” replied Nipper. “We
saved them, and, as the Nare was not in
flood, we came up that way.”

“Oh,” said Mr Hooker, *““I That’s
how it is, 1s 1677 -

“Yes, that's how it 1s,” said Nipper.

He knew that his chums were regarding
hire. with disapproval, but he had an object
in continuing this conversation. After all,
it really made no difference, for the school-
boy bargees were making no secret of their
salvage efforts. Nobody could stop them so
long as they remained in possession of tho
btarges. The vessels were theirs by right of
salvage.

“1 know something about them barges, |
do,” declared Mr. Ilooker grimly.

“So you remarked before ” replied Nipper.

“What’s more. Sawkins an’ Clamp would
give their right ‘ands to know that them
barges are safe an’ sound,” continued Mr.
Hooker. ““Thev'd give a vear’s pay for iust
one sight of 'em!”

““We should know what the dickens you're
driving at a lot better if you told us who
Sawkins and Clamp are,” put in Watson.

see !

“Captain Sawkins is the skipper of the

"Araminta an’ Captain Clamp is the skipper

o’ the Penelope,” replied Mr. Hoocker. “(Q’
course, they ain’t real capn's—not what you
might call capn’s. Just bargees. As ripe a
pair of blackguards as ever 1 saw!”

“Then they don’t associate with Captain
Pepper?” asked Sir Montie,

Mr. Hooker shook his head.

“Old Pepper wouldn’t look at ’em,” he
replied. ““In fact, 1 don’t believe ’e knows
'em—they am’t bin on the river long.
They =ain't our sort, either—not them
drunken sort. The landlord of the Angler
might iike ’em, but nobody else don’t. Not
as I’'m all in favour of old Pepper,” he
added. '*A decent ole man maybe, but a
bit stuck-up. Many’s the time I’ve wished
'im ‘ good-evening,” but ’e ain’t ‘’ardly
looked at me!”

This struck Nipper as a good indication
of Captain Pepper’s excellent judgment.
“BSo Sawkins and Clamp don’t seem
popular?’’ he asked.

““They’re a pair of wrong ’uns!’” declared
Mr. Hooker, lowering his voice, as though
Messrs. Sawkins and Clamp were crouching
behind a hedge somewhere. “I’ll tell you
how them barses came to be driftin’ on the
flood derelict.’

“Now you're talking!” said Nipper.

“Them barges was moored a mile or two
down stream.” continued Mr. Hooker. * You
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remember when the flood first started? Well,
them two was up ’ere, in the Angler, both
'arf seas over. The landlord went to ’emn, an’
warned ’em what might ’appen, but they
didn’t take no notice. Rainin’ cats an’ dogs,
it was, an’ the river risin’ every hour.”
- *And they left their barges unattended?”
asked Nipper, in surprise. “Weren’t the
ciews on board?”

“On board?” said Mr. Hooker scornfully.
“They was in the pub, too! Sawkins an’
Clamp was so soused they didn’t care what

appened. It didn't worry them whether
the river took ’old o’ their barges, or
whether it didn’t. They were too drunk to
care |

+“And do you mean to say that they could
have saved those barges?’

“Q’ course they could,” replied Mr.
Hooker. “Easy! Didn’t the landlord warn
’em? If you don't believe me, go an’ ask

him,” added Mr. Hooker, pointing to the
inn. “Go an’ ask him! He'll tell you just
the same as me. Them blackguards chucked
them barges away, an’ everybody round ’ere
knows it!” -

CHAPTER 8.
THE BARGEES DECISION!

e (R LN
pEG [PPER was convinced that
il  this man was telling the
truth.
- His vehement sugges-
- tion for them to verify his

statements by appealing to the landlord was
eloqrert: He would not have invited such
corroboration unless he had been absolutely
sure of himself, But Nipper thought it just
as well to make absolutely certain.

“Did you see these bargees?” he asked.

“Bee ’emi1” laughed Mr. Hooker.
“Wasn't I in the tap-room all the evenin’?”

“I can quite believe you were,” said
Nipper promptly.
“All the evenin’,” insisted Mr. Iooker.

“That’s where I was—right in the ‘ap-room.
T know ~hat I'm talkin’ about, young fellers!
Everybody was gettin’ the wind up about
the floods, an’ lots o’ bargees were ’urryin’
to look after their craft. But Sawkins an’
Clamp didn’'t care tuppence—ncr did their
crews, either. Soused, they was,” added
the man, as though he hadn’t sprung this
surprise before. “Roarin’ drunk!”

“This was in the evening, you say?”

IiYes.’l

““And when did Sawkins and Clamp tind
out what had happened to their barges?”

“Why, not until the next mornin’,” re-
plied Mr. Hooker. “ You see, they was stay-
in’ at the Angler, scein’ as they was held up
bty the river, an’ couldn’t go any further,
That’s why they got sort o’ careless, like.”

““And are they stopping at the Angler
now?”’ asked Nipper quickly.
“Not likely!” said the other. “They

cleared!”
“After they heard . what their drunkenness
had reculted in, eh®”

‘the Araminta was gorn.

“If you ask me,” said Mr. Hooker, ‘“‘they
was ashamed o’ themselves. I don’t wonder
at 1t, neither. It would ha’ bin easy for
them to ’ave saved them barges from driftin’
into the valley. They only needed proper
lookin’ after.”

“Well, we're in charge of the

now——"

“And good luck to you!” said Mr,
Hooker, nodding. ‘“Them fellers don't de-
serve bein’ in charge o’ such good boats. 1
'ear they've bin trampin’ up an’ down the
river for miles, tryin’ to find out where their
craft ’ad got to. O’ course, they never "oped
to find ’ein,”™ he added. “Old Sawkins was
well nigh off his nut when ’e found out that
An’ old Clamp
swore somethin’ awful when there wasn’t ng
Penelope to be found.”

“Well, they only got their deserts,”
growled Watson. “They shouldn’'t desert
their barges like that. I expect they’ll get
the sack!” _

“More like they’ll get prison!” said Mr.
Hooker. “Criminal neglect—that's what it
was. But it wouldn’t surprise me if them
fellers came along this very minute,” he
added, looking up and down, “It wouldn't
surprise me in the least. They’re somewhere
round these parts. Dursn’t go back to re-
port, nor anythin’ I” _

“Oh, well, thanks for the information!”
said Nipper. “It doesn’t matter to us, of
course, how the barges got adrift, or who
was in charge of them. We found them
derelict, and we’re going to hand them over
to the owners.”

They nodded to Mr. Hooker, and strolled
back towards their camp in the deepening
dusk.

They found the two barges snug for the
night, with a good many of the fellows
already preparing for sleep. Handforth gave
Nipper & Co. a curious glance as they
stepped on board,

- “Who were you talking to?’’ he asked.

Nipper bricfly explained.

“I'm not surprised,” said Handforth, at
last. “In fact, it’s just what we expected.
Two jolly fine barges like this couldn’t get
adrift unless there had been some beastly
carelessness.”

“But they’re ours!” said Church.

“Of course, they are !” replied Nipper. * It
makes no difference to us. At the samo time,
it’s a bit comforting.”

“What’s comforting ?”’ asked Handforth.

“To hear this.”’

“You don’t understand,” said Nipper.
“Supposing we had discovered that the
skippers of thesc barges were sound, honest
chaps, who had lost them through sheer ill-
luck? Quite possible, you know. During
that first night of the flood, any barges

barges

might bhave got adrift.”
“Well 77 ] -
“Well, there you are!” said Nipper.

“We should have felt pretty rotten if we
had come across two kindly old bargecs like
Captain Pepper. In fact, we should have
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folt uncomfortable about remaining in

charge of 'em!”

“Yes, I see what you mean now,”” agrced
Handforth, nodding. “As we know what
rotters these men are, we're perfectly casy
in mind about demanding salvage, eh?”

“That's it,” said Nipper. “These boats
were abandoned by incompetent and un-
worthy captaine. Sawkins and Clamp de-
scrve the sack, and we needn’t feel any
pangs.”’ '

“J don't feel any pangs,” retorted Hand-
forth. “I’ve changed my mind about that
salvage. When I get my three hundred
pounds "

“Your what?” |

“My ten pounds—"'

“That’s better!”

“When I get my ten pounds, I shall hand
it over to some of you other fellows,” said
Handforth generously. “The fact 1s, 1
shan’t be comfortable in keeping it.”

“There’s nothing uncomfortable in keep-
ing what yvou haven’t got,” said Church.

“¥ won’t touch a penny!” roared Hand-
forth. .

“By Jove, that’'s not a bad iden,” said
Nipper thoughtfully. “Why not all follow
Handy’s example? Why not get this salvage
money, and hand it straight over to the
Flond Distress Fund 77

“The which?”

“Fand it over to relieve the bardship in
Beliton, narticularly,” went on Nipper. “If
we're lucky enough to get two or three hun-
dred pounds, that’ll be a nice slice of money,
and we shall feel that this ealvage work of
ours has been worth while!”

Archic Glenthorne beamed through his
monocle. '

“If T may say so, laddie, the schemec is
sound.”” he declared. “ Absolutely gilt-
edged and bound in half"Morocco! One cf
the ripest schemes that has come under our
notice for some time.” ’

“Hear, hecar!”
“Let’s give the money to Bellton.”

]

“When we get it,” added Nipper. “And
if we get it.” .
“There’'s no “1f’ about it!” exclaimed

Handforth egrimly. “If this money is going
to charitv. the owners will have to pay up
pretty stifflv! We can haggle with them,
and demand the utmost penny! It would be
pretty bad form to do it on our own
account—but for charitv we can demand
practically what we like.”

Some of the fellows felt just a shade dis-
appointed at the prospect of losing the
money they had already snent in their mind’s
eye. Then they remembered the terrible pic-
ture that Bellton had presented—flooded ¢o
deeply, that the picturesque little village had
almost vanished.

They turned in, curiousgly content.

In a way, it was a relief to know they
wouldn’t get any money for themselves—it
saved all bother of wondering how much

| again.

cach share would come to. And it made
them feel rather good when they thought of
the distress that this salvage money would
alleviate.

CHAPTER 9.
FOR INFORMATION RECEIVED |

lounged againsf the bar in
the tap-room of the
Angler. An hour- had
- passed since his chat with
Nipper & Co. and he was now enjoying that
evening recreation which he felt was his due.
Naturally, his conversation turned on the
subject of the schoolboy bargees.

“’Kard about them barges?” he inquired
of the landlerd.

“Yes,” said the landlord.
Hooker.
for goed.”

“That’s what I thought, too,” agreed Mr.
Hooker. “DBy gum! I wonder what old
Sawkins'll say when he finds out?”

“It doesn’t interest me what he'll say,”
'said the landlord. “And it oughtn’t to in-
terest you, either, Hooker,”” he added
sharply. “It strikes me you're too fond of
interfering with other people’s business!”

Mr. Hooker was aggrieved.

- “Sawkins an’ Clamp was drunk that night,
wasn't thev?” he demanded.

“It's none of your affair!”

“Yes, but wasn’t they?”
man. )

“I haven't denied it,” growled the land-
lord. “If it comes to that, they were drunk,
and T don't want to sce them in my house
After what happened about those
barges. those fellows ought to be glad to he
out of the district.”

“Then T was right, Mr. Williams,” said
the man. “From the very first. T said it
was a disgraceful thing for them rotten
bargees to be drunk when they ought to ’ave
been lookin® erter their hoats.” )

“Ho!” grinned Mr. Williams.
calling the kettle black, eh?”

“What do you mean?”
Hooker aggressively.

“You’ll do!” grinned the landlord.

Mr. Hooker thought it wise not to pursue
the subject. and he felt rather reluctant to
order another pot of beer. He went out of
the inn shortly afterwards, and turned along
the towing-path, in the opposite direction >
where the barges lay. He had a little errand
to go on before returning home, and it took

“Funny thing,
I thought those boats were gone

persisted the

“The pot
demanded Me.

him out beyond the limits of the tiny
hamlet. - )
“Blamed nuisance !” he muttered. *“Just

like the missus to want that chicken to-night.
Wimmen are all the same—can’t never wait
for anvthing, Like as not. I'll fall in the
river, an’ get drownded.”

“In this pessimistic fragne of mind, and with

a sense of injury weighing upon him, Mr.
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Hcoker continued his walk. And he hardly

noticed a group of six men coming towards

him, until he nearly collided with them.
“That’s the Angler,” he hecard a gruff

voice saying. ‘‘About time we come to i,
too.”

Mr. Hooker stopped dead.

He recognised the voice of Samuel

Sawkins. And, in a flash, he knew that these
men were the two bargees and their crews.
Mr. Hooker experienced a sensation of
triumph. Hadn’t he told those schoolboys
that Sawkins and Clamp might come along
at any minute?

“Evenin’, Cap'n Mr.
Hooker.

The group of men paused. In the dim
dusgk, two of them ecould be recognised as
the skippers—both of them wearing shiny
peaked caps. The other men were a nonde-
seript auartotte, wearing blue jersevs heneath
their jackets. "'hev were not typical river-
men. Sawkins and Clamp were of such a
type that they naturally gathered the worst
ahont them.

“Who's that?”
the two skippers.

“Mo—DBill Hooker.”

“Never ’eard of vou!”
Sawkins contemptuously.

“Me, neither!” declared Captain Clamp,
with conviction.

Mr. Hooker felt 1.ore injured than ever,
and in his r:sentment he made a remark
which conld ﬁcarco?y be termed a hamw one.

““Never earl o’ me!” he satd. “Wasn't
1 in the Angler with vou that night when
your barges got adnft" y

“I don’t want to ’ear nothin’ about that
night!” snarled Captain Sawkins aggres-
sively,

“Nor me, rerthar !” agreed Captain Clamp.

They were fecling utterly weary, and hardly
in the m»dod for couversation with a man
who was a perfeet stranger to them, Truth
to tell, thay neitner remembered much about
that fatal night. IFor days they had been
wandering about, hoping to gain =ome in-
formation ccncerning the Araminta and the
Penclope.

But all their efforts had been in vain.
To-day, they had been laboriously inventing
a false story, which, they fondly hoped,
would cover up their guilt. They had not
reported to their owners yet, and were afraid
to do so. They were living in doybt and
misery.

“You ain’t ’eard nothin’, I suppose?”’ sug-
gested Mr. Hooker.

*No, we ain't!” snapped Captain Sawkins.

“Well, [ ’ave!™ said Mr. Hooker.

. The words bad the effcet he desired. For

the bargees were about to push on. In fact,
they had been about to push Mr., Hooker with
some violence at the same time. But they
checked themselves.  Sawkins, a big man
with a red, aggressive, bloated face, pushed
his head forward Cgptain Clamp, a wizened-
lonking rasecal. followed his example.

Sawkins,” said

demanded the burlier »of

said Caplain

““What’s that?”’ demanded Captain Sawkins,

“I thought mebbe you ’ad ’eard somethin’
about them barges o yours,” remarked Mr.
Hoolker, disliking the attitude of these men.

“'lhe blamed things have gorn down the
river,” sald Captain Clamp, in a melancholy
voice. ‘*Sunk by this time, I'll lay !

Mr. Hooker did some qumk thinking,

“Them’ barges 1s safe,” he said briefly.

“Wot!”

“Safe!” said Mr., Hooker impressively.

“Safe!l” shouted Captain Sawkins, grasp-
ing the man by the arm, and holding him.
“Uw d’you knowr”

‘““’Ere, leggo!” complained Mr. Hooker,
“Tll tell you where them barges are, if you
wanter know.”

“We do wanter know!”

“Well, ain’c you going to effer me some-
thing for the information?” asked Mr. Hooker
cunningly. *“l've always looked upon you
gents as friends o mine. I'm willing to
oblige any friends ¢ mine——"

s tyin’!” put mn Captain Clamp.
“Don’t take no notiece of ’;m, Sam! ’Aven’t

we ‘eard from ’undreds o’ people that them
barges was swept down by the floods?”

“They was saved!” said Mr. Hooker
quickly. * 1 can prove it, too! If you don’t
want the information, you can go without
it !” he added gruftly. ‘It ain’t no concern
‘o mine!”

He turned away. Apparently, he did not
hold these men in such contempt as he had
tricd to make Nipper & Co. believe. At all
cevents, be was quite prepared to take advan-
tage of the bargees.

“'0ld ’ard!” growled Captain Sawkins
harshio. “I know you now!” he added,
pecring closer. “I’ve seen your ugly mug
about this part afore! I'll give yer ten bob
for this ’cre infermation.”

“It’s worth mdre than ten bob!” protested
Alr. Eooker.

“Ten bob, an’
Captain Sawkins.
penny on yer !’

“Me, neither }” vowed Captain Clamp.

“Make it a quid, an’ T'll take vou straight
to them barges now!” said Mr. Hooker
breathlessly.  “I know exactly where they
are, an’ there’s only a lot ¢’ boys in charge
of ’em.”

The two skippers held a brief consultation,
Two greasy ten-shilling notes passed into
Mr. Hooker’s posscssion.

not a cent more!” said
“1 wouldn’t risk another

——

CHAPTER 10.

CAPTAIN SAWKINS

BUSINESS !

MEANXNSB

PpiiLIL?” demanded Sawkins
threateningly. ‘““Don’t kid
+ yourself, young feller mo
lad! We're goin’ to keep
vou with us until you show
An’ if yer can't do it

us them barges!



Heandiorth sent one man staggcering with a terrific right to the jaw, but Jerry Dodd and Archie Glenthorne

were thrown overboard.

Although the schoolboys were fighting valiantly, their opponents—armed with

sticks, and much bigger—were masters of the situation and lcoked like capturing the barges.

we gets that quid back, an’ we punches

your 'cad! See?”

“Don’t you trust me?” complained Mr.

Hcoker.
‘“No, we blamed well don’t!”
‘“Well, there they are—you can sce the

lights {rom ’ere!”’ szaid Mr. Hooker, pointing
down the tcwing path, past the Angler.
“Them's your barges—them two, moored
aginst the bank,”

Captain Sawkins stared, and drew a dcep
breath. He was certainly exasperated to
discover that they bad handed over a pound
of their limited capital, to be told that the
barges were in sight all the time.

“I don’t believe it !” said Captain Sawkins.

“All right—go an” look at the names!”

“That’s what I am a-goin’ to do,” said
the burly barg e¢. ** ’Ere, you fellers! Grab
'old o’ this swab, an’ ’old ’'im tight. If ‘e
ollers, don’t take no notice of 'tin. 1 ain’t
takin’ no chances ”

“It's a try-cn—that’s what it
Captain Clamp.

They were both eonvineed that Mr. Hooker
had been lving They had made so many
inquiries about the Araminta and the Penec-
lope, and 2ad heard from so many sources
that the two barges were lost, that they had

is!” said

given up all hope of ever seeing them again.
It was perfectly ridiculous for this man to
attempt to fool them in this way.

They went down the towiug-path, and passed
the doors of the Angler rather reluctantly.
They soon came apon the two barges, nest-
ling against thc grassy bank.

There was sometlhing very peaceful about
them.

A soft radiance was gleaming out from the
skylights, and drifting smoke curled [rom the
chimnecys. While most of the juniors had
gone to sleep. Nipper, Pitt, Handforth, and
a few others were-sull awake in the cabins,
talking and laughing. They were all
thoroughly enjoying this adventure.

Captain Sawkins came to a halt just before
they reached the barges. He could only sce
them dimly, and it was impossible to iden-
tify them unless he got very close.

“You stay 'ere, ar' 'old this feller I” he
exclaimed softly. “Don’t ferget—'old im!”

“We'll ’old "im !’ muttered the crew.

“Come on, Jim—let’s ’ave a closer look,”
said Sawkins. _

They crept along on tiptoe. They were
still of the firm opinion that these barges
were strangers, and they did not want lo
excite inquiries by becing scen.
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They had reached the bows of the firsy
one, and Captain Sawkins bent low,

“Sce anythin’ 7’ whispered Captain Clamp,

“Cuss my bones |” gasped Captain Sawkins,
“It’s ’erl It’s the old Araminta! Crikey,
Jium, am I dreamin’, or what?”

But Captain Clamp had rushed off to the
other barge, and came back like a man in
a daze.

“1t’s them, all right,”

**Our barges,” breathed Sawkins.
are we gom'’ to do about it, Jim? OQur
barges—’ere, 1n front of our very eyes! An’
we thought they was sunk. 1 was never so
surprised in the ’ole o’ my life!”

**Me, necither!”

The two barge captains stood there, stupe-
fied by the magnitude of this discovery. A
minute earlier they had believed that the
Araminta and the DPenelope were cither
wrecked somewhere 1n the lower reaches of
the Stowe, or sunk out in the Channel. And

he muttered hoarsely.
*What

vet here they were—Dboth of them apparently.

as whole and perfecct as ever|

“Well 7”7 asked Clamp, after a long pause.
“What about 1t?”

“What about it?"” breathed Captain Saw-
kins. **We're gomn’ to 'ave 'em—that’s what
we're goin to do, Jim. They’re our barges,
ain’t they ?” £

“We're tneir skippers, anyway P

“That’s the same thmg gtoulod Sawkins,
his voice vibrating with the intensity of this
great moment. AL right, you mecn! You

can let that feller go!”
“Lumme.” said one of the men. “They
ain’t our ole tubs, are they 1"

“Didn’t 1 tell you they was?” asked Mr,
Hooker 1nf11rfnant]v “TI wounldnt tell you
no lies about a thing like this!”

The two barge captains took no notice of

him. They allowed him to depart, and they
held a short consultation with their four
men. And after about two minutes, the quar-

tette moved off, halting about twenty yards
away. Captain Sawkins and Captain Clamp
went on the deck of the Araminta.
“ Anvbody ‘ere?” shouted Sawkins loudly.
Down in the cabin Nipper, Reggie Ditt,
Handforth. and Captain Joshua Pepper were
just ﬁnishing what the latter termed a
}a:n (Captain Sawkins’ voice came down
to them through the skylight like a blast
from a foghorn. -
“Who the dickens is t’hat

“Goodness knows!” replied Nipper.
better go up and sce, I suppose. No
vou bother, cap’'n; you just stay here,
time for you to turn in. anyhow.”’

Captain Pepper nodded,.

“Mebbe it is,” he agreced. “But if there’s
any trouble, young gents, call down for me.
Only T don’t sece as ’ow there can be. We're
all snug ’ere, an’ we ain’t in nobody’s way.”
~ The three juniors went up the little stair-
‘wi, and found themselves confronted by two
dim figures in the gloom of the iate evening.
The air around them was reminiseent of stale
rum and shag tobacco.

7 osaid Pitt.
“We'd

. don't

It's

" Captain Saw

0y

“Anything asked Nipper
curiously.

Captain Sawkins coughed.

“Axin’ yer pardon, young gent, but is this
’ere barge the Araminta, of Caistowe?” he
asked po':te]y

L "“'eq

“An’ is that there barge the Penclope" : )

“Right again,” nodded Nipper. “What
about them ?”

Captain Sawkins coughed again.

“Well, the fact is, me an’ old Jim ’ere
’ave ’ad a lot o bad luck,” he said, in an
apologetic tone of voice. ‘“Real bad luck!
An’ wo thought mebbe you'd do the decent
thing, like, an’ sort of ’elp us along.”

“My hat !” murmured ITandforth.
“Beggars

As Handforth's murmur was like anybody
else’s shout, the two bargees heard his
remark quite distimetly, Captain Sawkins
managed to contrel himself.

“We ain’t no beggars!’” he said thickly.

“Jh?” gasped Handforth. “I didn't mean
vou to hear =

“We're ’onest bargemen—that’s wot we
arc!” declared Captain Sawkins indignantly.
“’Onest bargemen wot ’ave ’ad bad luck., I
ain’t never took a penny o’ charity in the ’ole
o’ myv hfe!” .

“Nor e, neither!” said Captain Clamp,
with emphasis.

“Sorry !” said Handforth, in confasion.

“No, the fact is, we've ’ad a ’ard time,”
continued Captain Sawkins. ‘“You boys are
in charge o' these ’ere barges, ain't you?
Well. me an’ ole Jim Clamp ’ere——"

“Clamp!” ecchoed the thiece juniors.

“Yes, young gents. As I was sayin’

“Then you’re Captain Sawkins, I sup-
pose 77’ asked Nipper oininously.

wrong ’

— e

CHAI'TER 11.
NOTHING DOING!

OR a moment there wav
silence. The  schoolboy
bargees stood eyeing therr
rivals curiously, So these
men were the ill-famed

Sawkins and Clamp! They were the men

who had abandoned their charges to the flood.

But Nipper did not want to be unjust. He
had heard only Mr. Hcoker’'s story, and
somchow Nipper had a shrewd suspicion that
Mr. Hooker was neither reliable nor truthful.
But these two men certainly corrcborated Mr.
Hooker’s tale, for they were a coarse-looking

air.

i So you're Captain Sawkins?’ repeated
Nipper. ‘“And you've had some bad luck ?”

Captain Sawkins was not very plecased. The
fact that these boys knew his name rather
ruined the little story he had preparced, and
for a moment this sudden development took
the wind out of his sails. If they knew his
name, they Frobaby knew his record! But
tins was a trier.
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“Werry bad luck!” he said ingratiatingly.

“Ye see, old Jim Clamp an’ me is the
skippers o’ these two barges.”

“We know that!” said Handforth grimly.

“Half a tick, Handy—leave this to me!”
said Nipper. “In case you don't know it,
Captain Sawkins, these barges are now i1n
charge of us. We belong to St. Frank's. We
found the two boats drifting, derelict, with-
out anybody in charge. I think you know
what that mecans.”

Captain Sawkins uttered a cleverly con-
trived groan.

“Just our luck, Jim!" he said miserably.
“These 'ere young gents found our barges
an’ kindly took ¢harge of 'em for us. O
course, we knows we ain't got no right to
ask favours. but mebbe you're just lookin’
arter 'em until we come along, eh?”

“Mebbe!” said Handforth gruffly.

“An’, again, mebbe not!” murmured
Reggie Pitt, ;

“The fact is, young gents, ole Jim Clamp
was ill on that night, when the flood started,”
continued Sawkins,

“Yes, we heard about that,” said Hand-
forth, *“You were ill, too.”

The burly bargee started.

“I wasn't ill!” he denied. “Not me!”

“You were so dizzy you couldn’t stand,”
Nipper reminded him.

“Ah, vou’ve bin ’earin’ them lies!” roared
Captain Sawkins, as another idea occurred to
him. “ILots o’ nasty-minded blokes’ave bin
sayin’ as ’ow Jim an’ me was drunk that
nignt. I dessay vou’ve ’eard it, ain’t you?
Well, it’s all wrong.”

“What’s the truth, then?” asked Nipper.

“Why, Jim was ill, so I took ’im along to
the Angler to see wot the landlord could do
for im,” satd Sawkins. “I was rare scared,
I can tell ye. An’ while we was there, the
floods rose an’ took both our barges off!”

All right as far as 1t went, but i1t didn’t go
far enough. Nipper quickly put his finger
on the flaw, _

“And, knowing the serious possibility of
the flood rising, vou took all your own crew,
and all Captain Clamp’s crew, with you?” he
asked smoothly. “How do you account for
that, Captain Sawkins?”

The man gasped. g >

“Them blamed fools got scared an’ run
off I”” he lied.

“You oughtn’t to have let them run off,”
retorted Nipper, “You can’t be a real
skipper if you can’t control your crew! It’s
not my job to criticise you, but you've just
admitted 1t. Sorry, Captain Sawkins, but it’s
.a bit too thin.”

“What d'ye mean—too thin?”

“Well, I don’t believe you, that's all.”

“Don’t believe that pore ole Jim was ill
that night ?”

“No, I don’t!”
“Pon’t believe that—""

“It's no good arguing,” intcrrupted
Nipper. “These barges are now under our
charge, and we're going to keep aboard until
we hand them over to the owners.”

“You ain’'t goin’ to stand this, are you,
Sam ?’" asked Captain Clamp excitedly “ You
ain’t goin’ to let these durnecd scﬁoolboys
chuck you off your own deck, are you?
We're the skippers o’ these boats, an’ if they
don’t treat us proper, we'll—"

“Shut up, blame you!” snarled Sawkins.

Ho turned quickly to the juniors.

“Excitable bloke, ole Jim,” he said. “I
ain’t usin’ no threats, mind, but I think you'd
best 'and these barges over to us. That’s all
I’'ve got to say.”

“In that case, Captain Sawkins—good-
night!" said Nipper.

‘What d’ye mean—good-night?”

“1f you've got nothing more to say——"'

“Ho, 1 know wot you're arter!” inter-
rupted Sawkins, his temper getting the
better of hie judgment. “Think ye'll get

salvage, don't ye? You found these ’ere
barges derclict—so they're yours! Not while
I’m alive! Not while Sam Sawkins ’as got
any brecath left!”

“Why, you—you—" began Handforth.

“I'll give ye five minutes to get off ! bel-
lowed Sawkins, ‘“An’ if the ’ole crowd o’
you ain’t quit by then, I'll come along wi’
my men, an’ chuck you off! 'Ow d’you like
the sound o' that?”

He was more in his element now, and his
voice had risen considerably. He realised
that subterfuge was out of the question. The
juniors had heard the truth in advance, so
Sawkins thought that his only profitable
course was to become aggressive.

“I'm glad you’ve shown your true colours,
Captain Sawkins,” said Nipper grimly. * My
last doubt has gone. 1 know what vou are
now—a loud-mouth ruffian!”

“Wot!” roared Sawkins,

“Get off this deck!” rapped out Nipper.

The burly bargee staggered back.
“Did you ’car that, Jim?” he said
hoarsely. “Ordered off me own deck! Did

you ever ’ear the like of it 7"

“Never!” swore Jim. “Not in all me born
days !’ .

“I'll give you one minute, Captain
Sawkins,”” added Nipper.

“Why, you—you interferin’ young brat of
a schoolboy !"” bellowed Sawkins. “T’ll swipe
your 'cad off! This is my barge, an’ I'm the
master of it!”

“That’s just your little mistake,” replied
Nipper. “You might have been master of
this barge once, but you abandoned her to
the flood through incompetence and drunken
neglect, and you'’ve no more right on this
deck than the first tramp off the highway.
Get off!” ‘

“Why, wot the——"

“Get off!” thundered Nipper.

Both Sawkins and Clamp were at a loss.
Tc be spoken to in this way by a schoolboy
took them se completely aback that they
could not find words. They just stood there,
glaring helplessly. _ﬂ

One thing was certain—the schoolboy

bargeces were not going to be casily ousted
fiom their position.
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pipe from his mouth, and poinied the stem
CIIAPTER 12 of it towards the bank.

= “You’d best get ashore,” he said briefly.
= SAWKINS GETS DAMPED | In the gloom Captain Sawkins could sce
n ( = that here was a man—a man of the river at
8~ APTAIN SAMUEL SAW- | that. Looking closer, SBawkins nroted thatu
w -3k KINS had plarned 1t all | Captain Pepper. was elderly, and obviously
out so casily. useless in a fight. A momentary fear was

He and his fclow
bargee would go aboard,
use soft words to begin with, and if these

failed they would try intimidation. Some-
how, the scheme hadn’t worked. At all
cvents, Captain Sawkins did not see the
slightest sign of intimidation in Nipper.

The leader cf the St. Frank’s Remove was

calmly contemptuous, Ile had sized these
men up accurately.
It would have been diffcrent if the two

barges were in the charge of men—other
river workers who could look after them-
selves. But these guardians were just boys—
and junior schoolboys at that. Captain Saw-
kins had not anticipated the slightest trouble.

In fact, he had thought that they would
flee in all directions at the first sign of
trouble. Captain Sawkins’ mistake was due
to tho fact that he had never had any
previous dealings with the Remove.

Handferth was fuming. He had
to say a few words to these men, but
had dealt so firmly with them that
had no excuse to interrupt. DBesides,
'itt was holding a restraifing hand
arm.

“Well, asked Nipper
curtly.

Captain Sawkins recovered his breath.
Clamp, after all, was only an echo, and had
no initiative of his own. He allowed his
burly comrade to do all the talking.

“I’m going when it suits me!” replied
Sawkins, in a thick voice. *“I amn’t gomn’ at
yceur orvders, nor anybody eclse’s. Under-
stand 77

“You'd better change your view, then, be-
cause, unless you’re gone within a minute
we'll put you off " said Nipper. ‘I
oughtn’t to allow you that concession, you
llolackguard, but I don’t want any violence
ere,”’

“Let’s chuck him overboard!”
Handforth.

y32

“Half a tick, Handy—give him a chance!

Other juniors were on the scene now, of
course. They had been aroused by the alter-
cation, and had come up - from below.
Another group stood on the deck of the
Penelope, watching and listening. And Cap-
tain Sawkins, noting these dim figures,
began to see that he and his companions
were at a disadvantage.

But it went against nature to crawl away”
with his tail between his legs, as it were.
Ho was famed for his fighting powers, and
he had never been known to refuse a
challenge.

Captain Pepper arrived at that minute, and
he stood looking at the two bargemen,

wanted
Nipper
he had
Reggie
on his

are you going?”’

shouted

" busziness

weighing them up. Then ho withdrew the

allayed.

‘““An’ 'oo the thunder are $ou?” he de-
manded.

“It ain’t no interest to you who I am, or
wot I am,” replied Captain Pepper. ‘‘I've
’eard all wot you’ve bin sayin’, an’ busi me
if I ever ’eard the like afore! You ain’t
no more right on this ’eré barge than a

crab. So the sooncer you gits off the better!”
“You knecws a lot, don’t you?” snarled
Sawkins.

“I knows that these young gents salved

¥ > > = »

these barges, an’ I knows that I'm ’elpin
them to take ’em safely down river” to
Nt P - . . .
Caistowe,” replied Captain Pepper calmly.
“An’ I knows that if you starts any monkey
we can ‘ave the police on  you.
That’s wot I knows! You can’t fool me wi’
none o’ your bluff, mate! Salvage 1s
salvage—as you, bein’ a bargeman, ought to
knew! This ’ere craft was abandoned, an’
they’ve got no more to do wi’ you than *

“All right—all right!” interrupted Saw-
kins harshly. ‘“But you ain’'t ‘card the last
o' this. No, cuss me, not by long chalks!”
he added threatemingly. “You ain’t donc
w1’ Sam Sawkins!”

HFlandforth pushed forward.

“Are you trying to threaten
rcared.

“I don’t want to talk w1’ you——-

“I'll punch your nose if you don’t obey
Nipper’s orders, and get off !”” snorted Hand-
forth indignantly.

“You punch my nose?”

“Yes, I will!”

“Punch my nose?’’ bellowed Sawkins,

“Yes, blow you!”

“All right, then—do it!”

Handforth did it.

He did :t thoroughly. Captain Sawkins, in
lis rage, had given the mvitation without
the slightest expectation of it being accepted.
The very thought of a schoolboy punching
him was too ridiculous for words. His con-
tempt had been supreme. '

Crash!

Captain

. 92

us? he

33

Sawkins’ contempt was supreme
no longer. Handforth’s right felt like a
sledge-hammer.  His clenched fist crashed
into the bargee’s face with all the force of
Handforth’s shoulder behind i1t. The man
stag gered back, roaring with agony and
dismay. =
“Come on! Want another?” yelled Hand-
forth. “1I'll teach you to——" |
“Chuek 1t, Handy—chuck 1t!”" snapped
Ni]_‘l}"],(‘l’. “I wanted to avoid this scene, and

““*Look out!” gasped Reggic Pitt.

Sawkins, absolutely blind with fury, Jhurled
himself at Handforth like a raging bull. It
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was a ficrce, dastardly attack, for the bargee
used one of his heavy boots to hack at the
junior’s shin. By a miracle Handforth
dodged, or his leg might have been broken.
“You cowardly hound!” he panted.
“On him!”
. “Drag him off "

In another moment Pitt, Nipper and
several other fellows were hauling Sawkins
back. They reeled across the deck, and in
: the confusion Captain Clawmp got ashore, and

ran off as fast as his rickety legs would carry
him. Captain Clamp was no f;gghter.

“Let him go!” shouted Hand{orth.
“Think I can’t fight him?”

“Don’t be an ass, Handy—he's like a
savage!” panted Nipper.

Sawkins, in fact, was giving the group of
juniors a lot of trouble. He had cnormous
strength. They veered this way and that,
and- the burly bargeman was bellowing at
the top of his voice. He had a vague idea,
perhaps, that his ruffianly crew would come
to his rescue.

Then Pitt and Nipper happened to stumble
over a loose rope as they were sent back-
wards by the force of one of Sawkins’ rushes.
They tripped and fell. A terrific Lkeave, and
the bargee was free. -

“T'll learn ye!” he shouted furiously.

He stamped his feet on the deck,
swung round with ferocious temper.

“This is my barge!”” he shouted. ‘*Under-

and

stand? I’m master aboard this craft, an: I
don’t stand no nonsense from nobody! Get
b . ] 17

off, the ’ole crowd o’ you!

“Yah! Get off yourself!”

“We're masters now!”

“Hear, hear!”

Sawkins charged forward madly. He was

no> great thinker, but he had always been
Lrcwn as a bulldog fighter. The man was
one of the worst ruffians that the River
Stowo had cver known. )

And a minute later the Stowe knew him
more intimately still. )

He rushed across the deck, charging at
Nipper, since Nipper was the one he hated
the most. There were no other juniors near
at hand that second, and Nipper had no de-
sire to have his ribs smashed in. He was
well aware of his limitations, and a sixteen-
stone bargee, with fists like hams, was no
fair antagonist for a single. schoolboy.

But Nipper didn’t dodge. He ducked.

Captain  Sawkins blundered over
terrific force, shot through the air,

with
and

nlunged into the placid river with such a]

splash that the Araminta rocked {o and iro.

CHAPTER 13.

ROT B8O EABY.

B URRAH!”
“That’ll
down!”
““Ha, ha, hal™
The juniors ran to the

side of the barge and watched the drenched

cool him

Captain Sawkins as he splashed away to-
wards the stern. He could swim, but his
heavy clothing hampered him.

Nipper, bruised from the cffect of that con-
cussion, ran up. ‘

“Catch hold!” he sang out.
rope!”’

Sawkins snarled out a watery curse.

“’Ang yourself with 1t!” he
harshly.

“You rotter!”

“Don’t help him, Nipper!”

The juniors watched indignanily as Cap-
tain Sawkins got round the stern of the
barge, and clawed at the bank. A minute
later he had pulled himself up, and was
standing on the grass. He looked a different
figure now, and his temper was even worse
than before.

“I'll get even!” he snarled.
kid yerselves, you young
make ye pay fer this!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“We're not afraid of you, you hooligan!”

“You'll be afraid o’ me soon!” shouted
Sawkins. “I’ll ’ave ye off that barge before
long, mark my words! I'm ’er skipper, an’
[ won’t put up wi’ no nronsense!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 tell ye—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Ridicule was worse than anything, and
the rufianly bargee rcalised that he was cut-
ting u very sorry figure now. With a huge

““Here’s a

panted

“Don’t ye
varmints! I'll

effort he got himself under control and
turned on his heel. He strode away and
joined the four men who comprised the

crew. A little farther off, Mr. Hooker wuas
standing, watching the proceedings with
obvious, interest. Perhaps he had arn idea
that . he might make a bit more money.
Already, this was one of his lucky evenings.

“We got rid o’ the rotter, anyhow,” said
Nipper cheerfully. “Of all the nerve—try-
ing to order us off. After he had de-
liberately abandoned the barge to. the floods!
Naturally, he wants to get control of her
again, so that he can pretend to his owners
that he’s been faithful to duty. We’'re not
believing any of those yarns!”

“Just a minute, young gents.”

It was the voice of Captain Cl.mp. He
was standing on the river bank, and his thin,
wizened figure was crouched ready to fles
at the first indication of trouble. He had
come back, hoping to succeed where his
aggressive comrade had failed.

The juniors walked across the deck.
“What do you want?” asked Nipper.
‘““About there ’ere barges o

“They’re ours!” interrupted Handforth
fiercely. |

“l ain’t denyin’ of it, sir,” panted Cap-

tain Clamp. “It don’t do to take too much
notice o’ Sam Sawkins. I’m the skipper o
the Penelope, an’ it'll mean the sack for

me if I
Caistowe.”

on’t take my bargs back to
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“That’s all right,” said Handforth.
deserve the sack!”

‘“*Ave a ’eart, young gent,” pleaded the
man. “I ain’t tellin’ no ltes. 1 was drunk
that night all right, an’ 1 accepts the blame.
But if you've got any feelin’s in yer, you'll
gimme my barge back! I’ve got a wife an’
kids at ’ome, an’ they’re likc to starve.”

The juniors hesitated. This sort of tone
was different to that adopted by Captain
Sawkins, and although they were contemp-
tuous, they felt no deeire to lay hands on
the man. He was too much of a craven.

Before they could answer, Sawkins came
raunning up.

“Come wi’ me, you fool he shouted.
“You ain’t goin’ to git aver these boys by
tellin’ them lies.”

*Lies!” stammered Clamp fecbly.

“You ain’t got no wife nor kids—™

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

“You beastly old fraud!” shouted Church.
“ And we were beginning to feel sorry for
you, too.”

“Look wot vou’ve done!” wailed Captain
Clamp miserably. ‘ Arter I nearly did the
trick, too!”

“ Never yvou mind about that!” interrupted
Sawkins., ‘“We’ll git both these barges, Jim,
or my name ain’t wot it is! I don’t want
you to take nothin’ from these young demons
out o’ kindness. They’ve chucked me in the
river, an’ I’ll make ’em pay for it! 1 won’t
’ave no dealin’s wi’ any of ’em!”

They went off together, and Nipper
grunted.

“Of course, we shouldn’t have given up
the Penelope, in any case,” he said.

“You mean, I shouldn’t!” growled Hand-
forth. “I’m the captain of the Penelope,
don’t forget, and I wasn’t spoofed by that
man’s rot. But I’m blessed if I can under-
stand why Sawkins came along like that.”

“Easy!”’ said Pitt. ““He’s so jolly wild
that he’s made up his mind to kick us all
out. He’s not going to take any {favours
from us—and he won’t let Clamp take any,

“You

rH'

either. Children, I’'m afraid there’ll be no
bed-time story to-night! The prospect srems
sinister.”

“By George!” breathed Handforth.
think they’ll attack us?” .

“I’d back my sea-boots on it!”
Reggie. “What do you say, Nipper?”

“Yes, we shall have to keep a careful
watch,” he replied. ‘‘There are some more

“You

of those rotters along the towing-path, and | command by force.

they’ll probably attempt to attack wus later
on. We shall have to be on our guard.”

““They can’t attack us,” saild Handforth
tartly. “There aren’t more than half a
dozen of them, altogether, and we’re twenty.
What do we care for a bunch of loafers like
that 7’

But Nipper was very thoughtful. In the
meantime, Captain Sawkins was talking to
his men. He had cooled down somewhat,
and he was rather regretting his recent action
in dragging Clamp away.

\&Q.

\
\)

\

‘¢ Great pip ! ** gasped Handforth feebly as,
expected to find it 8 bit upside down after il
The table was umset, tha bookcase had |

: wallpaper had peeled off.

“Spoilt everythin’, you did!” Clamp was
complamning.

“Don’t fcol yourself!” growled Sawkins.
“Them boys wouldn’t ’ave ’anded over your
barge, you old scarecrow! Not likely! They
mean to git salvage, an’ the only way we
can git rid of ’em is to chuck ’em off.”

Sawkins was feeling desperate. Earlier,

he had been in the uttermost depths of

<aid melancholy, believing his barge to be sunk.

F with only schoolboys In charge, his exaspera-

But now that he found her safe and sound,

tion was acute. There was only one thing
to be done—and that thing was to regain
Force was the only argu-
ment these schoolboys would succumb to.

It was the parting of the ways for Cap-
tain Sawkins and Captain Clamp, so to speak.
Either they drove these boys off the barges
to-night, or they would be utterly ruined.
It was a big stake. Once back in command,
they could do practically as they pleased—for
possession 1s nine points of the law. If any
awkward questions were asked by their
owners, it would be easy enough to fake up
a story.

But if these boys maintained control, some-
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nd McClure, he entered Study D. He had
y, the usually cosy den was all wreckage !
nings ; books littered the floor, and the
vas hopeleasly damaged.,

thing worse than the sack yawned before the
two bargees. They weuld never be able to
get another command on this river, and pos-
stbly not on any river.

“We've got to think this thing over, and
plan it proper,” said Sawkins, breathing
hard. “DBut fust of all, I’ve got to git out
o’ these wet clothes. We’'ll go along {o the
Angler, an’——? :

“Just a minute!” said a voice.

“Wot, you ag’in?” said Sawkins, turning
round and glaring.

“You’d best not go to the Angler,” said
Mr. Hooker. “I ’eard the landlord say, wi’
my own ears, that if you went in there ’e’d
chuck you out. After what happened about
them barges, Captain Sawkins, you ain’t got
such a good name about ’cre.”

“I got to go somewhere,” snarled Sawkins.

It was not the first time he had been barred
from an inn, but it did not please him in tho
slightest degree. And in his soaked con-
dition, he certainly had to go somewhere.
Mr. Hooker solved the problem.

“You can come ’ome with me if you like,”

. a & H
he said. “I only live a 'undred yards away.
The missus will be in bed by this time—an’

if she ain’t T’ll soon get rid of ’er. I dessay
I could rig you up wi’ some dry clothes, too.
I’'m an obligin’ sort.”

“0Ow much will you charge?” demuanded
Sawkins sourly.

CHAPTER 14,
PREPARING FOR TROUBLE!

ILAS., for our dream of peace
and Areadian happiness!”
said Reggie Pitt regret-
fully. “What changes
these human passions bring

aboui! An hour ago, all harmony—and now,

warfare!”

“Well, we’ve got to face 1t, and we’d
betier prepare ourselves for an  exciting
night,” said Nipper practically. *““We can
be certain of one thing—those beggars will
come back. They’re desperate, and they’ll
try to chuck us off these barges.”

Handforth grunted.

“We're not afraid of a handiul of ruffians
like that,” he said tartly. “Thank goodness
they’ve shown us their characters. We know
what to do row. How long do you think
it’ll bo before they come back?”

“We can’t say—but when they do come
back, they’ll be pretty tough,” replied
Nipper. “Quite likely they’ll bring sticks,
too. Where's Capfain Pepper ?”

“I ain’t far off. young gent,” said the
friendly, old bargee.

He was sitting on ene of the hatches,
meditatively sinoking his pipe.

“This 1s a nice go, isn’t it, cap'n?” asked
Ninper.

“Reminds me of a aflair wot took plare
down the Nare, two year back,” said Caplain
Pepper. “There was a barge called fhe
Suzanne—a  tidy  boat, she was—an' ’er
skipper was a 'ulkin® bloke named Bob
Thompson. Well, this ’ere Bobh Thomp:on
fell foul of a chap wot was——"

“We're awfullv interested, reallv. but
won’t it do another time?” asked Nipper
politely.

Captain Pepper chuckled.

“Just as ye like!” he said complacently.
“A fair old nuisance, ain’t I? Affable—
that’s me. I can’t ’elp it, young gents—I
was born that way. I allus did like to be
affable, an’ there you ’ave it in a nutshell
I wanfted to tell you this ’erc storv aboutk
Bob Thommpson, just to show you that all
bargees ain’t blackguards.”

“We know it already,” said Houn:lfe-ch,
“In fact, I'll bet there are moaore 1 ces
like you, Cap’n Pepper, than like that Lrute
Sawkins !”?

“Werry kind of you—an’ werry {rn”
agreed the captain. *““There ain’t mmany ks
Sawkins, thank goodness. Bust me if T ever
come across another like ’im—unless it was
this ’ere Bob Thompson. A real bad lof, 'a
was }”’
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“ Well, leaving Bob Thompson aside for
the minute, what do you think we ought to
do?” asked Nipper. “Get into mid-stream?”

“It’s the fust thing I was goin’ to suggest,”
agreed Captain Pepper. “The river ain’t
wide, just ’ere, an’ that’s the wust of it.
Now, down in the next reach, we could git
so far from the bank that—"

“But we’re not in the next reach,” in-
terrupted Nipper.

“Can’t we go to it?” asked Handforth.

“TI wouldn’t advise 1it,”’ said Captain
Pepper, shaking his head . “That’s whero
my experience comes in. It’s a tricky busi-
ness, goin’ dcwn stream when it's pitch
dark, like this ’ere. An’ like as not, you'll
run into the bank, an’ do some damage. No,
we'd best stay ’ere, an’ heave the old barges

into mid-stream. That’s about the best
move.”
And the juniors forthwith set about

accomplishing the change. They had moored
close to the bank, with never a thought of
danger. It had never occurred to them that
the former captains of these craft would
come along, and attempt to take them again
by force. The night had come down pitchily
dark. The stars were twinkling, but there
was no moon. The air was calm, too, and
nothing could be heard except the trickling
of the river as it gurgled and rushed past
the barges, and through the reeds.

This mid-stream move was about the only
thing that could be done, but it was not
likely to be very el ertive. TFor the river
was narrow here, and it was difficult to keep
the barges in position. However, Nipper
was not at all pessimistic. He was quite con-
vinced that they would be able to spend the
night in comparative peace. If Sawkins and
Co. came, they would be effectively dealt
with.

In the meantime, the racals were plotting.

They had gone to Mr. Hooker’s home—a
small cottage, scveral hundred yards away
from the inn. And here the six men par-
took of a plain, but hearty supper, Mr.
Hooker attending to all their wants., He saw
to it that they paid well for the mecal.

Sawkins, too, had obtained his change of
clothing. Mr. Hooker having parted with
an aged suit at an exorbitant price. He
was taking advantage of Sawkins’ present,
reckless mood. The rufhianly bargce had a
few pounds left, and he didn’t care how
rapidly they went, so long as he achieved his
object to-night. To be back on board the
Araminta was Captain Sawkins' one
obsession. .

Captain Clamp was not so enthusiastic,
having seen what had happened to his com-

rade. But his anxiety over the general posi-
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tior: was sulficient to make him giye his full
support to the scheme.

The four men were game enough. Their
own fate hung in the balance, too. They
were the crews, and they would get the sack
with their skippers, once the owners heard
the truth, So everybody had a personal in-
terest in this business.

“It ought to be easy,” said Sawkins, as
he pushed his plate away, at the end of the
meal. ‘“There ain’t more than ten or twelve
boys, all told, an’ there's seven of us——"

“Six !” corrected Mr. Hooker.

“Six !”said Sawkins contemptuously. I
was forgettin’ that one of us was a rabbit!”

“Look ’ere——" began Mr. Hooker in-
dignantly.

“All right—it don’t matter,” said Sawkins.
“You ain’t one of us, anvhow, but if you
was a man, instead of wot you are, you
wouldn’t need askin'—arter the money you
’ave robbed me of.”

Mr. Hooker had been about to warn
Sawkine that there were twenty boys to con-
tend with, and not merely a dozen, but after
this he kept his mouth shut.

“Yes, it ought to be easy,” repeated the
ringleader. ‘““We'd best wait about another
hour—in fact, we’d best wait until arter mid-
night. We " :n’t want a crowd lookin' on
from the pub. We’ll do this job when every-
thin’'s quiet for the night. We'll steal up
quiet, an’ take the Araminta fust, all of us
springin’ aboard at once.”

“Wot if they shift them barges?” asked
one of the men.

Captain Sawkins started.

“Why, there ain’t no chance—— No!” he
said, with quick relief. “They wouldn’t go
down the river in the dark. Too riskv—
specially with a strong current runnin’, like
wot 1t is. No, thes'll be there—or, even if
they ain’t, they won’t be far down.”

“Wouldn't it be best to take the Peneclope
fust 7” suggested Clamp.

“No, 1t wouidn’t!”

“I was only thinkin’

“You ain’t no good fer thinkin’!” said
Sawkins sourly. “In faet, you ain’t no good
for nothin’. Might as well leave you behind,
if 1t comes to that.” :

Captain Clamp, crushed, fell silent.

“Well, there ain’t nothin’ more to plan.
except that we’ll get sticks ready,” con-
tinued Sawkins. “Big sticks, too. An’ arter
we make the aitack, it won’t be five minutes
afore we're in command again!”

b5 ]

CHAPTER 15.
THE ATTACK !

W NE o’clock sounded distantis
and vaguely fromx a far
off church clock-tower.
The night was wonder-
fully still—more like June
than April. It was dark, for the moon had
not yet risen.
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The Angler was dark, and every other
dwelling in the district was equally asleep.
Even the lights on the two barges had been
extinguished.

A group of shadowy figures appeared
against the hedge near the towing-path.
They came creeping along. There were ten
of them. IFor Captain Sawkins had decided
to make assurance doubly surc by getting
some help. So he had pressed into service
scveral of Mr. Hooker’s acquaintances. They
were rough youths, who were only too will-
ing to earn a few shillings. And the task
scemed easy enough—driving a few school-
boys out of a couple of barges.

“Blame me, if we ain’t chose the right
minnit !” murmured Sawkins, as he came to
a halt. “Them kids ’ave turned in, an’ it’'ll
be as casy as winkin’ [

He was exultant.

He had half expected to find the school-
boys on deck. waiting and watching. But it
was clear enough that they had all turned in,
obviously satisfied that they were In no
danger frcm an attack.

“Lamme, them barges is in mid-stream !”
murmurcd one of the crew.

“Yes, T see that!” frowned Sawkins.
“Well, it don’t make no odds. We can
jump it!”

“Jump it breathed Captain Clamp, with
start. ]
“Not. you!” said Sawkins,
stay on the towin’ path an’
men’ll do the jumpin’.”
- “Ain’t T a man?’ asked Clamp complain-
ingly.

Captain Sawkins regarded him with scorn.

“I wouldn’t like to say wot you was,” he
replied. “If T was to gucss, I shculd say a
cross betwee a ’airy old goat and a cator-
pillar. You'll owe me something, Jim
(:la.l;?ilp, arter I've got your barge back for
ye!

Clamp said no more.
Captain Sawkins.
how anybaody

i

“You’d bhest

watch, Us

He didn't really like
It is difficult to imagine
could like him. Until the

disaster Captain Ciamp had only had a
casual  acquaintanceship with the burly
rascal. DBut tkey had both lost their barges

on the same night, and 1t had drawn them
together.,

Captain Sawkins was fecling very confi-
dent. If he had had any doubts before, they
were all gone now. This task of throwing
ont the schoolboys was going to be easy.
The party numbered ten instead of six—or
nine, not counting Clamp. And they were
all armed with hcavy sticks, cut from Mr.
Hooker’s hedge.

Sawkins had no inlention of doing the
boys any grievous injury—he wanted 10
police proceedings after this—and he had
warned his men accordingly. At the same
time, those sticks would be wuseful. The
youngsters would be scared at the very sight
of them, and, if they had any fight in them,
it would soon be squashed. °

And here were the barges, deserted!

Sawkins fairly chuckled at the sight. He

-

could sce what it mecant. The boys had
mercly put the barges in mid-stream, and
thought that this precaution would be
sufficiert. But the leap from the bank to
the deck was one which any active man could
take with certainty. And, as there was no
scnse in delay, Sawkins gave the order.

“Now then—all together!” he muttered.
“On the fust barge! We'll grab the old
Araminta to begin with!”

Sawkins was making certain of his own
barge. He would help with the recapture
of the Penelope later on, but he wasn’t
taking any chances with the other.

There was a sudden rush, and then the
nine men took off from the bank, and
thudded down upon the Araminta’s deck
with tremendous commotion, Thero was no
need for any further secrecy. For this noise
must have awakenced everybody on both
bayges.

““Make for the ’atchways!” roared Saw-
kins. ‘“Grab the young varmints as they
come up an’ pitch ’em overboand!”

It was a master scheme. The water be-
tween the barge and the towing-path was not
mcre than five feet deep, and the boys were
bound to be good swimmers, anyhow. A
wetting would take all the Gight out of them
—as Sawkins knew from his own experience.
Thus he expected the capture to be effected
within a mnute.

But appearances are not always
relied upon.

The nine mwen had made the leap with ner-
feet suecess. But the very instant they
touched the deck figures rose from the
shadows on the other side of the barge, and
sprang to mecet the attackers.

“Hurrah !”

“At ’em, Remove!”

“Down with these ruffians

“Smash ’em!”

Sawkins & Co. were so surprised that for a
moment they were unprepared.  Figures
leapt at them from the gloom, and they
had no time to use their sticks.

Crash! _

“That’s one for you!” roared Handforth
excitedly as Sawkins took the punch on the
point of his chin. “Come on, you fellows—
into the river with ‘em!”

“Rather!”

Within a moment the fight was joined.
The schoolboy bargeces had not been caught
papping, after all. They were, in fact, very
wide awake! Not one of them had becn
below, but all had waited patiently, hiding
on deck, certain that this attack would comg
sooner or later.

The bat'le looked like being serious.

For, after the first shock of surprise, Saw-
kins and his supporters recovered. 'T'here
secmed to be about sixteen boys altogether,
but four others came leaping over from fthe
adjoining barge. And the entire St. Frank’s
forece entered into ihe battle,

Swish !

A stick whistled through
missed ITandforth’s head by
He spun round, furious.

to be

1'!!
.

and

mceh,

the air,
half an
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“You dangerous brute!” he roared.
“Look out, Nipper!” yelled Watson.
“They’'re on yon'”

Nipper turned, but one of
slashed him on the arm and rendered him
momentarily helpless, The agony was cx-
crrciating, and before he could move another
vicious blow cracked him on the side of the
head, and he pitcked forward.

the sticks

“The curs!” he shouted desperately.
“They’re using sticks!”
Splash !

Archie Glenthorne and Jerry Dcdd were
pitched into the river simultaneously. The
fighting was going on all over the wide
cxpanse of the barge, and was developing
into a series of hand-to-hand enccunters De-
tween different sections.
all the advantage.

Even without the sticks they were vastly
heavier than the boys, and quite irresponsible
in their style of fighting. This was no tune
for fancy work. They were here wth onc
idea—to throw the boys overboard.

Handforth was battling valiantly,
thorovghly in his element. But even he
found it impossible to carry on without help.
Captain Sawkins was lashing at him with his
hesvy stick, and Church had already received
a dizzy blow on the forchead, and kad
toppled into the water.

Further down the deck Willy Handforth
was performing wonders on his own. Willy
wa3s a smaller edition of his aggressive
brother, and he had the advantage of being
as quick as an eel. Apgain and again he
dashed 1in, and got home some telling thrusts

And the men had.

at the ruffians. And every time he dodged the
cowardly blows that were aimed at him.

On the opposite deck Fullwood and Boots
Lad just been thrown overboard, and as yet
not one of the invaders had fallen, Waith
those sticks they were the masters of the
situation., Over a third of the boys had bheen
accounted for, and the rest were weakening.

The baitle was going in favour of the
cnemy !

CHAPTER 16.
THE VICTOLS!

IPPER, reeling dazedly,
looked about him.
“Oh, my hat!” he

mutterced, 1n dismay.

It was impossible to see
clearly in the intense gloom of the night, but
there could be no mistaking the general
trend of the battle. Sawkins & Co. were
leaping about. swinging their sticks and
making crdimary fist-fighting impossible.

Four or five juniors were clutching at the
barge, and attempting to pull themselves out
of the water. Two others were sent_hurtling
overboard st the same minute. Sawkins was
shouting at the top of his voice.

“We're winnin’, marves!” he roared.
“(Come on—onc more drive, an we'll clear
thz 'ole bunch aua} 1"

“We've beat ’em, cap’n!” shouted one of
his crew.

“Beat 'em ’oller!” declared the skipper.
““Oh, have you?” shouted Handforth, rush-
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“We're
Come on, the
We're not whacked!”

ing gamely into the attack again.
not beaten yet, you rotters!
Remove! Smash ’em!

“ Absolutely not!”

“Hurrah!” -

All those juniors who remained whole were
fighting with as much vigour as ever_ liven
Archie Glenthorne, usually so langui'a, had
scrambled back out of the water, and was
putting up a formidable defence. Two of the
attackers had felt the full weight of his fist,
and they hadn’t liked the sample at all.

But Nipper, as he rushed to join in the
fray again, realised that it was a hopeless
fight. They had only reckoned upon six
men, and they had never believed that sticks
would be used.

The whole position was becoming desperate.

Handforth, great fighter though he was,
felt weak and exhausted after he had received
several vicious cracks with those sticks. His
head was singing, his right shin was causing
him ageny, and his rage was so tremendous
that he fought blindly, and thus played iuto
the enemy’s hands.

Almost bhefore he knew it, one of the
bargees kicked out a heavy foot, and Hand-
forth went hurtling over, to roll across the
deck, and then splash into the river. Three
others had gone down, too.

“Wo've won!” roared Sawkins victoriously.

“0Oh, gcoodness!” muttered Nipper.

1Ie could see that the battle was lost. Ilalf
a dozen fcllows were struggling in the niver,
and another seven or eight were reeling about
the decks, badly hurt, and the rest were
carrying on with the fight against all odds.
1t would be a matter of seconds now

Nipper turned sharply.

The sound of squeaking rowlocks had
come to his ecars—the sound of splashing oars.
The next seccond a boat rammed against the
side of the barge, slid along, and half a
dozen sturdy men leapt on board.

“ By hokey!” roared onc of them,
just in time, mates!”’ :

“Hurrah!” yelled one of the juniors. *“Re-
inforcements!”

“Come on, St. Frank’s! Never say die!”

The juniors knew in a moment that these
strangers were on their side. The men were
even burlier than Sawkins’ crowd, and they
entered into the battle in a businesslike way
which struck terror into the enemy.

Two of Sawkins’ crew were sent smashing
down, senseless, by the first two drives from
sledge-hammer-like fists. The juniors were
reforming, too, and entering into the baitle
with renewed hope and vigour. Handforth
and two or three of the others who had gone
overboard were now on deck again, rcady
for more fighting. Captain Sawkins’ pro-
phecy had not been f{fulfilled. A wetting
might have knocked the battle out of him—
but it didn’t knock the battle out of them!

On the contrary, it infuriated them, and
made them more dangerous than ever. The
battle tiat now developed on the Araminta
was truly terrific.

“We're

And with six men to help |

the juniors, the result was placed beyond all
doubt.

Nipper had no idea who these men were,
or whenece they had come. But that they
were friends had already been abundantly
made manifest. They were hearty men,
broad-shouldered, with deep voices and useful
fists. They joined in the fight as though
they did this sort of thing every night of
their lives.

“\Were heat, cap’n!” gasped one of thev
encmy.

“Cuss these interferin® hounds!” snarled
Sawkins. ‘It amn’t their bizness, an’—"

Something rammed into his face—some-
thing that felt like the prow of a ship, but
was really only a fist. Captain Sawkins
turned a complete somersault, and landed in
the water flat. He simply sank, g .rgling
feebly. Two of his men grabbed him and
dragged him across to the bank. And within
another ten seconds the last of the foes had
been vanguished.

Four of the nine had got ashore, three
others were plunging out of the water, and
the remaining two were just being heaved
overside by these handy friends who had
come up so magically out of the might.

“Phew!” breathed Handforth. “That was
pretty hot!”

“1—I thought
Church dazedly.

“Jlook!” said Reggice Pitt,
Nipper’s arm.

In the gloom they saw a boat alongside.
It contained one man—a stumpy individual
with a grizzled face, who was pulling
placidly and contentedly at his ancient briar.

““Captain Pepper!” ejaculated Nipper.

“That’s me!” said the old mariner,
nodding.

“Why, you old fraud,” yelled Nipper, “we
thought you were below mn the cabin—
asleep! Isn’t that what you said?”

“I ain’t allus quite truthful,” confessed
Captain Pepper apologetically. “Mind ve, [
don’t ’old wi’ real, deceptive lies. But 1
thought mebbe you young _ents might necd
some elp.”’

“But—but——"

“Bust my eyes, I never see such a fight!”
declared Captain Pepper. ““ At fust, T thought
we was too late »

“But who are they?” asked Nipper.

“Triends o’ mine,” said the genial old
bargee, as he came on board. *I didn’t take
no ’and in the fight, because 1 ain’t so young
as [ was. Mind ye, I can still use me
{ists »

“Cap’n Pepper’s one of the best!” mter-
rupted a bluff, burly man, with a youthful
face. “Ain’t you, papa? Known him all
my life, I ’ave! We’d do anything for Cap’n
Pepper, young gents.” e '

“T believe it,” said Nipper fervently. * But
it so happens that you’ve done something
for us, too—and we’re grateful. You came
alonz in the nick of time.”

Tliere was much scurrying about while the

we were dished!” said

clutching at

13’
.



28

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

bruises and knocks were attended to, soaked
clothes being stripped ready for drying in
front of the fires in the barge cabins. Cap-
tain Pepper, it appeared, had stolen off un-
known to the schoolboys. Instead of being
asleep in the cabin, he had visited a couple
of barges which lay moored to the river
bank, halt a mile farther up. And the
crews, without asking any questions, had
come with him to lend a hand in case they
were needed. Captain Pepper was not only
of great use as a navigator, but the St.
Frank’s fellows unanimously agreed that he
had other sterling qualities.

An hour later the moon had risen, and
the night was perfectly peaceful once more.
The friendly bargees had gone back to their
» own craft, laughing heartily and making
light of the whole incident. Handiorth ans
his crew had returned to the I’enelope, and
all the juniors who had been soaked were
in their blankets. The alarums of the night
were over. For it was a moral certainly
that Sawkins & Co. would make no further
attempt.

On the Araminta’s deck, Nipper and
Reggie Pitt were keeping watch, and Cap-
tain Pepper was just preparing to go below.

“Well, young gents, 1t was a bit of excite-
ment while it lasted, an’ I dessay you've ’ad
some nasty knocks. But if you want to ’ear
about a real fight, L’ll tell you what 'appened
aboard the Priscilla Ann. Bust me, that fight
was a real one! It was like this ’ere. The
skipper, a bloke o’ the name o' Tom Dates,
was one o’ them ’ere calm, peaceful coves.
Well, it was 'is birthday, I remember, an’ "

“Is this a long one?” interrupted Nipper
gently.

Captain Joshua Pepper grinned.

“] may be gettin’ old, but I ain’t dense,”
he said, his face wrinkling up into a smile.
“1 can take a ’int wi’ the best. Right you
are, young gents! [I’ll leave it till to-morrer,
an’ I’ll tell ye the yarn as we’re goin’ down
river. Don’t fergit t° remind me of Tom
Bates, o’ the old Priscilla Ann. As thrillin’
a yarn as ever you 'eard!”

He stumped below, and Nipper chuckled.

‘““He’s a good old boy,” he murmured.
“But if we listened to every yarn he wanted
to tell us, we should keep him up all night.”

Reggie Pitt -awred, a-1 then attempted
to stifle it.

“By the way, now that we're on the sub-
ject’ of keeping up all night, what about
us?” he asked casually. ‘“Are we booked
for ”

“T don’t think it’s really necessary to xeep
a watch but there’s nothing like being on
the safe side,” said Nipper thoughtfully.
“After what’s happened, we don't want to
take any more chances. W ' il keep watch
till fcur o’clock, and then wake some of the
others. DBut I fanc. that Messrs. Sawkins.
Clamp. and Company have had their €.

“Till ' said Pitt brig'.lly. *“A cheery
idea! 1 am ::zmindec of . certain gnawing

‘or two, instead of a few days.

pain beneath the belt. It is five or six hours
since we stoked the engines. How about a
few biscuits, and sundry nibbles of cheese, to
while away the second dog-watch?”

CHAPTER 17.
BACK AT ST. FRANK'S.

2 DWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH pointed.

“There’s the clock-
tower!” he exclaimed
excitedly.

“By jingo, yes!”

“Hurrah!”

“Good old s5t. Frank’s!”

One might have supposcd that the juniors
had been awav from the school for a year
They were
crowding on .he decks of the barges, staring
across the meadows towards St. IFrank’s.

But there was some excuse for them.

These days Lad been unusual ores, and
1; seemed to them that weeks had passed.
There was something else, too. When they
had recently left St. Frank’s, they had

‘gone off in Handforth’s Ark, and the whole

Stowe Valley had been inundated. The
floods had  stretched evervwhere—over
marshes. meadows, fields, and farmlands.

Bellton Village had been practically sub

merged. And St. Frank’s itsclf had been
like a suburb of Venice
So it was »only natural that the fellows

should be intensely eager to see what changes
had taken place. That the floods bhad
miraculously gone down was obvious, for
they had been gliding down the River Stowe
all the morning, and the banks had been de-
fined almost all the way. Here and there

the water expanded out over low-lying
meadows; but, in-tl.c main, the great floods
had gone

The day was glorious—hot, sunny, and
cloudless.

What a contrast to the weather they had
first experienced It was almost incredible,
and several of the juniors rather wondered
it they would soon wake up  Summer
seemed to have come a month or two before
its time. DBut then, England is always apt
te, experience a week of such weather 1n
April.

“l wonder if there’s anybody left at St.
Frank’s now ?” asked Handforth, turning to
the others. “Three parts of the fellows were
still there when we came away. How many
days ago was it? Three? Five? Seven?
I'm jiggered if T haven’t lost count of the
timeo lately.” -

“Well never mind—the floods are gone,
and the weather's glorious,” said Nipper.
“Don’t let's bother about counting up the
days. The sooner we can forget this period,
rthe better!”

“Hear hear!” saild Tommy Watson.

From early .aorning, the two barges had



: THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

"

Fatty Little attracted the attention of Captain Sawkins.
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‘“ Yah, vou 1otter | >’ he yelled. The rascally bargee

gave a bellow of taunfing laughter, little realizging that the other boys of the Remove were swarming through
the water to recapture the stolen barges.

been on the move, with Captain Pepper a
constant help. His knowledge was invalu-
able, and the schoolboy bargees blessed the
hour that had brought the old captain into
their ranks. Without him, indeed, they
doubted if they could have completed this
salvage job. On the top of all this, the affable
old bargee -as a ncver-failing source of
amuscment, with his quaint reminiscences.

But nobody had any cars for them just
now. It was 1ust after mid-day, and the
barges had entered upon a reach of the river
where the clock-tower of St. Frank’s could
be secen peeping up beyond the trees. Then
they caught glimpses of the Head’s house,
and a corner ¢f the Modern Iouse. But a
bend in the river shut out the view, and
they swung gently.and scdately down fo-
wards Willard’s Island.

“We want to moor here, ecap’n,” said
Nipper, as he went up to their old friend.
“TIt’s time for the mid-dav meal, anyhow.
While we’re stopped, we want to go and
have a look at St. Frank’s.”

“A werry natural want, too,”” agreed
Captain Pepper. “Bust me, if T don’t come
an’ ’ave a look at the old place meself.”

“That’s the idea,” said the juniors ecn-
thusiastically.

“Hallo!” shouted somcbody. “ Willard’s
Island !” -

Another landmark® had. come into view,

.something different.

Once again, Willard’s Island was visible.
The waters had reeceded, and the island was -
locking battered, forlorn, and muddy.

The river was still high. It would be
paltering with the truth to say that the Hoods
had completely vanished. They hadn’t!

In all the low-lying marshes and meadows.
the waters stretched away just as before.
And yet, not just as before. There was
. The glorious spring
sunshine and the intense blue of the sky
made all the difference. The floods. instead
of being desolate wastes of murky water,
were transformed into something pleasant.
All their grim, bleak look had vanished.
And the best part of the countryside, too,
had emerged. Muddy, slimy, and bedraggled

.—but bearing up well under the influence ot

the hot, drying sunshine.

“We can l-nd!” said Nipper glecfully.
“T.ook, the playing fields are all high and
dry now. We may get muddy going over
them, but who cares?”

“Nobody,” said half a doz Voices.

They all marvelled. It seecmed almost in-
credible that that great expanse of water
could have drained away in so short a time.
But it is genc..lly the way with all floods.
Once they start going in carnest, they dis-
appear as though by magiec.

The barges, having moored in close
proximity to \Willard’s Island, there was en
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immediate rush. Captain Pepper had placed
the craft close against the river bank, and
the fellows leapt ashore without delay. Even
Fatty Little went with them. Tood was
his greatest aim in life, but for once he
suceumbed to the general infection. and de-
serted dinner, for the sake of going to St
Frank’s with the rest.

Curiosity was the root cause of this
stampede.

The fellows found themselves on Liitle
Side, after plunging ankle deep through

thick mud. ‘Lhe playing fields were spongy
and sodden, but in a much better condition
than anybody had dared to hope. The grass
was looking drab and murky, but the very
fact that the grass itself was visible was a
joy.

‘““Come on!” said Handforth exultantly.
“Let's get along to the school. The floods
have gone.”

“Iurrah !”-
“Not a sign of them left

“Rats!” said De Valerie. *“There are
plenty of signs left, but a week or two of
this fine weather, and nobody will ever know
that the water was ten or twelve feet deep
here. Why, when we come back after the
Easter holidays, everything will be normal.”

“But there must be an awfu! lot of distress
lower down the valley,” said Nipper
thoughtfully.  “Let’s hope these Dbarge
owners do the right thing; and pay up a
nice chunk of salvage money.”

They ploughed their way over Little Side,
their fcet sinking deep into the boggy
ground. Tt had been noted, with a feecling
of sorrow, that the boatl.ouse and bathing
sheds had been swept completely away. And
now the fellows could sce that the junior
paviiion was in a sad condition—half
wrecked. and looking very forlorn. But
theyv knew that repairs would quickly be
effected, so there wasn’t much to worry
about. S

“The Triangle!” said Nipper, as they
passed through the gateway.

“0Oh, my hat!”
“What a sight[”
“Poor old -Triangle!”

They entered, their feet sinking into thick,
greasy mud, 1e surface of which was caked
and hardened by the sunshine of the past
few days.

Usually, the old Triangle at St. Frank’s
was delightfully picturesque with its elms,
its fountain, its paved pathways and gravel.
The elms were still there, doing their utmost
to look pleasant. The fountain could be
seen, too, bencath its coating of mud But
the gravel and the pathways had gone—all
smothered by the thick deposits which the
flood had left behind. The picture would
have been dreary in the extreme but for the
bright sunshine and the background of the
blue sky.

The iuniors advanced, eager and curious.

ll‘l

CHAPTER 18.

THE OLD HAUNTS |

ATURALLY, the juniors
: .-[ broke up once they had
got into the Triangle.
Nipper, Watson, Hand-
forth & Co., and a few
others made a bee-line for the Ancient House.
Pitt, Grey, Trotwood, and their fellow com-
patriots of the West House were equally keen
to get into their own quarters. In the samae
way, Buste. Boots and Bob Christine went
into the Modern House. They were all
anxious to have . look at the devastation
in the spots where it atfected them most.

On the whole, everybcdy was delightfully
surprised

Nipper & Co., hurrying through the open
doorway of the Ancient House, paused n
the lobby. The floor was muddy, the walls
were damp and grimy, but the flood had not
caused any grave damage.

“ Nobodv about!” said Handforth, as he
looked rouna ““1 wonder where the dickens
everybody's got to”

“You necedr’t wonder,” 3said Nipper.
“Naturally, they've gone home.” -

H“Vou mean there isn’t anybody here at
a ??’

“None of the

fellows, of course,” said

Nipper. “Didn't Mr. Lee say that he would
get them away at the earliest possible
moment? 1’!l bet everybody left St. Frank’s

the day berure yesterday They won't come
back till after the holidays.”

‘“And by that time,” said De Valerie,
““the old school will be looking herself
again.”

Two or three workmen came out, and they
regarded the juniors curiously. They had
every reason to The fellows were all
dishevelled and untidy—with grimy collars,
muddy clothing. and sundry rents and tears.
They had been through rough times, and
they had had no opportunity of obtaining a
change of clothing.

*Why, I thought you were all gone!” said
ono of the workmen.

“We're another party—just come off a
barge,” explained Nipper. “Too long to
explain now, but I dare say you’ll hear all
about it later. Everybody’s gone, eh?”

‘““All the young gentlemen, if that’s what
you mean. sir,” said the workman, *“ went
two or three days ago.”

“And now the school is full of you men,
I expeet?”

“Swarming with us,” smiled the workman.
“There’s nigh on thirty in this building
alone. We're from London, sir. The school
people mecan to do this job thoroughly, I
reckon. Not enough men round these parts
to cope with it.” ;
“Yes, they're too busy locally,” agreed
Nipper. ‘“Well, let’s come and have a look
at the studies, you chaps.”

“Rather!” said Handforth.

11
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svnmmvannnnNEXT WEDNESDAY !
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ORDER IN ADVANCE!?

4

‘“« SPRING-CLEANING

AT ST. FRANK’S !”?

After the flood, spring-cleaning
at the school is a real necessity.
Therefore, Handy purchases
blue wallpaper with red spots,
together with sundry pots of
paint, and announces that he
is going to redecorate Study D.
Handy carries out his in-
tentions—at least, he tries to!
Some of the juniors say that
it is the pattern on the wall-
paper that drives Handy
dotty, others that it is the
amount of paste he swallows.
Anyway, Handy has a
lively time—and so does
everyone else. Thisscream-
ingly-funny yarn of the
Boys of St. Frank’s is full
of japes and rollicking in-
cident. YoucdnmakeSURE
of getting it if you order
your copy in advance.

Another amazing instal-
ment from :
“THE BURIED WORLD!”
Are you telling your pals
about this startling serial ?

Going down the Junior passage was like
exploring a new realm. Everything was the
same, and yet it was different. Debris was
everywhere—grime, dried mud, and peeling,
mildewed walls,

The Junior studies had not yet been
touched, for the workmen seemed to be con-
centrating their attentions upon the domecstic
quarters—the electric power house—the drains
—the heating system, and so forth.

Handforth opened the door of Study D,
and strode in.

“*Great pip!” he said feebly

Nipper aud Tregeliis-West and Watson were
next door, staring in very much the same
way into Study C. Handforth advanced, with
Church and McClure close behind him. Study
D was a picture.

That usually cosy den was all wreckage.

The table was upside down, the bookcase
had fallen from its fastt,nmgs and books
were littered on the floor—!looking bloated
and Fuﬂ'y, with the covers in rags, and with

)

tho bindings generally detached from the
pages. The oilcloth was puffed up and
ruined, the wall-paper was half peeled off in

the most depressing way, and everything,

‘without warning,

from one end of the room to the other, was
hopelessly beyond recall.

“Oh, my goodness!” Handforth
dazedly.

Church and McClure were not so deeply
affected.

said

“Well, whet did you ecxpect to find?”
asked Church.
“T know! But—but—— This!”

“Well, the flood swept down on the school
and nobody had any time
to rescue a single thing from the studies,”
sald MeClure. “Of course, we shall get
new books. All our persounal thmgs will be
replaced, too. We're bound to be compen-
sated. Stands to rcason!”

Handforth brightened up after the first
shock had worn off.

“©h, well, perbaps it’s all for the best,”
he said. *‘‘DBefare the flood, I was talking
about re-papering the study, wasn’t 17”7

“Let’s go and have a look at the class-
room,” saild Chureh briskly.

(1] Eh?’}

“Or the Common-room,”
thusiasticaily. “I'll bet the
in a frightful mess! Come on,

said MeClure en-
Common-room’s
Handy! One
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‘look at this place 1s enough for us, and—"
“I was talking,” said Handforth coldly.
“Yes, but—"

“I was talking about
room,’”’ insisted Handforth.
_ His chums, secing that it was uscless, gave
in. |

“Well?” they said, in sad, resigned voices.

“This wreckage just gives me the oppor-
tunity I wanted,” said Handforth, waxing
eloquent. ‘‘We won’t let these silly workmen
shove on a drab, ugly wall-paper. We will
do this rocom ourselves.”

» “Will we?” asked Church.

going home, then?”

He was staggered at the effcet of that
sarcastic re:nark.

“By George!” ejaculated Handforth.
“Therce’s an idea! Strictly speaking, the
holidays don’t start yet—we ought to be at

re-papering this

“Aren't we

school still I'm not keen on going home
yet.,,

‘““Not keen on going home!” gasped
McClure.

“No fear,” said Handforth. “ After we've
taken those barges to Caistowe, we’ll come
back and start on this study. We’'ll do some
spring clcaning, ana then we’ll re-paper the
place, paint it, and——"

“You—you ass'’ roared Church. “You
can jolly well do it alone, then. You won’t
catch us making idiots of ourselves.”

Handforth stroked his chin.

“In fact there's no reason for us te go
to Caistowe. 1f it comes to that,” he went on.
““Those othcr chaps can look after the barges
now. I vote we stop here and get busy

straight away !”

“All right,” said Church. *‘Let’s vote
—two against, one for! It's no good, Handy
—you’'re in a minority!”

But Handforth didn't bite.

“My vote count« above yours!” he said
indifferently ¢ We'l! go straight into Ban-
nington on my Austin Seven, and »

“You'd better tip the water out of it

first!” suggested Church.

“Water!”

“You lefs it in the garage, didn’t you?”

“Great Scott!” yelled Handforth, aghast.
“Then—then my Austin must have been
under the flood!”

““He's full ot startling theories said
Church, wonderingly. “Now, how the
dickens did hes guess that his Austin had
been under the flood 7™

But Handforth wasn’t staying. He leapt
to the doo: rnshen out, and went tearing
away down the Junioi passage. He rushed
past a crowd ot feliows in the Triangle, and
pelted off towards the garage. But before
he had coverea teu yards he was pulled up
by a shout Nec ordinary shout could have
stopped him at a time like .this. But it
wasn’t an ordinary shout. It was a tremendous
yell of alarm ihat was filled with the utter-
most urgency.

“Hi! Quick, you chaps!”

112

The voice was®that of Buster Boots, ana
he was waving madly.

““The barges—the barges!” he bellowed.
“That beast, Sawkins, and his crowd are
pinching the barges!”

Ir*( \t

——

CHAPTER 19.
IN THE NICK OF TIME!

=~ ANDFORTH spun round, his
heart throbbing wildly.

“What?” he shouted.

“You’re mad!”

Other members of the
schoolboy bargee party were appearing from
all quarters. Not one of them had missed
that clarion call. John DBusterfield Boots
found himself surrounded as he stood in the
triangle.

“I happened to look out of one of the
Modern House windows!” he panted. “We
can see the river from there, you know.
Sawkins and his crowd were coming down
the river in a boat—and they were making
straight for the barges!”

“Oh, my hat!” \

“Good gad!”

“They’ve—they've stolen a march on us
exclaimed Nipper sharply. ‘Come.on—don’t
stop to talk! Run—run like lightning—or
those beggars will beat us on the last lap!”

“But are you sure?” shouted Handforth,
staring at Boots.

“] knew them in a tick!” replied DBoots.
“The cunning rotters! They must have
followed us down the river. And those
barges are lying there, helpless, without any-
body in charge of them.”

Captain Pepper came bustling up, full of
concern.

“It’s my fault, young gents!"” he said
miserably. ‘I oughter ’ave thought o' this!
But it secemed to me that old Sawkins was
beat. After all this time——"

“You come along at your leisure, cap’n!”
panted Nipper. “We'll run for it! Come
on, St. Frank’s! Those barges arcn’t motor-
boats, and they can’t have got far. We'll
get ’em back!”

“Hurrah!”

“Down with Sawkins!”

They raced off, excited, alarmed, and filled
with acute consternation. After all the
trouble they had had with those two vessels,
it would be little short of disastrous to lose
them during the last lap of the journey. It
would be a real calamity, and all owing to
carclessness! Nipper felt bitter. In their
excitement and cagerness to see St. Frank’s,
they had been grossly neglectful.

They had crossed the playing-fields and
meadows pretty quickly on the way to the
school, but they went back like hares. They
were all there, the whole party. Captain
Pepper was somewhere in the rear, as anxious
as any of the boys.

(Continued on page 34.))
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Edwy Searles Brooks chats with his readers.

NOTE.—1f any reader twrites to me, I shall be pleased to comwment upon such remarks as are

likely to interest the wmajority. All letters
BROOKS, c¢/o The Editor, THE
Street, LONDON, E.C.5. Every
acknowledged in these columns.
thus*, against the sender’s name.

naturally easier for me to answer.—E.S.B.

: QU ought to think yourselves jolly lucky—
i or unlucky, according to the point of

view—for getting any chat from me this

week In fact, I came perilously near
to breaking that New Year resolution of mine.
You know, that one about never missing this
weekly page. Why? Because I've been up to
my eyes answering letiers and sending eut my
autographed photo io those readers who have
sent me theirs,

letter will

L * *

Since I made that offer a few weeks ago I've
had an easy time of it, because it was over a
month before it went into print. But now the
deluge has commenced, and I'm beginning to
wonder bow I shall find time to write the stories.
Still, I'm game, and the offer still holds good.
Any readers who want my autographed photo
have only 1¢ send me their own portraits, and
I'll post mine along in return. There's no catch
in this. T shan’t seud a printed imitation, but
a genuine photograph, with my genuine auto-
graph, each one individually signed. It’s & rash
offer, 1 know, and I shall probably have to cut
out going to the pictures, lose half my sleep,
and sacrifice my bath, in order to get through.

L] L t

Remember, you've brought this on yourselves—
and now 1'm biting off about as much as I can
chew. For months—years—lots of you have been
asking me for my photo. And when you have it
in your hands I expect you'll say: “So that’s
the chap! Whal a sell, afier wuaiting all this
time!” But I don’t accept the slightest
responsibility. If you want the blessed thing,
you can have it there you are.

: ] * &

And now to acknowledge this week’s letters:
« A South African Reader” (Johannesburg), Leonard
Angus (Plumstead), Jack Sanders (Kentish Town),
F. Cobbett (Camberley), S. R. R. Ellis* (Birming-
ham), F. H. (Holloway), G. A. R. Purehase* (Chi-
chester), Frank Addy (Sheflield), F. A, Jiggins
(Braintree), Leonard Smith (Ipswich), Roy Free-
man* (Cheltenham), “ Kassker the Grim ” (Isle-
worth), Patrick McSweeny (Paddington), Ernest
R. Hoath (Worthing), Frank Voce, Jr.* (Seaforth),
John McKay (North Shields), “ White Horse ”
(Ramsgate), “ A ILoyal Supporter ' (Folkestone),
W. S. B and 7 others (Oldham), “ A Leagueite "*
(Nottingham), Charles Scott (Margate), Norman
C. Moss (Guildford), F. M. Ambler (Dulwich),
Robert Diamond (Lanchine, Quebec). .

should be addressed to EDWY SEARLES

NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleeiway House, Farringdon

have wmy personal atlention, and all will be

Letters of very speciul merit will be distinguished by a star,
Communications

which indicate writer’s age are

Sorry to disturb your opinion, *“South African
Reader,” but I have written all the St. Framk’s
stories that have ever appeared in the Old Paper.
I am not at all offended because you refer to my
Northestrian series as “tosh ”—because I know
"they weren’t tosh. They may have been pifiie,
but not tnsh They may even have heen drivel,
or tripe, but distinctly not tosh. And I'll tell
you why. If they had been tosh the Editor
would jolly soon have sent them back to me.
You see, when you condemn my stories like that
you don’t cast any slur on me, but on the poor
old Editor. He pays for the stuff, and you can
take it from me that I'd have to be up very
early to palm off tosh on him. If I ever get
| mawdlin in my writings, you can bet the Editor
will come down with the chopper—and then you’ll
see another nmame on the froot page.

* L4 ®

Our South African reader is a fair example of
a certain type. If you don’t like any particular
series, it is- hardly the thing to write to me and
crudely accuse me of writing tosh: I welcome
criticism heartily, and 1 like you to tell me where
1 displease you. But when a chap makes a bald
statement of censure without saying why he is
displeased, I find it difficult to understand him.
I rather fancy our South African friend has got
his knife into me bhecause the Northestrian stories
were somewhat imaginative, and by wusing my
imagination I have offended him., I would just
like to remind him that my imagination is my
stock-in-trade as an author.

* * s

Although [ am fully appreciative of the
splendid, ¢hatty. complimentary letters of the
bulk of my <correspondents, there is practically
Fnothing in them that I can comiment upon to the
general interest of everybody. I want you to
include in your letters one or two subjects that I
can answer on this page with the certainty that
the majority of you will be interested.
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At last they burst upon the river bank
and came to a halt, staring. They were
-exnausted after their long run, particularly
as a great deal of the going had been very
difficult.

“Too late!” shouted Handforth hoarsely.

“They’ve gone!” ,

The Araminta and the Penelope were in
mid-stream, two or three hundred yards
farither down the river. And on the decks,
navigating them, were their original cap-
tains and crews.

“They've done us!” muttered Pitt dis-
gustedly. “Of all the beastly, rotten tricks!
{hgle\'er dreamed they’d follow us down like

1s.”

“Well, they brought us to St. Frank’s,
anyway,” said De Valerie, trying to take
the disaster in a philosophical spirit. *“ And,
after all, we had a good time.”

Nipper looked round at the crowd.

“We're not going to let these brutes gain
the benefit of our work!” he said fiercely.

“Hear, hear!”

“It’s a rotten shame that they should get
the barges back!” went on Nipper. ‘*“Who's
game to have another scrap?”

The crowd hesitated, remembering what
had happened the last time.

“If we don’t get those barges back, there’ll
be no salvage money for the Bellton Distress
Fund,” went on Nipper tenscly.

“By George, no! We’ll chance it!”

“Yes! Let’s smash ’em!”

*“Hurrah 1

“l.ook—there are only three men on each!”
went on Nipper, pointing. “They haven’t
got those added helpers with them now—and
old Clamp isn’t any good, anyhow. It’s only
five, really!”

“Four to onel” roared Handforth. ¢ Come
on, you idiots!”

Everybody decided to make a fight, but
Nipper called a halt as some of the fellows
started hurrying off down the towing-path.
A pew idea had suddenly occurred to him.

“Wait a minute!” he said sharply. *““These
beggars have been tricky with us, so let’s
be tricky with them. Follow me—and walk
slowly, looking downcast and dejected. Come
on, don’t ask any questions. Time’s
precious.”

Nipper walked across the towing-path and
vanished behind one of the hedges. The
others, after a last look at the departing
barges, followed, trying to obey his instruc-

gr 32.)

tions. And the ruse succecded. For Captain
i'Sawl}{ins, watching, uttered a contemptuous
augh.

“Thought s0!” he said. “Them kids ’ave
'ad one taste of us, an’ they don’t want
no more! They ain’t got no men with ’em
this time.” y

“We’ve beat ’em!” grinned one of the
crew. “ My, but you ain’t ’arf a brainy
bloke, cap'n!”

Sawking grinned as he looked back. The
schoolboys had obviously given up all idea
of making a fight, for they were going back
from whence they had come, bowed down
and miserable. The burly skipper might
have thought differently if he could have
seen behind that hedge.

“Now, you ass! What’s the idea?” de-
manded Handforth.

“We're wasting time, Nipper,” urged
Watson. ke

“Yes, but we’ve fooled those rotters into
beliecving that we've given up the fight!”
replied Nipper quickly. “Look here! The
river bears right round lower down. If we
cut across the meadows, behind this belt of
trees, we can get in front of the barges with-
out Sawkins knowing anything about it.”

“My hat! So we can!”

“My scheme is to prepare an ambush!”
continued Nipper. “We’ll half-strip this
time—no need to get ourselves drenched.
Then we’ll dive in as the barges come down,
and make a scrap of it!”

“Hurrah!”

“Come on!”

“Trust Nipper to
tricky !”

And the schoolboy bargees, not to be so
easily deprived of thew spoils, rushed off
across the mcadows.

think of something

CHAPTER 20.
ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL]!

J APTAIN SAMUEL SAW.
‘ - KINS lit his pipe and
looked up and down the

river contentedly.

““Yes, we’ve beat ’em!”
he said for about the tenth time. ‘I reckon
that was a smart idea of mine, to follow the
young varmints down the river in a boat.
They wasn’t lookin’ for that move, was
they 7™

“It took ’em all of a ’eap!”’ said one of
the crew. ‘“Why, it was just like pickin’ up
pebbles off the beach! There they was, lyin’
in the river, just waitin’ for us to pinch!”

“Never knew anythink so blamed easy in
the ’ole o my life!” agrecd Captain
Sawkins. ‘“Arter all that trouble we took
last night, too! Lumme! I might ’ave
saved three or four quid!”

The thought gave him a pain for a
moment, particularly as it was accompanicd

(Continued on page 40.)
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Joa Maitland lires in a small shop in Stag-
more. A mysterious nwian named Stanislaus
Cripps oucs money to the sghop, and Jin

deterniines to collect it. HMe climbs over the
wall of Widgery Dene—-Cripps’ estate—and
drops into the grounds. There he finds an
amazing wmechiie whick is something between
¢ subniarine and an airship. Mr. Cripps i3
on board awd Jim asks him folr the woney.
arid

The wan refuses to pay, before Jim
realises it he finds the mniachine in the air!
It travels half orer the world, then dives

into the ocean., It recaches the bottom, and
then, instead of restineg on the bed continues
qoing downwards! It is then floating on the
surfuce of an underground river, and Mr.
Cripps ¢xplains that there must be a sort of
leai: tn the ocean bed and they are UbLeing
sucked down to the centre of the earth. They

.

Scalding Rain!

HE Flying Submarine had escaped. In
order to make the anchor rope taut,
Stanizlaus Cripps had given the vessel a
buoyancy sufficient to keep it Hoating

fifty feet above the ground. It hung suspended
that height above their heads now.

The coils of ropes that Stanizslaus Cripps had
joined together measured exactly three hundred
and fifty feet. Fastened to the rail that hedged
in the deck, itz end with the anchor was just
qine Teet ahove the ground—so tantalisingly near
and yet out of reach.

For a few seconds -Stanizslaus Cripps stood
immediately under the auchor, making grotesque
little springs in his attempt to cateh hold of it.
And all the wihiile there poured down upon the
Buried Woria that pitiless torrent of scalding
rain. Stanislaus Cripps appeared to awake
abruptly to the futility of his eforts and to the
existence of that downpeour, for he turned and
shoeted to Jim:

“The stores, boy. Come and help to get the
etores under cover.”

In anzwver to that appeal, Jim and his two
companions rushed out from their shelter to the
spot where the stores had been disembarked.
They were . curiows mixed collection, for
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(Now read on.)
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stop the miackine and come on deck. But
as they appear they are captured by severul
amazing giarts who jail on them from the
shore. Jim escapes and later saves the life of
a little man called Masra. In return Masra
and his daughter Tinta let him live with
them. Jim finds himsclf among a colony of
dwar{ men who are cailed the Kru people.
They live in a vast cavern and are at enmity
with the Gunts—a race that is dying out.
Jim determines to find the submarine and
rescue Mr. Cripps, who is still a prisoner.
Masra and Tinta decided to accompany him.
To do this Masra has to desert from the Kru
people, After many adventures they manage
to rescue the inventor. Suddenly all four are
startled hy a fall of scalding rain, and at the
same tiwe the Flying Submarine again
escapes!

-

o

Stanislaus Cripps’ views on the subject of ration-
ing the party were peculiarly his own.

There was a barrel of American apples, and
a large box of South African oranges. There
were aiso tinned foods inm great profusion. By
the side of these there lay a pile of glitterin
objects, made out of the same mysterious meta
a3 that of which the Flyving Submarisie was con-
structed.

“The food, boy! Never mind the rest.”

Tt was like working in a very hot shower bath,
but despite the difficulties under which they had
to labour, they managed at last to get the
suppiies under zhelter. Stanislaus Cripps himself,
the water pouring from his shaggy beard, and
his new plus-fours suit steaming, flung himself on
that big pile of glittering metal, and taking one
huge armful of it, dived for the little cave in
which they were sheltering. He was only just
in time.

Scarcely had he joined the rest of the party,
and, breathing heavily with his exertions, had
placed that pile of metal with a clatter on the
ground, thas pandemonium broke loose in the
Buried Worl.. With a shriek, like the letting off
of a thousand steam sirens, a great wind swept
down upon them

It was not like an ordinary wind sweeping
across the country horizontally, sueh as Jim had
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experienced in the upper world; it bore down | to escape from this dreary world, they had
upon them vertically and then swept up- |started off on further explorations. And now
wards. He had just made this observation when | they had lost their only means of ever getting

his attention was attracted by a cry for help
(rom Stanislaus Cripps.

“8it on them—fall on them! Hold them, for the
love of Mike! We can't afford to lose one of
them!”

Jim saw that the various articles, which com-
posed that shimmering heap of metal, were being
whirled about in every direction by the great
wind. What looked like a full sized figure—he
recognised it as one of the diving suits—came
careering through the air towards him. He
caught at 1t just im time and brought it to the
ground.

Acting under the urgency of Stanislaus Cripps’
appeal, Tinta and Masra added their efforts to
keeping that- pile intact. Eventually, by cover-
ing it with stones, they were able to anchor it
safely to the ground. Stanislaus Cripps wiped
his perspiring steaming forehead.

“ Phew, worse than a Turkish bath, boy! Just
the thing 1 wanted. Get down my fat!”

He appeared serenely indifferent to the violent
and terrifying atmospheric disturbance that was
guing on about nim. Though the wvast Outer
{Lavern was flled with a turmoil that was
absolutely deafening, though the fury of the
strange wind scemed at timces as if it were about
to tear those towering, rocky walls apart, though
the scalding rain fell in torrents, drumming on
the ground a veritable devil's tattoo—Stanislaus
Cripps was a3 cool and detached as if he had
been seated under a tree on a pleasant summer
afternoon.

“ What's happened?” Jim gasped.

“Ordinary atmospheric disturbance, boy, follow-
ing the well-known laws that make hot air rise
and colder air take its place.”

Cripps jabhed a flnger into the murk outside.
It was so dark now that it was almost impossible
to see anything.

“The Flyiag Submarine has gone, hoy. Where
she i3 oow, Teaven alone knows! Probably she
:has struck one of these ascending draughts of
air, and is careering about the exit to this
Buried Worli There ‘s a chance, of course,
that she may escape altogether, but the mathe-
matical laws of possibility and probability are
all against such a thing happening. She will
very likely strike a descending current of air,
and be beaten back to the ground. If only we
could find her in such a predicament we might
manage to get on board.”

“But whay was that explosion just before the
rain began to fall?” Jim inquired.

“~ome volecanic outburst higher up the shaft.”
.explxined Cripps. * Fortunately not an explosion
of lava, but merely of steam. Hence this com.
bination of a Turkish and a Russian bath. The
air has been violently heated in the upper regions
and is therefore ascending. The cold air from
outside has rushed in to take its place. Thuat
i3 _the simpls explanation, boy. When the hot
air has been all expeiled, we shall be at peace
again.”

“But the Flying Submarine, sir. How are we
going to get back to it?”

“Don't know, boy. She will probably sink
back to the le e! in which we left her and float
aimlessly about until the anchor catches, or we
might be able to secure her by some other
means.”

Tinta’s Fantastic 8Story!

FEELING of despair swept over Jim.
He wished with aill his heart and soul
A that Stanislaus Cripps had not possessed
such an inquiring mind. After much
pain and toil they had regained possession of

the Flying Submarine, and instead of using her

out into the sunlight again.

For nearly an hour he sat crouched there, a
very dismal, despondent boy. Presently that
great wind begun to abate. The rain ceased, and
Stanislaus Cripps rose and shook himself.

“Now 1 thkink we can begin our investiga-
tions. The first question is one of transport.
I have here a miniature tractor.”

le began to dive among the pile of glittering
metal, and produced what at first looked like
a whippet tank, which he held between hia
finger and thumb.

*“When the factor of weight is eliminated,
boy, it is surprising how simple life becomes.
Constructed in steel, this machine would weigh
something like twenty toms. As it is, its weight
is entirely negligible.”

The machia> was narrow enough to allow it,
Jim surmised, to be passed through the port-
hole of the Flying Submarine, but in length it
was nearly twelve feet. Stanislaus Cripps held
it up before his face and examined it, and then
placing it on the ground, held it lkghtly with
one finger while he stepped on to the driver’'s
seat.

“ Load her up with the supplies, boy, and we'll
be off. There's pienty of room for ali of us.”

Following his directions. they filled the
interior of tu tfractor with stores. Only wlien
hey hegan to place what remained of that pile
of littering metal on board, did Stanislaus
Cripps intervene.

“There's one or two things there that you and
your friends had better learn the use of, boy.”

He picked up four objects that looked like
exageerated revolvers and presented one each
to Jim, Tinta. and Masra; he thrust the remain-
ing one in his cwn pocket.

“You'd bhetter explain to your friends, baoy.
These lethal weapons fire an oxygen diarge,
which will kill at any distance. They are maunip-
ulated in exactly the same way as a revolver.
Yog press the trigger and the bullet does the
rest.

Masra nodded gravely, as Jim, with some diffi-
culty, explained, and theun thrust the weapon
into the beli he wore ubout his waist. Tinta
followed his example, then they took their seats
in the tractor. Stanislaus Cripps toucled a
button ana the engines began fo purr.

“1 use the same motive power as we employ
in the Flying Submarine, boy. It has the advan-
tage over petrul that you ecanm get a thonsand
times more energy out of it per cubic inch.
One gallon of my explosive mixture will do as .
much work as one thousand gallons of petrol.
Now, boy, we will start. As you know the way,
I shall want you to direct me.”

Jim stared at Lim in amazement.

“Where dno you want to go, sir?”

“To the Inner Cavern, of course. It would
appear that the Kru, among whom jyou have
lived, are a much more highly developed and
intelligent people than the Falta.”

“But we can't go there!” Jim gasped, and
began to exprair again how they had broken the
kru law. and that to return would mean death.

Stunislaus Cripps laughed.

“T am not to be deterred by such foolish
prejudices, boy At any rate, there is no ban
against me. ] have broken no law, and it is
most important that [ should investigate the
Inner Caver:.”

As if dismissinz tiie subject, he pulled a lever.
The wheels. with their caterpillar, endless bands,
began to revclve and the machine moved for-
ward at a gcod twenty miles an hour. Tinta,
who was seated next to Jim, gripped his hand.
For the first tim: since he had known her, she
showed signs of fear. She who had faced the
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Falta piants unflinchingly, who had proved her-
self daring and resolute, was terrified at this
unfamiliar form of locomotion.

“1t is magic, Krim, and I am afraid. It is
areater magic .ven than that of Him-Whose-
Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken !”

Jim patted her hwand reassuringly.

“There are thousands of these things in the
world from vhich I come, Tinta. It is just a
miachine like the Flying Submarine. When next
we stop, I wiil show you how it works. But
vwlio i3 this person you mentioned just Dow—
Ilim-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken.”

After hesitating a moment, Tinta turned to
her father and said a few words to him in an
undertone. Masra shrugged his shoulders as he
replied. ;

“What does it matter, daughter? The laws of
the Kru no longer bind us. We have left the
homes of our fathers, never to return.” .

“My father says 1 may tell you,” Tinta
excilmimed, looking up at Jim, “seeing that we
no longer beloag to the Kru people.”

And then, as the tractor carried them swiftly
aver the ground, twisting its way through the
houlders where possible, or. climbing over them
when there was no way round, Jim listened fo
2 story so fantastic that it was difficult to
believe in its reality.

While he had lived in the Inner Cavern bhe
had often wondered at the social arrangements
of the Little People, their system of govern-
ment, their orderliness, the manner in which
they all acted together as if under some common
impulse, though there were no leaders among
them, no taws by which they. were governed, and
nothing that corresponded even remotely to a
reprezentativz hody that met like Parliament to
pas3 legislation. With the exception of the pro-
mulgation of the Ban, befcre the coming of
The Great Light, the Kru never acted together
a3 a community; and yet order was maintained
among them, and there was a clearly defined
Ssocial System. He was now to learn the secret.

“We are forbiddem to speak of him, Krim,”
said Tinta.. *“That is why I did not tell you.
There were pictures of Him-Whose-Name-May-
Not-Be-Spoken, but, by his orders, they were
removed. He dwells in the Cave of the Fires.
No one has ever seen him. From time to time
he tells us what we may -do, and what we may
not do.”

“How old is he, Tinta?”

The girl shook her head.

“No one knows, Krim. He has been there
always.”
She spoke with such sincerity that it was

obvious that she believed the statement. )
“And this Cave of the Fires? Where is it?”
she pointed her finger downwards.

“The food would be gathered and renewed
many times, Krim, before one could reach it.
Only those Lhat he sends for ever make the
journey.”

“"But how does he communicate with you,
Tinta?”

“He speaks to us with his voice. When you
came, Krim, was the last time he spoke to the
Kru. After they had made you Masra’s blood
brother. the people were frigchtened that -they
might have done wrong. They sent some to
consult with him, taking with them the slate on
which you drew those pictures, and he sent word
that you were to be well-treated.”

The Fall of the Idol!l

0 engrossed had Jim hecome in the story
Tinta was telling him, that he had paid
no attention to their progress. Now, as
the tractor stopped abruptly, he saw that

they were below the great sacrificial stone that
was placed at the base of the idol. The flgure of

“world.

the Falta hign priest still lay there. Stanislaus
Cripps flung himself out of his seat at the wheel.

“I'm going to perform a little petty act of
apite,” he exclaimed. “I lived fer four or five
months alongside that absurd grayen image, and
I came to hate it as I never hated anything
before. 1'm going to put a flpish to it now.
You can come and help me, boy.”

Jim followed him round the base of the statue,
wondering what was on Toot. Here Stanislaus
Cripps pauseu and examined the stone work with
the aid of his electric torch. The foundations
of that great iunage were made of two massive
blocks of stone placed close together. Between
them there was a spacve into which a man could
slip his hand.

“Whoever built- this statue must have had

some  considerable knowledee of mechanies,”
Cripps said. *“These slabs could not have been
placed in position merely by human man-

handling. 1 am going to be gnilty of an act
of wvandalism. [T propose to destroy this image,
partly because 1 dislike it so heartily, and partly
becauvse I propose at some date to bring the
Tinva into subjection. It i3 absurd that these
hypertrophied idiots should be masters of this
By striking at their superstition, which
unitezs them I shall have taken a big step
towards reduecing them to their proper status.”

Taking a tin canister out of his pocket,
Cripps poured some powder into the gap between
the great stones. Then he produced a piece of
tinder,_, whichh had * obviously formed part of a
pipe-lighter. Placing one end in the powder, he
lighted the ather end with a match.

“A rough-and-ready time-fuse, boy, but as we
don’t know exactly how long it will take for the
tinder to burn to the cnd, we’d better be hurry-
ing. That explosive of mine is very powerful!”

They raced bhack to the tractor, and, having

-jumped into their seats, began to speed away

from tie neighbourhood of the ldol. They had
covered nearly a mile when, out of the azure
gloom, there loomed up six of the giant Falta.
Stanislans Cripps gave a little chuckle.

“See the fellow with the wart on his nose,
boy? That’s the only one of the Falta with any
glimmering of sense. He is at least capable of
some rudimentary thinking. T used to make him
teach me their langnage, and, had I had time,
I beldeve I could have persuaded him to con-
nive at my escape.”

Jim gazed at the giant whom Stanislaus Cripps
had indicated. He was. the boy noticed, several
inches shorter than his comrades, and his vast
face was noh so entirely blank and expression-
less as those of Lis companions. The Falta wero
evidently amazed at this crawling, glistening
thing rushing so swiftly towards them across the
floor of the Cavern. As they approached nearer,
however, one of them stooped down as if intend-
ing to pick up this eurious insect. Stanislaus
Cripps accelerated the engine at the same
moment, and, twisting the wheel, passed over
the giant’s foot and zig-zagged cleverly hetweew
his legs. There was a little squeal of pain.

“Thought he wouldn't like it!” Stanislaus:
Cripps exclaimed grimly.

The giant whose foot the tractor had passed
over, hobbled painfully to a pile of boulders
and began to examine them with an intention
that was perfectly obvious. Stanisiaus Cripps
shouted out something in the Falta language,
which bore the same relation to the Kru tongue
as old English does to modern Eopglish.

“Tell him I shall have to kill him if he attacks
us, Gra! Call him off!”

The giant with the wart on his nose turned
and said some words to his companions. Their
only reply was to glower at him, and, following
the example of the other giant, to arm them-
selves with huge rocks. Stanislaus Cripps, zig-
zagging the tractor backwards and forwards, in
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vain tried persuasion, evidently not anxious fo
resort to extreme measures.

“Gra tell-them not to make fools of them-
gelves! And you must not stay here. Any
moment now your ridiculous god may be blown
to smithereens, and you stand a good chance of
being hit by one of the falling fragments. You'd
better follow us as quickly as those big legs of
yours will let you.” ‘

Gra shouted somethipg at the top of his
voice. Cateling a word here and there, Jim,
with his know.edge of the Kru tonpgue, was able
to make out that he was exhorting his com-
rades uot to resort to violence.

“The Kru with the red beard, who is Lord of

the Iiying Kkock, declares that he is about to
destroy our god a3 he destroyed our High
Priest,’ said Gra. "“Let us hasten away, before

worse evil befalls us!”

Several of the giants had already raised the
great rocks in their hands. Gra’s statement
seemed to paralyse them for a moment. Put-
ting his foot on the accelerator, Stanislaus Cripps
took ful. advantage of that respite. Shouting
out to Gra to follow him, he sent the tractor
careering over the ground at a speed of forty
miles un hour, zig-zagging as the did so.

The next instant a storm of huge rocks began
to iali about them, one.of them narrowly miss.
fng Muasra, vho was sitting in the rear seat. Pre-
sently, however. they had drawn out of range,
and, slowing down the engines, Stanislaus Cripps
allowed Gr:. who bad raced after them, to
come alongside.

“Trot along Gra,” he said in a friendly voice.
“ Another mil2 and you will be quite safe.”

The giant grinned at him and began loping
over the vround by the side of the tractor as
it continued »nn its course,

“1f you ecan manage it, Gra,” Stanislaus
Cripps shouted, “tell those fool Falta to follow
you."” :

Gra shook his Lead,

“They will not come. They go to bury the
High Priest. The Falta are angry. They will
sing and shout at the burying, and rouse them-
selves to flerce deeds. Woe to any Kru who
comes their way!”

“Well, I've told you what will happen,”
Stanislaus Cripps remarked. ' There won't be
any High Priest to bury in a few minutes—you
take it from me!”

Even a3 he uttered the words there was an
ear-splitting report, which filled the cavernous
world with thunderous echoes. Stanislaus Cripps
stopped the tractor. and, turning in his seat,
looked back Jim, following his example, saw
for a moment the great cruel face of the graven
idol, looking down at him out of the shadows;
then abruptly 't disappeared.

There was a moment’s silence, followed by a
renewed uprosr. It seecmed as if the air were
raininz stones. One greft mass of rock, weigh-
ing several tons., struck the little group of Falta,
who, regardless of the warning they had
received, had advanced further into the danger
gone. Jim felt a shudder of horror as he saw
those great figures reel and f[all.

He put his hands before his face as if to shut
out that scene of massacre. When he drew them
away again, he was aware of ten great fingers
cintching at the side of the tractor. Looking
up, he saw that Gra had dropped on his knees,
and with h’s huge head bowed In reverence
before Stanislius Cripps. was uttering a string of
words in his hLigh falsetto voice. Stanislaus
Cripps, stretehing out a hand that seemed
absurdly imli, patted him on top of the head.

“He's telling me that he is my slave, boy.
We have tamed the first of the Falta, and,
curiously enough. he is the most intelligent.”

He pulled the giant's hair

“Rise, Gra, and follow. From now on my
enemies are your enemies, and my {friends your
friends.”

!iie turned to Jim with a grin, as If making an
aside. .

“Just as well to make that point quite clear,
boy. We're now going to inspect the Inner
Cavern, and I don’t want bhim to get into
trouble with the Kru!”

Captured by the Krul

EALISING that to argue with Stanislaus
Cripps would be absolutely useless—that
if he wanted to go into the lnner Cavern,
be would go—Jim remained silent,

mentally determining, however, that he, Tinta
and Masra would remain outside while the other
was carrying out his investigations. As they
neared the opening to the Inner Cavern, Tinta
showed signs of alarm.

“0Oh, Krim, if we go much nearer we shall
meet the Kru and they will kill us,” she said,
alarm in her voice. “The ban is lifted after the
passing of the Great Light, and they will come
out to hunt the Falta.”

“We shall always be able to get away, Tinta,”
Jim remarked reassuringly. “You've seen how
fast we can travel. Look, this journey that took
us four days, we have almost accomplished in as
many hours."”

They had passed the Falta houses now and
were dashing onwards when Gm, who was
;'unlnin-g by their side, held up his hand warn-
ingly.

*“What’s the matter, Gra?"” Stanislaus Cripps
inquired, stopping the tractor.

The giant pointed into the distance.

“The Falta attack the Kru. After the passing
of the Great Light, they met together and
decided that the Kru must be killed. They are
breaking info their cave. Look!”

Now visible in the azure murk, some sixty of
the giants could be seem collected about the
entrance of that narrow tunnel. With stolid
persistence they were tearing at the solid rock
with roughly made wcapons,

“We must go and see what they're doing.,”
remarked Stanislaus Cripps. -

Gra stared at him in astonishment.

“They will kil you, master. You ware so
small.”

“Strength. Gra, does not necessarily lie in the
body alome. It is more important to have
strength up here.” He tapped his head as he

spoke. *“ We shall come to no harm. You wili
see, Gnma.”
He set the tractor in motion again. In a few

minutes it had drawn close to the gizantic
figures that were working with frenzied rage to
break into the fastnesses of the Inner Cavern.
They were stabbing at tle rock with spears that
sometimes bent in their hands with the force of
their blows. Their efforts had not been entirely
unavailing, however, for already the entrance to
the tunnel had been enlarged to a height of
fifteen feet.

So occupied were the giants [n their task that
they never noticed the strange machine that was
hovering in their rear. The air resounded with
the clamour of metal on stone, and the heavy
breathing of the labouring giants.

At that moment Maszra gave a cry and pointed
upwards. Tollowing the direction of his gaze.
Jim and his companions saw floating ahove their
heads the Flying Submarine! Instantly Stanis-
lans Cripps sprang out of the tractor to the
ground.

*“Gra,” he called, *Qra—seize [t!" ‘

Carried away by the infection of his excite-
ment, the other occupants of the tractor jumped
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to the ground. The Flying Submarioe was
following an erratic course, influenced by the
currents of air that passed up and down the
shaft. As it neared the spot where the giants
were labouring. it swerved suddenly and darted
outwards from the cavern walls towards the
lake.

Gra, urged on by Stanislaus Cripps. pursued it,
Very much a3 an entomologist pursues a butterfly.
Now he had almost caught the anchor—now it
evaded his grasp as the Flying Submarine swiftly
changed its direction, and went off at an angle
to its original course. And the little party of
four followed Gra, encouraging him with shouts.

Forgetful of everything else, they continued the
pursuit for pearly half a mile, by which time
Gra and the Flying Submarine wers almost out
of sight, Then a sudden disturbance behind them
made them halt.

“Hallo, What’s up here?”
exclaimed.

He might well ask, for that serried mass of
giant flgures had fallen back from the entrance
to the Quter Cavern, Streaks of yellow Hame
were issuing from the mouth of the tunnel. 1t
was Tinta who first realised what had happened.

“The Kru are attacking the Falta with the
liquid fire! They will drive them back and then
pursue them. We shall be caught!”

“Back to the tractor!” Stanislaus
snouted.

He set the example by setting off at a round
pace towards the spot where they had left the
tractor. They lhad got to within a hundred
vards of it, when panic seemed to seize upon
he Falta.  Suddenly tiley turned and came
rushing in a thunderous mas: towards <sthem.

Jim remembered what Ze had read about the
destruction caused by the stampeding of cattle.
But the stampede of the Falta, he realised, was
something even more terrible.

Stapislaus Cripps

Cripps

There wers sixty of them, and their feet alone
were npearly four foob long, and none of them
could have weighed less than half a ton. A
runaway stean” roller would have been a safer
thing to face than that mad, panic-stricken
charge of the giants! The only thing to be done
was to take cover.

As if acting on some common impulse, the
whole four of them flung themselves down behind
the first boulder. They were only just in tine.
The next instant that giant wave had broken
upon them. F¥rom their hiding-place they saw
a maze of vast limbs flashing past them; the

ground shook beneath the thunder of their
charge, and the air was filled with their
whimpering cry of terror that was like the

screaming of myriad seagulls,

Another moment and the Falta had pas:ed.
Stanislaus Cripps instantly sprung to his feet.
amnd, without more ado, rushed for the tractor.
which fortunaiely had not been left in the trmack
of that giant stampede. Masra {ollowed him,
and Jim, calling to Tinta, raced at his heels.
Stanislaus Cripps had swung himself into the
driving seat and had already set the engines
in motion, when out of the azure murk there
appeared a small regiment of the Kru.

They were armed with the liquid fire apparabus
and were pursuing the giants, uttering thunder-
ous shouts as they ran. Masra, at the sight of
tirem, flung liimself trembling at the boftom of
the tractor. Jim. who had taken a seat, sprung
to his feet aad looked back. For the first time
he realised that Tinta was not with them!

“Tinta!” he called. *“Tinta!”

At that moment he saw the girl twenty yards
away. He held out his hands to her in a very
panic of anxiety., The Kru were closing down
upon her now. They, too, had seen her, and had
raized a shout that chilled the blood in the
boy's veins. It was a ¢ry of hate—the ¢ry of an
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outraged people who saw before them one who
had committed treason!

“Mr. Cripps—Mr. Cripps!” Jim cried.
wili catch her and kill her. Oh, Mr.
save her!"”

*Stay where you are, boy!” Stanisiaus Cripps
voice boomed. *“ Don’t commit suicide!”

As he spoke he set the tractor in motion.
Turning beautifully, the glittering machine naced
towards Tinta. But they were too late. When
still a few yards from her, the leading ranks of
the Kru broke about her. Jim saw dozens of
pairs of hands seize her by the arms and drag
her backwards. The tractor plunged into the
mas3, Stanisiaus Cripps steering it towards the
spot where the girl's struggling figure could be
seci.

And now the Kru seemed to become c¢onscious
for the first time of the strange machine that
Lhad invaded their world. Jim heard an old man
—whom he remembered for his kindness to him—
hold up his hand and shout something in a tone
of command. Instantly eight of the Kru lined
up in frout of the tractor, unslinging from their
shonlders tha deadly liquid fire apparatus. The
next second eight jets of flame were directed at
the tractor  With great presence of mind,
Stanislans Cripps swung it round and dashed
out of range.

“You must fire, boy,” he shouted.

Jim, eclenching his teeth, drew the weapon
Stanislaus Cripps had given him from his pocket.
Taking aim he pulled the trigger. Something
almost like a cry of horror broke from his lips.

It was the first time he had witnessed the
deadly effects of the explosive Stanislaus Cripps
had invented. The man he had hit secmed to
dissolve and disappear! He saw the Kru turn
panic-stricken and rush for the entrance to the
tunnel.

“Fire again!” Stanislaus Cripps voice boomed
as he dJdrove the tractor in pursuit.

But thie horror of what he had done was still
heavy on the boy’s mind.

i

“They
Cripps,

“I can’t!” he socbbed.

Even as those broken words came from his
lips, he caught a visidn of Tinta, a prisoner
in the hands of some dozen men. Flinging dowa
the stgange revolver Stanislaus Cripps had given
him, he swung himself over the side of the
tractor, and, though it was still moving,
managed to keep his feet on the ground. The
next moment, with his head down as if he were
diving into a Rugby scrum, he had flung him-
self among the Kru, battling at them with his
flsts, tearing them aside in his mad frenzy to
make a path for himself to Tinta,

“Tinta,” he called, “ Tinta!"”

Arms clutched at his legs.

«f can’f 1™

Somebody jumped

on his back, causing him to stumble. He
tottered, striking out flercely, still calling her
uame.

“Tinta—Tinta "

From amidst that babel of confusion, a volce
seemed to reach him, .

“Farewell, Krim!”

For a moment the sound of her voice gave
Jim renewel energy. He managed to free him-
self from his eaptors—but only for m moment.
The mnext instant half a dozen Kru had flung
themselves an him. e received a violent blow
on the head. The azure world swung and swayed
about him.

Then, at that moment, something struck him
neatly behind the knees. Jim reeled backwards,
his ciutching hands touching sémething cold and
familiar. A very podgy hand gripped him by the
collar of his coat. HHe heard Stanislaus Cripps’

booming voice in his ear. lle was once more
aboard the tractor, which had been driven
adroitly into the crowd of struggling figures-

only just in time to rescue him.
“It’s no good boy. She’s gone—1!"

(But has she? You may be sure that Jim will
do his utmost to rescue Tinta from the avenging
Kru. Next week's instalment is a real thriller—
pou must not miss it!)

(Continued from page 34.)

by a vivid recollection of the night's fight.

But, after all, the game was won—the boys |

were bested.
The Stowe was astonishingly docile now.

With the rapid dropping of the floods, the
raging torrent had dwindled to a normal
stream. Certainly, it was faster than usual,
and the bargees were compelled to give a lot
of attention to their craft. They wero com-
paratively near Caistowe, and they intended
going straight down, and reporting to their
owners. They would probably be highly
complimented for bringing the barges safely
through, i

A stretch of river lay ahead, after a bend
had been turned—a stretch that was quite
bare for nearly half a mile, except for a

clump of trees, which grew on the right
bank. Bellton was beyond.

Just as the barges were getting out of the
bend, a figure came smashing through the
bushes near the towing-path—iﬁm fat, excited
figure of IFatty Little. He shook his fist at
the barges.

“Yah! Rotters!” he roared.

All the bargecs stared back, and Captain
Sawkins gave a bellow of taunting laughter.

“@Git back to your kennel!” he shouted.
“We've ’ad enotgh o’ you young puppies!”

“They ain’t tryin’ on no more gamcs, are
they 7” shouted Captain Clamp anxiously,
from the other barge.

“Not likely!” sneered Sawkins. “They
ain’t got innards enough!”

Fatty's roaring ceased, and the bargees
gave their attention to the navigating again.
One man, with an oar in his hand, gave a
sudden yelp. A face was coming up over the
edge of the deck., Then another—two more
and still others.

“Hi!” howled the fellow. “They're on us,

cap’'n!”
“Hurrah!”
“Come on! Sweep 'em overboard—

quick !” yelled Handforth.
Captain Sawkins uttered a loud oath. He
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had never been more surprised. Just while
ho had becn looking back at Fatty Little,
this amazing thing had happened! His
barge was swarming with boys!

It had been very cleverly worked.

Ffatty had been purposely sent to that spot,
in order to distract the attention of the
bargees, and take their gaze away from the
view immediately ahead. Nipper had only
necded a couple of minutes—and this diver-
sion had supplied it.

Ninetcen fellows had slipped straight into
the waler from behind the trees, and had
swam with swift, powerful strokes into mid-
stream. The barges had floated down upon
them. Ten juniors had grabbed for the first
one, and the other nine boarded the second.
They were all swarmmg on the decks before
the enemy. could e aware of their presence.

It was uncanny—like creatures of the deep
rising from the very bed of the stream. Thesc
men had seen no sign until it was too late.

Ialf a minute!” shouted Nipper, as the
other juniors were about to hurl themselves
at the bargees. “Captain Sawkins, we've
get vou whadked! Are you going to sur-
render, or shall we chuck you overboard?”

“Go to blazes!” snarled Sawkins.

“Right-ho—overboard !”” shouted Nipper.

And the juniors ewept joyously on their
victims. and Captain Sawkins found himself
ﬂymp' through the air backwards He landed
in the \»ator and the ‘wo members of ks
crew  wentg hcavmg in after him. On the
Penelope, a similar scene was being enactcd
Captain Clamp, and his precious pair, were
flung into the Stowe with the same force.

Six soaked, beaten men dragged them-
selves out, and slunk away. They had be-
lieved themselves to be the masters of-the
situation, but again they had reckoned with-
out their hosts!

Within an hour, old Captain Joshua Pepper
was on board again, the boys were fully
dressed, and ... trip down stream was be-
ing continued.

And, later on, the Caistowe Water Haulage
Co. Ltd. offices were invaded by Nipper and
his fellow bargees. The whole facts were
placed before the owners, and the barges
were formally handed over.

Nipper was looking delighted after the
interview,

“The owners are pretty pleased with things
in general,” he said. “We don’t want to
tako am,tlnnp; for granted, but 1 shouldn’t
he surprised if we get four or five hundred
pounds.

“And they’re goingz to hand out the
money as soon as cver the formalities can bhe
dealt with added Nipper contentedly. “1t’s
coing straight to the ¥loed Distress Fund,
Bellton scction. And as these barge owners
are big people about here,. they’ll probably
add a good bit to the money themselves. It’s
all for charity, you know. On the whole, I

think we can congratulate ourselves, you
habs 1”?
cnaps.:

“Well, it’s been jolly exciting, and now

“wrifing

we shall be glad to get home,” said Tomm)
Watson, with relief. “I suppose we’d better
get on the first train, and——"

“I've got an idea, you chaps,’ mterruptml
Handforth. ‘“We’re all together now, aren’t
we? Well, why not go back to St. Frank’s

and do some spring cleaning?”

To Edward Oswald Handforth’s disgust.
the crowd only laughed at him. They were
paying more attention to Captain Joshua
Pepper. That breezy individual, wich twink-
ling eyes, was apparently rehuctant to take
his leave of the schoolboys.

“We've ’ad some ’appy days together,
young gents,”” he satd. ‘“The ’appiest days
since I was on the Nare with old Billy
Small. Now ’o was a fine bloke, was Billy!
'Im an’ me, on the barge Caroline, was two
of the ’appiest men wot ever swung a tiller.”

And the old bargce proceeded to dip intc

I

another reminiscence. Not that anvbody
listened. Most of them were thinking about
the approaching Xaster holidays. _And

Handforth was thmkmg of highly-coloured
wallpaper, brilliant enamel paint, and sun-
dry other i1deas in the decorating line.

(There’s no doubt ab 4t it—Edwy Scarles
Brooks ean’t be beaten when tt comes to
corking sclhool stories. He has
written another magnificent yarn for next
Wednesday's NEL&O\ LEE Lisi  y—
“SPRING-CLEANING AT ST. FRANK’S!”
Don’t miss it!)

BEST VALUE FOR TWO PENCE

Cadbury’s Chocolate 2
Turkish Delight,

W Bournville
J’ Chocolate Bar,

2d.

- 24d.

p Boumm;g Fruit
and Nut
Chocolute Bar. Zd.

“Ask for
{adburys”

See the name‘@dbury’ on every piece of chocolate.
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 70.
READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

SECTION I desire to become enrolled as a Member ot THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE,
and to qualily for all suck benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
of the League. | hereby declare that I have introduced “THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY ” and THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto. Will
you, thercfore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the
Membership Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

SECTION MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS,

I, Memver No........ (give Membership No.), hereby declare that 1 have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hercto This makes me ......... (stale number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

SECTION i} NEW READER’S DECLARATION.

I-hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of Introducer)
cemrrresatnsrsessanasasienareserensssnssansncnsssasens O U118 issue of “THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY.”

(FULL NA}IE )-iionoouioounuc-o---u-u--n-u-t"n serssisnensensissnntitnnse

R R R PR I I L AL L Y e P R LR L LTy

(ADDRESSJ'.unclu-. ------ SRR ARISdnsd N Ns IR BN iscibannnnn FERRANSASIRABOTRININIE" BRSNS IBNIASRINC BT ut i0N NN TRENUNBRANARssRaasttaanagaREne
INSTRUCTIONS,
INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mém- the form. Now pin both forms together and send
bership. Cut out TWO complete Applicafion | them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new

Forms from Two copies of this week's issue of
THRE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. On one of the forms
fill in Section A, erossing out Sections B and C.
Then write cleariy your full name and address
at bottom of form. The second form is for your
new reader, who fille in Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. DBoth ‘orms are then
pinned together, and sent tc the Chief Olfficer,
The 8t. Frank’s League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEE
LiBrARY, Gough House, Gough Sqaare, London,
E.C.A.

will be necessary for you to obtaln six new
readers for this award For each aew reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same

number, are needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and (’, and
write your name and address at bottom 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

Member Applying for Lronze Medal: It

reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers bhave been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank’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. !

Bronze 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 ecan exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions with
which they are credited.

These Application Forms c¢an be posted for
id., providing the envelope Is not sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

—

Yeu can write to fellow members livinz at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

If you want to form a sports or social
club, you can do so amongst local mermbers
of the League,

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

whether walking, biking or camping.

promoting the growt

subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever
ready to assist you.

You are offered free hints on holidays,

You can qualify for the various awards by
of the League.

If you want belp or information on any
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CHIEF OFFICER'S CHAT.

All LETTERS in reference to the League should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The St. Frani's

League, ¢lo THE NE th)_’\f LEE LIBRARY, The Flectway House, Farringdon St.,

London, E.C.4.

Enguiries which need an immediats answer should be accompanied by a stamiped and ade:!reoxed envelope.

All O0.K.

AM giad to be able to report that
Leaﬂ'ue has made steady progress this
last week. Silver Badges are going like
one o'clock:; vou fellows who haven’t

vet got yours should not delay in qualifving
for one.
Not Much Time for Exercise.

A Barrow-in-Furnesz chum, who is a regular
reader of the “N.L.L.", says he needs more
time for keeping ft for footbail. He works
till five, and then goes to evening classes. il
wants to know of im]oor exercizes In
addition to dumb-bells and skipping. He
should get an elastic exercizer when he has an
opportunity. That will give nim all the train-
ing he needs, in addition to skipping, ete.

Deserted!

A Midland correspondent asks me what he
is to do about two voung pigeons which have
been deserted by their parents. The only
course is to secure another pigeon to mother
the unfortunate youngsters, which cannot fend
for themselves. |

Keenly Interested.

A Hendon reader sends me a fine sketch
map of the country vound St. Frank’s,
we have Edgemore, Bannington, Caistowe,
and Bellton. My chum has quite got the
hang of things. Congratulations! As there
is no chance of publishing a map at present,
I advise the numerous supporters who ask for
a chart to be their own map-makers, Mr.
Searles Brooks has mude the detailz very
clear.

tha

A0

The Heart of the Country.

A pal in Sussex says he is fed-up with the
slowness of the piace where he lives. Tt’s a
funny thing th‘lt people 1n towns sigh for tiie
country, and rice versu. The Sussex TrOusat
is quartered at a fine old farm in a pretty
district, and it seems to me he might find lot:
of Interest instead of complaining that there
is “nothing doing.”” That applies to many
places; there never is much domg unless yos
zo and do it.

East Ham to Natal.

A London correspondent is worried because
he sent a letter to a friend in Natal three or
four weeks since and has not had an answer
yet. Think of that now! T know these are

hustling times, but the splendid mail service |

cannot perform miracles. I think my chum
might practise patience for another fortnight.
It 1s a long way to South

| ping etrer.
| :}_mn an edition of the .\.L.L.
| tive that when I huve a beard T wiil still 2e

Here !

Africa, and specinl i |

trains and boatz are not w aiting for every
mizsive which iz dropped into the letter box.

) When He Has a Beard!
A Glamorgan enthusiast -:cmd me a top-
He would rather miss his clmner'
“1 am posi-

eageriv awaiting next W ednesday. 1 could
fi.l many volumes with my praizes of the good
old paper.”” This is the sort of tribute that
makes “Edwy’” put on a speciul spurt.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
~Charles T. Browne, 74, Victoria Road, Lr.
l}dmontrm Londen, N.9, x\hes to secure
in good COI‘lstlOII the “ Monste No. 4, also

Nos. 2, 3, 11, 16, 17, 18, 51, 23, 28 of the
N.L.L. new series. Will pay full price and
postage. '

L. Lambourne, 159, Cranbury Road. Read-
ing, Berkshire, wishes to correspond with
readers.

J. Hans, Acres Goodwood, Cape, South

Africa, would like to hear from readers who
require back numbers.

N. D. McLean, 16, 8th Avenue, Bez
Valley, Johanneubm&‘, Transvaal, South
Afrlca, wishes to correspond with readers.

B. Coward, 271, Wandsworcth Road, London,
S.W.8, has room for more members in his
eve lmzz stamp and hobby club.

L. Robbins, 55, Church Road, Mitcham.
Surrey, wishes to obtain the back numbers of
the “N.L.L.” dealing with the adventures of
St. Frank’s in America and the East Angiia
series; also the “Monster Lib.”” from No. 7.

Gea. C. Pearson, 63, Newbridge Road, Hull,
wizshes to cmresmnd with readers any wheze
especially in Hull district; interested in clubs,
stamps, sports, poetry, etc.

Robert Wiiliam Pearce, 6, Mount Durand,
It. Peter Port, Guernsey, Channel Islands,
wishes to correspond with readers anywhere.

HOW TO GET YOUR SILVER MEDAL.

All holdersof BRONZE MEDALS who have
qualified for SILVER MEDALS (see instrue-
tions on Application I'orm opposite) and wish
to exchange their medals for the higher
award, should send ftheir bronze medals
acenm pamed by a stamped addressed em'elopa,

to the Chief Officer, the St. Frank's League,
cio the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, Gnugh
House, Gough Square, ILondon, I5.C.4. 'The

SILVER MEDALS will then be sent to them.
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“PRISONERST}!E MOUNTAINS!”

A Maganificent Long Complete Yarn of

i‘wchoolbox Life and Adventure Abroad,

1[1[1(1duunn’ the Boyvs of St. Frank’ 5
Now on sale in the '

MONSTER LIBRARY NO g

Price Oue Shilling! - Buy a Couy T0- Dﬁ‘f'_:

pay till
*Marvel*
Afterwards you
pl., h'ﬂa ce in small onthly instal.

"A trifling d.,pomt 15 all you
\ vou hme rlldul a "'.!e:ld

ments. Packed FREE. Carriage paid
§ "MARVEL”4D9 £4 19s64d CA';H
¥ Satisfaction gtnmntoml or money
y refunded. Accéssories at popular
) Write TO-DAY for sprcifica-
- trionsanliilustrations of 28 new models,

M'ea CYGLE-CO., Inc. (Dept:B601),

' DI'IL'.L e

SPARXBROOK, BIRMINGHAM
JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Bovs are wanted for the ‘%oaman Class (from whic h
sclections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy and
Signalling Branches). Age 15} to 163 years.

MEN also are required for

SEAMEN (aI‘I“CIAL SERVICE) ... 4ge 18 to 25.
STOKILRS R Age 18 to 25.
ROYAL MARINE FORCES Age 17 to 23

GOOD PAY. ALL FOUND
EKCELLEHT CHANCES FOR PROMOTIDN

Anply by 19 L“r to the
and. R.M.,- 5, Suflolk
YVictoria Strect, Bristol;
hill, Glasgow! 30, 'Canmuﬂ'
Whnehall London, S.W.I; 289, Dcansgate, Man-
chester; 116, Rye Hill, Neweastle-on-Tyne; or 6,
“aqhm,gtcm Terrace, Queen’s Park, Southampton.

Recruiting Staff Oﬂlcnr R.N.
Street, . Birmingham,; 121,
13, Crown Terrace, Dowan.

Place, " Liverpool; 55,

BESGREAT RECORD BARG; !!E
THE NEW 1527 IMPROVED MODEL OF-AHE: FAMOUS

"MONARCH " Carce CAMERA

Filted witlrgenuine GUARANTEED MENISCUS LEN3, Reflex Viety-
ﬁmler ﬁ:ckel-nlated Sprmg Le-.rer Shutter, Lever Guard, Flexible
S‘RLE R - Leatherelte: Hindls ‘and anso]nte]y

2 ICE , ; GUARANT‘EED TO TAKE

N | PERFECT LAR ‘PHOL0S

% s 31}(2 b BRL SH"NMERE

A N\NONLY! I et o lns- und supplied coin-
EENRAA Post 2d. ! pl o mth ulT Accessories: =Bu~t

\ « = - — 0 Quilily Plate,Develdpip& s, I'nuim :
COUTEIL with easy_instructions {CE. use.

Send P.O. 2/- to-day for complete Camera
and Outfit |} - Testtmenmls Galore 111

W.J. Thunas, Esq., writes: “"Develoged and
privted uhutu think it s rocd a8 il tadeen
with & Camera which cost £3."" Misa E. Le
¢Cheminent writes: §° Asfonishied to see're-
d| sult of my first effort. The picturcis as goud
as that done by a proper photographer.””
Sale Catalogue, 1,0007Rig” Bargains, Post
rreel! THE LEEDS BARGAIN Co.
{UJ}), 31, Kendal Lane, LEEDS.

| P O N N,
300 STAMPS FOR 6d Ai:r ost, ‘T'rianguiar,

Old India, Nigeria, New South Wales, Gold Coast, etc.
W.A. WHITE, Eng:ne Lane, LYE Stourbridge.

(Abroad l/-)including

Height Increased 5/ Comnplete
In 30 Days. o Course.
No Appliances, No Drugs. No Dieting.’

X E Y | DA H. F Al LFI.

The Melvin Strong System i ]
particulars and testimonials,

Send stamp for

—MELYIN STRONG, L'TD. (Dept. §), 10,
Fdegate Hill, London, Lngland.

~ Cure yourself
Stop Stammering! ;.75
ll(lﬂi!h- FREE. — FRANK B. HUGHLS 7.

Southampton Row, London,' W.C.1.

TFREL.—Tine Sci

Philippine Portraits {Mml} fel. Laree

Obsolete Cinli,'»~60 dif  Stamps, Pkr. Best Mounts—Ia
genuine a]}pluant for Approvals and Gift No. 12, Send
postage.—B. L. Coryn, S, Vincent, Lr.1sL.Wall, Whit st alle.

CUT THIS OUT

" NELSON LEE" PEN COUPON, VALUE 34d.

Send 5 of thése conpons with only 2/9 (and 24d. stam
direct to the I-"LI:BT PEN CO., 119, (I‘leet f;t:r.«a_-erizzh
E.C.4. By rclurn. yon.will regeive a handsome . jever
geli-filling FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with solld gold
nit (fipe, medium, or broad), usually 10/86. Iﬁvet
price 4f-. or with 5 coupona onIy 2#9.
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- NOW e

1 supph the finest Coventry
built cycles on 14 day3’ ap-
. proval,packed freeandcarr,
)\ paid, on receipt of smallde-
posit, Lowest cash prices, or
easy paymenf terms, Write
g for FreeIargaln Lizts NOW, Laiuis
i WORLOS LLRGESTCYCLE CEMLER
o 18 COVENTRY.
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