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Led by Nipper, the indignant juniors charged to the rescue of Irene & Co, Handiorth sent one rough
reeling, while Nipper and the others accounted for the remaining hooligans, The girls slipped away irom the
melee, and they stood enthusiastically cheering the juniors on.
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The Treasure Tomb!

School-life Theills!
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

The Boys of St. Frank's in a rollicking long complete
story of fun and treasure-hunt adventure, featuring

the Fresh Air Fiends.

CHAPTER 1.
THE DESERTERS !
said Handforth

13 RAITOR!? s
T nantly.
“ ook here——"

e Dbsmtcr"’ roared Handforth.

“You -illy ass
“ And I might a. weli
de V ale:n,
you again!

D.

tell yv. . now, Cecil
that I dor’t waut to speak to
" added the angry leader of Study
“T've ﬁuis]‘.ml witn you!”

“That’s a relief, anyway,” saird De Va.erie
tartly. ‘ \What's the idea of picking on me,
anyway ? \What about Ilibba:i and Duncan,
Singleton and Doyle, Fatty Little, Levi, u d
a lot of others?”

“Their turn’s coming!” replied Hand{orth

grimly. “They’re all traitors—they’re all
deserters! I'm ashamed of the lot! Just
becaunse 3t. Frank’s i3 breakinz un to-day

indig-

1

for the Whitsun vac., you all clear off and
forget your word of allegiance!”

“Rats!” said De Valerie. “We didn’t
join the Open Air Bocxet.y under any fixed
obligations,” and we're mnot breaking any
oaths. Besides, you fathead the ma;o;u‘:} of
us cau’t help ourselves.”

“Why can’t you?”
“Becausc our people hav® written and
told us to 7o home,” replied ."al warmly.

“They’ve made plans for Whitsun, and we’ve
got to go whether we like it or not.”

The great Edward Oswald mad a snorting
sound.

“Parenis!” he said fiercely. “Toey’re
mocre unreasonable than IForm-masters! There
ought to be a law passed to suppress them!
They’re always buttinr in and messing every-
thing up!”

Handforth

spoke with f[eeling. It was a
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glorious summer’s morning, and the camp of
the Open Air Socicty was a picture of white
canvas and green grass. The sun shone down
from a sky of clcudless blue, and the figures
of the schoolboy campers fitted the picture.
They all beloneged to the Remove, or the
Fourth, or the Third, and they were attired
in loose tunies, shorts, and sandals—the garb
of the Fresh Air Fiends. But most of them
sported their school blazers and House caps.

Between twenty and thirty of the fellows
were making active preparations to In~ve the
camp. Some, indeed, were already hurrying
across the sunlit meadows to the srhool, where
they proposed to change into conventional
Etons and catch the mid-morning train for

London. For St. Frank’s was breaking up,
and this was, indced, the first day of the
holidays.

“It’s disgusting!” continued Handforth in-
dignantly. “T.ots of us have planned to stop
here over Whitsun, so that we can enjoy the
full benefits of the open air. Where’s the
sense of going to Tondon in this scorching
weather 77

“Don’t T tell vou that my pater told me
to go home?” roared De Valerie. “It’s all
very well to scoff at parents——”’

“In a case like this you ought to assert
yourself,” interrunted Handforth sternly.
“That’s what T did. My mater wanted Willy
and me to go home for some beastly garden-
party or other. Yes, and Ena, too! Of
course, we all refused. We're sta;uihg here
in camp. This vac. is only a short one, any-
how, and 1t’s not worth going home!”

De Valerie failed to sce any purpose in
continuing the argument, and he walked off.
As he had intimated, he was not the only
“deserter.”” Fullv half the juniors in the
camp were being drawn away by the lure
of the Whitsun holidays. Some were ordered
home by their parents, others took themselves
off on their own initiative.

I.ady Honoria Dexter, the headmaster’s vol-
canic sister, was the ringleader in this Open
Air business, and she was disappointed to
find so many of her protégés running away.
But she accepted the situation philosophically
and put no obstacles in their way.

Such fellows as Handforth, Church, and
McClure. and Nipper, Watson, Reggie Pitt,
and Tullwood -were staying behind. Boots
and Christine, of the Iourth, and Willy
Handforth & Co., of the Third, were equally
staunch. TIn fact, the majority of the junior
leaders had decided to spend the holiday in
camp.

There was a1 added -attraction just now,
too. Ireno Manners & Co., of the Moor View
School, had started a camp of their own
on the other side of the river, and there
promised to be plenty of “un betweer the
schoolboy camp and the schoolgirl camp. The
very idea of going home was ridiculous.

Nipper, the cheery Junior captain, grinned
as he cams upon Handforth arguing loudly
with his chums of Study D.

“If's ne good, Handy, old man,” said

-he said pleasantly.

Nipper. “You needn’t get indignant. These
fellows are free agents. They can pnlease
themselves, and &

“They’re traitors!” interrupted Handlorth
darkly. “This camp was formed in good
faith by TLady Honoria, and she expected all
the members to remain loyal. It’s a dirty
trick to run off now, just because the holidays
have started.

“But they can’t help it, you chump!” said
Nipper gently.

“Rot! Where there’s a will there’s a
way!” retorted Handforth. “The rotters
were glad enough to join the camp when it

meant missing leaﬁons weren’t they? T call
it jolly mean, if you ask me.”’
Edward Oswald would not be appeased.

And even when the genial Browne came
along, he failed to recover his normal good-
humour. And Wiliam Napoleon Browne was
well-known as a tonie. The lean and lanky
skipper of the TFifth beamed benevolently
upon the juniors as he joined the group.

He turned to Stevens, his bosom ¢hum, who
accompanied him, |
“Iere, PRrother Horace. we have the

ubiquitous fresh air fiend in his native haunt,”
“You will observe the
peculiarly characteristic tan.  You will take
note of the brown and robust knees, to say
nothing of heads that have long ceased to be
on friendly terms with the brush cnd comb.
A wild and menacine-looking lot., but com-
paratively harmless. Be not afraid.”
andfmth olared.

“If you're trying to be funny, Browne——"’
he began.

““ Assuredly not. Br?g)her Handy,” inter-
rupted the Fifith-Fornfe “To be quite
honest, we have wandered this way in order
to honour you with our welcome presence
prior to departing for the wilds of Britain.
In other words, we have come to say good-
bye-,T

“That’s very kind
Reggie Pitt.

“Very kind indeed,” agreed Browne. “We
felt that your holuhy would be completely
spoiled if we neglected this graceful act.
Brother Horace and m}welf take great in-
terest in your playful antics.’

“Wouldn’t it be a good idea to join the
society, instead of gassing?” asked TYand-
forth tartly. **Why don’t yvoy set an example
to the rest of the seniors, and join up?”

of you,” chuckled

“Oh, cheecse 1t!” said Si’-evcns, smiling.
“This camp 1s only for juniors.’
“No fear!” said Nipper plonmtlv “Lady

Honoria has invited everybody—including the
Fifth and Sixth. But I expect you seniors
are too high and mighty to mix with a
junior crowd.”

“Harsh words,” said Browne, shaking his
head. “In fact, undeserved censure.”

“Why don’t you join, then?” asked Hand-
forth.

“l must confess that the idea did not
occur to me,” said Browne. “And yet, un-
doubtedly it is a scheme of much brillianco
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Alas! Our multitudinous engagem.nts utterly
preclude any possibility of our aczepting this
invitation. Much as we should like to join
this joyous throng, we must decline.”
“That’'s a fine excuse!” growl:d Hand-

forth. “Can’t you cancel your silly engage-
ments?  Think of the dc-llghts of the open
?ifrl Think of the ripping pleasure of camp
ife!”

Browne r-dded.

“We have considered every pcint, and we
have come to the conclusion that the Open
Road possesses the stronger voice. We hear
the clarion call even now.

“What do you mean—the Open Road ?”
asked Tommy Watson.

“Brother Horace and myself have planned
a complete motor ‘our for the hr'icayvs,” ex-
plained Browne. “All is ready, and bv to-
night, providing the M.O. behaves herself,
we shall be filling numerous Devor’ans with
excitement owing to our unexpected advent.

Devon little knows its luck.”

““Then yon won’t join our camp?” asked
Handforth curtly.
““As I have said,
Road

“Blow the Open
Edward Osw ald, frowning.
only thing in this
what the dickens .o you mean by ‘M.O.?
" “TIs it possible. Brother Horace?” said

Browne mildly. ‘“Is it conceivable that these
infants are 'unaware of the fact that M.O.

the call of the Open

Road!” interrupted
“Camping is the

kind of weather. And
Jgn

stands for Morris-Oxford?  Such ignor-
ance——-"
““Oh, so you’re going for a tour in your

Morris-Oxford, are you?” said Handforth.
“If it comes to that, I could go fDl‘ a tour
in my Austin Seven. But I'm no’ going.
Camp life beats touring any day.’

“Iandy’s right,” said Pitt. “Why don’+
vou chuck this tour up, Browne, and join
us ?”

““Not likely!” said Stevens. ‘““Browne and
I have spent a fortnight planning our tour,
and it’s all fixed. We 2o through Devon-
shire, and then to Wales, and up into York-
shire, and down South again throuch Iast
Anglia.”

“Toxaeclly,” agrecd Browne. “Much as we
would like to bring joy to your hearts by

staving, we must tear ourselves away, leav-
: Y
ing yvou without the stimulation of our
presence.”
CITAPTER 2.
THE GIDDY GOAT!
§ ANDFORTH was not par-
ticularly impressed.
“We're so  stimulated

that we’ll duck you in the
river unless you clear off,”
“1f you won’t join the Open
and the

he said darkly.
Air Society, rou’re not wanted here.
sooner you go, the better.”

“Look Lere, you cheeky Remove idiot——7"
pegan Stevens,

“Be patient, brother,” urged Browne. ]
fear that Brother Handforth is not quite
himse!f this morning. He appears peeved.
Observe the furrowed lines upon his massive
brow. Note the steely glint in those hawk
like eyes. Undoubtediy, Brother Ted is men
tally disturbed.”

“Rats!” grinned Stevens. ‘““How can he
be mentally disturbed? How can there be
a disturbance in nothing?”

““A  point, DBrother Horace—a distinet
point, I will admit.”

““Chuck it!” grinned Nipper. ‘“Handy's

wild beecause lots of the chaps are clearing
off for the hohda)c He thinks they ought
to stay in camp.” They joined up with the
rest of us, and he looks upon them as de
serters.”’

‘““And so,”
are!”

“If you're so jolly certain about it, why
don’t you comwe into camp with us?” de:
mainded Handforth. ‘“Chuck up this silly

said Browne firmly, “they

tour s
But the two Fifth-Formers firmly ana
politely declined to be influenced. They

sald good-bye all round, and went their way.
It was characteristic of Browne to come
especially to the camp to have a last cheery
word.

But as for abandoning the tour—certainlye
not !

Browne and Stevens had been discussing
this tour for wecks—they had saved up their
moneyv for it. The Morris-Oxford saloon was
already packed. and a carcfully thought out
itinerary had been prepared. ’lhe two Fifth-
Formnn were bent upon enjoying this motor
ing holiday.

It would be an open-air vacation, and it
was much more attractive than camping in
one given spot. It was hardly surprising
that Browne and Stevens had refused to join
the Open Air Society.

“*No, I fancy our own programme 1s much
morec attractive,” said Browne as they
reached the old lrlanrrle of St. I'rank’s, and
crossed over to the spot where the faithful
Morris-Oxford was standing. “We are well
on time, Brother Horace. We are due to
lecave in exactly ten minutes.”

Stevens glanced up at the school clock.

“Well, why not go now, and have tcn

. b X L .
minutes’ leeway,” he ==ug0‘e%tcd We've
said good-byve to everybody. Therds nc

need to stay any longer.”

““A sugegestion that 1s not entirely without
merit.” said Drowne cheerfully. ‘ Yes, let
us sct forth upon our scarch for the wide

1y

open._spaces

‘rclimbod aboard the car, and were
o) . The Morris-Oxford was completely
filled in the rear compartment-filled with
luggage of all kinds, including a collapsible

tent, cooking stoves, and a hundred and oanz2
other requisites for a motor tour,

At one time the inseparable chums of the
Fifth had thought about hiring a trailer cara-
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van, but had concluded that this would be
an unnccessary luxury. DBesides, there wouid
be more fun without 1t.

“l.ike their check,” said L‘ri:e‘mns, as the
car glided along Bellton Lane. “Fancy ex-
pccim us to join their .klds camp !”’

‘Ridiculous, of course,” agreed Browne.
“Quite apart from the fact that we are
otherwise booked, I can't quite picture the
thing, can you, brother? 1 was never a

great stickler for dignmty, but there are
moments when even I must put my foot
down.”

“Yes, it was an idiotic suggestion,” agreed
Stevens.  ‘““These juniors are all rlght n
their own element, but—what are you shov-
ing the brake on for?”

““I believe,” said Browne, ‘“that an In-
teresting event 1s to take place at once, and
I desire to be an eye-witness.”

He brought the car to a stop, and looked
over the low hedge with a twinkle 1n his
eyes.

The shady bulk of Bellton Wood bordered
one side of the lane, but on the other side
lay one of the meadows of Holt’'s Farm. It
was empty, save for a solitary figure near
the end hedge.

“What do vyou mean—an
m'ont':‘” asked Stevens.

“Observe!” said Browne, waving his hand.

“There’s nobody there, elcept a man pot-
tering about with a stlck said Stevens,
observing. ““I seem to recognise Yes, he's
Sir Lucian Dexter, the Head’s broiher-in-
law. There’s a goat there, too.”

“Precisely,” murmured Browne.
Sir Lucian, without doubt, has omitted
to observe the goat. Alas, there i1s no time
for us to give a warning! This is well
worth watching., Brother Horace.”

interesting

“And

CHAPTER 3.
) THE MYSTERIOUS CHART.
IR LUCIAN DEXTER was
4 . certainly unconscious of
i ®» any peril.
Wi He was giving himself
up wholecheartedly to this
morning ramble in Farmer Holt’'s meadow.
The fact that he was trespassing did not
scem to occur to him, for he was inclined to
be somewhat absent-minded.

And as for the presence of a goat, Sir
Lucian was far too occupiced to take note
of the animal’s proximity. Lady Honoria's
husband was engaged in a curious pursuit—
that of taking mecasured paces, and then
pausing and examining the ground, Occa-
stonally. he would stoop down, and remain
in this attitude for some moments at im.

The goat, which had strolled int cw
from bchind the hedge, watched these pro-
ceedings for some little time with whole-
hearted interest. He had even relinquished
his search for succulent vegetation, and he
was so far engrossed in Sir Lucian that he
even forgot to champ.

Browne and Stevens arrived at just about
the crucial moment—at the point where the
goat had come to the*conclusion that sowne
sort, of action was indicated. He resented
the intrusion of this stranger, who kept bend-
ing down in the most tempting attitude.

And Sir Lucian Dexter fairly doubled himn-
self at that particular moment, offering such
a target that no seclf-respecting goat could
possibly resist 1t. The animal lowered his
head and charged.

*“As I feared, brother!” murmured
Browne sadly.

“Hi!” roared Stevens involuntarily.
“TLook out, there!”

But even 1f his voice had carried, the
warning would have been too late. The
goat struck Sir Lucian with devastating
force.

Bift!

The unfortunate gentleman went head

first into the hedge. And there he stuck, his
legs just visible, kicking wildly amongst the
undergrowih. The' goat, with a triumphant
toss of 1ts head, strolled off, and partook of
a few tufts of grass.

“I rather think,” said Browne, “that we
must now utilise that spare ten minutes,
Brother Horace. Let us go to the rescue of
this unhappy man.”

They left their car standing where 1t was,
and ran across the mecadow. The goat, dis-
liking their purposeful aspect, holted preci-
pitatelv., He did not scem enthusiastic for
any further butting. Probably he alrcady
had a headache.

“Allow me, sir!” said Browne benevo-
lently. *“ Brother Horace, be good enough to
seize one of these moving parts, and treat
it gently. Now, a long pull and a strong

pull.”

The unhappy Sir  Lucian was  firmly
wedged into the hedge. But Browne and
Stevens soon pulled him free. Lady
Honoria’s husband was not a pleasant man
at the best of times. He was thin and bony,
with a sinister cast of countenance. At tho

moment, he was looking dazed and pained.

“Good heavens!” he gasped. ‘“What—
what happened? I am injured! 1 am
seriously hurt!™

“A slight mishap, T assure
Browne. *“Pray sit down

hillock.?
“T must decline!

vou,” said
on this grassy

" interrupted Sir Lucian

firmly.
“A  thousand pardons!” s=aid _Browne.
‘“How thoughtless of me to suggest such

a thing! Sitting down 1s, at the moment,
scarcely one of your favourite pastimes, I
gather.”

Sir  Lucian
Formers.

“How dare you assault me?"” he stormed,
partially recovering himself. ** What do you
mean by 2

“Steady on,
gruflly.
you.

glared at the two Iifth-

sir!” interrupted Stevens
“It was that goat w hICh assaulted
We came to your rescue.’
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“Goat?” “Which
goat?”

He looked round, and then started. The
guilty animal was sauntering in the distance,
with a wary c¢ye on the trio.

“So that 1s the creature which hurled me
into the hedge!” said Sir Lucian. ¢ IExtra-
ordinary! I have no recollection of even
seeing the animal before. I must apologise,
my boys, for my rough words of a moment
ago. DBut I am in pain, considerable pain
I may say excessive pain. I must rest.”

He started moving off, but Browne checked
him.

“Pray allow us to escort——"" he began.

““No, no, certainly not!” interrupted Sir
Lucian. “Certainly not! Thank you for
helping me out of that infernal hedge.
trust you will not sprecad this—this—er—
painful but ludierous story.”

He went off, walking stifly and unnatur-
aliv. Ho took to the footpath close by and
vanished.

““Not exactly a cordial old stick,” said
Stevens.

“And if vou had just been butted into a
hedge, Brother Horace, I doubt if you would
be cordial,” replied Browne. ‘“We have done
all within our power, so let us return to
the chariot, and proceed—but, one moment'!
One moment. brother! It may be two
moments!”’

He bent down amone the tall grass near
the hedge, and picked up a stiff sheet of
notepaper., DBrowne needed no telling that
Sir Lucian Dexter had dropped it. for the
notesaper was the Head’s own brand, and
Browne had seen something white in Sir
Lucian's grip.

“What’s that ?” asked Stevens.
Browne serutinised it,

“1 fear we are transgressing the limits of
good manners, but a brief up-and-down is
necessaryv,” he said, “Ah! Sir Lucian
appears to he an amateur mapping enthusiast.
Here, unless T am mistaken, we have a rough
chart of St. Frank's and surrounding district,
It is, by the way, a thing which many have
cried for, but which nene have received. Wot,
Brother Iorace, that any wonld be satisfied
with this. For not only is St. Frank's de-
cidedly drunken in aspeet, but the surround-
ing district appears to consist of sundry dot:
and atrociously drawn lines.”

Stevens grinned as he locked at the chart.

“It’'s only a hastily secrawled aflair, any-
how,” he said. **I suppose we ought to let
Sir Luecian have 1t. Tt's of no value to us,
but it might be something he needs.”

But when they looked for Sir Lucian, there
was no sign of him.

“T deeline to chase through the meadows
and byways for the mere purpose of restor-
ing this atrocity,”” said Browne firmly. “If
Drother Lucian desires a map of St. I'rank’s,
Jet him draw another one. We can only hope
that his second attempt may be inore
suceessful,”

They returned to the Morris-Oxford, and

snapped Sir Lucian.

—

were just in time to meect Handforth & Co.,
who were striding briskly down the lane.

“Ah, Brother IIandforth, the very ian!”
said DBrowne.

“Can't stop!” said Handforth grufily.
“We're gong to fetch somaz of those beastly
deserters  back!  And vyou're not much
better, Browne! If you had any sense—"

“Dry up, Handy!” interrupted Church.
“Don’t start all over again!”

Irowne produced the chart.

“8Sir Lucian Dexter has iost this valuabie
document,”” he said. “It is unneccessary to
go into details, but if you happen to observe
the gentleman, be good cnough to hand it
to him with our compliments.”

“What 1s 1t 77 said Handforth, staring at
the chart. “You fathcads' Are you trying
to spoof us? This must have been scrawled
by an infant!”

“It looks like it,” grinned Stevens, “but
Sir Lucian dropped it—honest Injun! He was
butted through the hedge by a goat, and
lie was a bit dazed after that. I think he
dropped that chart accidentally.”

Handforth’s eyes suddenly glittered.

“All right!” he said in a veculiar voice.
“Hand it over!’

He ceized the sheet of notepaper, then hur-
ried off, Church and McClure with him. DBut
they dived into the wood, instcad of continu-
ing their original trip to the village,

CHAPTER 4.
TROCGBLE!

Y 7T I LLIAM NAPOLEON
' ¥ BROWNE  glanced at

Stevens,

“Strange and unaccount
able behaviour of Drother
Handforth,” he obzerved.

“Yes, he did act a bit rummily,” saia
Stevens, staring into the wood. “ He seemed
to be impressed by that chart. somehow. !

wonder why ?7”

“Cease to wonder,” said Browne. “I have
long since forsaken the pastime of wondering
where Brother Handforth i1s concerned. His
actions are beyond the mere brain capacity cf
siich simpletons as ourselves.™

“Why drag me in ?"” asked Stevens, ‘‘And
what about our start? I suppose gyou know
we've lost that ten minutes, and another ten,
too 777

“Happily our itinerary iz broadly planned,
and we have ample time,” replicd Browne,
“However, I think we may safely dismiszs
Brother Handforth, and proceed on our way.”

But the two Tifth-Formers were evidenti,
faged to encounter further deiays that mor:»-
i@ Once through DBellton, they took th:
road to Caistowe, and they had scarcely tra-
velled a mile along this quiet road before thev
beheld a distressing spectacle. At least, :r
was distressing to Browne,

A gir! was approaching, and she was evi
dently diffica'ties. She was trundling a
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bicycle by the hind wheel only, the front part
of the machine being out of action. She drew
aside in order to allow the car plenty of room

to pass..

But Browne took his foot off the
accelerator.

“I rather think we mlhf have another

slight delay, Brother Horace,” he murmured.
“Surely this is an obvious case of beauty n
distress ?  The beauty is unquestionable, and
the distress 1s no less apparent.”

“Yes, but look here ?

Browne took no notice. He stopped the car
and sprang out.

“If we can he of any assistance, fair lady,
please command,” he said gracefully.

The girl was rather taken aback,

She was more than a little flustered, and
Browne was pained to sce that she was breath.
ing heavily, owing to her exertions with the
crippled machine on that hot morning. She
was slim and graceful, and dressed in a check
black-and-white frock, which Browne decided
at once was the most charming tro¢k he had
cver scen.

And the wearer was even more charming.
She had delightful brown eyes, and the most
cntrancing chestnut hair, with fluffy little
wisps peeping out on either side of her hat.
And her pretty face was vaguolv familiar,
~.~omehow, aithough Browne could not placu
her. He knew he had never seen her before,
but she seemed to be like somebody whom
he knew—only a lot prettier. '

In fact, both Browne and Stevens were
loocking at her so earnestly that her flush
decpened, and she shyly lowered lier eyes,

“Thanks awfully, but it’s really nothing,”
she said. hesitatingly. “I think my front
brake must have broken loose, and I was
thrown off.”

“Were you hurt 77 asked S
cern.

“Oh, no—it wasn't a smash at all,
replied the girl. “ But when I tried to get
on again I found the front brake jammed.
And now I can’t move 1t.”

“Allow me,” =aid Browne gracefully.

IIe took the machine, and gave 1t a cursory
¢xamination,

“Hopeless!” he declared,

“0Oh, I don't know,”’ said Stevens.
might be able to free that brake——"

“Kindly permit me to know best, Brother
Horace,” said Browne firmly. “Under no
circumstances can we attempt to attack this
formidable fask. The only alternative 1s
obvicus. Fair ladv. you must allow us to
convey vou to vour destination in my car.”

The girl shook her head, and Stevens gave
Browne a gunick glance of understanding.

“Thank you ever so much. but I couldn’t
dream of bothering you,” she said. ”Iﬁm
comeg to [t Frank’s, and——" ~
interrupted Browne. “ We are
IFranlk’s, al=0.”?

Stevens with con-

really,”

“We

“Knough 1
Lonnd for St
She opened her eyes wider.

“But you were travelling in the opposite
direction, »hf‘- pointed out.

“ A mere detail,” said Browne, with a wave
of his hand. “True, we are bound for St.
IFrank’s via Wales, Yorkshire, and Tast
Angha, but it will be a simple matter to for-
sake that part of onr journcy. Aliow me to
introduce IHorace Stevens, of the Fifth Form
at St, I'rank’s. In me you beliold William
Napoleon Browne, also of the Fifth.’

T'he girl was still looking very {mml

“It’s very nice of you, but you really
musin’t bother,? che said, It isn’t far now,
and I can 14&113{ walk 1t. I'm only going to
the Open Air Camp to join iy cousin and her
friends.’

“Your cousin ' echoed Stevens.

“Ircne Manners,”? said the girl.

“Kindly punch me, Brother Horace. for
being so dense,” said Browne. © Of course!
So now we know where the fair Trene obtains
her beauty. The entire family is obviously
nand-picked.  Am I correct in addressing you
as Miss Manners, fair lady 77

The gir]l was now rather confused.

“Yes, I'm Dora DManners,” she replied
"Irenc asked me to spend the W hltvun hoh-
days in camp with her, and I was: eyeling
over. You see, my mother and father are
staying at Caistowe for the holidays.”

Browne and  Stevens were delighted.
They felt as though they were old friends.
For Irene Manners. of the Moor View School,
was very popular at St. Frank’s—and so were
all her girl chums. But Dora scemed to be
rather more retiving than her schoolgirl
cousin,

Perhaps Dora was talken aback by DBrowne's
claborate form of address—but tha: was only
one of his little ways.

“You’'ll have to let us take you to the
camp, Aiss Manners,” said Stevens pleas-
antly. “We can’t let you walk there, with
your bike in this condition. And it’s quite
impossible to repair it on the road.”

“Quite!”” agreed Browne firmly.

“Out of the question!” added Stevcens.

Constdering that they had scarcely given
the machine a glance. these decisions were
inclined to be hasty., And Browne, in order
to avoid any further examination, relentlessly
took the machine from the girl’'s grazp, -and
proceeded to lash it to the off-side running-
Loard.

“Under no circumstances can we proceed
on our way, Miss Dora, until we have
escorted you csafely to your destination,’
he said calmly. “Therefore, if you have any
objections to make, be good enough to forget

them. You will {ind the front scat most
comfortable. The rear accommodation 13, [
fear, largM} occupied with various 1im-
pcdnnenta.

Dora was looking into the car with con-
cern

“ But what about your friend 7"’ she asked
quickly.

“My friend?” repeated Browne. “Abh,
vou doubtless mean Brother Horace? Have
no fear for Brother Horace., Strangely
enough, it is one of his peculiar del:glzt- to
prefer a perch on the rear carrier.’
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Sir Lucian Dexter fairly doubled himself up, and the goat, unabie to resist such a tareet, lowered its hcal and
charged. ‘I think.” said Browaoe to Stevens. ** we hal bette‘ go to the rescuc.”’

Stevens looked blank.

“What.on earth " he began.

“Much as I dislike to reveal
Brother
to do eo,”’ continued Browne firmly. “We
all have our little idiosyneracies, and this
propensity of yours for adding yourself to

. 32

the rear luggage is, fortunately, timely.
“But, you idiot, I dou’t like riding on the

this

carrier!” said Slevens, with an indignant
flush, “If you think vyou can fool Miss

Manners with that nonsense, you're wrong!”
Dora was greatly distressed. |
“There i1sn’t room for me!'” she retorted.

“On, please don’t bother z
“Brothier Horace i1s naturally upset at my

disclozure of his strange weaknee:,”’ said
Browne ‘gracefully, as he troed foreibly on
Stevens’ toe. “Rest quite content.  You
shall occupy the seat next to me, and !
Brother Ilorace wili take his own simple
pleasure on the rear grid!”
CITAPTER 6.
‘& THE TWO CAVALIEZRS.
Y TEVIONS was furious, but
: helpless.
A moment's considera-
tion convinced Lim that
the grid was, indeed, the

oniy place for him. His foot still tingled
from Browne’s silent message.

If he refused to accept Browne’s ludicrous
assertion, Dora would undoubtedly Insist

. fact, |
Horace, I feel that it is necessary .

upon walking. There was no room for
three in the front seat—at least, not where
a girl ke Dora was concerned. She would
never ronsent to being tightly sandwiched
between two strange youths, or placed vpon
the lap of one. Her shy disposition was
obvious. And it was this very timidity of
hers which attracted Browne and Stevens
more than anything else. She was so refresh-
ingly different. .

As for {raveliing ‘n the rear part of the
car, this was egually out of the question, as
it was filled up with the materials for the
tour.

Stevens found that Dora was looking at
him curiously.

“Do you really :ike riding on the carrier 2’
she asked, in a doubtful voice. |

v

{0,
the
it’s
sit-
he added,

cr—yes!”  stammered Stevens.
rathev!  I—1 mean, not exactly,_on
carrvier. That’s only Brewne’s rot. T But
rather fun to ride on the running board,
ting on one of tho front wings,”’
with a deliant glare at Browne.

Browne beamed

“You sec?’ he said, turning to the girl.

svother Horace admits it.  Monkey-like,
he prefers to perch himself in the most pre-
carious position nossible. Do not he sur-
prised 1f he performs various evolutions en
rcute. We may find, upon arrival, that he
has seftled himeelf on the roof.”

Stevens promised hie chum a warm five
rminutes when he got him alone. Bub to
specak hiz mind in front of Dora was im-
possible.  F¥ive minutes later, Browne had
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reversed the car, and they were ghding
back towards St. Frank’s.  Stevens was

maintaining a fair equilibriuin on the near-
side running-beard, in close proximity to the

door.

e wasn’t half so indignant now. In
actual practice, the scheme was splendid.
I'or while Browne was compelled to confine
liis aitention to the driving, Stevens had
the open door-window at his side, with Dora
delichtfully near,

“You mustn’t take too much notice of
Browne,” said Stevens, his good temper
fully recovered. “He's a long-winded sort
of chump. I don’t mind riding here, cf
course !”

“Tin afraid vou're terribly nncomfortable
out there,” smiled the girl. “TIt’s really too
bad of me to——"

“Nothing of the sort,”” iInterrupted
Stevens earnestlv. “I love 1it! On a warm
Jday like this, you get all the breceze.”

“To say nothing of the dust,” said Dora
drily.

She wasn’t nearly so shy now. 1In fact,
she was beginning to like those fellows.
They were so nice to her. TFor Dora fully
understood that they were going completely
back on their tracks to accommodate her.
And she appreciated the kindness.

Dora Manners was older than her cousin
by nearly two years. and she rad left school.
She was, indeed, almost the same age as
Browne and Stevens. She had only been to
St. Frank’'s once before. and she was not
likely to forget that visit. For Handforth
had mistaken her for one of the fellows
dressed up as a girl, and had given her the
fright of her life. Iver since then, the un-
fortunate Handvy had winced at the very
mention of her name.

“Rather to Stevens’ surprise. DBrowne
stopped the car in Bellton Lane. opposite
the stile which led into the wood.

“PBut this isn’t St. Frank’s!” said Dora,
looking round.

“But I surely understood you i{e say that
vou wished to rcach the Open Air Camp?”
asked Browne.

“Well, yes!”

“You must be somewhat hazy
knowledge of local geography?”
Browne casually.

“T don’t know
the girl .

“Splendid!” =aid Browne. “If wec leave
the car here and take the path through the
wood, we shall strike the ecamp on the other
side. Is that not correct, Brother Horace 7"

“Yes, rather!” said promptly.

He thought 1t quite unnecessary to point
out that it would be a lot nearer 1if they
procceded further in the car, so that only
a meadow or two would have to be crossed
on foot.

But the privilege of watking with Dora
through the shady woods was too good to
be missed. And the girl herself had no idea

in  your

asked

it very well,” admitted

Stevens

that she was deliberately being walked twice
as far as she need have been.

“You mustn’t come with me,” che in-
sisted. “I have taken up too much of vour
time already. If you tell me the way, I
can ecasily reach the camp alone.”

““Impossible,” said DBrowne, shaking his
head. “The woods are full of unknown
paths, and we cannot let you take the risk
of losing yourself. No, Miss Dora, yvou must
allow us to escort you right into the camp,
In point of fact, we insist.”

“Wouldn’t hear of anything else,”” said
Stevens.

“But I'm taking up so much of your
time,”’ sho protested.

“Qur time,” said PBrowne, “has never

been so well spent. If you will honour us by
this great privilege, we shall both be your
grateful slaves.”

“You are very good!” murmured Dora
softly.

“As for your bicycle, permii us to take
charge of it for the time being, and to place
it in the hands of the village repairer,’
continned Browne. “We will attend to tlis
later.”” He paused for a momeni. “On
sccond thoughts, it might be an excellent
idea for Brother Horace to take the bicvele
to the repairer now, while T escort you to
the camp.”

“Tf that’s what vou call an exccellent idea.
vou'd hetter have a third thought!™ said
Stevens, with a glare.

“A  mere suggestion,
Browne mildly.

“It’s a good one—providing vou take the
bike !” said Stevens.

Browno considered.

“On the whole, T am inclined to agree
that i1t is somewhat sealv,” he said. “ Yon
arc quite right. Brother Horace. The hicxcle
must remain where 1t is.”’

And so thev went into the woods, and
neither Browne nor Stevens gave a single
thought 1o their wrecked itinerary, Tndeed,
the whole ftour itself had slipped their
minds. Or, if theyv thouzht of it at all. it
had lost a great deal of its former ativaction.

Dora may have been retiring in disposi-
tion, but there was mno gquestion regarding
her sharpness. And it wasn't long hefore
she perceived that her companions were de-
liberately dallving. Once, indeed, they took
a branch path which only brought them
back in a cirele. the net result being fen
minutes wasted. Browne and Stevens con-
sidered that it was ten minutes gained.

“Isn’t this rather a long short eut?” asked
Dora demurcely, at length.

“But, think of the delights of the wecods!”
satd Browne. with enthusiasm. “Think of
all this wondrous beauty!”

“Never seen anything so topping ! said
Stevens.

But. curiously
looking at Dora.

“I think we ought to be hurrying on,’
she said, blushing. ’

brother,”” =aid

cnough, they were both

?
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CHAPTER 6.

'- BROW E CIHANGES I(1S MIND!
said

her

Ircnc glancmg at
wrist- “&1('}1 ‘
“She's late already

marlked Winnie

! ore-
Pitt,

“Didn’'t she arrange to be over by twelve

o'clock, Renic?
letter, anvhow,”

“Oh, she'll turn up socn,’ ‘-uurl Irene, gaz-
ing across the sparkling river. I hnpc she
docsn’ t walk into the boys’ camp by mhl&l—.e
You knew how shy she is with boys.

“Then it's tlme she learncd betic
Doris Berkeley.,

That's what she said in her

said
“I'm jolly glad she’s cmnmfr

to spend the holiday with us, ‘Renie. It 1
give us a chance to knoek some of the
timidity out of her. Anyvhow, she'll see

cnough of the St. ¥rank’'s fellows during the
nle:;t. few days, and we shan’t allow her to be
shy.
Caistowe as a seaside holiday resort.”

Irene & Co. were standing in a little group
ncar the bank of the River Stowe. The
stream flowed past them, and op the Gppo-
site bank stood the neat tents of the main
I'resh Air camp—occupied by the St. Irank’s
juniors.

All the girls were dressed in the simple,
rational dress of the Open Air Society—sen-
sible short skirts, becoming tunics with
eirdies, and they all wore sandals. Tho
dress only served to add to their natural at-
tractions. All of them were hatless,

“Therc's someboedy coming now said
Marjoric Temple, shading her eyves, - and gaz.
ing down the towing path. <A glrl any-
way, with two fellows to cscort her,”

“That can't be Dora!” said Irene promptiy.

“But it 1s Dora!” smiled Winnie, a minute
later. ““And isu’t that Browne with her?
There can't be another fellow with a lanky
ficure like that!”

Irene looked puzzled.

“This beats me,” she said. ““Dora planned
to come over on her bicycele, and I told her
liow to find the towing path, and everything.
And now she's on the friendliest possible
terms with those two St, Frank's seniors.
Girls, there’s something doing !”

Dora Manners was ]oo!uvg rather rclieved
when she joined her ccusin and all the other
schoolgirls.  They swarmed round, greeting
her, and Browne and Stevens stood by, look-
ing on. Browne was benevolent and cheery.

*“*We must take it, Brother Horace, that
our duty 1s now done,” he said, with a touch
of regret., ““There is, indeed, no further ex-
cuse for dalliance. A great pity, but cne
must face the facts. It cannot be denied that
the riverside is singularl}' attractive on such a

glorious morning.’

“Very attractive,

“Jove, she's pretty ! 17

“I l)og your pardon, brother ?”
“LEh? I—I—"

l))

" said Stevens absently.

I'm joliy glad that her }’)(‘-Oplﬂ chose

{

“T was referring to the river,” said Browne
gentiy.

“On, rather!” agreed Stevens, turning red.

It onl} took them a few moments to ex-
plain the circumstances to Irene—for the
girls had already heard the story from Dora,
and they refused to let Browne ramble on in
nis customary long-winded fashion.

“It was 30!1y good of vou to bring Dora
into  camp,” said Irene appreciatively.
“Thanks awfully, you fellows. She's poing
to stay with us over the Whitsun holidays,
you know.”

L | hopc vou'll have a good time,’
Stevens. “We're just off,
tour in Browne's car.”

Lucky bounders!”

D

said
you know—on a

said Doris.

“0Oh, 1 don't know,” said Stevens, without
enthusiasm. ;

Dora smiled at them, and held out her
hand.

“I hope 1 shall see you again before the
holidays are over,” she said. “Thanks for
helping mie. Cxood bye!”

Browne took lLier hand.

“We shall unquestionably be back before
the holidays are over,” he said firmly. “Who
knows? We may be back sooner than that.
So there can be no question of saying good-
bye. Let us be qinte informal. In other
wordz, cheerio !

They walked back along the towing path
in a thoughtful mood. Both of them were
curiously listless in their movements. They
scemed te be in no hurry to get back to tha
waitting car. The lure of the cpen road had
apparently lost its urge.

“Wales!” said Stevens gruffly.
time to-morrow we shall
Wales, shan’t we? \"ho the
go to Wales, anyhow ?

“By this
be making for
dickens wants to

“I will admit it seems absurd,” agreed
Browne. “And what, after all, i1z there to
attract us in the Yorkshire moors? What

heautics are there in the wilds of Norfolk (o

drag us there? I am beginning to fear,
brother, that our enthusiasm for the moter

tour was somewhat misplaced.”

“By Jove! I was just thinking the same
thing,” said Stevens ecagerly. ““In fact, why
go on this tour at all®”

“Why 7" asked Browne dreamily.

They had paused, and were looking at the
sparkling river, and at the ncat camps, one
on cither side, nestling in the grassland be-
yvond the willows. It was a scenc of pecace
and confentment.

“Motor fours are too -much fag,” said
Stevenz,  “You get smothered in dust, and
there’s a lot of unnecessary work, and there's
always a chance of having punctur(,-,. More
like hard labour than a heoliday! Yook at
this peaceful scene !”

“It 1s singularly alluring,” agreed Bro-vne.
“Yes, brother, I am inclined to confess that
the beauty of this landscape has taken pos-
session of me.”

“Me, too,” said Stevens,

1y
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In the distance, they could see Dora Man-
ners, and 1t was rather significant that they
were both looking in her direction. .

“We have been invited to join the Open
Air Society,” continued Browne enthusiastie-
ally. “Why turn down such a sound and
sensible  suggestion? Why not  join  this
happy band?”

Stevens looked at his companion eagerly.

“That’'s funny,” he said eagerly, “I was
just thinking the same thing.” ’

“Then it is a sound thought,” declared
Browne. “Think of the attractions of this
camp, Brother Horace. No dusty roads—
no gruclling miles of travel—mo bother with
meals. Nothing but peace! Gentle cruises
on the river, drowsyv afternoons in the shade
of the willows. Shall we deliberately cast all
this aside 7”

“No fear!” said Stevens. “Now
to think of it. Browne. that tour
would have been a mistake.”

“A cardinal blunder,” said Browne brightly,
“Let us seek out Lady Honoria, and joim this
wonderful band.”

Stevens nodded.

“Of course we shall be on the other side of
the river,” he said thoughtfully.

“But there are boats!” Browne pointed
out. “Imagine the pleasure of gliding down
stream n a canoc. Just you and I——"

“Th??

“Or just T and you,” said Browne calmly.
“Or, if it comes to that, just any two of us.
What does it matter? It is the delights of
the river that we long for.”

“Yes, by Jove—the river
hastily.

And so they persuaded some of the juniors
to take them across in a boat, and they forth-
with joined the St. Frank’s camp. Strangely
enough, since parting from Dora they had not
even mentioned her name. Ier advent ap-
parently had no connection with their sudden
change of plan. But it was a rather singular
comcidence !

I come
of ours

p:

sald Stevens

CHAPTER 1.
TAKES THE CREDIT.
Pitt

HANDY

[PPIXR  and Reggie
looked surprised,
“But I thought you
wouldn’t  even hear of
B _ joining us, Browne 7 asked
Nipper. “1 thought you were as keen as
mustard on that tour of yours?”’

William Napoleon Browne waved a kindly
hand.

“Brother Stevens and myself felt that it
would be an act of grace on our part to suec-
cumib to your pressing invitation,” he said
sinoothly,  “Therefore. Brother Nipper, we
have cast our own inclinations aside, and our
reward 1s ample, It is gratifving to per-
ceive the obvious pleasure which our join-
mg up has occasioned,”

Regegie Pitt grinned.

- Pitt.,

“There's something fishy about this,” he
said with a chuckle. “I wonder why you
fellows have changed your minds so sud-
denly. Didn’t we sce you with Irene's pretty
cousin a litle while ago?”

Browne raised his eyebrows.

“Indeed?” he said mildly., “One 1s apt to
forget these trifles. Now that you remind
me, I believe we did meet the young lady?”

“She’s not bad,” said Stevens carvelessly,

They strolled off, and Pitt looked at Nip-
per, then winked.

“Two cases!” he said drily. “Did you
notice the off-hand manner in which they re-

ferred to Dora®” -
“Very signifieant,” agreed Nipper, nod-
ding.

Further discussion was interrupted by the
arrival of Handforth & Co.. And the leader
of Studv D was looking flushed and excited.

“What was DBrowne saying to you Just
now?’ he asked quickly.

“He’s joined the camp, that's all.” _

“But I thought he and Stevens were gomng
on tour?” put in Church. .

“That's what we all thought, but they've
suddenly changed their minds,” said Reggle
“'1 rather fancy that Irene’s cousin has
workea the oracle. Dora’s just about the
same age as Browne and Stevens, and they
seem to have been smitten at one fell blow.
I don’t wonder-at it, of course, becauze
Dora’s a corker.” |

“Didn’t Browne say anything about that
chart?’ asked Handforth sharply.

“Which chart?”

“The chart Sir Lucian lost.”

“Tt’s the first I've heard of Sir Lueian los-
ing a chart,” said Nipper.

ITandforth looked unpatient.

“Qir Lmncian lost it when he was butted
through the hedge by a goat,” he explained.

“It’s the first we've heard of Sir Lucian
being butted through the hedge by a goat,
too,” remarked Pitt. “Whé&h did this
interesting event take place? Sadly enough,
Handv, we saw nothing of 1t.” |

“We didn’t see it. either,” replied Hand-
forth, with a mysterious air. ‘‘But Browne
and Stevens did, and Sir Luecian dropped a
chart. Browne gave it to me to return to
Sir Lucian, but I've stuck to it. Sir Lucian
won’t know. And it might be valuable.”

Nipper and Pitt were interested.

“Let’s have a look at this precious chart,”
zaid Nipper. “If 1t’s valuable, Handy, you
can’'t keep it. And what’s the mystery
about 7"

Handforth produced the rough map, and
elanced round cautiously.

“Don’t let any of the other chaps spot us,”
he said. “Just have a look at this. Doecsn’t
it prove that our suspicions about Sir Lucian
were justified 7"’

Nipper and Reggie looked at the chart
curiously.

“There’s nothing valuable about this,” said
Pitt. *‘Just like you, Handy, making a fuss
over nothing. I never knew such a chap for
letting his 1magination run riot. What on
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carth is there 1o excite you in a scrawled
scrap of paper like this?”

Handforth lowered his voice.

“Haven't we every reason to suspect Siv
Lucian of rummy things?” he asked tenscly.
“What about the excavations on lhittle Side?
What abont that strange affair in Dellton
Wood? Some unknown men are digging
holes everywhere, making raids at mght, and
generally behaving mysteriously.  And we
know that Sir Luclan Dexter is mixed up
ik allt?

Nipper nodded.

“That’s true cnough,” he admitted.  “We
fested Sir Lucian the other day, when he
ncally got gassed i the old tunnel behind the
pavilion.  And therce’s no question that he’s
pottering about the district on some szort of
secret quest. What’s the latest, Handy? Are
you suggesting thac this chart is a clue?”

“It's more than a clue.” declared Hand-
forth, “Lock at 1t! We knew that Sic
Lucian has been busy on this job, and here's
a rough chart, with {wo or three crosses
against certain spots.”’

“By Jove! That's true!” said Nipper
keenly, “And there’s a date against cne of
the crosses——’

“To-day’s date,” interrupted Reggie Pitt,

“Yes, and 11 p.m.” is wrilten after the
dale,” zaid Nipper. “ What the dickens does
it mean? ‘This particular spet is on the
other =ide of Bellton Lane, down in that little
icllow beyond Trarmer Holt’s meadoyw.

“We can’t make head or tail of it,” said
Church.

“And yet it’s pretty clear,” said Nipper.
“X¥leven p.m, tonight—in that hollow! And
here it is, marked on Sir Lucian’s chart.
Doesn’t it mean that they're going to start
their mysterious digging in that particular
spot to-night "

Handforth started.

“By George!” he gasped. ““I-—T was just
geing to suggest——  You fathead! What
the dickens do you mean by taking the words
out of my mouth? Those men are going to
excavate to-night, and we ought {0 do some-
thing!”

“Don’t get excited.” erinned
“It'z only a conjecture at the best.  We may
be all wrong.  There's no sense in jumping
to conclusicns, ITandy. Lect’'s remain calm.”

“I am calm!” roared Handforth.

“Then T bope 1 don’t nmect you in one of
your excited moments,” retorted Nipper.

b

Nipper,

"

“You silly ass——
“I want to hear more about this picce of

paper,” continued Nipper. “You say that
Browne gave it to you? Facts, please! Let’s
liave a few details,”

Nipper soon heard the full story from
(T'hurcil and MecClure. Then ho went to
Browne, and the skipper <f the Tifth

corroborated the statements.

“At the time of handing the document to
Brother Handforth I imagined myveelf to be
seiting forth on a motoring tour,” cxplained
Browne, Y“Sipcy thon wisdem has ccima to

me. I have tested the delights of these rural
surroundings. I have looked into the limpid
strecam, 1 nave looked——"

“Into  Dora’s brown
Nipper politely.

Browne appeared astonished,

“Really?”’ he said. ““Dora? Ah, yes, to
be sure! One of the young ladies in the
of posite camp, no doubt? And her eyes are
blie ¥

“Brown, vou ass!”

*“it 1s a great thing to be observant,” said
Prowne, nodding,  “We cannot all achieve
such perfection. But to revert to Sir Lucian.
L trust that Birother Handforth has restored
the document?”

“1 don’t think it matters,” said Nipper.

Tho skipper of the Remove was very
thoughtful for a time, and, later on in the
day, he had a little chat with }¥andforth,
Pitt, Irullwood, and a few other selecled
juniors,

“I think we ought to take some sort of
action to-night,” he said. "I vote we take
up our positions in that hollow., Something
might happen, or the whole thing may be a
frost.  But I think :t’ll be worth tryving.”

“1 had decided on that long ago,” said

Handforth coldly. ¢ What's more, I'm going
to attack these night marauder:, whoever
they are, As soon as they come I'm going
up to them, and——="
_ “If 1t’s ali the same to yvou, Handy, T’ll be
in charge »f the expedition,” said Nipper
gently.,  “I'm the leader, and I shall expect
my followars to obey instructions to the
lettor

“Reot!” said Handforth, “I'm leader!”

“We'll soon settle that,” said Nipper.
“Ilards up all those who accept me as lecader
for to-night’s expedition.”

Every hand went up.

“You silly fatheads!” roared Handforth.
“What about me?”

“You'ra just one of the followers,” said
Church  happily.,  “If you don’t like it,
Handy, you can lump it!”

““And that,” said Reggie DPitt, ““is that!”

oy

eyes? suggested

CHAPTER B8,
THE NIGHT WATcYH'!

e
PENUIIRE goes half-past!” mur-
U mured Church,

“Rats!” growled ITand-
forth disgustedly.  “Tho
thing’s a swindle. I knew
1t all the time. This is what ~omes ¢t adopt-
ing Nipper’s fatheaded ideas!”

“I thought you said it was your idea?”
whispered MceClure.

“We're here at Nipper's suggestion, and
you jolly well know it!” said llandforth
tartly.  ““And what’s the result? It’s half-
past cleven, and there’s no sign of these men
at all!”

“And there won't be if you keep talking,
yvou ass!”

“Rats!

I'm cnly whispering !”
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“Yes, but your whisper is like any other
fellow’s yell,” said Church. *““'There’s not a

your voice
IFor goodness’

breath of \!.md tr} mqht and
carries tremendous ILmd;,
sake, dry upl”

The chums of Study D were crouching at
the bottamn of a dense hedge which bordered
the hollow on IFFarmer Holt's property.
Further along Nipper and Tregellis West and

Watson were ensconced.  In another spof
IFullwood and Russell had concealed them-
selves. And Regeie Pitt and Jack Grey

were somewhere about. too.

So far their vigil had been in vain.

They had all taken up thelr positions at
ten-thirty, before the last glow of dusk had
gone. And Nipper was half afraid that they
had been seen, and that the proposed work
had been pO.‘S'LpOIlUd.

There was no actual certainty that any
digging had been planned for to-might. 1t
was only a conjecture on Nipper’s pdzi based
on the assumption that the mugzh chart could
be trusied.

The juniors had
SUSpPICIOUS.

Kver since Sir Lucian Dexter had arrived
at St. Frank’s, a series of mysterious events
had  token place.  Sir Lucian  was Lady
Honoria’s husband, and therefore the IMTead’s
brother-in-law,  IFurthermore, he was one of
ithe Governors of the school.

Surely a man of proved and sterling in-
tegrity!

And yet his _actions had unquestionably
been strange. He had been seen pottering
about the meadews and playing-fields, taking
measurements, and tapping the ground with
his stick. Great holes had been dug in the
most unexpected spots, and i1t was difficult to

every reason to  be

believo that Sir Lucian was associated with
this apparently anmless despoiling of the
landscape.

At first the fellows lLad believed that Sir
Lucian was a bit wrongr in the head. There
seemed o be no other explanation for his
quecr and erratic conduct.

But Nipper was beginning to believe that
there was something behind it all—some
defimite objective. Nipper had even spoken
to his guv’nor about it—to Mr. Nelson Lee—
but the famous schoolmaster-detective had
laughingly advised Nipper to take no notice.

This wmight have discouraged any other
fellow, but Nipper was keener than ever. He
had more than a suspicion that Nelson Lee
himself was taking a quiet and unobtrusive
interest in the little mystery.

“There’s Handy at it agamm!” muarmured
Tommy Waltson. as some soff growling sounds
came from a neighbouring hedge.  “Why the
dickens can’t he ]\vep quict?  Idven when he
whispers he shouts.’

“That’'s one of his little failings,” said
Nipper, frowning.  “I wanted to leave him
behind—hut that would have been worse
still  Ilandy’s one of those chaps who won't
be kept down. It’s a fine quality—but a bit
cmbarrassing at a time hke this™

LIBRARY

breathed
“There’s somethin® movin’
gate, dear old boys.”
“Let’s hope that Handy keeps
whispered Nipper.
Irortunately. Handforth did.
For Church and McClure had

“Begad!” Tregellis-West.

over by the far

quiet I’

scen those

 moving figures. too, and they had given their

leader a timely warning. The moon was
shining, and the June night was about as

perfect and peaceful as 1t could be.
Three {figures came down into the secluded

hollow, and as they approached, the hidden
juntors had no difficulty 1n recognising Sir

Lucian Dexter as the leader of the trio.
lPositive proof at last!

Unti! now they had only assumed that Sir
T.ucian was concerned; but his presence to-
nicht settled all doubt. The two men with
him were unknown to the boys. They had
certainly never appeared at St. I'rank’s and
were complete strangers.

With hardly a word being spoken, Sir
Tucian’s companions set to work with heavy
pickaxes. A wide hole was commenced, and
the work proceeded deliberately. These men
were not behaving in any random fashion.
They were excavating at a spot which had
been carefully measured off by S Luelan.

What could it mean?

Here was one of the
richest of the school
by two strange men,

most nfluential ana
governors, accompanied
digging a deep hole in
Iarmer Holt’s property! Tt was an extra-
ordinary =zituation. Sir Lucian was actually
trespassing now. He was mutilating property
over which he had no control. And this, in
itself, seemed to prove that his mission was
both illegal and sinister.

1t had been Handfortl’s idea make a
sudden dash, to surround the men and fto
capture them red-handed. 'This was quite

characteristic of the ram-headed Idward
Oswald.
But Nipper was more cautious,

He (‘Ould see that notlmrtr would be gained

by such action. In fact much ground would
be lost-—since Sir Lucian would know that
the schoolboy campers were interesting thems-
selves 1 his affairs.
"It was far better to remain in concealment,
and to watch what went on. By doing this
it was quite possible that the boys would
obtain a elue as to Sir Lucian’s motive.

But their luck was out to-night.

For the intruders had not been working for
more than {en minutes before an angry voice
sounded—a harsh, coarse voice from the
other side of the hollow.

A burly man had come into view in ihe
moonlight. and even at this distance his
heavy stick could be seen as he brandished

1t. _
“Hey!"”" came a roaring voice. ‘‘What the
thunder are you doing on my property?”
Sir Lucian spun round.
“(Good heavens!” he muttered. ‘‘ Quick,
men! Ruan! Tt’s Tleolt—it’s the farmer!
Coufound him! What made him come here
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to-night? XRun—run! On no account let
him see you at close quarters!”

The boys heard the words distinctly. The
next second Sir Lucian and his two men

were runninz off in full flicht, putting as
much ground as possible between themselves
and Farmer Holt. And, as 1t happened, the
three men ran straight for the spot where
Handforth & Ceo. were crouching.

“That’s right-—run!” came Farmer Holt's
angry voice. ‘‘I’ll wager ye're come of them
confounded boys from the camp! It ought
to be put down! Young varmints!”

The farmer was evidently unaware of the
real truth. And he made no attempt to give

chase. Ile thought it quite sufficient, evi-
dently, if he scared these trespassers away.
“By (:eorf-'e"’ breathed Handforth ex-
citedly. *“ Sir Lucian and his men are coming
straight for us. Get ready, jyou chaps!;

We'll pounce on ’em as they come up!”
*“*No, we won't,” said Church. * Remem-
ber what Nipper said.”
“Blow Nipper!”
“But he’s leader!”™ argued M<Clure.

“Oh, is he?” snorted Handforth. ‘" We’ll
sce about that! This 1s where I assert mny
authority, my sons!”

“Is 1t?” growled Church exasperated.
“Well, Mac and I are going to assert some
force!”

McClure was quite willing,  With one

accord theyv fell upon their !'npulsive chum,
and rolled him face downwards into the thiek
grass. Church sat on his legs, and McClure
took a scat on the back of hiz head.

And almost at the same time—even while
Handforth was struggling desperately—Sir
Tuecian and his two companions ran by
within a mere yard or two. They crashed
through the hedge, and disappeared into the
depthn of a nmghbom-nfr spinney.

Farmer Holt watched wonderingly, for he
was still under the impression that the tres-
passers had been schoolboys—and he failed
to understand what they had been doing.

- ““All right, Handy—you can get up now!”
whispered Church, as he and McClure released

their leader. “But don’t make too much
noise.  Old Holt’s still messing about near
b}'.”
Handforth gurgled and grunted.
“You—you rotters!” he gasped. ‘‘Just
wait! I'll smash you for this! I'm hurt!

I’'m stung all over!”

“Stung 7

“You idiots, yocu shoved my face into a
bed of stinging-nettles!” hissed Handforth.

“I'm all over blisters!”

“TFor goodness’ sake keep quiet——"

““No  fear!” roared Handforth, his
exasperation greater than his caution. “I’ll
slanghter the pair of you!”

““Oh, help!” groaned McClure. “That’s

dono 1t!”

They bolted precipitately, and heard scramb-
ling sounds in other directions—indicating
that the rest of the watchers had taken t»

| amazed Chubby,

their heels. Ten minutes later they ali col-
lected 1 camp.

“You hopeless fathead!” =aid Nipper,
glaring at MHandforth., “You might have
spoilt everything; but as it happeus, you've
done a bit of good. Old Ilolt is periectly
satisfied that he was only dealing witii boys,
so he won’t make any inguiries.”

“If you had followed my advice, we shouid
have discovered Sir Lucian’s game by this
time,"” said Handforth tartly. *'As it 15, w2
know just about as much as we knew before.™

“It’s mysterious,” said Nipper thought-
fully., “The great question is, what does "Sir
I.ucian expect to find by digging all theso
holes ?”

And they went to bed, more puzzled than

over,

CHAPTER 9.
WILLY'S WANGLE.

PILLY HANDFORTLHL looked
/ thoughtfully across the sun-
lit river. e was sprawl-
ing in the grass under thoe
shade of a willow, and
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon were taking
their case near by,

1t was Whit-Monday, and the loug spell of
fine weather continued, with no sign of break-
ing. The Open Air camp was enjoying itself
thorcugl 1 camy:, across the
river, was no less successful. l.ady Henoria
Dexter was doing etewthmg to make her
protégdées comfortable.

“It’s a Bank Holiday, and it’s a fine morn-
ing,” said Willy slowly. “Just the kind of
morning for a chap to take a .girl down the
river m a canoe.”

“What?” gasped Chubby Heath,
up and blinking.

“A girl ?” said Juicy Lemon faintly.
a canoe?”

‘S‘S-TP'S".'!

¢ Oh ;

sitting

13 Iﬂ

said Wiliy.

my coodness!” ejaculated Chubby In
alarm. *“* You don’t mean to say you'’re going
to start any of that silly rot, Willy? 1It's
bad enough having the girls just across the

river, without you making an ass of your-
self.  We're constantly being bothered by
’em.  Why couldn’'t they have made their

camn a couple of miles away ?"”

“Tdiot ! sarxd Willy, frowning. “I'm not
thinking about myself, QGirls are all right in
their pracc*—but they don’t appoal to me.
I'm thinking about old Browne.

“Browne of the Fifth 7V

“Exactly,” said Willy. “Look at him\
I'm not blind, even i1f you are. During the
last few days, he and Stevens have been hang-
ing round Dora Manners like uaﬂ:ps round a
hone_\ -pot. They both want to take Dora up
the river this morning, and they can’t get
rid of one another.”

“Why should you worry?’ asked the
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“I'm not worrying,” replied Willy,  “It’s “L"an]{_'] foliday docsn’t make any differ-
comething to do—that’s all.  I'm just won-{enee,” said Stevens,  “One day is very much

dering which one I shall favour.”
“You mean whieh one ora will favour”

-

“No, 1 don't,” said Willy. “Upon the
whole, 1T  think 1t’s old Browne's turn.
Stevens took Dora for a walk on Saturday
while Browne was plwmrf cricket. I think
I can wangle it all right.”

Browne and Stevens, of the Tifth, mighi

not have been entirely delighted if they had
heard this candid discussion. At the moment
the two seniors were lounging outside their

tent. Breakfast had been cleared away, and
there was nothing much to do for the
moment.

During the last few days a cerfain reserve
had sprung up lwt ween these staunch chums
of the Ififth. Hitherto, they had been 1n-
separable. A quarrel or an esirangement had
been unthinkable beiween the gz'enml Browne
and the casy-going, good-natured Stevens.

But since they had joined the Open Air
Camp they had got into the habit of rambling
off alone, one without the other. And therr
rambles gencrally took them somewhere in
the vicinity of Dora Manners.

“Loovely morning,” said Stevens casually.

“By mno means unenjoyvable, DBrother
Horace.”” zdmiited Browne.

“Well, T'm going for a stroll,” said
Stevens, trying to speak carelessly.  “ Didn’t

you mentlon something about going into the
vlllngo 2
“I had some flecting notion of doing so.”
“Norry 1 ean’t come with you,” said

Stevens. “‘.‘Vel], I'll be off.,”

This sort of conversation was quite unusual
between them., It had a stilted sort of touch,
and Horace Stevens felt much better after
he had wandered along the river bank, He
had a vague idea of walking up as far as the
rustic bridge, crossing the stream, and then
strolling dewn quite casually into the girls’
cainp. "It would look too obvious if he rode
straight across in a boat. Never would he
admit to himself that he had the slightest
interesi in Dora Manners.

He hadn’t gone far before he was-aware
that Willy Handforth had joined him. He
hadn’t seen the Third-Former come up, and
he frowned when he noted that Willy was
keeping pace with him.

“Well, what do you want?”’ he asked
grufﬁy -
“‘Just out for a stroll,’” said Willy. “Same

with you. I suppose ? IHow do you like camp

life 77

“It’s not so bad.” said Stevens.

“Those girls don’t improve 1t,
vemarked Willy,

“No, 1t’s a pity they’re here,”
with much too much readiness. “1 can’t
understand why Lady Honoria formed that
girls’ camp at all.  Well, you needn’t trouble
to come with me, young ’un.”

“No trouble at all,” said Willy. *“I'm
going the same way, sc we might as well
stroll together. Got anything p!anncd for
to-day ? It’s Bank Holiday, you know.”

though,”

said Stevens,

hke another in camp.”

_“I"{{I glad you agree with me about the
airls,”  said | Willy. By the way, if you

warnt to avord them, don’t go near the school.

I saw Irene’s eousin walking to the school,
and B

“By Jove!” ecjaculated Stevens.  “You
did 77

“Yes, so den’t go there,”” said Willy.

“Dora’s older than the nthm:. of course, hut
[ expect she’s just as siily and flnffy- headed.
All these guls are the same—they're all——7
“Youd better not say anything against
Dora, vou Lhe(,Lv voung idiot ! snapped
Stevens warmly. She’s the pick— I-I
mean, I suppose vou're right!” le added
hastily. ““Clear off! You worry me!”
Willy cleared off, and grinned as he noied

Stevens’  brisk strides as he hurried  off
towards St. Frank’s.
b Q‘ :‘.r My, ”" 1% { -
Q\‘i\\.ml‘r 3 l;‘,f ' S
. Bl CHAPTIER 10.
' UNWELCOME VISITORE,
IVE minutes Jater Willy
stepped ashore on  the
other side of the river, and
left his eanoe among the
Teeds. Irene and several

of the other girls were just getting ready to
go for a long ramble,

“Where's your cousin,
briskly.

“T think she’s 1n one of the tents.™

“Good! You might give her old Browne's
comphments, and say that he'd like to take
her for a eruise down the viver.,” said Willy
coolly.

“My hat! So it’s come to invitations on
the river, bas 1t77 chuckled Doris, *DBut
it’s not like Browne to send a deputy.”

““ As a matter of fact, Btownc doezn’t know
anything about 1t yet,” said Willy, with a
wink. *Don’t let on, of course. But 1 can’t
bear to sece him mooning about with that
dreamy look in his eyes. I thought 1'd push
things on a ht.”

“You lhitle wreteh!”
nantly. “If you think
with you ol

“Why not 777 urged Willy. “Dova’s pretty
reserved, you know, and she¢’ll think nothing
of going with me—and then I can hand her

Irene 77

asked Wiliy

Irene
lot

sand
T
we'li

indig-
Dora go

over to old };rnwrlc and the thing's done,
Nothing casier.’
“It’s a pretty sound idea!” said Doris

approvingly.
As 1t happened, Dora herself came along at
that moment, and Willy lost no time. Ho
ran up to her, raising his cap as he did so.
“I've just h['U"ghl a canoe over for you,
he said briskly. “You know old ]?-rov.nc?
He wants to take you for a paddle down the
river, so if you’ll step aboard 5
“T'm sorry, but I'm going for a ramble
with the other girls,” mim‘mpfcd Dora.
“Rats! The canoe’s waiting.’
“Really, T don’t think T can




THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

Handy cnd the cther juniors watched the runaway charabanc in horror—horror that changed to amazement.
For, without warning, the vehicle suddenly dropped downwards as though the earth was swallowing it up !

Ihere came a crash—and thean silence.

“Of course you can,” interrupted Wiliy.

“Canocing i1s a lot belter than walking on
a hot morning like this Come on. Drowne's
waiting. He’s particularly keen on the trip.”

“Yes, chance it, Dora!” chuckled two or
three of the other girls. :

And almost before Dora could realise it
she was in the canoe, and Willy was paddling
her acrozs the river. William Napoleon
Browne received something of a shock when
he beheld a mere fag escorting this girl of
all girls. 1In fact, he became indignant—until
Willy hatled him,

“Here she is, Browne!” sang out Willy.
“Tverything's all fixed, and yvou've only got
to get aboard, and you have her to your-
self. I've spcofed Stevens into going off on
hiz own."’

“Oh!” murmured Dora, looking very con-
fused.

IFor it was as ohvions as daylight that Willy
had  decliberately  planned this  double
manceuvre.  Ilven DBrowne was taken abaclk.
The capable, forceful Browne hardly had a
word to say.

“Please don't teouble.” said Dorva, rapidiy
recovering herself, “It’s only a trick, and I
ought not to have come. Let ine get ashore

at once, Wills!"”

“Not likely—after I've taken all this
trouble.” said Willy. “DBuck up, DBrowne.
you giddy sloweoach!”

He pushed the end of the canoe into the
recds, then leaped ashore. And Drowne, mar-
velling at the genius of this fag, gave Willy
a warm and grateful glance. and within ten
scconds heo was in the canoe and pushing ofk

““I knew it ! *’ gaspad Handy,

““ They’ve overturned !’

““Please put me ashore!” said Dora coldly.

“I am sure you don't mean it,” murnhured
Drowne, with a return ot his old confidence.
“Willy, as yvou will probably realise, acted on
instructions from me. I trust you will accept
my invitation to a leisurely cruise down tho
stream 7"

. ‘He acted on instructions from vou?”

*“Mental instructions,” said Browne coolly,
“He read my thoughts.”

And Willy, on the bank, chuckled to him-
self a: he observed that Browne was slowly
but surely conquering. He turned, and found
his major leoking at lum with suspicious eves.

“What the dickens have you been up to?’
demanded Handforth.

“ Nothing—just amusing myszelf,” replied
Willy, “I'mi glad yvou’ve blown up, Ted.r I
wanted you. Or, to be more exact, T want
the five bob that vou're going to whack out.”

ITandforth gave a loud snort.

“You cheeky voung ass

“Naow, don’t

" he began.,

arguc, Ted,” said Willy
patiently.  “[t's Bank Moliday—it's a
blazing hot day, and the village tuckshop
has l!aid 1n an extra supply of 1ce-cream,
and 'm broke. I'm not sure that five bob'!l

be enocugh!”
“i'm not your banker!” 1oared Hand-
forth. “Go and eat coke! I'm sick of vou

Clear off 1

But he knew 1t was a losing fight. When
Wiily departed, two minutes later, IEdward
Oswald was five shillings lighter, and Willy
grinned cheerily as he met Stevens on the

and yvour demands for five bob!

outskirts of the camp.
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“Here, I've been looking for you!” said
Stevens ominously.

“Well, here I am,” said Willy.
your eycs on me!”’

“Didn’t you tell me that you saw Dora
going to St. Frank’s?” ‘

bi BTCS,:’

“You told me a fib, you young bounder!”

*1 didn't ™ ,

“But she hasn’t been near the school since
yesterday !”’

“That’s right,” nodded Willy.
vesterday I saw her.”

“What!”

“Now, don’t get ratty,” said Willy =ooth-
imgly.  “1 might as well own up, and teil
yvou the truth. I wanled to get you out of
ithe way.”

“Oh, did
“What for?”

““So that old Browne would have a chance
of taking Dora out 1 a canoe,” said Willy
with perfect candour. “I've been watching
vou chaps, and I came to the conclusion that
it was his turn. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Don’t mind?” roared Stevens. ‘““Why,
you—yolul o

For a moment he saw red. ITe had been
tricked into going to the school for nothing.
and Browne had pinched Dora while his
back was turned! And here was this young
reprobate asking him 1f he minded!

Horace Stevens didn’t say anything. He
couldn’t. Words failed him. He hurled him-
self at Willy like a battering-ram. At least,
he hurled himself at the spot which Willy
had just vacated. The lcader of the Third
cluded him with ease, and vanished beyond
the willows like a streak. Stevens’ pursuit
was futile from the start.

He gave it up at last, and went to the
river, bathed in perspiration, and fuming in-
wardly like a furnace. A bathe seemed to
be indicated, for he needed cooling off badly.

“Anything wrong?” asked Nipper, as he
was passing.

“Oh, no!” panted Stevens
“Nothing’s wrong! Not at all!”

“You look hot!” remarked Tommy Wat-
son.

“ Feast

“Tt was

vou?” sard Stevens thickly.

hoarsely.

“That’s your imagination,” snapped
Stevens, walking on.

Nipper & Co. looked after him and
grinned.

“1 don’t think we'd befter inquire too

closely.” chuckled Nipper. ““There are times
when it’s wiser to be blind!”

IHandforth came up, looking indignant.

“What's all that beastly noise?” he asked
biuntly.

“You needn’t look at me so accusingly,”
sald Nipper. “I’ve heard the noise, too
Singing and shouting, by the sound of it.
Scems to be coming from Holt’s meadow.
on the other side of the lane.”

“I think we ought to go and see,” said
Handforth firmly. ‘“It’'s a bit thick to have
our Arcadian pecace disturbed by these féar
ful sounds. T believe somebody’s playing a
month-organ or a concertina.”

Thev listened.  There was certainly an

atrocious din proceeding from somewhere
in the distance—as though a crowd of row-
dies had been let loose. It was a most un-
usual sound in this peaceful spot. It was
more reminiscent of Hampstecad Heath than
of this sylvan stretch of the quiet river.

Several other juniors joined Nipper, Hand-
forth & Co. as they went across the meadows
to investigate. The mystery was soon solved.
A motor coach was standing in Bellion Lanc,
and 1t was full of roughﬁooking men and
youths: 'They were singing comie songs, fool-
ing about, and generally making themselves
a nuisance.

“We can’t interfere,” said Nipper, frown-
ing. “Trippers, by the look of them—
probably bound for Caistowe beach. We
can't help this sort of thing on Bank Holi-
day. I suppose. Let's hope they soon gt
a move on.”

“We'll jolly soon {ell them to, if they
don’t,” said Handforih grimly.

“Better not!” advised Reggie Diit.

“KEh? Why not*”

“Because we don’t want to start any un-
pleasantness,” replied Reggie. * After all,
these men arec on the highway, and we can’t
give them any orders. It'll only lead to a
bust-up 1f we interfere.”

“Rats!” said Handforth.
going to stand this row ! :

“Reggie’s right,” said Nipper. “ We can't
do anything, Handy. It's Bank Heliday,
you know, and the roads are full of trippers.
Let’s hope they soon get a move on.”

But there seemed to be no immediate pros-
pect of this happy event. The motor-coach
was not one of the biggest—a sixicen seater,
by the look of it—and 1is occupants were all
Unsavoury spectmens.

They were common looking customers, and
their one aim 1 life seemed to be to make
as much noise as possible.” The juniors stood
behind the hedge, looking on.

“Buck up with that old engine of yours,”
shouted one of the trippers, as he leaned
over the wind-sereen. “You ain’t going to
keep us here all day, are you?”

The driver turned a perspiring face from
the engine.

“Can’t you let a man work in peace?” he
demanded hotly.

“Well, don’t be too blinkin® long!” said
the man. “If you ain’t careful, we shan’f
get to Bannington in time for the first race!”

Nipper looked at the other juniors and
nodded.

“So that’s it!”” he murmured. “T thought
they looked too rough for scaside trippers.
The sooner they're out of the disirict the

"

hetter!

“We're not

— e

CHAPTER 11.
NOT NICE FOR IRENE & CO.

il
ER U the unwelcome visitors
: were in no hurry to de-
part.

After about five minutes
the driver succeeded 1in
geiting the engine to fire, and a Joud chorus
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of exaggerated cheers arose from the rough
racegoers.  But the driver looked at them
inipatiently

*It’s no good, we can’t go yet,” he growled.
“The carburettor's bunged up. I knew what
the trouble was from the start. 1've got to
take it down.”

“Well, get on with it, said a burly-
[§] “""e

mate,”

looking man in a loud check suit.
didn’t come out to spend a day in the
country !

“That's right, Bill Dawson—give 'im the

length of your tongue!” said one of the
others  ““Let ’im ’ave 1t!”

“You shut vour 'ead, Ginger!” said Bill
Dawson.

“Garn! 1 ain’t takin’ no orders from
vou'!" relorted Ginger, a small, insignificant
{ittle man, with a foxy face and a mop of
red hair. ¢ I'll shut my 'ead when I lLikes,
an’ not when you tells me!”

‘That's the talk, Ginger Welch!” grinned
one of the others. “Bill ain't so important
- a3 "o thinks 'e 13!”

“We don't want {o start
troubie,” said Bill Dawson darkly. “I'm
fod up with stickin’ 'ere, in this blessed lane.
What's the matter with that engine, driver.”

no blinkin’

“Nothin'!” said the driver erossly. * It's
the carburecttor what's wrong. Bunged up!”

“T'he carburecttor's bunged up?” asked
Bill Dawson.

“Yes, bunged up,” said the driver, with
relish.  ““An' afore we can shift from this
’ere place I've got to take it down. Sec?
The whele blinkin® works! Tt'll take about
an hour!”

A chorus of dismay went up.

*A hour!” velled (;u*rr(l.
be in time for the fust race!

“I cau’t ’elp your trouhIcF!’ snapped the
driver. “I'm worried—that's what 1 am.
"This o!d bus is fillin" up the whole road, an’

“IWe shan't

there'll he trouble if anythin® clse comes
along. Can’t you fellers lend a ’and, an’

‘elp me to shove 'er into this meadow?”
“(Crikey, vou ain't goin® to keep us ‘ere for

s

over a hour, arc you?” asked Ginger, in
alarm “We won’t stay! ‘'Tamn’'t hkely!
We Cired this old raitictrap to take us to

thie Banrnin'ton races, an' we ain't ooin’ {o
E fus

be swindled!”

‘- All nff} t--vou can walk ! said the driver
sotirly. ‘%} ¢ \'-.ou'f go till T've 'ad the car-
Lhurettor dow I tell yvou it's bunged up.
Thdn't T sav o five or six miles back, when
she started splutterin™ ?”

The men were indignant and angry, but
they were helpless. They either had to wait
for the (31lmrett01 to ke “unbunged,” or
walk., And as none of them felt inclined to

walk on suech a hot morning, they waited.
The charabane was pushed into the neigh-
bouring meadow, and was finally brought to
rest 1n the shade of some peighbouring trees.
The driver, greatiy to his relief, was allowed
to go on with his work, wh:lo the men—
nearly a score of them—prepared to picnic
near by. As DBill Dawson remarked, they
micht as well have thieir lunch while thdy

waited. They had all come provided witk.
packets of sandwiches, to say nothing ot ar:
incredible number of beer bottles,

And as the bottles became emptied, sc the
picnic party became more rowdy. The mer
were apparently indifferent as to the race-
meeting now, and they whiled away the time
by singing popular songs and dancing.

The St. Frank's fellows had returned o
their own camp, realising full well that they
would only precipitate trouble if they re-
quested these rough customers to make less
noisc. Handforth, of course, wanted to give
them a piece of his mind, but Nipper wisely
restrained him. As he truthfully pointed
out, it was no business of theirs to make
these men keep the peace.

And while this was going on, Irene & Co.
were enjoving their ramble through the
woods. They took a roundabout course, and
emerged, at length, on the opposite side of
that peaceful meadow., They knew they
were on Farmer Holt’s property, but there
was a public footpath there, and so they
woere not trespassing.

But as they started to cross the meadow,
they suddenly became aware of that unex-
pected party on the other side. Until the
cirls were well out into the open, they had
not realised the presence of these rough-
looking men. And it was disconecerting to
find that the footpath led within a few yards
cf that impromptu camp.

“It's like their nerve, pienicking in this
meadow,” said Mary Summers indignantly.
“What a rough-looking erowd!”

“Hadn't we better turn back?” suggested
Winnie.

“No fear!” said Trene promptly. “We
can't show. the white feather!”

“Of course not!” agreed Doris. “This is
a public footpath, and those men would only
jeer if we turned back. Theyv’re looking at us
now, and it'll scem awfully silly if we run
away. Let’s walk paszt as though we don't
even sco them!”

There were six girls
they tried to appear
diifferent as they approached. Kven Winnie
regretited her momentary weakness. Why
should ther be afraid of these strangers,
anvhow? Thero might be a few rude cat-
calls, but the men would never dare to
accest them.

In this assumption the girls were sadly at
fault.

IF'or the men, having finished their lunch,
and having ! zrned that there was no pros-
pect of an immediate devarture, were just
in the mood for a bit of fun. At least, it~
wonld be fun from their point of view.

The unexpeeted advent of six fresh-look-
ing schonlgirls was too good an opportunity
to let <lip. They weren’t ordinary school-
gir's, either. as the men could easily see.
They were all dressed in the attractive white
costume cof the Open Air Society, they were
hatless, and all of thcom were unusually
nretty.,

in the party, and
unconcerned and in-
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“Lummy !” said Ginger Welch. “Look
what’s blown up!”

“They couldn’t ’ave come at a beiter
moment,” grinned Bill Dawson, heaving
himself to his feet. ‘“We could do with a
bit of sport, couldn’t we, mates?”

“ Anythink to pass the time,” grinned one
of the others.

“That’s right, Sid!” chuckled
“Betcha a tanner I gets the fust kiss

“Yus, I can see you tryin’ it!” jecred Sid.

“None o that!” put in Bill Dawson
sharply. “We've got to do the perlite
thing, mates. We'll ask the gals to lunch,
sec? That’'s what they calls 1t, don’t they?
We'll invite ’em to luncheon, what?”

A chorus of approval went up.

Trene & Co. were in no way deceived as
thiey approached. They could tell that this
rough party of men was preparing to accost
them. But they did not turn aside, or falter.
This was a public footpath, and they had a
perfect right to use it in order to reach the
lane. They weren’t going to show the white
fecather.

And then, almost before they realised it,
they were surrounded. These rough-looking
men swarmed round, raising their caps with
cxaggerated politeness. It was impossible
to ignore them—and it would have been un-
wise to adopt a frigid coldness.

“Now, don't be sillv.” said Doris briskly.

“What's the idea? We're In a hurry, and
b ]

e

( NO.

Ginger.

!J'.!

vou ain’t!” interrapted Bill Daw-
son. ‘“Not too much of a "urry to refusc a
hinvite to lunch, anyway. We've got some
sandwiches left, an’ young 'Erb ain’t finished
all that ginger-beer yet!”

And before Trene & Co. could protest,
thev were hustled into the very heart of
the wnncouth throng.

CHAPTER 12.
ST. FRANK'S TO THE RESCUE.

ILLY HANDFORTH
frowned.
he

“Nerve!” said

warmly. *“Those beastly

rotters ought to  Dbe

stopped!  Pretty rotten for Irene & Co.,
anyway.”’

Willy had a bird’s-eye view of the entire

proceeding. He was perched in a iree-iop,
on the other side of Bellion Lane, and he
could see the Moor View girls protesiing
angrily but fruitlessly with their tormentors.
The men had formed a completo circle
round them, and were enjoving the helpless-
ness of their vietims.

Willy decided that something ought to be
done. And vet his position waz by no means
enviable. He was, to be painfully frank,
irced. Horace Stevens was grimly waiting
below, swinging a wicked-looking ash-stick
in his hand. He had run Willy to earth, so

to speak, and was now playing a game of

patience. He meant to be revenged for the
trick which Willy had played upon him,
“Oh, well,”” sighed the fag. “(lan’t lcave
the girls in this pickle!”
He skimmed down the tree with ihe
agility of a squirrel, wherecat Stevens gave
his stick a swish, and prepared for ihe

slaughter. He had hardly expected his vie-
tim to walk into his hands like this,

“Just a minute!” said Willy.

Ho had dropped to the ground, and was
now facing the Iifth-FFormer coolly and
carclessly, The very fact that he made no
attempt to escape—the fact that -he stood
within striking distance of that stick—
rather robbed Stevens of his s~:iron;:t.}1.

“Look here, vou voung monkey!” said the
senior gllmlv “If you thm]\ you can bluil
me, yow're wmistaken! I'm going to tam your
hide! 2

“You can’t!”’ said Willy briskly.

“Why can't 1?7

“T've got my fingers crossed!”
Willy.

“You—you

“Besides, you wouldn’t act like a bully,
I’'m sure,” continued the fag coolly. “1'm
absolutely at your mercy, Stevens. I'm noi
altempting to bolt, and if von like you can
swish me. DBut you won't.”

“Oh, won’t 17”

“Of course you won't!"”

“Why not??”

“Beecause Irene & Co. are over
meadow. being tormented by those
roughs,” said Willy. “I've just seen ‘em,
They were coming along the footpaih, and
those beasts swarmed round, and {orced
them into a cirele. The girls can’t get away
now—they’'re being kept there.”

Stevens dropped his warlike attitude.

“TIs that true?” he asked sharply.

“Honour bright ! declared Willv. “TI¢’s
serious. We're not going to let the girls bo
insulted bv those hlackguards, are we? Of
course not! 'Then let's dash into eamp, get

retorted

in Holt's
heastly

a crowd of the other chaps: and turn the
tahles.”

Stevens nodded.

“Good ! he agreed. “We'll do it !™

He knew that Willy was speaking the
truth. 'There was a very serious expression
in the fag’s eyes, and Stevens forgot his
enmty.  Together they ran for camp, and

spread the news of Trene & (CCo.’s plight !
“What I said Nipper, when he heard.

“This 15 :_h.'lorr-nf' I advised no interference

with those beggars, but this puts a different

complexion u'l‘l the affair. Come on, vou
fellows! 8i. Frank’s te the rescene!”

“Hear, thr !”

“Come on, the Remove!”

ITandforth came running up, hot and
excited. :

“What did I tell vou?” he reared. 1
knew those men were a gang of rascals. and
we ought to have turned them out of the

neighbhonrhood before
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“We couldn’t do it, Handy,”" interrupted
Nipper. “Until these men interfered with
this camp, or any members of the Open Air
Society., we couldn’t go for them. But we
can now. They're tormenting Irene & Co,,
and they'll have to pay for it!”

* Begad, rather!”

“Come on. St. Frank's!”

“Hurrah!”

There were no lageards. All the fellows
were filled with indignation, and they were
only too ready to dash to the rescue of Irene
& (Co. Any men who took advantage of a
party of schoolgirls were only deserving of
drastic punishment.

Handforth was among the first to cateh a
clear sight of the scene, and his indignation
burst into a flood of anger.

Trene & Co. were still heipless.

They were hopelessly outnumbered, and
to fight these men was impossible, for two
reasonz. TFighting would only incite further
indignities, and to make a struggle for free-
dom would be too absurd for words.

2o the girls were compelled to submit.
They were in the midst of a rowdy circle,
but :¢ far the men had not attempted to
handle anv of their victims. They were just
having a bit of sport, as they called it, They
enjosed keeping the girls here against their
will.

And this alone was cnough to anger the
St. Frank's juniors to the highest pitch.
They swept across the lane in a flood, leapt
over the low hedee, and rushed into Holt's
meadow!

——

CHAPTER 15 |
MORE TROUBLE BREWING!

IPPER caught Handforth’s
arm, and pulled him back.
he said.

‘“Hold on!”
“Don’t start any scrap-
ping yet.”
“You ass!” roared Handforth. “I'm go-

ing to smash them!”

“We'd better not “ask for trouble,” said
Nipper. “We'll give these rotters a chance
to let the girls go and to apelogise. That’s
onlv fair. If they refuse—then we can pile
s

““Hear, hcar!” said Reggie Pitt. “That's
the best plan.”

“Nipper's right, Handy!” shouted Full-
wood. '

Church and MecClure thought so, too, and
they clung to their leader and held him back.
And Nipper, by mutual consent, acted as
spokesman,

“Stop this!” he shouted angrily.
thoze girls alone!”

IFor a moment there was a silence as the
cvowd of toughs stared at the angry school-
boys in blank astonishment., An interruption
of this kind had not been anticipated, and
the men were taken by surprise. Bill Daw-
son moved out from the crowd and glared at
Nlppt‘[‘.

“Leave

“What's that?” he démanded.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourselves!”
suapped Nipper. “Haven't you any moroe
decency than to worry a party of schoolgirls?
We'll give you one minute to let them go!”

““And to apologizse!” roared Handforth,
fromn the rear,

“Yes,” said Nipper, “and to apeologise.”

Bill Dawson burst into a roar of laughter,
and some of the other men, who were begin-
nine to look dangerous, glanced at Bill for
guidance.

“Don’t lose your tempers, mates,” ‘said
the burly Bill. “Lummy, this is funny, ain't
it? A parcel of blinkin' schoolboys orderin’
us about! Why, you young idjits, unless you
got out o' tois medder pretty quick we'll
bust your faces in!”

“We'll bust ’em in, anvhow!” said Ginger
Weleh ficreely.

Nipper looked grim.

“That means you want to fight, ch?” he
snapped.

“It means vou'd best mind your own bust-
ness;” retorted Bill Dawson. ““We'll let
these gals go when we thinks we will, See?
An’ just for this 'ere interfercence, my lads,
we'll kiss 'em all!”

That was quite enough.
rcund.

“All right,
“Carry on!”

“Hurrah!”

“Down with these blackguards!”

The fellows needed no ecncouragement.
Bill Dawson's attitude had enraged themn to
fever heat, and Bill appcared to ‘bo the
leader, The rest of the men were ready to
follow his example, and Irene & C'o.’s position
was becoming more uncomfortable than ever.

Crash!" DBiff! Crash!

The fight develeped like lightuing. Nipper
himself led the attack, and he selected D3ill
Dawson as his opponent, much to Handiorth's
disgust.  Tor Idward Oswald had already
singled out that burly brute as his owin pav-
ticular game.

“*Lummy ! “The kids
mean it!"”

“You never spoke a truer word, my son!”
said Reggie Pitt. “And this'll show you
that we're really in earnest!”

Slam !

Before Ginger could dodge, Reggie's fist
caught him on the chin, and the foxy-faced
rascal was nearly lifted off his fecet. He went
over with a fearful crash, and Reggie swung
round just in time to deal with a vicious
attack from the flank.

The f{ight was deveioping into a regular
riot, It had resolved itself into a serics of
combats, The contestants were mostly in
pairs, but hcre and there a sort of free fight
between small parties was taking place, and
so far the odds were even.

Handforth was busily engaged with Sid
Wkite and 'Erb Carey, two of the ring-
ieaders. He was thoroughly enjeying him-
self. Sid White and 'Erb Carey had started
with the idea of enjoying themselves, too.
Somechow they had failed to do so.

Nipper glanced

you chaps:” he sang out

yvelled Ginger.



Tke boys were willing to forget that, only a little while before,

The St. Frank’s juniors and Moor View girls rendered valuablea first-aid to the roughs as the injured men were

extricated from the overturned charabanc.

these men had maide a dastardly attack upen them with sticks and stones.
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The leader of Study D was a much larger
handful than they had bargaimed lor.

“All night, girls!  Skip off while yvou've
ot the chance!” sang  out [Handforth.
“Take that, vou rotter!”™ Bif! “We'll deal
with these blackguards, Trene!”  Crash!
*“ By George, that was a bullseye, wasn™t 1t7”

Sid White was rolling on his back, howling,
and the other vouth, finding himself withoui
supporters, lost his nerve and bolted.

“Yah!” jeered Ilandforth. “Funks! All
right, Churchy! T'm there! Hold him for
ar.othier tick!”

Church was fichting a losing balile against
a rascal twice his size. and Handforth sped
to the attack in the nick of time. Nipper,
Reggeie  Pitt, Fullwood, Stevens, and the
others were still hard at it.

Rut the fight was practically over.

Irene & Co. had sensibly taken Handforth’s
advice, and had slipped away. They were
now on the other side of Belllon Lane, ex-
citedly watching the progress of the serap.
Indeed, judging by the enthusiastic expres-
sions and encouraging cheers, they were
cnjoying themselves.

The charabane trippers, having been taken
unawares in the first instance, were beaten.
The driver of the coach had dropped his
work, and was looking on with kecen interest.
His syvmpathies were purely with the school-
boys, for he was a decent fellow, and quiie
fed up with his passengers.

“That’ll do!” roared Nipper. “We only
came here to get the girls away, and they’ve
gone now. Back away, you chaps!”

“Not likely!” rvoared Handforth. “We
haven't smashed them yet!”

But Nipper's advice was sound, and the
others adapted 1t.

Lven HHandforth saw the wisdom of the
move, and he joined the others on the
oppozite side of the lane. They all moved off
jowards camp, with Irene & Co. triumphantly
in themr midst,

“Thanks awfully, vou chaps,” said Irenc
gratefullv. M was glorious the way you
came and smashed into those brutes!”

“Rather!” said Winnie.  “They descrved
a thrashing!”

“Oh, don’t mention it!” grinned Nipper.
“As a malter of faet, we enjoyed ourselves.
I hope these rotters didn’t tiy any rough stufl
with you?”

“No. vou just came in time,” said Doris.
“I bhelieve that big man was going to kiss
Irene, though, and that would have been
awfnl.  It’s a shame thal such creatures
should be loose on the roads!”

“It’s Bank Holiday, vyou know,” said
Nipper.  “Most irippers are well-behaved,
thank goodness, and these charabanc parties
arc generally composed of sportsmen. We
seem to have run into an exceptional erowd
of roughs. T believe they're a sort of race-
gaung.”

“That’s what 1 thought, too,” said Reggic
Pitt, nodding. “‘They’re not ordinary men,
just going to the races, but regular toughs.
Just our luck that the coach should break
gown n Bellton Lane.”

.

b

The St. Frank’s juniors and Moor View girls
extricated from the overfturned charabanec,
these men had made a das

3

“Let's hope they socon move on, said
Marjorie.

ITalt an hour later the unsavoury incident
was alinosi forgotten.

It was time for the mid-day meal, and both
the Iresh Air camps were going merrily.
The summer’s air was filled with the odour of
cooking, and the campers were thoroughly
enjoying themselves. )

And then Juicy Lemon, of the Third. came
running at top spced into camp.  He was
flushed and excited.

“Look out, you chaps!” he gasped breath-
lesslv. *“'They’re coming!™” -

““1ch ?” ‘

“Who are coming?” :

- “Those keastly roughs!” panted Juicy.
“I've just spotted them! The whole crowd,
armed with sticks and things!”

CHAPTER 14,
TIHE AMAZON!

a few of the others
gathered round Juicy
Lemon, and looked at him
keenly. The rest of the
camp was becoming alive to the fact that
something unusual was afoot.

\T IPPER and Handforth ana
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“No time for it, Archie,” said Nipper.

— TR “They're coming !

e ( “What !

«-\i\ . \\\‘i\ ‘3\ (_'.:oo:'go, SO ljhgy a}'(;\:!” _ _
N AR s I say_ tins looks lively,” muttered Regpie
\\\Qf_/ NN Pitt.

:’53“\} N 'The more level-headed fellows were really
\QQ alarmed. A fistic encounter was one thing,
ﬁ\\‘\ but a battle with heavy sticks was another.

st-aid to the roughs as the injured men were
ng to forget that, only a little while before,
em with sticks and stones.

“Let’s nave this clear, young Lemon,™ said
Nipper. " You say you saw those men get-
1ing ready to make an attack? 1t scems a
bit thhek, doesn’t 1t? Those rotters wouldn’t
be mad encagh to——7

“T tell you I saw 1hem!” roared Juicy.
“They've got sticks, and things, as big as
tree branches! And they're all half-drunk !’

“Well, there's no sign of them ! said Hand-
forth, as he looked across the meadows. * You

young rotter! You're just spooling us! By
George, I wish they would come !”
“"We're not all se  fire-cating as  you,

]-‘iz.uu'ly,” said Nipper. “It’ll be a pretty bad
tinng 1f those men attack the camp.”

“"We ecan drive them cut, can’t we?” de-
manded Ilandforth.

“You can bet we’ll defend oursclves—and

the camp, t0o,” replied Nipper, frowning.
“DBut it won’t be ecasy. If those men arc

armed with sticks, as Lemon says, there'll be
trouble with a capital T'! We can’t en-
courage that sort of thing by using the same
weapons— or there’ll be a few broken heads
to account for.”

“Good gad ! said Archie Glenthorne, “but
we can’t absolutely let these blighters smash
up the happy home, can we? I mean, hadn’t
we better dash about, and run here and there.
and prepare some defence?”

Indeed, ne such confliet could be centered
upon

Bill Dawson and his gang had evidently
beenn drinking. They had taken their defeat
badly, and were bent upon revenge. It was
the height of misfortune that the charabane
should still be disabled—for these men were
idle  and they were just in the mood for mis-
chre.

Ruffians though they were, they might
have hesitated before acting in this way had
they been sober.  As it was, they were quite
reckless, intent only wupon “getting their
own back.” '

The crowd which swept down towards the
camp was a wild, dangerous one.

As Juiey Lemen had said, all the men were
armed with heavy sticks, and many of them
had been colleeting pocketfuls of stones. They
swept down 1n a disorderly body, shouting
deliantly. a

Nipper turned to the others.

“Hang 1t all, we can’t stand by and s=ce
the camp wrecked!” he shouted. *“Come on
—let’s make a fight of it, anyhow, but we
can't use sticks.” -

Whizz! FHiss! Whizz!

“Took out!” yelied TFullwood.
throwing stones!”

“The curs!” panted Nipper.
fight fairly?”

Truth to tell, the juniors hardly knew what
to do.

They were game enough to fight until they
dronped, but 1t would have been sheer mad-
ness to fdce this blackguardly assault. If
they lost their heads and threw stones in
return, the affa’r weculd degenerate into a
riot, with blame on both sides.

Handforth yelled enconragement te thosc
round him,

“Come on!” he thundered. ™ We can dodge
theso stones!  Let's gci to close quarters,
and tear those sticks out of their hands|
Then we cen fiecht em on even termns !

** Hurrah !”

“1t’s no good, Handv—you’ll never do 1t !”
shouted Nipper. “Half of us will
bramed before we can {ear those sticks away.
The best thing 1s to fetch the police. but
there’s only old Sparrow in the neichbour-
hood. and he¢’s probably miles away.”

“Then what’s the good of suggesting i ?”
asked Handforth fiercely.

He rushed forward, tired of Nipper’s hesi-
tation, and then learned that his awn.impul-
siveness was too costly. A stone whizzed
through the air, and caught him on the side nf
the head. _

He recled. then crashed over, dazed and
helpless,

“Thev're

“(Can't they

Fedes s
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“Handy '™ chouted Church, I'E.l::nlllllg-.., up.
*Great Scott! They have got him! Oh, the

12

brutes!

Handforth sat up, his forchcad bleeding
freely.,

“By George!” he multered dizzily.
per was right! It's no good trying to fight
. these hounds! Wae shall all get done in!"

The situation was desperate. On the olher
side of the camp, the men were alrecady be-
ginning their work of destruction. With their
heavy sticks they were smashing down the

* Nip-

tents, and wrecking everything they could
lay their hands on,

And then Lady Honoria Dexicer tcok a
kand.

The president of the Open Air Society
arrived on the scetie from the rear, and no-

body knew of her presence until she went into
battle. IL.ady Ionoria had just come from
St. I'rank's, and she arrived at the crucial
moment—just when the men were commenc-
ing their operations.

Lady IHonoria took
acted.

She didn't go into hysterics, she didn't
shout for help. She caught sight of a broom
leaning against the nearest tent, and she took
possession of i,

Then, without the slightest hesitation,
went into action,

And Lady Honoria was worth waliching,

In the first plaee, she was a large weman.
Imypolite people would haye called her fat.
She was attired in tho picturesque costume
of the Open Air Society, but, unfortunately,
Lady Honoria's bulk changed its picturesque-
ness into a sort of ludierous caricature.

But there was no doubt of her courage.

She sailed in like a battleship under full
steam, and swung her broom round with
devastaling effeet, discharging broadsides, as
It were.

“Hurrah !

“Go it, Lady Honoria!”

Ha, ha, ha!”

In a moment, the intenscly dramatic situa-
tion was chan"ed into comedy. There was
something funny in the sight of this large
lady going for all these men single-handed.
Handforth was about the only fellow who
dida't see the humour of it.  And Handforth
naturally wouldn’t

“Come on, you chaps!” he roared, pushing
his anxious chums aside. “Clear out of it,
Ckurch! My head’s all right!”

"Yes, but

emme go!” yelled Handforth. “ Are we

going to allow Lady Honoria to fight these
rottcrs single-handed?”

 pNSWERS
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one leok, and then

she

" She’s capable of it, old man!” chuckled
Nipper,
“DBut 1it's alt wrong,” snorted Handforth.

*1os w fli:\grac-e to us chaps!”

“Rats!” said Nipper practically. “If wo
go for these men they'll smash us over the
head with those sticks. They may be ruffians,
but they wouldn't attack a woman—and that's
where lLady Hounoria has got the advantage.
We'll wait untii she puts them to rout and
then we'll finish the 1ob!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nipper was undoubtedly right. The un
expected arrival of Lady HHonoria had sobered
the men conziderably, and they were sebered
still more after they had received cne or two
hard knocks from that whirling brocin.  Not
one of them dared to hit back.

In fact, they retreated, and were soon flee-
ing in all directions.

“Good for Lady Honoria!”

“DBegad, rather!”

“'Now, then, St.

“Hurrah I

And the fellows rushed coff in pursuit, carry-
ing on the good work of chasing the intruders
out of the camp.

It was a triumph for Lady Honora, but she
made little of 1t. Her only emotion was one
of mdignation, and when a crowd of fellows
gathered round her, she accepted their praise
with coldness

“There's no need to make a fuss, boys,”
slie said with a frown. “1I'll teach these ras-
cals to interfern! Let them come again—
that's all!”

“We thought, about sending for the police,
but you handied them better than a bat-
talion of infantry, lLady Honoria!” grinned
Reggic Pitt. “Thank goodness you came up.
Another five numn‘-?s and they would have
vrecked the camp.”

“We shall have to be careful,” said Lady
Honoria firmly, “Who are these men, any-
.xny? How dare they interfere like this?”’

“I don't think we need worry any more,”
said Nipper. “They’re not likely to bother
our camp again, but I shouldn't be sur-
prised if they got into trouble with IFarmer
Holt, though. A whole crowd of them went
off into his tuarnip-ficld, and they're not
doing 1t much good.”

Lady Honoria frowned.

“It’s a pity that such men are allouod to
invade these peaceful country spots.”

“It's all because their beastly charabanc
went “rong,” said Handforth. “I vote wo
go along and push the thing into the road,
and—"

But Edward Oswald was shouted down.
There would be no sense in inciting the
roughs into further activity, and if they wero
left nlone, they would probably get out of the
neighbourh of their own accord.

But Bill Dawson and his gang
finished with yetl

Frank's, all together!”

weren't
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CHAPTER 15.

HOLT ASKS
TROUBLE !

FARMER FOR

R. JEREMIAH HOLT came
to an abrupt stop, and
clared.

“Darn my hide! he

cjaculated thickly.

was one of mingled indignation
and 1t must be confessed that the
farmer had 2 good aund suflicient reason for
his outburst.

He was a sour, ill-tempered man at the
Lest of times, and he was probably one of
the most unpopular individuals in the whole
Bellton neighbourhood.  But just now his
anwer was excusable,

He was strolling round on a tour of in-
spection, Bank IHoliday made no difference
to Ifarmer Holt, nor to any of his employees.
They carvied on just as though the day were
an ovdinary one.

And Mr. Holt had crossed over a stile, and
had come into full sight of his pet turnip-
field--the oune «which adjoined the meadow.
There were several turnip-fields on Holt’s
farm, but this particular one was the best of
them all, and the crop looked very promising.

Taking Holt’s Farm on the whole, 1t was
a poorly-managed affair—mamly owing to the
fact that the farmer was too niggardly and
too short-~ighted to emiploy sufficient labour.

“Darn my hide!’ =aid Mr. Holt again.

This turnip-field was the apple of his eye,
for it was the oane crop which happened
to be free from weeds, and which was in
perfect condition. And there, straggling over
the farther end of it, were over a dozen men
and youths—all strangers to the uneighbour-
hOU(I.

And these vandals were not only trampling
over the young roots, but were actually pull-

Tlis tone
and favy,

mg a number of them up—ruthlessly  and
maliciously.
AMr. Jeremiah Holt went purple with l'aqn

Then he caught ‘-lL;‘,'}lt of something else
big vehicle standing in his meadow. He ha(l
not given anybody permission to make a
camp on thal grass, and his snger grew even
imore pronounced.

“Confound the impudent hounds!”’ raved
the farmer. “‘I'll soon put them about their
business!”
~ FFor a moment he was on the point of dash-
g headlong across his own turnip-field, but
he checked himself. Instead, he buirst through
a gap in the hedge and ran across the
meadow to the spot where the charabane was
standing-—with the driver still perspiring al
his task of reassembling the carburettor.

“Iley!” shouted Farmer Molt as he
up. “Hey, you!”

The driver looked up from his work.

YSpeakin® to me?” he asked, mopping his
brow.

"Yes, you infernal rascal, T am!”
the farmer. **What are you doing with
charabane on my property 7”7

ran

shouted
that

“ Repairmm’ the carburettor,” said the driver
briefly.

He was a peaceful man, and althongh ho

resented the farmer’s tone. he tried net to
show it. After all, he wasn't dolrg any

harm.  The meadow was cimpty of cattle, the

grass was short, and no damage had been
done. None of Bill Dawson's gang were in
sight.

“You'll get on that thing and drive it off

meadow ! roared the farmer angrily.
Look here, nuster, there’s no call to
nasty,”” said the driver. ‘I ain’t dom’ any
harm. T've had a breakdown. TI’ll get out
of the meadow as soon as I can—--an’ glad io.
You necedin’t think I hke standi’ here n
the sun!”

Mr. Holt proved unreasonable.

“You'll get out mow., and I'll prosccule
yvour company for damaging 1y property !’
he -retorted promptly.  “ What’s your name?”

“My name’s Simpson—not that  that
matters one way nor the other,” said the
driver. ‘'l had a breakdown. an’ I couldun’t
stay in that lane—it was too narrow. lI've
done no harm——-"

“Your confounded passengers are pulling
up my turnips!”

“They would!” said
“But you am’t blammn’

my

be

the driver bitterly.
me for that. 1 sup-

pose ? 1 amn’t responsible for what thoy do,
am 1?7 They’re a low, common lot, an’ I'm
sick of ‘em. The sooner I gets on my way
again. the better! Maybe they’ll stop their
mischief.” |

“Youre responsible  for  your  pas-
sengers L .

“Beggin’ your pardon, sir, but I'm not!”
interrupted Simpson patiently.  “I'm re-

sponsible for this ’bus, an’ 1 promise you
I’ll take ’er out of your meadow as socn as
I can get the engine goin’. If you don’t
like the way my passengers are behavin’,
you'd best go an’ tell ’em so. You can’t
blame me for their games!”’

Holt grunted. He quite understood that
the driver was on his side, and he couldn’t
very well quarrel with him. "The unfortunate
man was sick of his own passengers, and he
had promised to leave the meadow.

“ All right!” grunted the farmer,
get that engine going as soon as you
’ll deal with these men!”

He sirode off towards the turnip-field and
forced his way through the hedge just as the
bulk of the men were approaching. They
were in an ugly mood, having been foiled of
their purpose in the Open Air camp.

“(Come out of that, before I fetch my dog!”
roared IFarmer Holt fiercely., “ You're tres-
passmg, and——"’

“Tlo! I.ook what’s come up out of one
of the rabbit ‘oles!” jeered Bill Duwson.
“Blowod if it ain’t the farmer!”

“Pelt "im with

“You
¢,

'Is own turnips!” suggested

| Ginger.
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“Lummy!” said Bill.
good i1deal”
And before Farmer Holt could retreat, the

bombardment began!

“That’s a blamed

e — ety

CHAPTLER 1o.
AN UNEXPECTED DELAY.

? IIIZ! Whiz! Whiz!

IFarmer Molt's choicest
young turnips came hurt-
ling past him in a veritable
fusillade. Many of the
shots were true, and the unhappy farmer was
hit mercilessly.

“You rogues!” he roared. “I’ll have thc
police on you for this! T’ll have damages

“We’'ll give you all the damages!” jeered
Bill Dawson. “Come on, mates! ILet 'im |
’ave another taste!”

Whiz! Whiz!

A perfect avalanche of turnips struck the
enraged farmer, and rendered him helpless.
Indecd, he was considerably hurt. and went |
down under that attack. The ruflians roared |
with laughter, and proceeded teo do as much
damage as pcrsmhle

“We'll show yer!” shouted Ginger Welch. |
“Comin’ ’ere with your big talk! Let’s gnh’
the old fool, mates—Ilet’s chuck 'Im in this
’ere bed of stingin'-nettles!”

“You're full of good ideas!” ﬁ'm.rmd Bill
Dawson. “Now, then, you fellers—all ’ands |

to the pumps!” |

Exactly what would have happened to
Farmer Holt remains in doubt, for at that
moment Sid White, who was lecoking the
other way, gave a yell.

“Crikey! The charabanc’s on the move!”
he shouted. *'lLet’'s get aboard, an’ take
the old bus over this field. That won’t do
the turnips no goed, will it?”

There was a chorus of approval.

“Yus, that’'s what we'll do!” dhouted
Dawson vindictively. “And if this old fool
gets 1n the way, we'll run over ’im!”

More jeering shouts went up, and Farmer
Holt watched in dazed amazement as the men

streamed across the meadow towards the
charabane.
Simpson had got the engine going at last,

and spluttering explosions disturbing
the pcaceful afternoon air.

Holt picked himselt up and shook his fists
helplessly. He could do nothing against that
mob, and he was too angry to be relieved at
their sudden departure. He wanted to havo
them all arrested, and to prosecute them with
the utmost rigour of the law. But he knew
that he would rever be able to rchieve this
11

were

end. The men would get their motoz-
| coach, and escape altogether—and this fact

| alone only =served to infuriate the farmer

- still more.

Simpson, the driver, was alarmed when he
found his passengers S“ﬂil'llIl“’ on board like
a crowd of wild Hottentots.

“TIl fake the wheel!”™ yelled Dawson.
'1011 foller< can h ang en behind!”
“Ere, steady! shouted the  driver.
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“What's the idea? T'm in charge of thig
coach, an’ 1 don’t want none of your 51113
rot ! Nt‘)bﬂdy don’t drive this bus but me

“Chuck ’im off!” yelled Ginger.

And before Simpson could protest any fur-
ther, he was roughly seized and flung to the
ground.

“You fools!”

he gasped. “You'll go and
kill vourselves. '

I'm in charge of this

“Garn!” shouted Ginger. “Go an’ fry
" yourself !
Bill Dawson was at the wheel, and he

evidently knew something about driving, for
he raced the engine, and engaged the gears
with the facility of an expert. The rest of

the men were hanging on the vehicle, shout-
ing execitedly. They were in a more dan
gerous mood than ever.

“Straight across the turmip field, Bill!”
advised two of the oihers. “let ’er go,
mate!”

“That's me!” grinned DBill.

And  without the slightest regard for
Farmer Holt’s iurnips, or for the safety of

the charabane, he pulled the wheel round,
and sent thg cumbersome vehicle heading for
the hedge which sereened the turnip field.
It was a perfectly mad thing to do, for there

was a shallow ditch there. to say nothing
of a bank.

‘*Good heavens!” gasped Farmer Holt,
as he saw the heavy charabane lumbering

straight towards him,.

ITe was not the only witness, for several
members of the Fresh Air camp had been
attracted by the loud shouts. Handforth &
(Co.. and iwo or three others, were watching
from a rising knoll on the other side of
Bellton Lane.

“They're mad!” said Handforth blankly.

rash!

“ﬁh a lurching thud, the heavy charabane
weni dewn into the diteh, but it had not
attaived suflicient speed to cause a wreck.
One of the front springs snapped, and the
whole vehicle took a [ist to starboard. DBut
it still lurched on, and rose at the sloping
bank like a charging animal. Truth to
tell. Bill Dawson had got his foot jamined.
and found 1t impossible to release the acee
Jerator.

The next few moaments were tense.
“That's done 1it!” muttered Simpson
hoarscly.
Rearing up, the coach vanished over the
other side of the hedge, and Simpson ex
pected to hear a splintering. grinding crash
as 1t overturned. DBut nothing of the sort
happened. The charabane, running riot, was
carcering across ihe turnip ficld, taking a
zig-zag course. The men on it were now
Clmn’mg‘ for dear life, for although Pawson
had only engaged second gear, the throttle
was wide open, and the ecoach was gathering
speed with every second.

Straight through the opposite hedge 1t
went, and then into a smaller meadow, right
in the heart of Farmer HHolt’'s property.
The ground was uneven here, full of hallows

At any moment it seemed that
vehiele would overturn.,
an coxtraordinary thing

and mounds.
the runaway

And then
pened.

Plunging into a shallow depression, the
charabanc took a kind of dive. Without
the least warning, the carth gave way be-
neath 1t, and the entire front of the coach
plunged straight down.

With a thudding erash,
wWas over.

One moment the eharabane had been there,
and the next moment it had gone—clean
downwards, as though the earth had swal-
Jowed 1t up.

Handforth and the other juniors had
watched the charabance as it had ploughed
ils way across the turnip field. They had

hap-

the whole things

seen 1t plunge through the hedge on the
far side.
rgY . - - (4 3
I'hen, with one accord. the juniors had

followed the example of Farmer Holt and
Simpson, who were running in the wake of
the charabane. They could all hear the
racing engine,

And then came that cra ash—and silence.

A terrible silence—eloquent in its mean-

ing.
HHandforth.

“I  knew 1t!”

“They’ve overturned !
“My goodness!” breathed Church.
And then they ran harder than ever

mu[telcd

CHAPTER 17.
GOOD FOR EVIL!
ARMER IIOLT stared in

utfer amazement.

“Why. where in the
name of thunder lhas the
blamed thing got to?” he

asked blankly.

“What's that hole?” gasped Simpson,
pointing. _
They had crossed the turnip field, and,

plunging through the hedge, had expected
to {ind the charabane a wreck just beyond.
But there was no signs of it, and on the other
side of that little mcadow there was a fence,
and the fence was intact.

“Hole?” said Farmer Holt, staring.
*Why. it couldn’t—— Darn my hide, but
the infernal thing must have burwd itself 1”

“I zhall get the sack for this!” said the
driver miserably

They ran on, and at the same moment a
dozen 8t. Frank's fellows, headed by lland-
forth, raced up from the flank. More figures
were appearing in the disiance, incloding
twe ot three girls.

And now, at close quarters, the juniors
becamc aware of moans. They scemed to
he muffied and buried, but ithey were alarm.
ing in their significance. As Farmer Holt
reached the spot from one angle, Handforth
and the other Remove fellows raced up from
another.

“Oh. my

hreathlessly.

onlv  hat!” said Handforth
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They could see the rear of the charabanc
now. A large portion of the vehicle was
below the surface of the turf, in the centre
of an enormous cavity. The sides had caved
in, and men were struggling desperately
amidst the debris. Here and there arms and
legs were showing,

Tragedy was in the air.

“PBut—but I don't understand!” panled

Simpson, “There wasn’t any pit here, was
thoro "
“Never has been!” said IHoit. “This

meadow was all grass

“Somcbody must have been excavating!”
broke in Handforth.

“Then they was pretty quick about 1t!™
retorted the farmer. “I1 came over this
meadow ten minutes ago, and there were
no cxcavations ‘then., 1 suppose we e'd best
do what we can to help,” he added grudg-
ingiy. “Can’t leave the poor devils like
this!”

Handforth & Co. were alrcady commenc-
ing the rescue work. ILeaping down into the
cavity, they were helping the dazed and
frlrr}it‘n(d men out. DMore members of the
St. Frank's party were coming up, for every-
body scemed to know that disaster had
occurred. )

\What had happened was fairly obvious.

The carcering charabane had struck, quite
by chance, a patch of ground that was hollow
underneath.  Even Holt himsclf had never
suspected this condition, and but for that
wild drive, the r]lmmcry might never have
been made.  Cattle, or ordirary farm
wagons, could have passed over the spot with
impunity, but the ground had proved too
weale to support the heavy charabane.

There was apparently a hollow bereath the
meadow, althoueh how it came there, or
why it existed. were problems which could
not be dealt with at the moment.  This was
a time for first-aid work.

And everybody forgot their quairel with
these ruffians, and they returned good for
evil.

Irenc Manners and her cousin were among
the first of the girls to run up, and it wasn't
lone before more members of the girls’
camp were on hand. Browne and Stevens,

of the Fifth, had arrived, too. and Nipper
had come up with Tregellis-West, Watson,
Pitt, and several more.

And the rescue work went on swiftly.
There was every nced for haste.

Most of those men had been partially
buried amidst the carth and turf which had
caved in, and they were able to seramble
out, more or less unharined. DBut five or
six of the charabane party had fared much
WOTSe,

“There's five of 'em down there yet!"” said
onc of the men, in mortal fear. “I'll bet
thev're killed by now—buried alive! It was
Biil's fault—tho big fool!”

“Never mind whose fault it was,” said
Ni{\per. “Where's Simpson? Where's the
driver? How many passengers were thpro 7

**There are i_no more to come,” said

Simpson hoarsely. “I've counted 'em
an’ there's five still missin’ 1”7

“That's right " said the other man. “Old
Bill, Dawson, Ginger Welch, "Erb Carey, Sid
White, an’ a bloke named Perks. They're
gorn! Shouldn’t be surprised if they're dead
by now!”

“Well, we know where we stand,”
Nipper glm:h' “Five more to come,
T m afraid 1t's a forlorn hope—-"

“Herce's one!” yelled Handforth.

IHe was down in the cavity, clulening to
the bodywork of the charabance, and pull-
ing at a leg. There was plenty of help forth-
coming, and a minute later Perks was hauled
out. lxtraordinarily enough, he was only
dazed and bruised.

Reggie Pitt, Jack Grey and Archie Glen-
thorne had succeeded in finding Sid White;
the mjured man was gently Loisted up, and
first-aid rendered, He was unconscious,
badly gashed and bruised, and his right arm
was broken.

Dora  Manners insisted upon helping,
although Browne hod attempted to lead her
away from this {ragic scene.

“No, I must stop!” she said firmly. “Don’t
you know that T'm a nurse? This is my
work. If some of you will make some impro-
vised splints, I’ll try to set the noor man’s

up—

sa1d
ch?

arm. But a doctor ought to be fetched at
once —- "’
“Young Willy has dashed off already,”

“Dr. Brett i3 at the
school, and he’ll come In no time as soon
as he hears. I expect the Head will put in
an appearance, too.”
“They’ve found another man!” said some-
body excitedly.
Carey had been

interrupted Stevens.

brought up—and only n

the nick of time. Ile had been half-suffo-
cated, and had been literally dug out at the
last moment by Handforth & Co. THe, too,
was unconscious, and badly battered.

There were only two missing now—DBill
Dawson and Ginger Welch., Almost all the
St. Frank’s  fellows were working with

feverish energy. And it was dancerous work,
too. At any moment the ground might col-
lapse furiher, and that would mean danger.
Dut the juniors paid no heed. There were
two lives to be saved, and they fought on
arimly, regardless of the sweltering heat and
the riskv 1ature of the work.

“Can’t make i1t out!” panted Nipper, as
he took a brief rest. “There’s a kind of
hollow space right underncath—and the
charabane itself prevents any further fall of
earth. There are stones down there, tco—
square stones, hand-lhewn. There seems to
have been an old tunnel under the earth.”

“That explains the thing, of course.” mut-
tered Ditt. “One of those old tunnels must

have run uncer here, and that's why the
charabane fell through. Come on—let’s havo

another shot!”

They joined the others, and were rewarded
a minute later by the discovery of Bill Daw-
son and Ginger Welech together. The two
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Disfurked by Farmer Helt, Sir Lucian and his two companions dashed straight towards where Handy & Co.

ware hidden.
thought differently.

** By George, we’ll pounce on ‘em as they pass

! preathed Handv. But his two chums

With one accord they fell upon their impulcive leader, Church sitting on his legs. while

1cClure toock a seat on the back of his head.

men were pulled outl zenseless and 1n a shock-
ing condition. The bullying Dawson was cat
pitifuily about the face and head, and the
sicht of him was o appalling that the juniors
warned the girls to get back. - More than
one of those Removites felt sick and faint.

GGinger Welch was nearly as badly imjured.
Both men were suffering mainly from cuts—
horrible gashes inflicted by the smashed wind-
screen.  But both were alive, and both had
cscaped fatal injury.

Dora behaved wonderfully throughout.

Cool. resourceful and steady, she bathed
those dread ' wounds and apphlied temporary
bandages.  And now that the rescue work
was over, Dir. Stafford himself came hurrying
towards the scene. He was accompunied by

Dr. Brett, Mr. Beverley Stokes, and Sir
Lucian Dexter.
CHAPTER 18.
STRANGE BEHAVIOUR OF SIR

LUCTAN.
R. MALCOLM STAFIFORD
was looking agitated  and
alarmed.
He had heard rumours of
the disaster from two or
three different sources-—after learning of that
rufianly attack on the boys’ camp. This

latter nformation had upset him, but that
had been a triviality compared to this,

“It’s all right, sir- we've got them out!”
panied Nipper, he ran up te meet the
hitle group. “Two or three of them are
badly hurt. but they’re all accounted for.™

“Thank Heaven for that!” zaid the Head,

ds

with relict. *What an extraordinary oceur-
renee ! Did you see this disaster. Hamilton 27
“No, sir,”7 said Nipper. “1 think the

charabane broke through the roof of an old
tunnel, hough, and weni c¢lean down nto
the earth, burving hall the occupants.™

“Tunnel 777 said Sir Lueian Dexter sharply.
“Tunnel #”

“¥Yes, sir.  That’s what we——7

“Where 77 anterrupted Sir Lucien. “ Where
is this {tunnel £7

“Really, v dear Lucian, this is no time
for pottering about with vour absmrd archie-
ology,” smid Dr. Stafford impatiently. ““There
has been a disaster, and mmany men are in-
jured. Tt will be as welh 1if you forget your
hobby for the time being.”

The Head spoke guite brusquely fo his
brother-in-law. The fact that Sir Lucian was
one of the school governois made no dif-
ference. The Iead had no sympathy.

“Tt’s all "right, sir. Sir Lucian can have
a look at the spot if he likes,” said Nipper.
“I mean, all the injured men have been
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taken out, and the next thing is to get them
to the hospital. Is Sir Lucian interested in
theso old tunnels?”

“Ixccedingly,” replied the ilead gruflly.
“Sir Lucian i3 an ardent archaologist, and
his fascination for these musty old relies is
quite beyond the comprehension of all normal
people. Dear, dear! This is terrible—ter-
rible! Gooed gracicus, Stokes, what an appall-
ing sight!”

They were looking at the string of injured.

The unfortunate rascals were lying on the
grass in a row, two or three of them still
unconscious. They were all roughly ban-

daged, and Dora Manners and several of the
Moor, View girls and St. Frank’s juniors
were still busy with first aid. The other
members of the charabane party were stand-
ing in a group—sobered, frightened, and
t]]ﬁl‘Ol’t“‘h]V subdued.

Dr. Brett came up, aftervone glance at the
injured.

“I cannot examine these cases here, Dr.
Stafford,” he said urgently. “Two or three
of the men, I bclieve, require . stitches in
their wounds, and any unnecessary delay may
be serious. I suggest we convey the more
urrrrmt cases to the school sanatorium.”

‘v all means,” replied the Head., “An
excellent idea, Btett ®

“T-was abont to sugrest 1ht- samo t‘]liug,"
said Sir Lucian. *“Tndeed, where else can
they o0? There is a hospital at the school,
and the school is near. The thing is obvious.
Take them at once.”

“We'll help, sir!”
]ummq

The Head loolcd at them w a*‘mTv

“You have already acted sp]onrhr:lv, boys.
and I am very pleased \Uth vou,” he said
with appreciation. “It i3 not too much to
say that your prompt and commendable
activity has saved the lives of these men.
They may be uncouth ruffians, but this 1s
a time to forget such trifles.”

And the work of mercy went on.
Many of the men offered to help, and they
were allowed to do so. As gently as possible

the injured were conveyed to the school. And
after they had been taken into the sana-

sald half a dozen

torium, the work of the junicrs was done.
It was now Dr. Brett’s turn.
“Well, we've done our share, T suppose,’

as he and a group of
“31'_'_'-'

sald Nipper at lencth.
others emerged into the old Triangle.
hat, Handy! You're in a pickle!”

“We're all in a pickle,” replied TTandforth
contertedly. ““But who cares? Those men
are a crowd of rotters, but they’ll think twice
before they try any of those games again!
I suppose we’d better zo and have a wash and
brush wp?”

“Trust Handy to think of something really
novel,” said Pitt, with a chuckle.

The fellows neceded a wash badly. Prac-
tically all of them were tremendously be-
grimed, and their smart white camp costumes
were ruined beyond hope. But a detail or

two of this sort had no effect upon their
spirits.

By the time they had cleaned themselves
up and were once more presentable, Trene
& Co. were also changed. And it was learned
that the majority of the charabanc party
had gone off to catch a train from RBellton
Station. There were six men left in the
school sanatorium—four booked for quite a
long spell in bed, and the other two would
probably be able to leave within a day or
two.

Upon the whole, the men had escaped
rather marvellously. As the headmaster had
said, several would undoubtedly have died

but for the prompt rescue work of the St.
Frank's fellows.

“Well, we can’t say
exciting Bank Holiday,”

we haven't had an
remarked Iland-

forth, as they strolled across the playving-
fields. “Thank goodness those men have
gone—the air scems sweeter. By George,

ft?

they asked for trouble, and they got it!

“I vote we go straight to camp and have
some tea,” saggested Fullwood.

“Good!” said Handforth.

But he frowned when he observed that
Nipper, Tregellis-West, and Watson were
veering off towards the lane. The chums of
Study C were obviously bent on revisiting
the =cene of the accident.

“Just a minute,” said Handfiorth.

He ran after Nipper & Co. and leoked at
them suspiciously.

“What are you going back for?” he asked.

“I'm curious about Sir Lucian,” replied
Nipper. “Didn’t vou notice how excited he
got wher I mentioned something about a
tunnel ? 1 learned to-day, for the first time,
that he’s an archaologist.”

Handforth sniffed.

“That’s only one of his hobbies,” he
replied. “What does it matter what he is?
I thought he had maore senze than to waste
his time on chemistry and all that sort of
rot.”’

“Chemistry 2”7 repealed Nipper.  “You
fathead ! a\rr*hmniﬂﬁ'x 15 the science of
antiquities. Sir TLueian is interested in old
things—-and that accounts for his interest
in these tunnels, the monastery ruins, and
the old crypt.”

“Then—then  we know why he's been

making secret excavations,” said Handforth,
in disgust. “He only wants to f{ind these

silly  old  tunnels! There's  nothing
mysterious about him, then?”

“I wouldn’t say that,”” replied Nipper
thonghtfully. “Sir Lucian's interest in this

district i1s a bit too striking to be normal.
There must be some special reason for all
his activities, and I want to find what it 1s.”

“Do you think there's anything rummy
about that spot where the charabanc
vanished 77 asked Handforth.

“Well, it’s queer, isn't it?” said Nipper.
“Nobody knew of any funnel under that

particular meadow, and I'm curious to find



THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

31

NEXT WEDNESDAY'! wwwm-g

“THE SCHOOLBOY
FIRE-FIGHTERS Y™

- oy om

A blazing barn—with maddened
horses trapped in the flames !

- w oW e s momom o =

R am e omeEm = A E R e — o oo w

The rest of the fellows fighting

the fire—and old Handy telling

his brother off for being such a
mad young ass !

The Fresh Air Fiends get all the
thrills they want in next week’s
rattling story. What with a fire
and a terrific storm, the mysteri-
ocus Sir Lucian prowling about,
and Roman treasure hidden near,
they have a rousing time.
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oui{ more about it. We thought we knew all
the tunnels—and this is a new one.”

“1 thought you said it was old ?”

“You chump! A new one to us, I mean!”
sald Nipper. “We'ro just going along to
have a look at it on the quiet. Everybody
has gone now. and I expect the meadow is
deserted !

“I'm coming with you!” said Handforth
triumphantly, as though he expected to be
rebuffed.

“You're az welcome as the flowers in
May,” =aid Nipper cheerfully,

When they arrived at the meadow, therc
were no human beings in sight. Even the
forlorn Siumpson had deserted his wrecked
vehicle—and  had, in fact, gone lome by
wrain to report to his employers. Farmer
Helt, wasn't in evidence, either.

But as the juniors approached the caved-
in spot, an earthy, bedraggled figure arosc
from the depths, The juniors stared. The
figure pulled itself free, and became
recognisable as that of Sir Lucian Dexter.
And Ins behaviour was somewhat remark-

able,

For Sir Lucian, without knowing that
the schoolboys were near by, acted like a
demented creature. He capered up and
down, uttering strange sort of chortling
sounds. And in his hands he held two or
three earthy stones.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth
blankly.
“Off bhis rocker!” murmured Tommy

Watson, awed.

“It scems like it, dear old boy, but I
wouldn’t be so sure,” said Tregellis-West
softly., “Sir Lucian 1s a queer specimen—

he 1s, really!”

Lady HHonoria’s husband continued to
caper about. He seemed to be in a transport
of sheer joy, but as he danced round, he
suddenly caught sight of the juniors, and
sobered down rapidly.

“Ahem! EKr—ecr—a little exercise, boys!”
he said hastily. “ Young puppies! I thought
they had all gone!” he added, 1n an audible
undertone. “What arc you doing here?”

“Wao came to have a look at the charabanc,
s1r began Nipper.

“T'ush!  There’s nothing to see!” in-
terrupted Sir Lucian. “The vchicle is quite
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wrecked. A good thing, too! Those con-| There was no guarantee that the earth
founded men were a nuisance, and yet I | would not settle down, and suddenly bury
mustn’t be hard—mo, I mustn’t be hard! | him. And, judging by those stones he had

After all, it was their folly which led to
this amazing discovery!” .

“Which discovery, sir?” asked Handforth,
staring.

“KEh?” said Sir Lucian, with a start. “Oh,
nothing ! Nothing at all! Discovery? Of
course not!”

Somewhat confused, Sir Lucian turned
aside, and sct the bricks and stones on the
ground—handling them as though they were
made of solid gold. Then he went
scrambling down into that ugly gash in the
meadow, and disappeared round  the body-
work of the wrecked motor-coach.

The juniors glanced at ono another in
wonder.

CHAPTIER 19.
A CURIOUS DISCOVERY !
TR LUCIAN’'’S actions had

been sufficient to arouse
a high pitch of curiosity
in Nipper and his com-
panions.

Iiven admitting that the Head’s brother-
in-law was an enthusiastic archwoologist, his
present excitement needed some other ex
planation. It was almost as though he had
discovered something * which he had been
definitely searching for—and something,
moreover, which was of great value,

“Rummy !” murmured Handforth.
aro we going to do?”

“We'd better scramble down, and bring
the old crank up!” replied Nipper. . “It's
dangerous down there—what with all this
loose earth, and thoso old stones. Ho might
disturb something, and bury himself alive!”

“Begad ! Then let's do somethin’!”
urged Sir Montie.

Nipper had not exaggerated. The danger
was a real one, cspecially to a man 1n Sir
Lucian’s  reckless frame of mind. He
apparently had no idea of the danger, and
was indifferent to it, anvway.

The 1uniors were standing on the edge of
the grmt pit. Iarlier in the afterncon, this
picce of ground lLad been green turf, with
scarcely a crack or a crevice. Dut now a
picce of the meadow had entirely vanished.
A comnlete section, roughly twenty feet
across, had caved in, leaving jagged ‘edges.

These, however, were not shocl‘, for the
loose carth sloped down, half-burying the
motor-coach, which was standing nose down-
wards, just as it had plunged in.

Most of the victims had been dug out of
the loose carth in this pit. In one or two
places 1t was possible to descoend deeply—-
for down below there were many spaces
which had not been filled up by the collaps-
ing gmund

Sir Lucian had vanished through
- these holes,

“IWhat

one of

and ho was taking a big risk. | blinded by

alrcady brought up, he was probably potter-
ing about, puliing the debris ever in search
of further trophies.

“Come on!” said Nipper brisklyv. “And
go casy. In fact, two of you had better slay
up here, in case we're buried. This'll be the
sccond time we've pulled Sir Lucdian out of
this sort of danger. He doesn’t scem to have
any idea of risks at all.”

They cautiously lowered themselves, and
wormed their way down past the side of
the motor-coach, where a sort of abyss led
ctraight down into the howels of tho earth,

Nipper and IHandforth were the pair who
slithered down, and they were both alarmed
and curious. They were alarmed becauso
Sir Lucian had 1.1nmhed and their cuariosity
was natural. 1‘10\1011513', they had heen too

busy reseuing tho injured to give much
attention to the natural peculiaritics of this
pit.
“Sir Lucian!” called Nipper sharply.
“Go awav!” came a voice from some-
where. “How dare youn follow me down
here? Co awav at once!”

Nipper pulled out his electrie terch, and
scrambled on. He soon found himself 1n a
sort of half-ruined, crypt-like chamber. The
old stone rcof was in a precarious condition,
with stones bulging out, and with dlibh](‘h
of earth continuously ’trm!\]mn‘ down. Sir
Lueian Dexter was looking abont him with
intently eager eves, He, too had a torch.

“Sorry to disturb you, sir, but it isn’t safe
to b~ here,”” said ‘\;pper firmly. “This roof
might coll'&p-m at any minute !”

“Nonsense,”” =aid Sir Luecian angrily.
“T.eave me at cnece! T won’t be interfered
with like this.”

“Put there's nothing to stay here for,
sir,” growled Handforth. “It’s only a part
of a rotten old tunnel »

“Nonsense ! interjected  Sir  Lucian.
“This 1s no tunnel. TUnless I am greatly
mistaken, it is rart of a tomb. dating back

—— H'm! Not that vou would understand.”
he went en hurriedly. T wish vou wouldn't
bother me!”

He pulled at a portion of the brickwork,
and Nipper gavo a vell.

“Lock ont, he
mnstn’t do that!”

Nipper was amazed at Sir Luctan’s utter
disregard of the most elementary  pre-

“You

sie !t shoutedl.

cantions. He was so intent upon his in-
vestigation that the idea of a collapse did
not seem to occur to him,

But Nipper’'s warning was undoubtedly

justified, for a large scction of the roof
crashed down with a devastating rumble.
For an instant, the two juniors were
horrified. They thought they were going to
he buried alive. They were choked and
‘he clouds of dust. And Sir
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back.

bowled

Lucian, staggering nearly
them over.

Happily. the exit was still free, and they
managed to scramble up that slope again,
fighting every inch of the way in the loose
carth and stones.

“You might have
Nipper angrily.

“Upon my =cul, so I might!” panted Sir
Lucian, conscious of the peril at last. ““ What
a ridiculous thing! You boys have more
sense than I gave vou eredit for. T promise
I won’t go down again—at least, not until
that roof has been propped up, and made
secure

And without any further talk, Sir Lucian
wandered off. But belore going, he picked
up those stones from the turf, and hugged
ther to his chest as he went.

“Dotty !” caid Handforth indignanily., “1I
thought thore was something worth looking
inio, but the whole thimg's a fraud.”

“ What down there?”
Watson,

“Nothing,” growled Handforth. * Nothing
but the rums ot an old erypt, or something.
I'm gaing back to camp!” ’

Nipper was looking very thoughiful as he
strolled along with ihe others. He said
nothing, but he was puzzled. He felt that
there was somcthing deeper behind  Sir
Lucian’s behaviour.

As they were entering the camp they
passed William Napoleon Browne and Horace
Stevens, of the Fifth. Browne was hmping
with exaggerated painfulness, and Stevens
had his arm in a sling.

“*ITallo!” said Nipper.
vou chaps were injured.”

“Gravely, Brother Nipper,” said DBrowne,
“I fear that Brother Horace 1s malingering,
but with regard to my own injury, a visit to
the school sanatorium is positively essential.”

“Rot!” said Stevens.  “There’s nothing
wrong with your silly leg. Now, my arm

VAl

killed. sir!'” zaid

heen

did vou find asked

“T didi’t know

“That’s enough!” grinned Nipper. “I'm
surprised at the pair of you!”

Browne elevated his eyebrows.

“Why this pained tone, brother?” he asked
politely.

“Oh. nothing!” chuckled Nipper. “I

hope you find Dora still helping with the
good work. If not, I expect those injuries of
yvours will heal themselves in no time.”

‘A base and scurrilous suggestion,” said
Browne sadly. ‘“Alas, Brother Horace, that
we should be accused of such duplicity. One
might almost suppose that we take an interest
in this young lady.”

They passed on, and the juniors yelled.

“Well, it’s something new for old Browne
to be smitten!” grinned Handforth. “I
admire his taste, though. Dora is Irene’s
cousin, and that’s a guarantee of quality.”

And they went into camp chuckling.

-

CITAPTIER 20.
THE ROMAN TOMB!

ANDFORTII looked out of

his tent and started.

“TI knew 1t!” he mut-
rored. “Those Study C
chaps arc up to some-
thing. I am going to find out.”
“Oh, chuck it, Handy,” said Church
sleepily.  ““Let’s go to bed.”
“Rats!” said Handforth.

1t was late evening, and the camp was very
peaccful.  The day’s excitements were over,
and most of the campers were in bed. 1
was gotting on towards ten o’clock, and even
now there was still some lingering daylight in
the western sky. -

Handforth had heard voices, and now he
Eeheld Nipper and Watson and Tregellis-
West moving quietly away past the tents. It
was very evident that they were off on some
seeret expedition,

“Hi!” called Handforth. “What's the
ideca 7’ _

Nipper & Co. halted, and then hastily ran
up.

“Don’t shout like that, youn hopeless

duffer !” said Nipper. “Do you want to rouse

all the others?”

“Where arc you off to?” demanded Hand-
forth. >

Nipper loeked at his chums hopelessly.

“Y suppose we shall have to tell him,” he
crunted. ‘“ We're going back to the meadow,
Handy. I want to have a closer look at that
old erypt place. I've got a theory about it
and I want to prove it.”

- “What’s the theory?” asked Handforth
cagorly. . , _ ,

“Never mind now, TIl tell you if I'm
right,” replied Nipper. “You go to sleep,
and dreani——"

“Tathead! I'm coming wiith you!”’

“I thought you were!” sighed Nipper.

“But I don’t know what we’ve done to de-
serve it.”

So when they went out of the bounds of
the camp there were six of them, for Church

and MceClure had naturally insisied upon
accompanying their leader. They felt that it
was their duty to look after him, although

they did not mention this fact.

““Blessed if I can see the sense of going
down that hole to-night,” growled Handforth,
as they approached their destination. ‘Why
couldn’t you have left it until to-morrow?”

““Nobody asked you to come,” said Watson
bluntly.

“Hm!l No!? admitted Handforth. ¢ Oh,
well, I suppose we might as well go through
with it now. But it’s all rot.”

Nipper half expected to find Sir Lucian
prowling about the spot, but the place was
completely deserted. @ During the evening
Farmer Holt’s men had put hurdles all round
the pit, probably in readiness for cattle in the
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morning  The danger zone was now pro- “I'm not so sure about that,”” said Nipper.
tected. “There's more in 1t than th:it,

“1 don’t think we ought to all go down,”
scid Nipper, after they had clinbed the
hurdies. “My 1dea was to pop down alone.

I only want to make a brief inspection. DBut
e %] I
you'll want to come, Handy.
“Of course I wili)’ said Handiorth

promptly.

“The question is, will 1t be best to let y
come, or shall these other chaps sit on ymn*
head until I've finished ?"" asked \Iippo i
cxpect it’ll save a lot of trouble if we let you
come.

Handforth disdained to make any reply.
Instead he led the way into the depths.
Within a coupie of minutes they were both
standinzr in their semi-demolished tomb. At
least, Sir Luecian Dexter had called it a tomb.
and he, being learned in such matters, should
have known.

“By Jove, I thought so!” said Nipper
keenly, as he examined those ancient bricks.
““I just wanted to be sure. We can go back
now, Ifandy. 1'm satisfied.”

“S:-ltiﬁﬂe{f about what?”

“This wall is ages old,”” said Nipper. “In
fact, you'd better take that puzzled expression

oft your face and look duly awed. Handy,
we're 1m a Roman tomb!”’

“A which?”

“These old walls were built by the

Romans,”” said Nipper. “So you can just
imagine how old the place is. I asked Lady
IHonoria about Sir Lucian this evening, and
althouch she didn’t like to speak much, she
admitted th'lt her husband’s pet craze is to
explore for Roman relics. What Sir Lucian
doesn't know about the Roman occupation of
Britain ecould be written on the back of a

postage stamp.  He’s the author of three
volumes on the subject, and this part of
Suszex 15 known to be rich 1n Roman

remains,’’

Iandforth wasn’t impressed.

“ And do you mean to say we’ve been fooled
and spoofed al! this time?”
“Why, I thought Sir Lucian was on the track
of soms mystery, and now we find that he's
ouly lnoking for fusty old Roman walls!”

he asked tartiy. !

IHandy.

L ]

There's a zood deal more

“Whoa!"" gasped Handforth wildly.

Ile had ¢hifted his position, and one foot
went clean through the floor. IHe pulled him-
self out unhurt except for a barked shin,
and Nipper f{lashed his torchlight into this
new cavity.

“We're none too safe, 1'10 said.
the floor secems to be hollow.’

“What’s that down there?” asked Hand-
forth sharply.

He forgot his shin, and went down on his
hands and knees. Then he groped in the
cavity, and pull-:-d out some quaint old coins.
They were heavy and discoloured.

“Let’s have a look!” said Nipper quickly.
“Great Scott, Handy, proof!”

” “Kven

“Eh? Proof of what?"”

“Can’t you see those coins? They're
Roman!”

“Well, T found ’em, anyhow!” said Hand-
forth triumphantly. “Roman gold, eh? By
reorge, treasure!”’

“Don't be an ass!"’ said Nipper. “T don't
know whether they’re gold or not, but
thev're probably worth a lot of money. They

must be over seventeen hundred years old,
and they're still In good condition. Na

~wonder Sir Lucian danced a hornpipe when.

he discovered this place!”
Handforth had a dreamy look in his eyes.

“Treasure!” he murmured. “That’s the
long and short of it, my son! Sir Lucian
must have got a chart By George!
Don't you remember that old parchment we
found ? There’s a treasure!”

Aund Nipper began to wonder,

No further investigations were made that
night, for Nipper had satisfied himself that
his  theory was correct. That recklessly
driven charabanc had accidentally located this
Roman tomb. What hidden secrets were
there in that yuaint old place?

The 8t. I'rank’s feliows were determined to
find out!

THE END.

=1
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NOTE - Ij uay reader writes to me. 1 shall be
hl«?{; to interest the majority. Al letters
BROOKS e¢:0 The FEditor, THE NELSNON

Street, LONDON, E.C.
ledaed in these colupipns, Letters
thus™, ugainst the sender's naiie.
casicr for wme to awswer.—E.N.B.

of very

IFor several weeks past 1 have been offer-
ing 1o send my photograph—properly auto-
graphed—to any reader who sends me s,
or liers. But I thought I made it quite clear
that the first move in this little exchange 1s

to come from the reader. So. Lily Plummer,
I <hall have much pleasuwre in letting you
have my autographed photo after you have
seni me yours. You indicate that it will soon
be finished, so I expect I shall bhave it in
my Album long before thi= reply appears
in the Old Paper.
-F » #*

think of ir. Some of you
seaders have Leen writing to me in pencil.
There were several letters o this week’s
batch like that. and I'm geing to give you a
ticking-oftf. Tt is a very bad habit to write
letters in pencil. and it is a shecr =in to
address the cneelope in penetl. T might add
that one or two readers have lost stars owing
to this ecareless halat, I'm not tryving to
preach, vou know—I wounldn’t dream of it—
but, yeally. there’s ne excuse for anybody
when vou ean buy pen mbs at four a penny.

Onh, whiie T

“W.G.M."*
(Grimsby), Al
Lily Pluni-

Dobie (1K
Svdney
(Perth.

sthourne).
Sith
Austrahia).

Harry
(I<lington),
Brenchloy

mer (Battersea), " Ed. U. Cation ” (Padding-
ton), ]nhn I.. Higson® (Clitheroei. James W,
Hosor-Clook* (Poplar), “Ethel B (Bum-
mgham), Eleanor A. Radford* (Stratford),
W. I]'n]nw- (Glasgow). “H.C.” and “W.C.”
(No Address). “The Brainy Brace ™ (Christ-

(Preston).
A. Broughion (Don-

f-hurc-hl, Norma & Aline Wignall
Erie Jackson (Scaforth)

caster), Oswald Walsh, Billie Thorpe, Chf-
ford  Ormerod, Bdgar Beaumont, Donald
ITodge. Rodger Swift & John Stephens
(Morecambe), Ernest ;. Hughes* (Alanches-
ter), 17, R. Alears (Walsall), J. Culting
(Southsea), R. Remington (Margate), Rhaoda
Barrett®* (Colchester). Thommas Jone: (Wol-

verham; pron),

Alfred Kemp (Staines), “T.C7%
(Liver pool\

“Halicarnassus 7 (Leyton),

Evcery letter will harve

Communications

Eawy Searies Brooks
chats with his readers.

pleased to comment
should be
LEE LIBRARY.

upon such remarks as
qddressed to EDWY
The Fileetwuy louse,

are
SEARLES
Farringdon

iy personal attention, and all will be acknow-
special wiertt will be distinguished by a star.

which indicate wriier's age are naturally
Arthur C. Ioster (Sydenham, N.Z.), A,
David Blackhall (Wednesbury), Daniel 8.
ddge (Bedale), Ivy Swailes®* (Heckmond-

wike). Klsie M. Quinn (1.

10).
* *® *

You secm to have got the idea all wrong,
James WV, Aowr Cook. I'm awfully sorry,
but you can’t buy my photograph. It isn’t,
for sale. My main idea in offering to send
my dial to my rcaders i1s to obtain pllotos
for my own Albus. lt. i1s my readers’ like-
nesses that I value their money.  So
vou’'ll have to wait until you can send me a
snap-shot of yourself, Cooky. As regards
my private address, you can’t kid me that
this 1s a matter of gencral interest.  Yes,
of course, all names of Leaguc members are
kept in weighty reference bocks.  The re-
cords arc all complete, from the very first
member down to the latest recruit.

% * *

The title you want, “ Iithel B.,”" is
—“'The Sccret of the Pancel.”

* = %

What would be the good of having my
photograph printed in the Old Paper, Eleanor
A. Radford? If T did that, there wouldn't
be any inducement to all you readers to send
me your own photos and snapshots. tel
how about my Albums? By the way, I don’s
judge a reader’s character by good looks or
prewiness.  Some of my most treasured
phetographs are positively ugly.  Always re-
member that ugly faces very often go to-
gether with beautiful natures.

Oh. my hat! Another inquiry
giddy photograph! Yes, W. Holmes. a four-
\l.ll-tjﬂ.l snapshot will do splendidly.  Of
course. if you were taken standing behind a
tree, X mlght kick a bit—but as long as it's
a photograph of you, it'll be good enough.

I am sorry, Norma and Aline W 1gnaH that
your names have not been put in the * Cor
respondence  Wanted ”  List, But, really,
this 1=n’t my province. If you are members

No. 499

about my
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of the St. TFrank's League, the Chief Officer
will do what you require. DBut if you don’t
belong to the Leaguce—well, you’d better join
up as qmcklv as possible, or your names will

never be put in the Old Paper.
* +* »®
Oh. no, Ogwald Walsh & Co. You can't

force me to publrﬁh vour letter by challenging
me, I've had scores of letters like yours
during the past two or three weeks, but I'm
not Ln*mrr the bait.

* % )

It doesn’t matter if you already
a dozen Leagues, Thomas Jones.
still eligible for the St. I'rank’s League
not join up, and enjoy the benefits?

% #* *

I''!m not quite sure whether you want the
{itle of No. 2 of the Old Scries, Alfred Kemp,
or whether you want the title of No. 2 of
the New Series.  Anyhow, I'll give them
both, <0 one of them is bound to be right,
No, 2 of the Old Series was called “The Case
of the Secrct Roomn.” And No. 2 of the New
Series was entitled “ Handforth's Bad Day.”

* % *

So vou want the “St. Frank’s Magazine

back in the Old Paper, “T.C.”? You're not

belong to
You arc
Why

1

the only one, old man. In fact, dozens and
dozens of readers have written suggesting
that the Mag. should be re-started. I won-
der what the general opinion is on this point?
Another serial, or the St. Frank's Mag. back
again? Let's hear from you ali.

Handforth & Co. were introduced in the
very first St Frank's story, “Halicarnassus *
(vou've given me a twisting with that pen-
namc of yours!) and the first story of St.
Frank’s came out in No. 112, Old Series of
the N.L.L,

”® * *

So you want a Portrait Gallery, A. David
Blackhall?  I'd like to remind you that a
Portrait Gallery has already appeared in the
Old Paper. Still, I dare say there are many
thousands of readers who ifever saw it. If
we did re-start the Mag. there might be an-
other Portrait Gallery. You never know!

L T

of Pete !

ON SALE TO-DAY

“PETE'S DERBY
WIRNER!"
: Where's the lad who

B coesn't love a laugh? Not
8 vou, isit? You're one of the
cheery fellows who like to
keep smiling—and there's
a yarn going this week that
was just made for you. You'll
see the title above. The story
features those famous

laughter-makers — JACK,
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Thrills Under the Ocean !

Jize Maitland lives in a sionall !\']Hlp in ,'\'iﬂ;_}'-
more A mystevious wman nwwmed  Stanislaus
Cripps owes woney to the shop, and Jim
deterunnes to collect it He clinhs over the
iwall of  Widgery Dene—Cripps’  estale—ani
drops into the qrovids.  There he finds an
aotazing mechine wkhich is souicthing belween

a stharine and ~an airskip.  Mr. Cripps s
aii Goard and Jim asks him far the wmoney.
The man rejuses to pay, and before Jin
realises it he finds the wmachine in the air!
It tracels half orver the world ihey dives
into the ocean. It reaches the bottom, and

then instead of resting on the bed continues
gaing downwards! Jt is then floativg on the
surface of an underground . river, and Mr.
Cripps explaing that there t. be a sort of
leak in the ocean bed and  they are being
sucked down to the centre of the earth, They
ctop the miachine and come on deck. Jut
as they appear they are caplured Ly sereral
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-

A Hopeless Position

N was glad that Stanislaus Cripps had
insisted upon his wearing his  diving-
dress, and that before sctting out io
stalk Wa-Ra. he had readjusied the

headpiece which he had removed in order tfo
enjov the apples and oranges, for the giant
Falta instantly attempted to  tear him to
pieces,

He jerked his arms and legs, pressed him
between his hands, and even attempted to
break him, as if he were a stick, over his
knee. But the wonderful metal that conld
witiistand the tremendous pressure of the
lowest. depths of the ocean was proof against
even his strength. Jim came through f(he
ordeal a little shaken, perhaps, but otherwise
unhurt,

He thought the worst was over, but he was
misziakeh, The giant. finding that such
methods were unavailing, secized him by one
foot. and made as if to swing him round with

WHAT £ AS ALREADY

Exciting Adventure!

252

B
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- APPENED

amazing giants whoe fall on them from the

shore  Jua escapes and luter saves the life of
e little man called Masra. In return Masra
and Tus. daughter Tinta let him live with
them Jine finds himself among a colony of
dwart men who are called the Kru people,
who are at enmity with the Giants.  Jiw,
accompanied by Masra and Tinta, rescue

Mr. Cripgs. -To do this Masra has to dcsert
from the Kru people.. Tinte and Masra are
called traitors and wurged on by a -scoundrel
iamed Ka-Ra, are captured by the Kru. Jim
and My Cripps rescue them, .théreby incurring
the halred of Ka-Ra, who himself turns traitor
by going to the Kru's enemies, the Falta, and

telling thewm that f they capture Jim and
(ripps they will be able lo beat the Kru,
Jim overhears this, but is inadvertently

captured by the Falta!

(Now read on.)
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of breaking his prisoner’'s head

the obju('r. r's
Ka-Ra instantly

against a neighbouring rock.
intervened.

“Stay, O Falta!” he cried.

The giant abandoned hiz murderous inten-
tions and, holding Jim dangling by his ankles
as if he were a dead rabbit, he glanced down
at the little figure of the Kru.

“What would you have me do, O Kru?”
he exclaimed n his birdlike voice.

“This is one of the Shining Ones. He
has the seeret of the magic!” Ka-Ra exelaimed
with a cunning smile. “We can make him
give us this magie. Set him down here, O
Falta.”

The giant sank down on his haunches, with
Jim lying over his drawn-up knees. The boy
suddenly remembered the weapons he had in
his belt. e raised his hand with the inten-
tion of drawing out the ecylinder containing
the sleeping-gas, but even as he did so Ka-Ra
sprang on him. The next instant everything

TP b5 |
Stay !
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that his belt contained was removed. He
hcard Ka-Ra give a shout of exultation.

‘Look, O Ialta!” he exclaimed, dangling
the cylinder. “This is the magic instrument
that makes all who stand up agamst it fall
asleep; and this "—he indicated the revolver
—*is that which contains the fire that strikes
and destroys!”’

Jim shut his eyes at this period of the
demonstration, feeling that his end had come,
for Ka-Ra was holding the revolver up':lde
down with his fingers on the trigger. Iivery
moment he r_w:pcctcd to hear that earsplitting
report which he knew meant instant death.

*““Already, O TFalta, we have the Kru in
our power!” oxclaimed Ka-Ra. “Wkho can
stand up against this mighty magic? Thero
but remains the Iflving Thing. Let the
Shining One be bound, and we will give him
no food or drink until he shows to me the

secret of its magic!”
T Ka-Ra himself supplied it, taking the
sash from about his waist and tying
Jim’s arms behind his back. Then, as he lay
therc on the ground, Ka-Ra addressed the
boy, his face glowing ‘with exulting cruelty,

“'\ow O Shining One—now, where is your
magic with which you rescued Tinta from
the sacrificial stone, and faced even Ile-Whose-
Name-May-Not- Be- Spoken? You arc in my
power! You arc Ka-Ra's slave. If you re-
fuse to do my bidding you shall die!”

Jim looked up into those triumphant eyes
unflinchingly.

“You are a traitor, Ka-Ra, and in the end
you will pay for your treachery. For the
moment 1 may be at your mercy, but a
greater one than I iz not in your power.
Remember there is the Hairy One, before
oven He-Whose-Name-May- Not-Be- Spoken
fell, and the Hairy One is my friend and
sworn brother. Woe to you, a-Ra, when
lic knows what you have done!”

Jun saw the man blanch for a
and then quickly recover himself.

“He cannot touch me now. I have his
magie, I fear nothing, O Shining One.
gy - L 1)
Think not of me, but rather of yourself.

He pointed to the great bulk of the Flying
Submarine.

“T would know how this Flying Thing is
made to do vour bidding. You will tell me,
and, until you tell me, no food or drink shall
pass your lips!”

“And when I told
imiquired.

“Then perhaps I will allow you to be my
siave!” Ka-Ra retorted with a slow smile,

“It I knew anything I'd never tell you!”
Jim gasped.  “You can kill me, but how
mineh wiser would you be then? And vou've
still to reckon with the Hairy One.”

Ka-Ra shrugged his shoulders,

“I have scen men who, just like you, have
boastod that nothing would make them speak.

Jim’s Strategy !

HI Falta possessing nothing that could
be used for binding the prisoner,

moment,

have you?® Jim

But when the Shadow of the Dark Wing
has only so much as fouchod them, then they
have found their tongues,’

He regarded his prisoner with a sncer,

“liven so will it be with you, O Shining
One. I can wait. Now I take you to the
Flying Thing. There shall you remain—
without food and water—until you unfold to
me all the hidden magic!®

He spoke some words to the Falta, some
of whom were climbing on one another’s
backs, like schoolboys, 1in a vain attempt to
reach the deck of the Flying Submarine.
Others had been hauled on board by their
comrades, and were scated astride the great
shining hulk .

Now, acting on Ka-Ra's instructions, .Jim
was tied to the mooring rope and, without any
regard for his personal comfort, hauled, hand
over hand with jerks that lifted him twelve
feet at a time, on to the deck.

Immmediately afterwards Ka-Ra followed,
and stood peering round, evidently more than

a little frightened at the unfamiliarity of his
qurrmlndmgb, Presently his eye fell on the
opening that led to the pilot-house.

“*What lies down there, O Shining One?”
he exclaimed.

Jim did some swift thinking. Once Ka-Ra
was let loose in the pilot-house, there was no
knowing the mischief he might do. He
might touch the lever that controlled the air-
reservoirs, and send the vessel hurtling up
into the upper reaches of the air, never to
descend again. Or he might move the lever
that would make the enormously powerful
engines spring into life and drive the vessel
at an incredible speed into the face of the
rock. At all costs he must be prey ented from
cntering the pilot-house.

“There 1is nothing vdown there, Ka-Ra,"”
Jim answered. _’“You can sce steps.  You
have but to deScend. All will be we]l with
vou.””

As he intended should be the case, the Kru
did not believe one word he said. This was
but a plot of the Shining Ono to lure him
into the power of those Inln'hh and mysteri-
ous forces that lurked within the interior of
the vessel,

In his anger he kicked Jim with his bare
foot, hurting himself, Jim reflected, with a
certain satisfaction, far more than he incon-
venienced him,

“You lie!” he exclaimed furiously. “That
is- where the Hairy One keeps the mighty

_spirit under his control.”

““Not a bad estimate of the situation,” Jim
reflected, in spite of the other's unscientific
language.

“You shall come with me. Tirst T will see
what happens to you” Ka-Ra went on.

He rolled Jim to the mouth of the com-
panion-way, and then, propping him up till
his feet were dangling over the edge, let him
fall. Fortunately the diving-suit had such a
power of shock resistance that Jim, though
he fell with a crash against the wall, was
only slightly dazed. T

He lay there looking up,
cautious!y

watching Ka Ra
descending the ladder. Now the



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

39

man was by his side, staring round with an
appearance of calm which his frightened eyes
behed,

Apparently he was disappointed by what he
saw—or porhaps he felt he needed more tiumne
to steady his nerves—for after a few scconds
he bolted back up the companion-way., .Jin
could hear him speaking to the IFalta. Then
his voice faded away into the distance.

Ior half an hour Jim lay there, a prey to
every known form of anxiety. What was
going to happen to himszelf ? What was going
to happen to Stanislaus Cripps? Armed with
those weaponz, the use of which he did not
undm'samm'l, Ka-Ra was Like 2 madman with
a loaded revolver in his hand. Quite unpre-

ared—never suspecting what had happened—
L anislaus Cripps might be caught and killed,

As these gloomny fhoughb were passing
through his mind, .J:m began to struggle in
an attempt to release himself from his bonds.
Then, when the futility of his efforts was
dawning upon him, a shadow passed acress
the mouth of the conning tower. Looking up,
he saw a great face peering down at him.
One of the IFalta was there. Then he heard
a voiwce—a low, twittering whisper.

“Tear not, O Shining One, I am come to
release you. Tt is Gra who speaks!®
Help at Hand !
IN could have shouted with joy as he

J heard that friendly, twittering voice and
wunfrmw:] Gra’s features.

‘T waited a long time, O Shining
One!  The Hairy One bade me cateh the
Fiying Thing, but when I had caught it, and
would have brought 1t to him., he had
vanished. 1 bogan to think tlmt 1 should
never lock upon his face again.’

Having voluntarily profiered his loyal de-
votion to Stamslaus Cripps, Gra had appa-
rently remained faithful to his vow. Here
was an allyv whom Jim needed l-u(l

b . hme is the Kru Ka-Ra?”’ he 1nqtm{"ﬂ

“He 1s just below, O bllmmg One, talking
to the Talta. He has many words, and they
make my comrades mad.”

“What is he talking about, Gra ?"

“He says that he will capture the Hairy
Onc—that presently he will make the Falta
masters of the Kru. He is telling them that
ithe Kru shall work for the Falta., and that
they shall be lords of the Inner Cavern as
they are of the Outer Cavern.”

“You don't believe him, do you, Gra¢"”
Something that bore a faint resemblance

to a smile twisted the corners of the Falta's
cavernous mouth.

“I have seen the might of the Hairy One.
D id he not breathe on our god. and lo! he
was no more? HHas he not the Powers of
Sleep and Death in his hands?  Who can
stand against him 7°°

“No one, O Gra!” Jim retorted stoutly.
“In the end Ka-Ra will pay for his
treachery. Sooner or later the Hairy One will
come with destruction in his hand, and woe to

the foolish Falta who
man’s words,”

“I kaow 1t, O Shining One,” Gra answered.
“I have said it even tc mv comrades. Dut
they will not listen to me. They are mad with
the Kru's words. So angiy were they with
me that thov wou]d have fallen on me, <o !
held my peace.”

Jim recognised ‘the wisdom of this cautious
hehauour for if anything were to happen to
(ira he would be leff without ohe single friend
in his desperate predicament.

“That is well, Gra. The Iairy Onc will do
you great honour for your wisdom. Let
neither K{a-Ra nor the other Falta know what
vou think. IListen to what they say, and keep
1t In your mind.”

“It shall be
wishes.”

There was just one other matter whiehi Jim
felt ought to be dealt with before he con-
sidered his own personal convenience. Some-
how. Wa-Ra must be deprived of the
revolver which., in his JIIP\]](‘lt hand, might
be the cause of terrible slaunghter,

‘“Listen carefully to what I have to say,
(Gra. This Ka-Ra has stolen one of the
shining nstruments that I wore in my belt.
It contains great magic which only the Hairy
One and myself understand. The magic may
get loose and destrov you and your comrades.
You mush secure it for me, Gra.”’

Jim gave a detailed description of the
revolver, particularly impressing upon Gra
not to hold it, except by either end, for fear
that his c]umsy fingers might touch the
trigger. Gra thrust both his arms down the
nompanion way, almost completely filling the
circular apelture His fingers groped in the
pilot-house like the tentacles of an enormous
octopus.

**Shall I not catch him and kill him, O
Shining One? I have but to squeeze him be-
tween my hands like that, and he will be no
more!”’ .

Those huge hands came together with a
squeezing motion. Jim had an unpleasant pic-
ture of Ka-Ra being pressed to death,

““No, Gra. The Hairy One does not want
bloodshed. He hates to kill. Get me just
this instrument for which T ask., You ecan
pluck it from his belt when no one is looking.
Now loosen this thing that binds my hands.”

He turned himself over as he spoke, and
the next moment he felt those fumbling
fingers fasten on the sash with which his
hands were bound. 'There was a wrench, a
rending sound, and he was free. Gra had
not troubled to undo the knots; he had merely
torn the tough material apart as if it were
made of paper!

Jim sprung to his feet with a sigh of relief.
As he did so, Gra disappeared abruptly from
the aperture above. Somewhat puzzled by
his sudden disappearance, Jim cautiously
climbed the ladder. His head was just on a
level with the deck, when he saw Ka-Ra
approaching the opening,

Jim ducked quickly, but it was too late.
The Kru had seen him, and realising instine-
tively the dangers that threatened all his

have histened to this

even as  the Shining One
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plans if one who understood the aysteries of
the Flving Submarine were to escape, he
acted with commendable promptitude.

Risking a broken ncck, Ka-Ra sprang into
the opening, and, striking Jim on the
shoulders with his feet, came down on to the
floor of the pilot-house with his arms grip-
ping the boy tightly. Half dazed as he was
by the fall, Jim struggled valiantly,

It was a strange contest that took place in
ihat confined space. Owing to the diving-
dress it was quite impossible for Ka-Ra to
do Jim any real damage. On the other hand,
the boy was not strong enough to stand up
to a powerful man like the Kru.

The struggle resolved itself into an attempt
on Ka-Ra’s part to hold the boy’'s arms to his
side and prevent the other’s lusty kicks by
lving on his legs.

Twice he obviously thought he had mas-
tered Jim, for he roso to his feet, only to
find that the shining figure on the ground
was still very much alive. The combat might
have ended in the exhaustion of Ka-Ra had
not something utterly unexpected happencd.

As Jim rose to his feet for the third time,
and made a lunge at Ka-Ra's head with his

gauntleted right, the Kru snatched the
revolver from the belt about his waist. The

fact that he held it the wrong way round did
not give Jim any confidence.

In a flash the boy realised what would be
the effect of the cxplosion of one of those
powerful oxygen cartridges in such confined
surroundings. The pilot-house might be
wrecked and the delicate controls of the Ifly-
ing Submarine’s machinery irretrievably
ruined. KEven the certainty of Ka-Ra's de-
struction would hardly be compensation for
such a disaster, '

Jim acted swiftly. As luck would have it,
he was standing just on the threshold of the
spiral stairs, As Ka-Ra, with onec finger
dangerously near the trigger, presented the
butt of the weapon at him with a glow of
vicious triumph in his dark eyes, Jim flung
UF his arms and, acting to perfection the part
of one who had been struck by the magic of
that weapon, hurled himself backwards down
the stairs.

His body struck the bend, cannoned off the
railing, sd continued its bumping course
downwards, In vain he tried to catch the rail
to stay his fall. His head, in its loose-fitting
headpiece, rattled like a dried pea in a pod.
Stars danced before his eyes. He cried out
despairingly at the top of his voice. Then
there was a final crash, and darkness settled
down upon his brain!

The Bubmarine Concezled.

ROM the head of the staircase, Ka-Ra

F pecred down into the darkness. The

clectric light had been switched off.

Nothing was visible. 1IIis enemy had

been sent hurtling down that abyss by the

magic of the Hairy One. He had tested the
efficiency of the magic.

Had not the Shining One withstood all his
cfforts to render him helpless until he had
pointed that wonderful instrument at him?
'Then, of a sudden, he had grown powerless
and, with a shriek, had vanished into the
bowels of the Flying Thing—into that pit of
darkness—where IKa-Ra—who, like all the
Kru, was intensely superstitious—had no in-
tention of following him, It was enough that
he had proved the value cof the great power
of which he was now the possessor.

But there was one fly in the ointment of
his content. The Shining One, from whom
he had hoped to extract the sccret of the
I'lying Thing by the simple process of depriv-
ing him cf food and drink until he gave the
desired information, had vanished, never, ho
was convinced, to return again. How, then,
was he to obtain this secret ?

It was a difficult problem, and its solution
was not without a grave personal risk to him-
self, he realised. Ka-Ra had made many pro-
mises to the Falta; they were to have the
sccret of the Flying Thing, and to become
masters of the Inner Cavern. If he couldn't
deliver the goods, there would certainly be
trouble for himnself.

The Talta were like children, easily in-
fluenced by someone of greater intelligence
and stronger character; but, also like children,
they were susceptible to gusts of passion if
they  were crossed or disappointed. They
would think nothing of taking him and pluck-
ing him limb from limb if he should in any
way fail them.

Leaning against the wall of the pilot-house,
Ka-Ra debated with himself the dark pro-
blems of his future. How to get the sceret
of the Flying Thing's magic.

There was only one other who knew it, and
that was the Hairy One. Obviously, there-
fore, he must somchow get the Hairy One
into his power. But the Iairy Onc was
armed with the same magic weapons as him-
self, and, being more expert in their manage-
ment, might use them first, in which case,
Ka-Ra realised, he would come to a quick
and sticky end.

It was a situation that demanded strategy.
He must keep the Ifalta in ignorance of the
annihilation of the lesser Shining One, and
devise some plan for getting hold of the Harry
One.

He had scen the Hairy One with his head-
picce off, and he was intelligent enough to
realise that in that situation the man could
be attacked like any other man—that without
his armour he was vulnerable. :

IFor the better part of an hour Ka-Ra stood
there, communing with himself, and then,
with a rather nervous glance at that black
hole in the floor down which Jim had dis-
applearcd, he climbed the ladder on to the
deck.

Some twenty of the Falta were seated cross-
leeged on the great shining curves of the
I'lying Submarine, their combined weight
keeping the great vessel on the ground. IKa-
Ra turned and addressed them.

““Know, O FFalta, that I have overcome the
Shining One. I have imprisoned him where
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he will remain until he tells the secret of this
Flying Thing. Meanwhile, O Falta, we must
be up and doing. There is yet the Hairy One
that we must take captive.’

He had cunningly reflected that if Stanisiaus
Cripps came out into the Outer Cavern, and
the Iflying Submarine were to be allowed to
float at her moorings, he would see her, and
exert himself to get possession of her, It was
also possible that he might catch sight of her
lying on the ground.

The obvious thing to do was to comceal the
Flying Submarine., and this could be done
effectively by utilising some of the huge
boulders with which the floor of the cavern
was strewn.

He 1ssued his orders in that imperious tone
to which he had been quick to discover these
childlike giants readily submitted. While
their comrades kept the Flying Submarine :n
position, others began to pile together some
of the great boulders that lay about. As each
I'alta was capable of lifting unaided a mass
of rock weighing four or five tona the work
proceccded apace.

Very soon a kind of vast, elongated cairn
began (o rise up above the shining sides of
the Ilying Submarine, Under Ka-Ra’s direc-
tions they built this pile with two sloping
sides, making the base sufficiently wide to
enable them to clamber up with their burdens
when the rising tide of rock had got beyond
their reach.

Soon those seated astride on the deck of
the submarine were able to assist in the work.
At the end of an hour a pyramid of stone,
three hundred feet high, had been

over
erected about the Flying Submarine. Ka-Ra
viewed the result with satisfaction. The

Fiying Thing was completeiy hidden, and also
it was no longer able to float up into the air.

“That 1s well, O Faita!” he exclained.
“Rest now and eai, for before long the work
to which we have set our hands must ke

accomplished !”
T mess of boiled fish, shovelling great

handfuls of the food into their
cavernous mouths, and expressing their
amusement at Ka-Ra’s comparatively small
performance by little twittering sounds,
When they had finished, Ka-Ra, climbing
half-way up the pile that hid the Fiving Suk-
marine, once more addressed them,

“There is only one enemy left that you
need fear, O Falta, and that is the Hairy
One. He has, even as | have. the two magie
weapons of Sleep and Death. We must secure
them. We must take him captive.”

The Falta nodded their great heads asz if
approving of this suggestion. Only one of
themy ventured to volce an obiection.

Ka-Ra’s Plan!

HE TFalta brought out their cooking-
pots, lit the fires, and prepared their
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“But if he uses the weapous of Sleep and
Death, it will go ill with us, O Kru!”

“True, But I have thought of that, O
TIFalta. Not one of you shall suffer from the
magic. I will show you a way by which ail
can oe accomplished without any risk.™

He folded his arms across his chest.

“The Hairy One i1s a greatl boaster, With
my own ears I heard him say that he would
make the Falta the slaves of the Kru. You
were to work for the Kru, O Talta—toiling
and q“catmq, while thev, vour masters, lived
in idleness.’

A cry like the sereaming of muul [ scagulls
arose from the giants scated on their haunches
on the ground below him. Ka-Ra realised
that the temperature of the mceting was
rising, and that was exactly what he desired.
He must feed their passions {o white heat <o
that they could get rid of their fears.

“"And what answer Lave you to this
boaster ¥ Arc you io slave for the Kru? Are
vou, who are masters of the Outer Cavern, to
toil and sweat for those whom vou could erush
with one hand ? 'This Hamwry One seecks your
destruction. But I will show vou a way by
which all his boasting shall be brought to
nought.”’

“Tell us what we must do, O Kru!” one |
of his audience exelanned.

“It 1s a very cunning plan that I have
formed,” explained Ka-Ra. “This 1s whal

vou must do. You will go, all of vou, to
within one hundred paces of the entrance to
the Inner Cavern. There you will be safe
from the liquid fire should any of the Kru
attempt to attack vou,

“When yvou have arrived at this spot,
may throw yourselves on your knees on the
ground and abase vourselves. DBe sure there
will be some who will go to the Hairy One
and tell him what ¢the IFaita are doing. He
will think that von are humbled —that you
are preparved to become his slaves. "And he is

so boastful——=so sure of the micht of his magic

—that he will come out to you and speak to
you.”
Arain that twittering ery rose in the air.

vou |

“You will let him draw near, O IFalta. You
will utter humble words. You will call him
Master. You will tell him that his enemies
are your cnemies—that hereafter you will ha
content to let his foot rest upon your necks.”

A look of diabclical amusement crept into
Ka-Ra’s face.

“Then, when he 1s sure that you are his
slaves, and he has approached necar enough,
you will seize him swiftly. and remove from
the belt about his waist the magic weapons
that he carries there Then you will bring
him to me, and I will dea! with him !

The IFalta showed their approval of his pro-
pesed strategy by beating the ground awith
th o flats of their handa.

“ It shall be done, Ka-Ra!” one of the
I'alta exclaimed. “Little 15 your body, but

great 1s your wisdom !

“Then go, Falta, and do as I have bid you.
T will stay here, and you will bring me the
Hairy One, when yvou have seized him !”

ITe made as 1if to descend from the pile of
boulders, Instantly one of the glants rose
and stepped forward,

“Why should the Kru,
so freely of his wisdom,
when I can hift him ?”

It was Gra who spoke. Ka-Ra, gratified
by this illustration of the personal authority
he had imposced upon the giants, instantly
stood still.  Gra rcached out one enormous
hand and, clasping Ka-Ra about the waist,
gentiy raised him from the boulder on which
he stood. The Falta then set him on the
ground. At the same time, unnoticed by Ka-
Ra himself. or any of the other assembled
agiantz, Gra’s disengaged hand closed about the
revolver the KKru carried at his waist. The
next moment he had taken the weapon and
hidden it in the folds of the cloth that he wore
about his massive loins!

(Wil the Falta
Stanis’aus Cripps?

who has given us
trouble to climb down

sueceed in capluring
And what Las happened
to Jim? You'll thoroughly cnjoy mnext
week's exciting instalment—don't miss ik,
whatever you do!)

™
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SEXTON BLAKE

—the werld’s mest
popular delective.

He appears every week
with Tinker, his boy assis-
tant, in a brilliant, adven-
turesome story in the

UNION JACK

Ask to see this
week’s issue—

Cut on Thursday - 2d.
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CHIEF OFF1CER'S CHAT,

All LETTERS wn reference to the League should be addressed to the thief. Officer, The St. I'rank's
League, clo THE NELSON LEE LIBRA RY, The Flcet-way_House, Farringdon St., London, IE.C.4.
Enguiries which need an immediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

The S. F. L.
Jverything is going very smoothly with the
League. It is advancing wonderfully. Congratu-

Jations to all the loyal chums who are putting
their backs into the work!
Joining the Police.

C. B. (South Wales) wants to join the police.
What do 1 think? I doubt if he could do better.
My correspondent is rieht for age and weight.
IIe should apply at the nearest headquarters.

Training a Dog. _
Cowes) has a dog three months
how he shall train it fo be a
The answer is, make it a companion;

readily respond. H. I'. must keep
feed i1t himself, and be very

H. F. (Eas:
old, and asks
companion.
the dog  will
the dog with him,

chary of punishment, even when it makes
mistakes.

A League Cap.
Allan Neilson, Hassall Street, Iarris Park,
N.S.W., Auastralia, has thought of a topping

idea for o League eap, and sends me a sketch of

this. e is convinced such a ecap would be a
success, It is simple in styvle—blue ground, red

cirele, and red lettering on a white panel. Like
some others, this supporter has found it bevond
him-to answer all correspondents. By the way,

a correspondence club has been started in his
area, and is doing well
A Question of Friendship.
A South African chum- wrifes me a rather

hitter letter about some of his disappointments.
JFriends have not played up as he wanted. Ile
has been let down here and there; promises have
been broken like piecrust and so on.  But that

is the way of the world—or a section of if, at
least, I hope he will make a few more allow-
ances, steel himself to worry, and see the best
in things.

How a Tumbhler Flies.

In reply to a Todmorden chum who keeps
fumbler pigceons; a  tumbler ean fly (with a
favourable wind) 130 miles in the hour.

A Gallery.

Tom Jones (Bradlord) wants a portrait and

a biographical {icature cach week about Mr.

Brooks’ famous group of characters, their tasfes
and hobbies, ete., with details of their homes.
Interesting, but no space at the moment.

THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE.

The Application Form for membership of the St,
Frank’s League will be published again nexf week.
All holders of BRONZE MEDALS who have quali-
fied for SILVER MEDALS and wish to exchange
their medals for the higher award should send their
medals together with a stamped addressed en-
velope, to the Chief Officer, the St. Frank’s League.
¢c/o ‘* The Nelson Lee Library,” Gough House.
Gough Square London E.C.4.

A

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

Johin D. Cope, 30, Main Street, Stapenhill,
Secretary of the Burton-en-Trent and Di-t:icu
S5t, Frank's League Club, wishes to correspond
with other secretaries of clubs within a fifteen-
mile radius, and other readers. All  letters
answered

R. Russell, 150h, Union Sireet, Waterloo,
London, S.E.1, has back numbers of “N. L. L.?
for sale.

J. Turner, 14, East Street, Bridport, Dorset,
wishes to hear from rcaders in his district,

A. R. Jones, 43, Tennyson Street, Battersea,

London, S$.W.8, wants to hear from cricket clubs
in his area to arrange fixtures. '
V. Denton, 43, Middle Strect, The Avenne,
Southampton, wishes {o hear from readers in his
district.

M. Bladon, 88, Ruston Street, Ladywood,
Birmingham, wishes to correspond with readers

overseas, age about fifteen, who are Lkeen on
stamps and picture posteards: would like to
correspond  with I'rench readers interested in
cigarette cards.

Vaughan Starsmeave, 20, Finchlex woad,

‘\‘«'n]wm't.h, London, S.E.17, wishes to hear from
readers in Sheerness and Walworth.
(Continued on next page.)

Dowri

B Sond for [ull details of
g our All-British 400a
“* Marvel "'—i1ho finest
 cycle ever offered on
giich exceptionally easy
terms. Every up-to-date
improvement, Richly
enamelled, brilliantly
plated. Fully warranted.,
Packed free, ecarria, e
paid. Money refunded
if dissatisfied. Big bar-
gains in factory-soiled
mointes. Tyres and
otheraccessories CHEAP
Write for reduced
factory prices and cata
logue of 28 new Three
Speed Roadsters, Road
Racers, All Weather
Qil-Bath mounts and
Tradesmen's Carrier
Cycles.—Mead Cycle
Co., Inc. (Dept.
K601), Rirming.:
ham.

261’5 all you pay

ovEL 74

A19¢

CASH
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(Continved from previois poae.) Cyril D. Rawlings, 71, Abinger Road, Deptford,

London, S.E.8, wishes to hear from a club or
Lewis  Sidney  Davies, 11, Railway  Terraece, | fiom readers in his area.

.!1‘iarh.urgl Hill, [‘-n.-].m;:h.'l_s_'nﬁ, wisghes to hear from Charles Danic!, The Guildhall, Tigh Street,

readers interfested in music. _ Worcesier, wishes to hear from readers interestoed
Allen Neilson,  Jassall  Street, Ilarris Park, | in the South Sea Islands, alzo in story wrillne.

N.5.W,, Australia, wishes to hear trom readers teginald . Pienaar, 'O, Box 220, Germiston,
within a radins of twenty miles of Svdney for | Transvaal, South Africa, wishes 1o hear from
thie purpoze of forming a sports club. Croyvdon readers interested in aviation,

B9/, I SEND |[soiN THE ROYAL NAvY
' 'YOU- ||AND SEE THE WORLD

A HIGH-GRADE Bors are wanled for the Seaman Class (from which

svlections are made for the Wircless Telegraphy and §
BRITISH BICYCLE Signalling Branches), dge 15} to 18] peara.
With Free Gift of Lamp and Eell. MEXN also are required for
Packed Tree and Carriage RT[(*;RI}I;‘Q {QI’[L'ML SERVICE) .. . Age}a logg. )
Paid on 15 Davs’ Free Trial. S we e wee Age 18 10 20§
Money refunded if dissatisfied. | | FOYAL MARINE FORCES . . . 49el7to23

If you keep eycle, balance is

GOOD PAY. ALL FOUND }

:mL 1 le m VCTY easy nmn’rhl ‘

FOR pir[‘il'llf'.e and I['])ﬂi.:’lﬂﬁn for . . 8

: e Yivdg nwebiate Apply Ly letter to the Recruiting Staff Officer, R.N §
straicht dealing protects you, and R.M., 5, Suffolk Stireet, Bi;uungham: 121,

Victeria Street, Bristol; 13, Crown Terrace, Dowan
Lill, Glasgow; 30, Canning Place, Liverpool: 55,
Whitehall, london, S.W.l, 289, Deansgate, Mun §
chester, 116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne; or. 6,
Washington Terrace. Queen’s Park, Southawmpton.

DONT BEE BUILLILIEID

Send 4d. Stampe-for Two Splendid
Illus. Lessons in Jujitsu; rue Woen.
derful  Japanosg o art of  Self-Defence
wii houl weo i}ﬂlh' Better than boxine
or any’ scirncee mvented.  Learn
e, |0 TAKC: care of yoursclf under
& 11 circuirs lumﬁ, and fear ny
: a4 lan b}hlmlster laree  1luas
2 Porlion for P.O, 3.9. Send Now to  YAWARA "
Height Increased Omlﬂe”‘ : Wt s : ]
In 30 DAYS. 5[ CSUTLO. .,—lj;n—;‘ (Dept. A.P.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex.
L3

No Appliances. No Drugs. I\‘o Dietine,

The Meclvin Strong System NEVER FATLS,
Send stamp for particulars angd testimoninis,
—MELVIN STROXNG, LTD. (Dept. 8), 14,
Ludeate IIili, London, ILngland.
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: *l.nr-le 7-day Permanent II~me Cure for | Action Pm Pistol, Fires &:ED
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- ' Cure yoursell
Stop Stammering ! ;7570
riculars FREE. — FRANK B. HUGHLD
Southamnton Row, London, W.(C.1l.

firer ! Colonial postage €d. extra. g ead
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