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Slowly, sedately, the grea. monopiane came humm ng over the School ship. At the cab n win-
dows cou!d be seen the grinning faces ot Nipper, Hanaforth, and the other lucky juniors A
great cheer went up from the boys on the St. Francis.
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Amazing Schoolboy Adventure in the Australian Bus_l_:i

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in ““ The Popular ” every Tuesday.)
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Held up by bushrangers. An exciling scrap. Archie Glenthorne

krdnapped ! Ob, yes, this fine yarn simply teems with thrills all through !

Edwy Searles Brooks has wrillen a real “ corker.” Start reading it
now and prepare yourself for hours of enjoyment I—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1.

The Mid-Ocean Waichers!

All the juniors within carshot in the Remove Form-room looked up eagerly
from theiff work., They stared at Gresham, and then their gaze wandered towards
the windows,

*1 can’t hear anything!” breathed Duncan. _

“PBut ’'m sure of it!” muttered Gresham, “ A low, throbbing hum—'

“ Ahem !” '

It was a loud cough. followed by the charp rapping of a pointer on the desk. Ar.
Norton, the Remove Form-master, was looking scverely at tho class.

“Silence!” he said sharply. “Really, this is too bad! Three times during this
lesson have 1 been ecompelled to -

“But it's the acroplane, sir!” gasped Hubbard. “‘Gresham’s just heard it! Mav we
all go out, sir "

“No, you may not!” replied Mr., Norton promptly. “Indecd, not! What next?”

“But we don't want to miss Lord Dorrimore’s great 'plane, sir,” said Ralph ILeslie
Fullwood indignantly. *“There are lots of the chaps aboard, too——"

“Where they have no right to be!” interrupted the Iform-master, with asperity. 1
am afraid the yvoung rasecals will be dreadfully backward when they join the ship again.”

“ Neover mind about being backward, sir—they ve been having a fine lot of exeitement,”
said De Valerie enviously.

“That will do!” said Mr. Norton. “You are quite mistaken, Gresham. There is no
acroplane. Mr., Stockdale informed the school quite plainly that the machine could not
overtake us until this afternoon, at the very earliest. It is ten chances to one that the
acroplane will not come near us at all. So let me have no more of this inattention.”

The Remove looked at Mr, Norten rebelliously for a fow moments, but as they could
hear no familiz v hum they settled themselves down onee more to work., Evidently Harry
Gresham had been mistaken—just oz other iuniors had been mistaken earlier that morning.

“I ISTEN ! said Harry Gresham, in a low, excited voice.
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The truth was, all ears were on the
stretch, so to speak, and all minds were right
off the lesson.

Considering all the ecivcumstances, the
juniors were not to be much blamed. Look-
immg out of the open Form-room windows,
they beheld an expanse of gloriously blue
sea, with a hot tropic sun beating down upon
it,

I"or the school was not at 8t. Frank’s, The
school was thousands of miles away—in point
of fact, in the Indian Ocean, crossing from
South Africa to Australia,

It was diflicult to believe that the month
was Jannary, for the weather was hot, and
for some days now the skies had been cloud
less.

The St. [Franeis had voyaged out from
‘ngland, containing half the school—ihe
cntire occupants of the Ancient House and
the Modern House. Back 2t St. IFrank’s the
West. House and the East House fellows
were carrying on.

It was a new idea of the governors, this
School Ship—this splendidly equipped liner,
converted so thoroughly that it contained
I'orm-recoms, laboratories, gym., Common-
rooms, studies—in fact, everything in replica,
as at St. Frank’s itsclf.

Dr. Maleolm Stafford had been left behind,
and My. Nelson Lee, the famous school-
master-detective, was nominally in charge of
the floating school. At the mement, however,
Mr. Aithur Stockdale, of the Modern House,
was in full charge,

Fxcept for the summery weather and the
novel surroundings, life was going on in
very much the same way as usual for the
Removites, They were having lessons exactly
according to schedule, and half-holidays came
and went in the same old way., They were
even allowed to have tea in their own
“studies P—that is to say, their cabins—in
just the same manner as-at St, Frank’s,

Mr. Crowell, the Remove Form-master,
had not bheen able to come, and so Mr.
Norton was in charge of the Removites for
this trip. He was an inoffensive, kindly sort
of man, and the boys got on well with him,

There had alrcady been one thrill in the
rip. The School Ship had stopped at Durban,
South Africa, for three days, and during this
brief period a St. I'rank’s ericket eleven had
played a chosen South African school team.
It had been a memorable mateh, the Saints
winning by a single run.

Then immediately after that had come
another sensation. For Lord Dorrimore—
well known to most of the St. Frank’s chaps
~-had been reported missing.

The sporting peer had started on a big

non-stop flight from Capetown to Cairo, iIn
the celebrated Mauners monoplane, the
Wanderer of the Skies. A good many
fellows in the Remove knew this huge aero-
i.:l;me well, since they had flown to India in
wer during the summer holidays,
- And orrte,” accompanied only by MNr.
Hobart Manners, the designer of the ’plane,
had started off on this ambitious flight—only
to vanish very shortly after starting.

T
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Nobody on the School Ship knew many
particulars, for Durban had been left behind

t Just when the excitement was at its highest

pitch. The next morning excitement and
indignation had been mingled when the
floating school learned that twelve junicrs
had sneaked ashore on that fateful night—
just so they could accompany Nelson Lee on
the hunt for the missing Lord Dorrimore!

Mr. Stockdale was in charge of the Scheol
Ship until Adelaide was reached. Nelson
Lee had arranged to come on later by an
ordinary liner. He had certainly never
imagined that he would be saddled with nine
Removites and three Third-Formers during
that quest for the mussing Dorrie !

Yet this was the actual truth. Nipper had
grimly made up his mind that he would lend
a hand; and so, of course, he had per-
suaded Tommy Watson and Sir Montie Tre-
gellis West to help him in His plan,

Then Handforth & Co., of Study D, had
got exactly the same idea, and they had
stolen ashore, too. Extraordinarily enough,
Vivian Travers thought of a simiiar wheeze,
and he and Jimmy Potts and Archie Glen-
thorne were missing. Willy Handforth, scent-
ing that his major was up to something, had
persuaded Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon
to help him, and the net result of all this was
that these twelve boys had been left behind
at Durban. When the authoritics aboard dis-
covered their abscnce, the ship was well out
into the Indian Ocean.

Various wireless messages had comao
through from time to time. It was known
that Lord Dorrimore had been found. Nelson
Leec and the juniors had had some very
exciting adventures in Natal and the Orange
Free State.

Then, to cap all, it beecame known that
Lord Dorrimore, as irresponsible as ever, had
suddenly decided to fly across to Adelaide,
instead of continuing his journey to Cairo
and England. What was more, he was bring-
ing Nelson Lee and the twelve juniors with
him, and there were rumgours that the party
would reach Adelaide days and days before
the Schoo! Ship. Which, as everybody was
saving, was a bit too thick!

Not ouly had these boys stayed behind at
Durban, not only had they had some price-
less adventures in South Africa, but now
they were actuallv to get to Australia 1n
advance of the main party!

And naturally the main party secthed with
jealousy.

Much as the fellows enjoyed this life
aboard, they would have given a whole
term’s pocket-monecy to be on that wonderful
acroplane.

“It’s a sheer nerve—that’s
Fullwood bad said. “They’re missing lessons
and cverything! And we've got to stick
aboard the ship, working as usnal!™

This was scarcely true, for the boys were
not working as usual. All this excitement had

what 1t 1st”

| Norton and Mr. Pyeraft-~the

had a very wunsettling effect, and bhoth M,
latter being in

'charge of the Fourth—were at iheir wits'

end. They would be heartily glad {o sce the
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big monoplane fly over, and to sce her disz-

appear, After that, perhapa the voungsters
would scttle down to an orderly routine,

CHAPTER 2.

The Wanderer of the

Skies !

g LANK goodness!” zaid

S
Cecil de Valerie, with
e E
S relief,
= - The Remove had
just been released, and

the fellows were all erowding out on to the
wide promenade deck. Buster Boots and
Christine and a host of other Fourth-
Formers were already there.  Their faces
were {lnshed, and they were staring out over
the sea towards the

distant west.

““ Any sign, you chaps?”
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Oldfield, his eyes sparkling “By jingo!l
There aren’t many fellows who g.t a chanco
of poing all the wav to Australia on a visit,
aro there? We're lucky, my sons!”

pre

“Look! yelled  Talmadge  suddenly.
“What's that over there—in the sky 7’

But it was only another false alarm,
Everybody went dotty for a moment or two,
and then the excitement died down,

Fenton, the captain of the school, came
strolling along, echatiing with  William
Napoleon Browne, of the Iifth. Both seniors
were airily attired in flannels, with open necks,
and they looked bronzed znd healthy.

“Any ncews, Fenton?’ went up a chorus.

“Yes,” said Fenton, smiling.  “I under-
stand that a wireless message has just been
received from the acroplane, Dorrie expects

to fly over us some !‘rue
during the airertmnn
“l\rh' only hat!” v_i'wu-

asked” Harry Gresham lated I'ullwood. “ And it's
Cagerlyl‘ ot a hllf-_}]olldn:\" !”
“We've scen nothing,” “We shall be at les
replied Buster DBoots, WA_TCH POMS: said  Liresham
with a grunt, * Great blankly.
Ceesar ! Wait unti! Handv “Alas, brothers, we
and Nipper and those ‘ must bear these triais
other chaps gel aboard THIS SPACE with  fortitude,”  saud
agmin* We'll slaughter Browne solemaly, * Eager
’em for playing this trick as you are to cat ch a
on us!” glimpse of the aeropiane,

I"”

"(10 ecasy, you know !
grinned Fullwood. *“No
need to be wild with the
chaps. We ought to be
wild with ourselves, for
not having thought of the
same wheezo.”

“1 suppose that’s
grumpily., “Sull,
given us the tip,”

“If thev had doue that, everybody would
have wanted to stay behind in Durban, and
then nobody would have stayed behind ! said
Alf Brent, with a chuckle. “If you ask me,
those chaps were brany.”

Some of the fellows went on to the boat
deck, where there was more room, and the
st«rmri in groups, gazing everl mtms.:ly 1::1'.".'511::1y
the horizon. But there was nothing to be
seen—nothing but the limitlees sea in every
direction, without a =ign of a sall, or a
smudge of smoke fromn another steamer,

The School Ship was steadily and leisurely

true,” admitted Dootfs
the beggars might have

ploughing her way onwards, and all the
fellows had grown so accustomed to the
motion by now that they did not notice it
at all.

“Well, there's one consolation,” said
Clapson, of the Fourth. “We shall get {o
Adelaide in time to see the fourth Test

mateh, and that’s something to look forward
tD_’!

“The Test match will be good—but I'm asl

keen as mustard on sceing Australia,”’ said

NEXT WEEK
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spell with these stalwarts,

there is alwayvs the voice
of Authority +to be
_obeyed.  And  lessons,
brothers, in the eyes of
most Form-masters, are
of far more 1mportance
thap acroplanes.” :
an e*n‘eptm* il occasion!”’ pro-
tested Buster Boots, ‘Laok here, Fenton!
Why ecan’t Mr. Stockdale grant us all a
special half-holiday to-day ?”

“By jingo, yes!”

“That's a good idea, Buster!”

““An excellent idea—in your opinion, younyg
'uns "’ chuckled Edgar Fenton. * But, some-
how, T don’t think Mr. Stockdale will regard
it as a brain-wave. So you’d better simmer
down. Coming, Browne?”’

“T beg of you to excuse me for a few
[ N}

“But it's

moments, Brother Fenton.” said Drowne
gracefully. *Much as I delight in your com-
pany, I have a mind to linger for a brief

It i a quaint but
incontrovertible fact that T have a partiality
for the society of Youth.”

Fenton grinned, and walked on—leaving
William Napoleon Browne in the midst of the
crowd of juniors,

“1 thought it as well, brothers, to let our
genial friend wander on,”” said Browne, in u
confidential tone. “‘Gather round! Lend me
your eass!”’

“We'll give you a couple, if you like—
thick ones!’ said Boots obligingly.
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Browne sighed.

“Alas, that I should be threatened when
I am loitering merely for the purpose of whis-
pering “a word of advice,”” he said sadly.
*Brothers, brothers! Where are your wits!
You bemoan the fact that sundry lessons are
on the agenda for this afternoon, Yet surely
the remedy is in your own hands?”

“Pon’t be so long-winded, you lanky ass!”
said Fullwood. “What are you getting at?”’

“I am pained to hear such expressions of
lisrespect——""

“Kiil him, somebody!” said Boots aggres-
sively.

The juuniors advanced in a threalening
manner, and Browne hastily raised one of his
hands.

“Stay !’ he urged. “°I fear, brothers, thuat
you are as impatient as you are
Why worry about lessons? Go into your class-
vooms confidently, calmly., You have ears,
have you not? Yes, assuredly!” he added,
as he glanced round. ‘‘Seldom have I seen
such a collection of humanised caulifiowers!”

“Look here, Browne—"’

“When you hear the welcome hum of the
'‘plane, the thing will be easy,” said Browne.

“Brother Noiton and Brother Pycraft will, |

no doubt, command you to keep your places.
But there are times when 1t is advisable to
ignore such commands. There are moments
in this life when it is as well to assert one’s
self. So, brothers, let me suggest that you
should be utterly deaf to the orders of
Brother Norton and Pycraft.  Later, per-
haps, there will be a reckoning—but it wili,
¥ am convinced, be a very easy reckoning.”

“You're right, Browne, old man!”’ eaid
IFullwood, nodding. ‘“‘Blow lessons! If the
aeroplane comes over during the afternoon,
we'll all bolt out on deck!”

‘““Hear, hear!”

Browne beamed.

“When m trouble, apply to me,” he said
kindly., “I am never at a loss with ideas,
They exude from me unbidden. Genius, after
all, will not be denied.””

And Browne, with one of his benevolent
nods, passed along the deck, and joined
Stevens and Hitchin and Hulbert, of the
Fifth.

During lunch evervbody was on the jump.
Even the seniors were listening—waiting for
some sign. But nothing happened; and aftex-
noon lessons commenced with the School Ship
still in a condition of uncertainty.

It was becoming rumoured that the aero-
plane had passed two or three hundred miles
away to the north, and would thus not be
seen at all.

“It’s only to be expected,”” said Gresham,
in the Form-room. “'It's pretty nearly six
thousand miles from South Africa to
Adelaide—and Dorrie is trying to do it in
a nonstop fight. It’'s an extraordinary
effort. He can’t afford to go out of his
course—just for the sake of waving a hand-
kerchief tec us!”’

witless, -
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severely,
LB ] }

. “'Silence!” said Mr. Norton
“Really, all this chartering 1s

““Listen!” gusped Hubbard suddenly.

“Hubbard!”’ shouted the Form-master.
“Bit down at once!”

“It’'s the aeroplane!” yelled Gulliver.

Everybody listened intently. Sure enough,
a new sound could be heard on the air—a
rhythmic throbbing, accompanied by a faint,
far-away hum.

“They’re. coming—-they're coming?’ went
up a2 roar. ‘'Dorrie’s ’plane is coming cver!”

With one accord, the Removites leapt to
theiwr feet and dashed for the door,

“Boys!”’ gasped Mr. Norton, scandalised.
““Back to your places! Upon my word! How
dare you——"’

But nobody took any notice of him, The
boys were so excited, in faet, that they
actually pushed the unfortunate Form-master
out of the way in their pell-mell ru<h on

deck !

e

CHAPTER 3.
The Lucky Dozen !

ERE she comes!”
“By jingo, yes!”’
“Hurrah!"

“Look! He’s drop-

f

ping lower! Doirie’s
going to swoop down over us!”’
“My only sainted aunt!”
The air was filled with shouts as the

juniors crowded up to the boat deck. One
or two prefects had come sallying out to
round up these delinguents, but when it came
to the point they failed in their duty. For
| they were just as fascinated as the juniors.
| Indeed, within a couple of minutes the entire
school was up on deck, gazing into the blue
eky.

After all, it was a big event.

. The passengers on an ordinary liner will
get very excited in mid-Atlantic if there
happens to be a brave spirit who Is attempt-
ing the aerial erossing. This flight from
South Africa to Australia was much inore
ambitions. Quite apart from that, the aero-
plane contained twelve St. Frank’s fellows,
and all the others were eager to catch a
glimpse of them if possible.

It was no false alarm this time,.

Clearly, distinetly, the great monoplane
was in view—Iflying six or seven thousand
fect up in the alr, and still several miles
distant, But the throbbing of her powerful
engines was beating rhyvthmically on the air,
and the sun was glinting on her gleaming
metal body.

The Wanderer of the Skies was the largest
mouoplane in  the world—an enormous
monster constructed entirvely of metal. This
metal was a discovery of Mr. Manners’—it
was an alloy resembling burnished bronze,

and 1t was non-corrosive, and no weather
conditions could mar its beauty.
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The machine had four enormous engines,
jutting out from the front of the one great
wing.
was graceful and sturdy.

In this body, and in the wing, there were
saloons, cabine—sleeping compartiments.  As
originally built, she had ruu on petrel, but
now Lord Dorrimore and Mr. Manners were
testing her with a new fuel—and with new
engines. This fuel was non-explosive, and
far less cumbersome than petrol. The use of
16 gave the 'plane, with her tanks fully loaded,
a very big advantage. Under favourable
weather conditions, and only at cruising speed,
she was capahble of accomplishing a non-stop
flight of over ten thousand miles! So this
““hop” from South Africa to Australia was
more or less trifiing.

“Look! Dorrie’s shut off his engine !

"By Jove, yes!”

_The wvast propellers could bo scen just
ticking over, and the throbbing had ccased.
The Wanderer of the Skies. now only a mile
or two away, was coming down in a long,
graceful glide. Nearer and nearer came the
big machine, and a thunderous cheer went
up frem everybody on the deck of the School
Ship.

“He's
excitodly,

“"Rats! He can’t!” said Fullwood.
machine isn't fitted with floats! Besides, if
he came down into the water-—-even if he
could rise again—the flight wouldn't be a
non-stop one. Dorrie’s only having a game!”

By now the aeroplane was only six or
seven hundred feet up, and she was circling
round the liner, banking superbly. And now,
for the first time, the erowds on the School
Ship’s deck caught sight of faces at the cabin
windows above,

" Look! There's old Handy!” welled De
Valerie, “Can’t you see him, you chaps?
Good old HHandy! And Archie Glenthorne,

going to land!” gasped Hubbard

“The

too! My hat! I can even sce his giddy eye-
glasat”

*“ Hurrah!”

“There’'s Nipper, too!” said Alf Brent.

“And Travers—-"

“Look at Willy waving!” roared Dexter,
of the Third “Can't you see him, you
chaps ?”’

Slowly, sedately, the great monoplane was
swinging round past tha liner. She had now
descended to within a couple of hundred
feet, and she was so close, indeed, that she
seecmed to be in danger of colliding with
the vessel’s masts. But Lord Dorrimore, at
the controls of that big machine, knew exactly
what he was doing.

At the cabin windows the familiar faces of
the "lucky dozen” cou'd be seen clearly.
FEdward Oswald Handforth—Church and
MeClure—Vivian Travers and Archie Glen-
thorne—all of them, in fact. They were
waving, grinning, and appecared to be every
bit as excited as the others on the School
Ship.

Then, with a roar of the engines, the mono-
plane shot astern, eireled round, and started
climbing again, her cengines going all out,

The main body, like a Pullman coach, |

{ fessly,
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Eiling the air with a soflt, powerful throb-
“Ig,

‘T'his {ime she came directly over the decks
of the liner. The cheers were tremendous
as she passed clean overhead. Something was
seen to drop—a tiny black objeet. It fell like
a stone towards the beat deck.

“Look out!” went up a shout.

“Get out of the way, there!”

But the juniors mneed not have heen
alarmed. TFor after a second or two a tiny
parachute opened out, and for the Jast {wenty
or thirty feet the dropped object floated down
graccfully,

Fenton, as it happened, was the first to
got near it as it struek the deck; and Fenton
picked up an ornamental ecigarette tin. He
cut the cords and released the little para-
chute—ard then, when he opened the tin,
he found a halfsheet of notepaper within.

There was a scrawled message upon it:

“Everytlung O.K. with us. Hope you're
the same, Sece you all in Adelaide in about
ton days' time. QGood luck!

“Donrnig.”

“Just like oid Dorrie!” erinned Fullwood,
when he heard, “ He’s said all that over the
wireless two or three times—but, of course,
he couldn’t resist dropping another message
in his own bandwnting. 1 say, what a frost!
Wea shan’t see them again for ten days!”

“And I expeet they’li get to Adelurde some
time to-morrow !” said DBeb Christine breath.
“ Lucky beggars!”

By this time the Wanderer of the Skies
had started elimbing again, and she was
circling round and round, getting ever higher
into the blue heavens.

The Scheol Ship, of course, had not de-
viated an inch from her course; she had
plugged steadily on, as though nothing un-
usual had happened. And now the acroplane
took a straight course, and flew into the
distance ahecad—growing ever smaller and
smaller,

CHAPTER 4.
Australia !

P KLL, that's that ! said
Nipper cheerfully,
“Poor asses!
bet they're
their teeth
envy !” grinned Oswald FHandforth.
that

Tl
grinding
witn
* Not
there’s much for them to be envious

about,” hre.raa:ldml in a severe tone.  “This
trip 1s a disappointment, [It’z tame.”

“What dJdid you expect, then?" asked
Churech.

"I expected some excitement, anvhow,”

retorted the leader of Study D.

“ But what’s
happened  since  we  left  South  Afriea
Nothing! We've been flying as steadily

as a rock, I it wasn't for the humming ol
the engines we shouldn’t know we were in
the air! Tame isn’t the word for it!”
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But if Handforth-was dissatisfied, the other
jumiors were filled with an ever-ancreasing
wonder at the marvellous efficiency of the
Wanderer of the Skies. Fitted with these
new engines, she was as safe and as steady
45 any ocean-going ner.

The twelve passengers were all in the
observation-room now--having come up from
the saloon in order to catch a final glimpse
of tne hner, far, far below on the surface of
the azure sea.

This observation-room was really a minia-
ture promenade deck. It was on the top of
the great wing, and, indeed. formed an in-
tegral parl of the wing itself.. On all sides,

and overhcad, there was non-splinterable
glass. I'rom this “promenade deck it was

possible to obtain a iarvellous view of the
vista ahead and astern.

Not that there was muech to be scen now,
IF'or the St. Francis had been™dropped be-
hind, and was now a mere dot on the face
of the occean.

But the fellows were very glad that Lord
Dorrimore had spent five or ten minutes
circling round the School Ship. It made
the absent twelve feel that they were not
really separated from the main party.

Forward, in the nose of the great machiney

Nuelson  Lee, Lord Dorrimore and Mr,
Hobart Manners were in the coutrol-room—
Dorrie himself being at the wheel,

* Well, we're makin® an easy trip of it,”
sald his lordship. T reckon we shall get
io Adeluide with more than enough fucl
left to tuke us on to Melbourne.”

“But you're not going on to Melbourne,
""" asked Nelson Lee.

** And

are you, Dorrie?

*“T certainly am !” said his lordship.
then some! In fact, if I find plenty of fuel
left, after Melbourne has been reached, I'll
varry right on to DBrishane—or Sydney, if
there isn’t enough juice left for Brisbane.”

“And what about the boys?” asked Mr,
Manuvers in surprise, '

*Oh, I'l drop them at Adelaide, of course,”
satd Porrie cheerfully.  * But 1 shan’t take
on any more fuel. T want to see how far the
sld bus will go without replenishing.”

“Well, I'm glad you’re going to land us
at Adelaide, old man,” said Nelson Lee
dryly. It wouldn’t Lave surprised me in
the least, Dorrie, if you had calmly an-
nounced your intention of carrying the lot
of us with you to New Zealand'”

“H'm! That's not a bad idea, either
said his lovdship. * By glory! Why shouldn’t
we fiy it ¥

|22

“Because I want to be landed at
Adelaide!” said Lee promptly. “And I want
these boys landed, tco. You're a good sort,

Dorrie, for bringing us over in this way—
mt I don't want these youngsters to be on
the other side of Australia when the School
ship arrives at Adelaide.”

“Jast as vou like, then,” said Do.rie, with
a chuekle,

There was, after all, something {o be said
for Handforth’s point of view. FHor thers
was utlerly no excitement on board this won-
derful craft. lour after hour she continued
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flying steadily and sedately—making a speed
of something like two hundred miles an hour.
And for a ’plane of this size to eruizse at such
a speed was an extraordinary achievement.

“Well, boys, we reckon to be in Adelaide
early to-morrow morning,”” sald Nelson Lee,
as he sat down at the dinner table that
evening. If everything goes well, we shall
arrive in about twelve hours.”

“But we're not much more than half-way
across ! said Nipper. “We've still got about
two thousand five hundred miles io go,
guv’'nor.”

“Yes,” nodded Lee. “Roughly. twelve
hours’ flight.” ‘
“Well, well!” said '[ravers languidly.

“We can go to bed to-might peacefully, dear
old fellows, and we shall be having break-
fast to-morrow morning in Adelaide!”

It scemed well-nigh nnpossible—and yet, on
such a machine as this, it was easy enough
to set a fixed time for their arrival,

The twelve juniors slept like tops in their
comfortable little cabins, but they were all
up extremely early in the morning—at the
first sign of dawn, in fact. By now the
Wanderer of the Skies was winging her way
over the Great Australian Bight.

In the darkness of the night the lights of
Albany, Western Australia, has been sighted,
and the acroplane was dead true on its
course, - :

And as the sun rose higher into a cloudless
sky, the gleaming machine passed over Kan-
garoo Island, and then up Investigator Strait,
and so into St Vincont Gulf. ‘Then, at last,
Adelaide,

From the air the town
ful picture, with
parklands.

"By Jove,” said Nipper.
they ecall 1t the Queen City of South
Australia! Look at the wonderful way in
which the streets are laid out!”

It seemed that the entire city was on the
watch for the great ‘plane, for crowds could
be seen dowu in the streets and in the open
SPACes,

Lord Dorritnore flew over at a fairly low
altitude, and the view of Adelaide was
charming 1ndeed.

I'vom the air the division of North Ade-
laide from South Adelaide could be clearly
secen—that section of the city north of Lake
Torrens being mainly restdential.

Montefiore Park looked splendid—as, also,
did Hackney College Park, on the other sido
of the city.

It was even possible to sce right down into
King William Street—that noble thorough-
fare which runs through the very cenire
of the ecity from South Terrace right up to
the Lake, past Government !House and Par-
lilament House,

And 1n the distanee conld
impressive Mount Lofty range.

““Aunstralia at last!” said Handforth, his
eves gleaming with ecagerness. By George,
you chaps! It's different from what I ex-
peceted! I always thought that Australia was
nothing but bush I

resented a wonder-
its splendid surrounding

“1 don't wonder

be secen the
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Outside could be heard tho hum of the expecled aeroplane.

their feet and dashed for the door,
master,

o8,

; [ I:
Mty

‘BT

el ey

With one accord the juniors ieapt to

““ Boys, back to your places ! *’ gasped the scandalised Form-
But the juniors tock no notice and even pushed the amazed Mr. Norton out of the way

in cheir peli-mell rush on deck.

“Good old Handy!" chuckled Travers.
“Bush, with plenty of bushrangers, what ?”

* Bushrangers—of course!” said Hand-]

forth. *“Everybody knows that there aro
plenty of bushrangers in Australial”

“Poor old Ted!” said Willy sadly.

“KEh? You young ass—"

“You might as well e-pect to find bigh-
wavmen on the English main roads!” said
‘Willy.

“Well, there aren’t any bushrangers in
Adelaide, anyway,” said Nipper soothingly.
““ Adelaide is one of the most up-to-date
citics in the world—and before very long
we shall be sampling it at close quarters.”

IEven now the feliows could hardly be-
lieve that they had actually arrived in
Adelaide, where the fourth Test Mateh was
to take place. It seemed only a few hours
ago that they bad been in South Africa. It
was curious to realise, too, that the School
Ship was still plodding steadily onwards, nine
or ten days’ steaming away. In  fact, it
would be practically a fortmght before the
St. Franeis docked at Port Adelaide. And
here was this “lucky dozen "—arrived at
Australia in advance of the main school !

It is hardly necessary to say that Adelaide
had decided to give itself up for the day
to the excitement of the occasion. Ior it
was the first time that any aeroplane had

made a non-stop flight to Adelaide from
South Afriea. '

And when it came to making a fuss over
distinguished visitors, the good people of
Adelaide knew all about it!

CHAPTER 5.

Back to Lessons !

B URING  the eventful
M day the St. Frank's
juntors hardly knew

whother they were on
their heads or their
heels.

Lord Dorrimore escaped—imuch to the dis-
appointment of -Adelaide. For Dorrie only
stopped for about an hour, leaving Nelson
Lee and the boys behind. Then he hopped
off again, making for Melbourne—and pos-
sibly Syduney, or Brisbane.

And Dorrvie had gquite cheerfully taken a
number of prominent Adelaide eitizens with
him—much to their joy.

Left behind, Nelson Lee soon had the
juntors installed in one of Adelaide’s finest
hotels, And for the whole day the fellows
had a pretty hectic time.
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Wherever they went they were recognised
and greeted checerily and boisterously. There
was yuite a civie reception for these dis
tinguished young visitors. 'They were taken
everywhere—escorted all over the town. They
had a look at the Adeclaide Oval, and Vie
toria Park Racecourse, and the Botanic
Gardens,

They even went along Mile End Road—
although it wasn't at all reminiscent of the

Mile End Road ihey were familiar with
in London. This one led from Thebarton
Station, through parklands, to Hindley

Street aml Rundle Street. They were shown
the Post Office and the Town Hall and
the Majestic Theatre and the Tiveli. In
fact, by the time evening came they werc
well-nigh exhausted with sight-seeing.

Any amount of staunch Adelaide citizens
had told them that they would “see them
some wmore,” and they had made “cobbers ”
by the dozen. They were declared to be
“"dinkum.” and they had become very
farniliar with the phrase “good-0.”

Indeed, that mght, after the tired boiis
had gone to bed, Nelron Lee was greatly
exereised in mind.

The people of Adelaide were apparently
of the opinion that these youngsters had
comie here on holiday, and that they were
to be centertained during their wvisit. Nelson
Lee was aware of the fact that a fortnight
had to be spent before the School Ship would
arrive.

And Mr. Lee rather jibbed at this fortnight.

Thercfore, he set his wits to work, and he
made all sorts of inquiries—and these in-
gitiries bore fruit.

Thus, the next morning, bright and early,
Nelson Lee presented himself to the juniors
as soon as they got down, and he took them
all aside—out on to a wide, shaded verand:x,

“Now, boys, I'm going to talk to you
seriously,” he said, “You had a full day
yosterday, and by the look of things you’ll
have a ﬂ*oud many other full days, uniecss I
¥ Llu"- drastic steps to put a stop to 1t.”

‘Put a stop to what, sir?” asked Nipper
curiously,  *“We think it’s ripping here, in
Adelaide, It's a wonderful city ! And the
Do n;)lu are wonderful, too——

if

‘Ratheor too uandmful, voung ‘un!” said |

Nelson Lee grimly.  “At the rate things
are going, you'll be entertained, and taken
heve and there, day after day.”

“You bet we shall, sir!” said Handforth
enthusiastically. “Lots of people have pro-
miuvd—-—“

“Quite so, Handforth-—but you boys have
apparently forgotten that you are now sup-
posed 1o be at school ! =aid Nelson Lee. “1
know the circumnstances are exceptional; but,
at the same time, I sce no reason “hv you
should negleet your education during this
fortnfizht, while you are waiting for the
School Ship to arrive.”

“Oh, I say, sir!” chorused the dismayed

jnninr.ﬁ.

“I'm quite alarmed,” continued Lee.
"These Adelaide people mean well, and we
cannot but admire their hospitality. But

you'll all be spoilt—every man-jack of you—

have
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unless 1 take drastic steps. You're geing
back to lessons at once.”

“Lessons, sir !” gasped half-a-dozen volees.

“Lessons!” repeated Nelson Lee. '“I'm
a schoolmaster now, you must remember, and
I''n going to see that your education is not
neglected,”

*“Cheese it, guv'nor!” said NipFer as he

La.up;ht 51;;}11: of a twinkle in Nelson I.;Ezes
Y

eyes. “You're kidding us, aren’t you !
“Well, pt,lha,ps I am, to an extent,” ad-
mitted Nel son_ Lee, with a chuckle. “‘The

fact is, I'm ﬂ'mng to pack you all off up the

Murray River,.
“What!”

“ Adelaide 1s somewhat too hospitable,”
said Lee. “I shan’'t be able to keep track
of vou at all if you stay here, So off you
go up the Murray River—and you start to-
day.”

““Aren’t you coming with us, sir?” asked
Handforth.

“No—vou'll be safe enough en the river
boat,” said Nelson Lee dryly. “I shall stay
here, so that I can get into touch with the
School 8hip, and make all the necessary
arrangements for the main party when i1t
arrives, And I ca,ut be bothered with you
youngsters. So you're going off.”

“But vou said something about lessons,
sir!” remarked Willy, with a slight shiver.

“Geography lessons,” nodded Nelson Lee.
“Geography without*maps, young ’uns, If
vou stay in Adelaide, the only thing you will
learn is that the Adelaide townspeople are
overflowing with hospitality and the milk of
human kindness. But by taking this trip
up the Murray River you will add greatiy
to vour education.” :

“The guv'nﬁr’s right, you chaps!™ said
Nipper cagerly. “It'll be hnﬁps better to
go for a trip up the Murray! It's a max-
vellous river, according to all I've read and
I'd love to make its acquaintance.”

“The Murray isn't always open at this
time of the wvear,” continued Nelson Lee.
“The scason for the river boats is generally
from about July to November. But there
been some very unusual rains recently,
and the * Murray 1s navigable c¢ven now,
during these summer months,”

"Summer months, eir?” repeated Hand-
forth. “But it's January! It's winter-
tune 1"

“Winter-timme in England, but swamer
here,” smiled Nelson Lee. “I have made
all inquiries, and I find that the river
stcamer, Rubion, H ﬂt&ltmg from Murray
Budg‘u lhlﬂ ev Lmng‘

“And we're really going on it, sir?” asked
Jimmy Potts eagerly.

“Yes, I want to be rnid of you!” said Lee,
with a smile. “And vou will be well out
of harm’s way on the Rubion. I shall place
you in charge of the skipper. I'he boat
is onlv gt}mﬂ' as far as Mildura.’

“Whore's that, sir?” ,

“}.Il!dnm 1s in Victoria,' said Nelson Lee,
“Usually, these river bhoats go many hun-
dred miles further—right to Swan Hill, which
i1s the farthest up-stream port of theso river

passenger steamers.  Bat you'll only go to
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Mildura. This is quite a long way, how-
ever, and 1t will take vou several days.”

“It ought to be a fine trip, sir!” said
Tommy Watson.

“You will, at least, be able to see some-
thing of rural South Australia and New
South Wales and Vietoria,” agreed Nelson
Lee. ““For soon after passing Renmark you
wiil have New Bouth Wales on one side of
the river and Vietoria on the other. When
you disembark at Mildura you will get on
the train, and return to Adelaide by rail.
According to the schedule, you will arrive
back a day or two before the School Ship
gets in,”’

““And the Test match, sir?’’ asked Travers.

““Oh, vou’ll be in good time for the Test
aatch !’ chuckled Nelson Lee. *'I wouldn’t

@play a low-down trick like that on you, boys.
“It’s this interval of waiting that I'm worry-
ing about—and you’ll be well out of miechief
by going on this river trip. And you’ll learn
something, too. At least, I hope you will.”

And so it was settled.

The juniors spent the morning in going
round Adelaide again, and by lunch-time they
were beginning to rea't.- that there was
plenty of sound common sense in Nelson
Lee’s plans. The good folk of Adelaide were
so enthusiastic that their attentions were liable
to become embarrassing, These St. Frank’s
fellows would have been welcomed in any
ordinary circumstances; but they bad arrived
in the great aeroplane, and so they were
surrounded by an added halo, as it were,

During the afternoon Nelson Lee went with
them on the train to Murray Bridge—a com-
paratively short trip of about sixty miles.
This was the terminal port for the river
shipping.  Incidentally, Murray Bridge 1is
also the centre of a large agricultural and
dairvy-farming district.

Aund there, at her moorings, was the
Rubion—ga true river-steamer of the conven-
tional type, a wood-burning boat, all super-
structure, and with a squat chimney jutting
out from the topmost deck-house.

“By George!” said Handforth, with gleam-
ing eyes. ‘‘This is going to be the real
thing, you chaps!”

“Rather!’” echoed the others.

“We're going into the heart of rural Aus-
tralia!l” continued Handforth gloatingly
““And if we don’t meet with any bushrangers,
I'll eat my giddy hat! There aren’t any in
the towns, T know-—but wait uniil we get
well up the Murray River??

—

CHAPTER 6.
Up the Mighty Murray !

J]I—IE Rubion proved to
~ be a comfortable,
friendly boat.

She was not par-
ticularly large, but
quaintly fascinating

there

Wis

something

11

about her. She reminded some of the juniors
of the old Mississippi River boats which they
had sometimes seen on the films.

She was a paddle-steamer, and she was
well equipped.  There were hot and cold
baths, electric light, large cabins, and quite
splendid meals were provided. The chef was
a good one, and there were able stewards.

The passenger accommodation was by ho
means filled, There were not many other
people going on this trip—perhaps because it
was not usual for these pleasure cruises to
be made in this month of the wvear. Not
that the St. Frank’s fellows minded. It was
more free and easy with the boat uncrowded.

“Well, boys, 1 hope you’ll enjoy yourselves
—and 1 hope you'll lecarn a loi, too,”
said Nelson lLee, as he bade them good-bye.
“The captain will look after you, and see
that you get into the Adelaide train, as soon
as you arrive at Mildura. Your passages are
all paid for—including your railway tickets.”
. “We shall be all right, sir!”’ chorused the
juniors,

“You leave these new
grinned one of the ship’s officers.
won't come to any harm.” |

“I’'m sure they won’t,”” said Nelson Lee.
“They’re in safe hands, and the weather
looks like being settled.”

“Too right, it is,”” agreed the officer,

“You're just starting, aren’t you?"

“Pretty soon, now.”

“Then I'l be going,” said Lee.

“Good-o!’ said the Australian,
some more, perhaps?”

Very soon Nelson Lee had gone, and the
juniors felt exceedingly pleased with them-
selves.

They really began to enjoy the beauties
of the Murray River next day, as they were
chugging along up-stream through the pas-
toral country. It was exceedingly hot, but
none of the fellows cared. The experience
was so novel—so new to them—that they did
not mind perspiring a little.

The boat slipped along between fringed
cliffs at intervals; and then would come grass-
covered slopes, with huge gum-trees lining
the banks. They were solid fellows, these
gums, forming stately avenues.

Here and there, too, small islands would
divide the main stream, and at times it
scemed that the boat would never get
through. At intervals there would be wood
piles on the river bank—fuel for the steamers.
Small landings, too—jetties,

“They seem to do things in a2 rummy way,”’
remarked Handforth, while the ship was near
one of the banks, discharging some boxes of
goods, “There’s no town here—and yet
they’re unloading some stuff!”

*“It seemd to be uninhabited,” agreed
Church, as he looked at the landscape. ** But
there’s probably a town tucked away just
beyond the hills, By jingo, it’s different
from Adelaide, though!”

““And we're getting deeper and deeper into
the rural districts,”” said Handforth, with a

chums to us”
“They

““Sce you
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note of satisfaction in his voice. ‘*We shall
probably be nearing about the bushrangers
roon !

“Yes, we'd better be careful, or we might
be held up by Ned Kelly!” said Travers
solemnly. .

“Ned Kelly, the notorious Australian bush-
ranger!” said Handforth, nodding. ““I’ve
heard about him! A desperate charaeter,
isn’t he ¥

“ Dreadful I’ said Travers.

“Good gad!” remarked Axchie, as he ad-
justed his eyeglass, and took a hard look at
Handforth., **1 mean io say, laddie! Aren’t
you a trifle out of date, T mean? Surely this
Ned Kelly chappie was hanged a few years
itg.{.}??.i [

“Was he?” asked Handforth, with a start.

“Y believe so,”” murmured Travers. ““In
fact, as far as my recollection goes, Ned
Kelly was rounded up in the little township
of Glenrowan—in the year 1880."

“The year which?’ gasped Handforth.

“Forty-eight years ago!”’ chuckled Travers,
“Ned Kelly was wounded, and captured.
Then he was tried and convicted and hanged
Jater on in the same year. It’s history, dear
old fellow—history,”

““ Ancient history '’ said Church pointedly.

“And Handy thiuks that Ned Kelly’s gang
is still going about Australia, telling people
to ‘ Bail up’!’ said Nipper dryly. “This is
what comes of reading sensational literature,
Handy. Lots of our chaps at home get wrong
ideas about Australia because they read cheap
adventure stories in low-class periodicals.”

“I don’t read low-class periodicals!”’ roared
Itandforth.

“Then where did you get this bushranger
stuff from?”’

“‘There are bushrangers here!” said Hand-
forth obstinately. “I’ve read stories—— I—1
mean, I've heard about ’em. Why, In some
parts of Australia it isn’t safe to go along
the country roads. At any momenft you
might be held up by these rotten bush-
rangers!”’

““ All the same, I expect they're getting
wiped out,”’ remarked Tommy Watson,

“And we shan’t be lucky enough to see
any,”’ said Chubby Heath, with a note of
regret.

Nipper yelled with laughter,

“I'm dashed if there aren’t five or six
of you who believe that bushrangers are
still to be found in Australia!’”’ he said, in
astonishment. X

“Not all over Australia,”” said Handforth,
with an air of importance. ““Only up in the
back blocks,”

“In the which?”’

“PBack blocks,”” said Handforth carelessly.
“That’s an Australian term, you know, It
means—it means—— Well, these bushrangers
are to .be found in the back blocks!”” he
added defiantly,

“The back blocks, Handy, dear old fellow,
are rather curious,” said Vivian Travers.
“The term explains iteelf, Far in the In-

terior the country is divided up into bloeks,
and the ones at the rear are called the back
blocks. ¥You see? All the country i8 in the
shape of blocks—just like gigantic lumps of
sugar. All the hills, for example, are square.
Wherever you go, you see these whacking
areat blocks sticking up, sometimes with trees
stuck on the top of them.”

“By George!” said Handforth.
knew that before!”’

“You howling ass—he’s only pulling your
leg!”’ grinned Church.

“Fh?’ gasped Handforth, turning
“Why, vou—you fatheaded—"’

““ Always remember, Handy, that we’re St.
Frank’s fellows,” said Travers, holding up a
hand. *“We mustn’t do any scrapping on this
boat—or people will think that English chaps
are rough and ill-lmannered. Who says an
iced drink ?”

“What-ho!” murmured Archie.
less scheme, laddie”

Handforth was rather glad that the sub-
ject of “back blocks ” was dropped. And so
the journey went on, with the juniors find-
ing plenty to interest them during every
minute of the trip.

They came at length to the township of
Renmark, not far from the South Australia
border. Renmark proved to be very interest-
ing, and practically all the passengers went
ashore-——for the river boat was due to stop
here until the next morning,

“This is one of the principal irrigation
settlements in South Australia,”” said Nipper,
as he and the others went into the town.
“1 don’t believe therc’s any railway here;
but therc’s the Paringa terminus, on the
other side of the river.”

Renmark was full of genuine interest for
the visitors. It fringed the river bank, and
the vineyards and plantations could be secen—
and this district was famous for its vineyards
and plantations,

It was purely a rural town, but it had
plenty of attractive buildings and well-
equipped shops, and motor-cars speeded up
and down the dusty streets,

Singularly enough; however, there were
positively no bushrangers!

“I never

red.

“A price-

CHAPTER 7.

Handy Hears Some
News !

ENMARK made a big
fuss of the St.
Frank’s boys.
Naturally the {owmn:
ship had heard all

about the exciting flight from South Africa,

and these voungsfers were regarded as
persons of some importance, Any party of

Knglish schoolboys would have been heartily

welcomed, but a party such as this, having

lown thousands of miles across the ocean
(Continued e prge 14.]
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in the world's greatest aeroplane—— Well,
Renmark felt that something special had to
be done,

And Renmark surpassed iiself.

An  escort of eulerprising young towns-
people was formed, and Nipper and Hand-
forth and the others found themselves taken
all over the town., Motor-cars were provided
in plenty, and rides out into the surrounding
country were indulged in. They were intro-
duced (o the orange groves and the fruit
orchards. For many ¢t them the trip was
an eye-opener,

[fere they were, right up the Murray, in
the heart of a rural Australian distriet—and
vet everything was modern and up-to-date
-and peaceful.

Handforth, at least, was frankly dis-
appointed. It didn’t fit in with his precon:
ceived ideas of Australia at all. In a dim
sort of way he had imagined Australia to be
a wild and woolly land, with “bush " stretch-
ing In every direction, as far as the eye could
cee,

“Anyvhow, . where is the bush 77 he asked,
when they got back to Renmark.

“Plenty of it out yonder.” sawd one of the
townspeople, with a vague motion of his
hand. ‘“ But you take my advice, young ’un,
and stick to the river.”

They were in the big hotel in Renmark—
2 comfortable, substantial structure—and the
St, Frank’s fellows were surrounded by a
grinning, amused group.

“The river’s all right, but I want tov sce

come of the bush,” said ITandforth stubbornly. |

“He thinks, if he gets into the bush, he’ll
find some bushrangers,” explained 'I'ravers
blandly,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Evervbody: roared with laughter—all ex-
sept one elderly man, who looked grave.

“(Go ahead!” he said in a wheezy voice.
‘Think yourselves clever, don't you? But
n;vblm this youngster ain’'t far wrong, after
all1?

“He's  all  right—he’s bonzer!™
one of the others,
some chiack,”

“Nome what 77 asked Handforth.

“We're pulling your leg, kid!™

“Oh, aro you?” said Ilandfnith, with a
simdf, “Then let me tell you that it can’t
be done—and that’s dinkum eil! What do
vou fake me for—a jackaroo?”

“Bet you don’t know what a jackaroo is!”
saicdd one of the towaspeople promptly.

“Oh, yes I do!” repited Handforth.
“Pve made a studv of your Australian

. declared
“We're only giving him
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slang. A jackaroo is a sort of—of animal.”
“What ¥ gasped the crowd,
‘“A sort of cross between a kangaroo and
a wombat,” said Handforth confidently.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Handy, old man!” urged Church, giving
his leader a nudge. ”‘%ou’re only airing
your ignorance! You silly ass! A jackeroo
is o cattle-station hand!”

“Fh?” said Handy, with a start. *I-—I
thought-———- DBy George! I must have got
mixed up!”

“Alixed up!” grinned one of the crowd.
“Moo right, you are!”

“You young fellers ean langh as much as
vou please,” said the elderly man, with a
knowing wag of his finger. “ But these new
chums ain’t such coots as you believe! And,
talking about bushrangers, I can remember
the day when I was batled up and robbed,
not ten miles from this township!”

“Don’t take any notice of old Sam!” said
one of the younger men, in a low voice,
“He’s a it shickered.”

“He's what 77 asked Travers politely.

“Stonkered,”” said the native.

“(xo0d gad!” ejaculated Archie. “I mean
{o say, absolutely, Stonkered, what ”

“He's onkus.”

“Oh, rather!” said Archie, nodding.

“Onkus, whatt Absolutely! I see what you
wean! At the same time, old orange, 1 must
confess tLat I don’t quite grasp the trend.”

“He's hooched ! chuckled the Australian.

“In other words. beered, or oiled. Lo put
it bluntly, he’s plain blotto.” _ .
“Every time, laddie—every time!” said

Archie stoutly.
“I suppose you wmean he's under the in-
fluence of dgnk ?” chuckled Nipper.

“Haven’t I been telling you so for the last
five minutes?” asked the Australian, with a
chuckle. “Old Sam is all right,. but he's
never earned a deener in his life by yakker,
Don’t take any notice of his guyver.”

Handforth stared, hewildered.

“Deener!” he  repecated, “Yakker!
Guyver! My only sainted aunt! It’s a
foreign language! And I thought you spoke
IEnglish in Australia!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Later on, when the juniors were allowed
to leave—when they went back to their
berths aboard the Rublon—they were all
chuckling heartily.

“Tt ¢idn't take those townspeople long to
find out that Handy’s legs was made to be
pulled!” said Nipper, grinning. “And, by
Jove, they pulled it!”?

“Oh, did they 7" said Handforth,

“You bet they did, Ted,” said Willy.
“Why, you den't suppose they use all those
slang words in ordinary conversation, do you?
They nse them now and agamn, I expect—
but not all at once!”

“Do you mean to say that chap was spoof-
g me?”’ asked Handforth, breathing hard.

“He was spoofing you up to the eyes!”
grinned Willy. “A deenes is a shilling, if
vou only know it. And yakker is hard work—
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wvhich, of course, you don’t know, and ncver
will know.”

“"You cheeky young fathead—'

“And guyver 1s just a termm that mcans
nonsense,

“Then we've hcard a lot af guyver this
evening!” said Handforth promptly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Never mind, Handy: we shall be going
up the river again to-morrow,” said McClure
consolingly. * And, if we're lucky, we might
see some of the bush.” |

“Yes, and you needn’t believe all you hear
about Dbushrangers being obsolete,” said
Handferth, livening up. *“1I had a talk with
that wizened fellow—old Sam, as they call
him.” :

“Can’t take any
onkus!” said Willy,

“Eh? You young chump—

“Peered!” nodded Willy

“If you can’t talk English, don’t talk at
all!” roared Kdward Oswald aggressively.
“The old chap wasn’t becred at all! He
was perfectly sober—and he told me that
bushrungers are just as active as ever. In
fact, he took me into his confidence. He said
there were some bushrangers round this dis-
trict not more than five years ago.”

“Five years is a long time, Handy,’

Nipper,

“There might be some more,” argued
Handiorth. * Naturally, these Australians
don’t like to admit it to us—they like us to
believe that their country is fully civilised.”

“And so it is, you ass!” said Church.

“If they can spoof us that there aren’t
any bushrangers, they'll jolly well spoof us,”
continued Handforth., “ But I know better!
1 don’t suppose we shall meet any—because
we're on the river. But along the lonely
roads, at the back of the beyond——"

“In the back blocks.,” murmured Travers.

“Qut on the lonely roads the bushrangers
are probably as active as ever!” said Hand-
forth severely. “INo, my sons! You can't
kid me!”

And there were several other members
of the party who privately held the view
that bushrangers stitl roamed wild along
the lonely trails of Australia,

]

notice of him—he's

3

' said

CHAPTER 8.
A Startling Interruption !

e X T
sturdy
chugged her way
§ up stream again,

morning the

J Apparently there
~ wasn’t muct: hope for Handforth: there!
wasn't a charce 1n a thousand that he |

would become acquainted with the genuine
Australian bush,

For between the oecasional locks and
weirs the ecountry proved to be agricultural.
Wheat and frut were grown here in great
quantitics, and sheep-farming was an im-

river s-eamer|

15

portant industry, too, There were plenty
of barges on the river, carrying their loads

down to be transferred to ocecan-going
ships.
“Couldn’t imagine a more peaceful

seene,” remarked Churceli, as he and Hand-
forth and McClure leaned over the rail in
the shade, as the stecamer rounded a bend.
“Look at that homestead, pecping through
the trees over there. Looks lovely, docsn’t
it ¥

“Rather!” admitted Handforth. “And
look at these orchards!” .
The progress was very  leisurely, and -

Handforth, who was by nature an mmpatient
sort of fellow, felt that the trip was tame.
Handforth, of course. had no eye for
scenery, and unless something exciting was
happening he wasn’t satisficd.

But the others were enjoving this trip to
the full, eagerly inspeeting every new
scene, every fresh vista that opened out to
their delighted eyes

Of course, after the luxuries of the School

Ship, the accommodation on the river
stecamer was somewhat limited; and the
speed, too, was neghgible. Iv was a

remarkable contrast irom the great acro-
plane flight from South Africa 15 Australia,
And, by reason of this contrast, perhaps,
it was really all the more enjoyable.

In the lazy sunshine, in the sweltering
heat, the boys had no desire for anything
energoetic.

Archie Glenthorne would have been quite
content to doze in a deck-chair all day, but
the other fellows would not allow him to
slack in this fashion. They reminded him
that this was an educational trip, and how
much education could Archie expeet to gain
if he slept all the time?

“The guv'nor knew what he was about,”
satd Nipper.  “We get so many false im-
pressions about Australia that it 1s doing
us all the good in the world to come on this
trip—to see some of the country with our
own eyes. And here we are at close
quarters, and we behold a land of peaco
and quiet industry.”

“It’s too peaccful and too guiet!” grunted
Handforth. “In fact, it's a swindle!”

“Which only proves how wise Mr. Lee
was,” chuckled Travers. “BSeeing s believ-
ing, dear old fellow. I hope this trip will
knock all those wild and woolly ideas out
of your head.” '

Handforth sniffed.

“Australia is a big country,” he retoried.
“We haven't seen a millionth part of it,
What about Queensland?  And what about
the Northern Territory?  T've heard there
are tmmense deserts up there, with blacks
all over the place.”

“You don’t get blacks
Handy,” said Church. “There aren’t
factory chimneys 4

“You howlinz idiot!” interrupted Hand-
forth glﬂring. “]1 mean, blacks—niggers!”

WAt 1
“Oh!

}

in the desert,
any
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“Aboriginals !” went on Handforth, vod-
ding. * Or aborigines, or whatever they're
called. We've hardly seen a single black
fellow since we arrived in Australia.”

“There's cne on the boat,” put in Willy.

“That chap?” said Handforth, “He's
cwvilised! He goes about wearing shorts
and a shirt.”

“What did you cexpect him to wear--an
overcoat and a bowler hat?”

“The real Australian blackies don’t wear

anything—or hardly anything,” said Hand-
forth. “They’re—they're cannmibals! They
hold corroborees!”
~ “They hold which?”
ing,
"1 know my subjeect,”
airily, "{_Tm-mﬁorucs, my son! And 1if you
don’t know what a corroboree 15, T'il tell
you! A corroboree 1- a huge gathering of
native tribes, and when they're all togother
they rush down on some harmless township,
kil everybody, and burn the place to
the ground., That’s a corvoboree,™

Nipper chuckled.

"I think you've got a bit mixed, Handy,
old man,” lLe said gently., “You're think-
ing about the Red Indians of the old days.
A corroboree 1s a dance.”
~ Y Eh?” said Handforth, starting.
rot !

“It’s a sort of spectacular dance indulged
m by the aborigines,” chuckled Nipper.
" Very cften it goes on for three nights—
gwenerally moonlight mights.  And the blacks
wear animal head-dresses, and they have
rummy patterns painted over their bodies.”

“Oh, well, I knew it wa: something like
that,” said Handforth carelessly. “ But
where are they? Where are these painted
aborigines, holding their corraborees?”

“¥You want too much for your money, old
son,” said Travers, shaking his head. “ This
1s a peaceful river trip—a plcasure cruise.”

asked Church, star-

said Handiorth

“What

“And there’s the bush!” said Willy,
poimnting.
“"The bush!” cjaculated Handforth, star-

ing. *““ Where

Willy poimnted aeross tc the river bank,
There were no orchards lherc—no pasture
iands, The steamer had swung round into
a stretch of the river where the bush came
down practically to the water's edge,

“That’'s not the bush!™ said Handforth.
“They're trees!”

“Did vou expeet to sce nothing  bat
bushes, then?”
“If there aren’t bushes, they shouldn't

call 1t ‘the bush,” ” said Handforth sternly.
“The more I see of Australia, the more I
find out that it’s a swindle! Mind you, it’s
a fine country--a go-ahead place. DBut it's
not what J expected it to be!”

“The bush can he forest-land, or fanly
open country, or anything like that,” ex-
plained Nipper. "It’s just a term, denoting
laud that hasn't been cultivated, or can’t
be cultivated, or used for any other pur-
pose. It's just the bush.”

“"And bere’s a sample
Travers,

of 1t,” nodded
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This was certainly true. But Handforth,
as he looked at the river banks, was noi
very impressed, He certainly saw  no
“blackfellows,” and there wasn’t a kangarco
in sight. .

The steamer was cdging towards the river
bank, in order to get through a narrow
channel just ahead. ‘There was an island
in mid-stream here, and it scemed almost
impossible  that this steamer could get
through that narrow passage.

The boys were on the topmost deck, high
above the water-line, standing just in front
of the wheelhouse, with its open front, A
man was leisurely controlling the spokes of
the enormous wheel, and the captain was
standing by—a leathery-faced individual in
his shirt-sleeves.

The Rubion crept necarer and nearer to
the bank, edging her way into that con-
fincd channel. She chugged along con-
fidently, and from that upper deck the
juniors could lean over the raill and watch
the churned water from the paddles; they
could see how much skill was necessary 1n
order to get the craft through in safety.

And just then, rather dramatically, a
group of eight or nine horsemen broke
through the bush a hundred yards ahead.

“Hallo, what the——" began Nipper,
staring,

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Handforih.
“ Bushrangers!” ,
~ “You silly ass!” snorted Church, turn-
ing red. “You'll have evervbody laughing
at .you-—"

“But Jook at ’'em!” gasped Handforth.
“They're  masked! And they've got
revolvers!” :

Church nearly fell over backwards. For
Handforth’s words were only too true!

Those men on the river bank, just ahead,
were sitting astride their horses, and look-
ing very grim, Each man wore a mask,
and ecach held a big revolver!

And then came the dreaded command:

“Bail up!”

Handforth breathed hard as he looked at
this well-nigh incredible scene.  The other
fellows wondered if they were dreaming.

Bushrangers!

The river stcamer was actually being
held up by bushrangers!
2
CHAPTER 4.

The Fight !

AlL up!”
The command
cane again — stern
p/ and loud. The cap-
tain, utlering a
sharp ejaculation of amazement, stared as
though Le could not believe his eyes. The
man at the wheel nearly let go of the

snokes,
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The iwo hoisi.aen eharged forward, scatterin; all the boys except Archie Glenthorne, who, trapped

between the animals, found himself hoisted up on to the saddle by one of the men.
““They’'ro coliaring old Archie !

gasped Handforth,

“It's a joke!” said Nipper incre.
Julously. "It must be a joke! Somebody's
irying to fool us!”

“Rot!"” shouted Handforth. “What did
I tell you I knew that there were still
bushrangers in Australia! My only hat!

EL

This is going to be exciting!
* But—but ”

“Bail up!” shouted tl: leader of the
masked men, spurring his horse and ad-
vancing. “‘Look lively, there! DBring this

tub aground. and look slippy!”

The captain found his volce again.

“Say, what's the 1dea?” he shouted, lean
ing over the rail, and glaring. *“ You'd bet-
ter not start any monkey business with this
boat ! *’

“That's enough!” retorted the leader of
the gang, *“Are you going to obey orders,
or shall I tell my men to fire?”

“T'lIl see you burned before T obey your
infernal  orders!” retorted the captain
furiously.

“They're bushrangers!” said the man at
the wheel, in a shaky voice.

“Too right, they are!” agreed the skipper,
as he picked up a heavy iron pin. * DBut
I'mn not scared of them! They'd better not
trv to jump this joint!”

He went to the rail again, and flung the
iron pin at the leader of the bushrangers.
[t fell short, and splashed heavily into the
wafler,

orack !

‘“ By George [ ”’

“Cosh!” ejaculated the skipper, clapping
a hand to his shoulder and staggering.

“Oh, my hat!” said Handforth, aghast,

For when the captain took his hand away
there was an ugly red patch on his shirt.
His arm was hanging limply.

“They've got me, boys!” muttered the cap-
tain dully. *Stand clear, there. Keep back,

1

you youngsters!

He reeled agamm, and gave the signal for
the boat to be stopped. The paddles ceased
their chugging, and down below, from the
other decks, came a confused shouiing, [x-
citement was apparently running from end

to end of the boat.

The steamer swung half round in that
narrow channel, and <dug her nose into the
bank. 8She grounded, and at the same
moment two of the masked men fired thetr
revolvers into the air,

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“They’'re only blufling !™ panted
forth, *“They're just t-yine to scare us

“IKeep baek, vou idiot!” gasped Church.
“They'll shoot yvou down like a dog 1if yon
defy them! Look what happened to the
captain!”’

By this time the unfortnnate captain had
collapsed. Ile was sprawling just inside the
deek-house, near the wheel, that ugly patch
on his shoulder increasing in size. DBut he
was defiant still: he was gasping out orders,

Hand.

R
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although, in the confusion, nobody took any
natice.

Two men were standing in the bows of the
steatner-—having been busily engaged on a
pile of deck cargo. They now stood with
their hands upraised.

The scene was a tense ane,

“And we thought that bushrangers were
obsolete ! muttered Nipper dazedly. ““1've
pever been more surprised in all my life!
I can havdly believe it !V

“It only shows you, dear old fellow, thal
you mustn’t take anything for granted,” mut-
tered Vivian Travers. *“IFor ithe love of
Samson!  Thesa fellows mean  business,
too !

“"But we're not going to knuckle under,
are we?” asked llandforth defiantly, By
George! Come on, St. Frank's! Let’s grab
anything we can lay our hands on, and &

“Wait !” urged Tommy Watson. “They’l]
shoot you, Handy 17

“I tell you they're
Fdward Oswald fiereely.,
firing in the air!”

“Were they bluffing when they shot the
skipper 7? demanded Church, with a gulp.
“Look! I beliecve he’s dead!”

Just then the two men below, on the fore-
deck, made a frantic run for the interior
of the steamer. Probably the bushrangers
mistook their intentions. At all events, the
air was filled with the sudden shattering
crack of revolver-shots.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

One maop screamed and stumbled, and the
other gave a mere grunt, and rolled over.
They both lay still on the deck, sprawling
1 grotesque attitudes,

6L U]:l,, P ¥d

bluffing !” retorted
“They're only

the brutes!
away, his face pale.

“It's horrible — horrible !”
Chubby Heath shakily.

Ioven Edward Oswald Handforth had
nothing (o say; he no longer urged that
they should show fight. What-was the use?
Nobody aboard the steamer was armed.
These bushrangers were evidently prepared
to shoot their vietims down at the slightest
provocation,

The juniors had seen this dreadful seene--
they had watche . if at close quarters, from
thal upper deck—and they were horrified.
These two unfortunate men had been shol
down ruthlessly.

“We'd better knuckle under, dear old fel-
lows,” muttered Travers, his voice steady and
conl.  “It's no good showing fight againsi
such curs.”

Handforth gulped.

“T was hoping to see some bushrangers—
but I didn’t want anyihing hke this!” he
gaid huskily. *“I--I thought bushrangers
were different! In all the stories I've read
bushrangers ave sporting kind of chaps
who'll give a man a chance. But these chaps
never had an earthly !

“They'll treat you the same, Handy, if
vou show fight,” muttered Travers. :

The bushrangers had dismounted by this
tune, and they quickly tethered their horses

siid Nipper, turning

whispered

o,
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to the trees. 'Then they advanced upon the
helpless stecamer, leaping on to her decks,
and keepmg their guns ready.

“Any man who disobeys orders willi be
shot down!” said the lcader of the gang,
his volce harsh and grim. “Understand?
Bail up!”

“We'd betler stay up here, you chaps!”
sald Nipper, looking round. - “We can’t do
a}mﬁ;thiug, even if we go down. We'll stay
were,”’

“But—but we ought to do somethingl”
said Handforth, breathing hard. “Hang it,
we're not geoing to knuckle under——"’

“You zaw what happened to those men—
and the captain,” said Travers harshly.
“1landforth, if you start any foolery, we’ll
hold you down, and tie you up! Great
Samson! Don't you realise that it'll mean
death to——

“All night—I suppose you're right!” said
Hanaferth, choking, “But—but why shoul!d
these rotten bushrangers hold up our boat?”

“Why 77 shouted the man at the wheel,
with a bitter laugh. “We've got bullion

‘aboard—that’s why!”

““ Bullion {”

“Good gad!™

“Not so loud!” warned Nipper. * Perbaps
these men don™t know!”

“Oh, they know, sonny !” said the man at
the wheel. ““They wouldn't have bailed us
up otherwise. They're after that bullion—in
the strong-rooms, confound them! The skip-
per's in a bad way!”

Crack! Crack!

“Listen!” said Juicy Lemon, in terror.

I'rom down below, in the interior of the
steamer, came the seund of revolver-shots,
Sereams followed—and then the roaring
voices of the bushrangers,

“They're shooting everybody!”  said
Church hoarselyv. ' '
“BSomebody showed fight, I expect,” mut-

tered Travers. ‘“These bushrangers are ruth-

¥

down I’

them

less—and if anybody jibs they just shoot

CHAPTER 10.
The Bull.on Robbery !

y RACK-crack!

L) Again came the
ominous sound of re-

. 2

volver-shots. Agamn
came sereams,

The captain rotled over, groaning,

“Tell them—tell them to surrender!” he
muttered.  “Half of us will be killed if
we don’t obey the orders of these dogs. Tell
everybody to surrender!”

“You needn’'t worry about wus!” said
Travers., “We won’t show fight—we won’t
give yvou any anxiety.”

“Bail up!”

The command came sharply, and two of
the bushrangers uppeared on that upper
deck, their revolvers ready.

v
1]

/
u
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“Steady, Ilandy!” said Nipper quickly.
“It’ll be madness to show fight against these
armed desperadoes! Up with your hands!”

Nipper's own hands were high—as were
Travers’, Willy's, Watson's, and the others.
It would, mdeed, have been sheer idioey to
defy these ruthless bushrangers,

“Stand still, the whole parcel of you!”
growled one of the men. *“ Go through their
pockets, Jim!” he added, to his companion,

“Good-o!” nodded the other.

In a very businesslike way he went from
juntor to junior, taking no notice of their
balcful glares. He took their watches, their
loose money, and their pocket-books. His
eves opened wide with satisfaction when he
saw  how Archie QGlenthorne’s pocket-book
bulged.

“ There’s real money here!” he said gloat-

-
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*“And they thought they might as well
rifle our pockets while they were at it, ¢h ?”
muttered Jimmy otis,

'These desperadoes had come prepared, for
otne of the horses was supplicd with a special
kind of cradle in front of the saddle. ‘Tho
box of bullion was hoisted up and placed in
this, The other men mounted their steeds,
and, at a stgnal, they raised their revolvers
into the air.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Dozens of shots rang out. Then the leader
swung his borse round, and ratsed a hand.

- “Much obliged!” he shouted amusedly,
“If you want me again, you can use my
telegraphic address—Kelly, Aunstralia.”

“IKelly!”  gasped Handforth, his
burmng.’ a

“That’s my name!” went on the leader of

Cyes

ingly. t h e  bushrangers.
“Absolutely!” - “Ned Kelly 7
agreed Archie. " You “Then he's  still
frightful fright! 1 alive!” panted Juicy
mean, dash it, you EARLY ADVENTURBS ! Lemon. “We — we
don’t think I'd go thought that Ned
about &v ith falso Kelly was dead!”
imoney, do you?” y ' : “He must have
“That’s enough Would you like to read the Early escaped !” said Hand-
lip!”  snapped tho Adventures of the boys of St. forth.
man. Frank’'s? Of course you would! " You 1idiot! Ned
His revolver clicked, . - Kelly  was hanged
and Archie turned a Then you'll find a Toppmg Long fifty vyears ago
shade paler.  How- Complete Tale of Nipper and Co,, nearly !” said McClure
ever, there was no of the Remove, in this Tuesday's inpatiently,
real dﬂ.ngt’.‘l‘. rl'lh'ﬂ'su 2 s & ] i t El o b u < h-
bushrangers did not issue of rangers  were  laugh-
firo wunless their THE ing  uproariously —
vietims defied them. o apparently ticl:lul:f by
“Ready ?” said tho POPULAR 2 . their leader's sense of
man who had been humour,
standing by J “"Yes, Ned Kelly—
“Yes.’ that’s me!” shouted
“We'll quit, then,” the leader. “ And

said the man. “You kids had better hold
still,  Stay just where you are—because it'll
be unhealthy if you try to move anywhere
else.”

“See vou some more!” said the other man
mockingly.

Thev backed oft the top deck, and not
until they had disappeared did any of the
fellows lower their arms. Handforth was
breathing hard.

“By George'” he said thickly. “I wanted
to punch those rotters in the eye!”

“And got killed for your pains?” asked
Church, with a catch in irs voice. “ Thank
goodness, you held yourself in check Handy ™’

shouts sounded {from the lowoer levels, and
when the boys looked over the rail they saw
the bushrangers preparing to leave the boat.
Threo or four of them had already reached
the bank, and thev were standing ready,
their guns pointing,

Four others were struggling along, carrying
a small wonden case, which was heavily
bound with iron. It was as much as the four
men could do to carry it.

“The bullion!” muttered Travers. *“So
that’s why they held us up!”

that’s the dinkie die. Maybe you've heard
my name betore? Too right, you have!
The other Ned Kelly was iy grandfather,
and I'm carrying ou the family tradition!”

His manner suddenly changed as somebody
on one of the other decks shouted an angry
threat at hini.

“No back chat!” he snapped. “When I
shoot—]I kill! The new Necd Kelly gang is
going to be the biggest success that this con-
tinent has ever seen!'”

With that the bushrangers swung their
horses round, fired another volley into tho
air as a farewell, and vanished into the bush.
For some moments the thudding of their
horses’ hoofs could be heard—and then came
stlence, - .

Handforth and the other juniors turnecd
and looked at one anothier. Up there, on that
top deck, they were sweltering in the full
glare of the sun, but until this minute they
had not noticed it,

“Tuaey've gone!” muttered Church.

“And they’ve robbed us!” said Tregellis-
West. “Begad! 'Thev’'ve taken everything
we had on us, dear old boys!”

"I think we're lucky to be all alivel” said
Willy Handiorth.
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“The rotters—the crooks--the scoundrels!”
said Handforth breathlessly. “ What’s going
to be done now? We're not going to let
them coolly run off with all our valuables,
are we? And what about that bullion?
Ob, my only hat! What a pity Mr. Lee
didn’t come with us!?

“How was the guv’nor to know that there
would be anything like this I asked Nipper.
“It's—it’s staggering! Bushrangers haven’t
been heard ot for years——-"

“Look here, young man, youw've got it
wrong!” said one of the officers. * Bush-
rangers aren’t so scarce as you seem to think.
This 1s the third time we've been bailed up
within a month.”

“Wha#!” shouted the schoolboys.

“But they'll be jugged before long!” went
on the other p;rim[]y. “They can’t keep this
game up indefinitely [ "

“Aud you chaps laughed at me because 1
catd that we mught mcet with some bush-
rangers!” said Handforth. looking at all the
others.  *“Great Seott! Thes river fvip isn’t
<o tawe, after all!”

CHAPTER 11.

the Track of
Busnhrangers !

APTAIN WALLIS, of
the Rubion, was not
so badly injured as
cverybody  had  ab
first beheved. Five

minutes after the bushrangers had decamped,

the captain was on his feet, his arm in a

slting.  He had recovered some of his strength,

too,

“1'm glad you boys are safe!” he said, as
he looked at the jumors. “ You'd best stay up
here for a bit—until we've cleared away the
—evidenee,”

He turned and vanished
panied by two other men.

“The ovidence "’ said Handforth slowly.
“What did he mean ?”

“"We don’t knmow how many people were
kilted, Handy,” said Travers in a low veice,

“Oh, my hat!  He meant——" Handforth
patised and gulped.

ft turned out that nonc of the passengers
had been hurt.  The two men who had f{allen
were now 1t one of the cabins,

“We're taking the—bodics up to the next
township,” said one of the oflicers, when the
boys inquired.  “Those other shots yon
heard ?  They were nothing, Just  to
frighten <ome of the passengers wno were a
bit slow,”

“It’s pretty awful, all the same!” said
Nipper, shaking his head. “Two men shot
down hke that—killed without merev! Those
hushrangers are ruthless!”

“But isn't something going io be done—
at once P’ asked Handforth, as the ecaptain
came in sight. “You're not going on up
strean, are you, without taking any action ?”

On the

below. accown-
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“What action can we take ¥ asked Captain
Wallis gruffly, “No, young ’un, there's
nothing that we can do. This part of theo
country, apparently, is becoming infested by
bushrangers,” *

“And we've got to lose all our property, I
suppose ! asked Travers indignantly.

“It’s not my fanlt, is it "

* No, of course not, but—-"

“That’s enough!” snapped the captain,
“What you boys have lost 1s next to nothing,
Think of the bullion these bushrangers got
away with! Fifty thousand pounds’ worth
of gold!”

“Good gad!”

“My only sainted aunt!”

“It’s for the police to get aflter those
blamed sundowners,” continued the captain,
“My job is to lock after this eraft. And it’ll
take t'}m best pavt of an hour to get her afloat
again, She's grounded.”

“Can we go ashore for a bit while you're
doing it?” asked Travers quickly. * Might
as well stretch our legs—-—"

“Go ashore, if vou like—but be ready to
come aboard as soon as we've got the old
boat free,” said the captain. “I don’t want
any more delay than I can help.”

“But—but can’t you do something 7" asked
Nipper in astonishment. “Can’t you send
a man on ahbead, or somecthing like that ?”

“No good!” said the captain. “'This is a
very lonely tract of bush country. No tele-
graph for miles—and the quickest way to the
nearest towunship is by river. Those bush-
rangers knew the best place to attack us.”

On the lower decks there was a lot of
confusion. The 8t. Frank’s erowd, in fact,
was glad to leap ashore and to get just iuto
the bush, under the shade of the trees. They
could watch all the movements of the river
steamer from here—and, at the same time,
they felt free,

“Well, it’s over!” said Nipper, bre;}thing
hard. “1 wouldn’t ha.e Folieved 1tV

" But :ceing is believing,” said IHandforth,

“Yes—you've got us this time, old man,”
admitted Nipper gravely, “ And the worst of
1t, 18, there doesn’t seem to be a ghost of a
chance of bringing those scoundrels to
justice. '

“1f Mr. Lee was with us, he would track
the gang!” said Tommy Watson.

Handforth looked cageriv on the ground,
and pushed bis way forward a bit,

“What's the good?” he asked. * There's

nothing to be seen here—no trail at all! The
ground’s too hard.”
“"Your c¢yes ecan't see much, Handy—

because your eyes are not trained,” said
Travers. “Now, if we had one of those black
irackers—-"

“Eh*” said Handforth, starting. “I've
neard about them!  Black trackers! The
police used to use them, didn’t they, when
the bushrangers were at the height of their
ﬁ'lul"lh.‘ g
D L - T T 4

By Samson!” satd Vivian Travers, lis
eyes opening wider, “I wonder!™

*You weonder what ¥
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“There’'s a black icllow aboard!” said
Travers. “1  remember somebody saving
that he’s a keen tracker, too  Why don’t
they get that fellow on the job?”

“What could he do, alone ' asked Church.

“Nothing—alone,” replied Travers, “ DBut
we're here, aren’t we? Look hLere, dear old
fellows!  Those bushrangers think they're
safe—and the chances are that they’ll be
leisurely in their movements. They're not
likely to gallop madly across the country,
because that would ke a sure way of attract-
ing attention.”

“What are you getting at, Travers ?” asked
Nipper wonderingly.
~ If that black fellow is any good at track-
ing, I suggest that we should emplov him!”
replicd Travers promptly. *Why shouldn’t
we go after these bu.‘ﬂrangers ourselyes ¥

“That’s not a bad idca———"" began Hand-
forth thoughtfully.

“No, no!"” said Nipper. “There’s no sense
in asking for trouble i

“We needn’t ask for any,”
Travers. “As long as we track them, it'll
be cnough. I'm not suggesting that we
should make any atrack, but simply that we
should follow them—and then, when we get
in touch with the police, we can give them
valuable mmformation., In that way, perhaps,
the gang will be rounded up!”’

“ By George !” shouted Handforth
excitedly. “We'll do it!”

“It's only a suggestion, mind,” saia
Travers. "It nceds thinking over. Perhaps
it won't be advisable o

“We'll get on the track of these bush-
rangers!” said Handforth fiercely. * Come

ame 7"
Handy—"

on, St. Frank’s! Are all you fellows

“They're a  ruthless lot,
beganr Church,

“You're not afraid, are you?” demanded
Edward Oswald.

“No, you ass, bute—"

“Here's a chance for St. Frank’s to
become famous!” exclaimed Handforth en-
thustastically.  “Of course, St. Frank's is
famous already, but think of the glory we
shall get if we round up these rotten bush.
rangers! There's that bullion, too! We
might be given a whacking great reward!”

“Yeos, the bullion!” said Nipper thought-
fully, *That's important, Handy.”

“Of course it 1s——"

“Important in another way, I 1inean,”
sald Nipper. “The gang can't travel fast
with that hcavily-laden horse. They'll have
to take it almost at a walk, although further
on, when they've got a good distance away,
they’ll probably ecall a halt and share the
loot, so that the weight will be more
divided.”

“That’ll mean a IGHE delay ! said Hand-
forth exeitedly. “ By George! We'd better
get on the track at once! There’s no tell-
mg, you chaps! We might capture the
whole gang!”

“"You’re mad!” gasped Church.

“Well, are you going to back me up in
this 1dea of mine?” asked Handforth, look-
ing round.

interrupted:

21

“ldea of yours, dear old fellow?” asked
Travers politely,

nxen™ "

“Well, well!” murmured Travers. " Some-
how | thought the wheeze was mine. But
we won't argue, Yeu'te welecome to it,
dear old fellow.” '

Travers himself hurrvied off
river steamer, and the others
excited group, falking. Nipper wem aboard,
too, and before long he and Travers came
ashore again, accompanicd now by a black
fellow, airily attired in a tattered shirt and
abbreviated shorts.

“Well* asked Handforth eagerly.

“ According to what I can understand, he'’s
a famous old black tracker.” said Nipper,
with satisfaction. “He says he can ecasily
follow the trail.”

The black man, a rather grubby specimen,
was looking intently at the ground.

“Plenty casy!” he muttered,

Without any other comment, he started
off into the bush, crouching low, his gaze
fixed intently on the ground just ahead.

“Hey!” came a loud hail.

The juniors turned., and found Captain
Wallis beckoning to them from the deck of
the river steamer,

“What's the 1dea?” asked
“YWhat are you boys doing "

“We're going on the track of those bush-

hack to the
stood 1n an

the captain,

vangers ! replied  Handforth  promptly.
“You negdn’'t try to stop us d
“ Better think again, bovs!” said the

iw

captain anxiously. “ You can’t do any good,
Besides, I've promised io look after you,
and I can’t keep the boat hanging aboug
here for hours M

“Come on!” panted Handforth,

And, ignoring Captain Wallis’ shouts, he

led the way into the bush. and the other
%uniurs, after a moment’s hesitation,
ollowed,

CHAPTER 12,
Through the Rush !

IPPER was looking

scmewhat  uncertain,

g don’t know

whether we ought to

have done that,

Travers!” he said, in a low voice, “Cap-

tain Wallis knows best e

“Rats!” intervupted Ha: orth, who had
overheard the words. “We're not going to
be dished out of this adventure! If Captain
Wallis had his way he would take us all
on board and lock us in a cabin or some-
thing! We've got a chance of going after
a desperate gang of bushrangers, and we're
not going to be done out of it.”

“Hang it all, Handy’s right!” said Viviar
Travers. “We don’t often get an oppor
tunity like this!”

b Nipper, who was naturally cantious—ana
who was, in econscquence, generally suc-

cessful in all he undertook-—said no more.
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Then eame the dreaded
The riv
was being held up by bushrangers !

They were all masked and
all held revolvers.

Dramatically a group of eight or nine horse-

men appeared,
command ** Bail up ! ”’
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other fellows were
desperate mission,
was bubbling over

He could that the
cager to wo on this rather
Handforth, i particular,
with excitement.

L.ess than an hour ago the beys had been
telling themselves that this  trip up the
Murray River, although fascinatingly inter-
esting, was not csactly chock full of thrills.

\mx this dramatic change had comne.

“0Of course, it's a ripe scheme, going on
the track of these dashed bushrangers,” said
Archie Glenthorne. “But, at the same itime,
laddies, isn’t it a {rifle on the murky side?”

“We've got to go, Archie,” said
Church, who was near him.
“Handx insists upon going, and
Travers is keen on it, too, and so
are some of the other fellows.
We'd better all stick together.”

“Qh, rather!” agreed Archie.
“The more we are together, what?
Absolutely! At the same time,
with the good old temperature
scoring a century, as it were,
there's not exactly a large amount
of cooluess in the atmosphere.”

“Yes, it 15 hot!” esaid Church,
fanning himeself.

They were grateful for the shade
of the trees. For out in the open

sSCC

the sun was beating down with
swoeliering  fury. Ordinarily it
would not have worried them

much.  But now they were hurry-
ing—keeping pace with that black
tracker, who was plunging dceper
and deeper into the bush with un-
canny cerianty.

None of the juniors could see
a trail at all, but this black fellow
was never once at fault. He did
not hesitate or pause; hae kept
straight on, and he was apparently
tircless, It was &8 much as the
boys could do td keep pace with
him, and very soven they were per-
spiring freely.

The country was rather wil
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evident from the manner in which he kept
walking onwards, his gaze fixed intently on
the ground.

Suddenly hie paused, and held up a hand.
All the other members of the party came to

a halt.

“Horses!” muttered the black tracker.
The thudding of hoofs sounded, and a
moment later, before any of the fellows

could say anvthing, two horsemen galloped
out of the bush near by.
“Bail up!”’

The connnand came sharp and stern.  The

'i 1 e

Hi.I.LT!

here. In places the bush would
open out, and the party would find
itself- crossing a clearing, where
the full power of the sun beat down
uporn them. Then they would
plunge into the shade of the trees
again, and descend, perhaps, into
a steep gully.

Once they came upon a creek,
which was hurrying along its
course, gleaming and glinting in
the sunshine. 'The water looked
fresh, and a brief halt was ralled while
everybody took a long. drink,

The black tracker went straight on, ford-
ing the ereck without difficulty.

Having reached the top of a steep rise,

they found themselves on level ground
again, where the bush seemed somewhat
thicker. It was. rather surprising how the

mounted men bad ridden along this trail,
yet the black tracker was obviously not at
fault,  That he knew his business was

J Hﬂ.ll.ll-

——

two men were masked, and they were carry-
ing revolvers at the recady

“Rats!” roared Handforth furiously.
" We 've bailed up once, and I’'m blowed if
we' re going to bail up agamm! TIn any case,
you’ve pinched everything we had!”

“l expect it’s another gang!” muttered

Chubby Heath, in a scared voice.

“No, these are two of the same men!”
said Travers keenly, “I can recognise them
—by their clothes. What on earth
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He broke off, for at that moment the two |

horsemen had charged forward, They had
been gazing searchingly at ihe juniors dur-
ing those tense seconds, and now apparently
they had made up their minds.

They caused the boys to scatter, but
Archie Glenthorne, who was evidently their
quarry, was trapped between the two horses.

“Look out!” yelled Handforth, “LThey're

EE)

collaring old Avchie!

“Great Scott!” .

“Hi, you leave Archie alone!” bellowed
Handforth. "You rotters! You—you——->

But by this time the unhappy Archie
(ilenthorne had been swung up into the
saddle of one of the horsemen!

“Odds disasters and outrages!” gasped
Archie. “Here, I say! Dash it! [ say!
Kindly desist, dash you! 8.0.8., chappies!”

With a mocking laugh the bushranger
spurred his horse on, and the animal leapt
forward. The other bushranger followed,
and a moment later they had vanished into

Dramatically a group of eight or nine horse-

men appeared. They were all masked and

all held revolvers, Then came the dreaded

command ““ Bail up !’ The riv. A steamer
was being held up by bushrangers !

thie

them!

bush, taking Archie Glenthorne with
“Well, well!” said Travers breathlessly.
“It’s wnot well!” shouted Handforth,
“They’ve kidnapped Archie! What are we
going to do now? It was your rotten idea
to come after the bushrangers, Trrvers -

“Tor the love of Samson!” ejaculated
Travers, startled. I thought you claimed

the idca as yours, dear old fellow?”

23

"Eh?  Oh, well, what difference does it
make 7 said Handlovth, in anguish, “ Archie
has been collared! What can we do now #”

“We're pretty helpless,” said XNippoer.

I [ i Y 11
“We can’t get help, because we're too far
from the river boat. And it would be use-
less to go after those two men, They're on
horseback, and they’ll be miles away within
half an hour. Might as well try to catch a
motor-car,”

“But why—why "
helplessly.,

“Why what?”

"hy have they grabbed Archie?’ aske

“Why h they grabbed Archie?’ ke
Jimmy. “What's the object of it? They
took his valuables—his pocket-book and his
gold watch, What's the idea of grabbing
feim 2

“(oodness only knows!” said Handforth,
scratching his head. * P haps they found out
that we were on their trail, and they’ve
done this just to scare us? DBut we're not
scared—are we?”

“No!” chorused the others.

asked Junmy DPotts

~But _their voices were not particularly
firm. For, truth to tell, the unexpected
setzure of Archie Glenthorne had shaken

them considerably. One of their party bad
fullen a vietim to the bushrangers! What
was going to happen now?

CHAPTER 13.

Ned Kelly’s Camp,

E  were {ools
to leave the
boat !

Jimmy

Potts gave

utterance to this remark, and his
tone was bitter. ;

“Fasy, Sir James—easy!” said

Travers. “We acted for the

best——"

“Was it {for the best?” broke in

Potts. “What about poor old

Archie? They've got him! They’ve

carried him off!”

- “No need to get into a panie
about it,” said Travers smoothly.
“T dare say we shall find out some-
thing about him before long. DBe-
sides, they won’t harm him "

“How do you know they won’t?”
put in Tommy Watson.

“Isn’t that obvious?” asked Travers. “If
they had wanted to harm him, they would
have shot him down—without troubling to
carry him away.”

“Yes, there’'s that about it,” admitted
Tommy, with relief, . _
“T can hardly believe it!” said Hand-

forth incredulously. “Right in front of our
very eyes, vou chaps! What was the matier
with us? Why couldn't we have stopped
them 77
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“Dou't be silly, Handy ! snapped McClure,
“What could we have done? Those two men
woee mounted-—and armed, too. 1F we had
attempted to attack them, they would have
shot us!"

“Jimmy Potts 18 right—we oughtn’t to
have left the steamer!” said Chureh,

And he glared-ferociously at Handforth.

“That's rnight—blame me!” said the leader
of Study D gruflly, *“ How the dickens was
I to know thus would happen? And what
are we going lo do now?”

“TFollow the main trail, of course,”
Travers.

“But why not go alter Archiec?" urged
Handforth,  * Archie’s more important than
our valuables!” '

“Hear, hear!”

“Handy s night!”

“Let's go after Archie!”

It certainly seemed the most logical course
—until Nipper pointed out its defects,

“We'd better stick to the main trail—as
Travers suggests,” he said. “H we go after
the two men who have got Archie we shall
only be making a needless detour,”

“How do you make that out?”
Watson.

“Well, it's ten to one that those two men
left the main party on purpose to ambush
us,” said Nipper. “ Probably they had some-
body watching, who warned them. Those two
horsemen, after making a detour, will join
the main party again. That’s the most likely
thing, anvhow.”

“In that ease, the main party has come
to a halt somewhere,” sald Handforth
quickly, By George! That gives us more
chance! While Ned Kelly and his gang are
*.ﬁfitilijug for those two men, we can creep
up ! :

“**And after we've crept up—what can we
do ¥ asked Church,

saldl

asked

“LEh? Well, anyway, we ecan locate their
camp,” said Handlorth stubbornly. “We

might even discover their lair in the hills.”

“How do vou know that they've got a
latr 1n the hills?” '

“Don't be an ass, Walter Church!” said
Handforth impatiently., “You know jolly
well that all bushrangers tave lairs in the
hillst”

The black tracker wa. waiting, evidently
uncertain as to wlich trail to follow. But,
at a nod from Travers, he grinned and pre
pared to carry on again. - He understood

that 1t was the main trail that had to be
kept to. _ _ =
“I'm just wondering,” sald  Nipper.

“Oughtn’t we to go back to the steam-

boat #"

- IR I T e S o S TR R o o o T

JePJOPULAR

Quet'g '“]uesdacq D d

*f*—*‘###-"l-ﬁ#ﬁ.‘*****

THE NELSON LIEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

““Let's carry on for another hour,” sug-
gested T'ravers, “If we haven't discovered
anything by then, we’ll go back.”

“And do you think the steamer will
walting for us?” asked Potts, in surprise.

“I think so0.” said Travers, *“There ara
a dozen of us, don’t forget—all paid pas-
sengers—and the skipper wouldn't dare to go
on witnout us., A few hours’ delay doesn't
make much difference to these river boats,
anyway,”

So once more they took to the main trail—
although by now their enthusiasmn was be-
ginning to wane. Kven Handforth was far
less excited.  The disappearance of Archio
worried him excecdingly., Archic had been
carricd off by the bushrangers, and this was
a starthogly unpleasant development.

“It’s almost unbelievable, murmured
Church, as they walked along, with the black
tracker unerringly leading the way. *“Only
a fow weeks ago we were back in England—
with its January frost and snow.”

“To say ncthing of its rain and slush,”
nodded Travers. “By Samson! 1 wondet
how the Blues are getting on 7

“The Blue Crusaders, eh?” said Chureh,.
“They're at St. IFrank’s, aren’t thev? And
Reggie P’itt and Corcoran and Tich Har-
borough, and all the rest. They'd be sur-
prised if they could see us now t”

I""The};’d have a fit!” said Handiorth, nod-
ding.

bo

L

““And it only seems a day or two ago
since we were 1 South Africa,” put 1n
McClure,

“Well, it is only a day or two ago, really,”
said Handforth. *“That’s the runmuny part of
it. And here we arve, right in Australia—
tracking bushrangers! By George! And
Mr, Lee i1s having an ecasy time in Adelaide,
thinking that we're safely out of harm's

way!”

“He would never have let us come if
he had known that there were any bush-
3 s al " said  Churcel 3 't
rangers about, SQ1C hurch. can

ry

understand, even now

“Steady, vou fellows—not so loud !” mur-
mured Nipper. “Cherry Blossom 1s slowing
down a bit, and he looks cantious.”

“Cherry Blossom 7”7 repeated Handlorth,

“The tracker,” said Nipper. *“One name's
ns good as another.”

The black tracker had come to a halt now,
and he was bolding a finger to his lips. The
trees were fairly thiek here, and it seemed
that the party had reached the edge of a
steep  hollow, for the ground dipped down
sharply just abkead of themn.

“He must have heard something!” mur-
murcd Travers. “These black chaps have
rot heaving hke animals, you know.”

“Listen ! hreathed Nipper.

Theyv all held their b-eaths, and a moment
later, they heard a shout of laughter, It was
taken up by others, and they could tell that
a party of men was down in that hollow,
just ahead.

“The bushrangers!”
“By George!
all !

muttered Handforth,
) We've done the trick, after
We've caught up with them !”
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Cautiously, breathlessly they advanced
picking their way from tree to tree, and
dodging round the patches of scrub. Peer-
ing through a clump of dense bushes, they
beheld a sight that caused their hearts ‘to
beat more rapidly.

Alinost 1mmediately be!nw them—at the
bottom of the steep hollow—was the party
of men. There were seven of them, and they
were lounging about, talking, smoking, and
langhing,

A camp-fire was burning, and some horscs
were grazing on a patch of grassland some
distance away.

One glanee was suflicient for the ]llIll{}lb to
know the truth.

They were looking down upon Ned Kelly's
gang !

This was the camp—and the bushrangers
were all Gnsuspicious of those watching eyes
from above!l

CHAPTER 4.

Handforth Takes a
Chance !

r"'"'“[‘D KELLY's camp !
: r' All those
I'rank’s fellows
thrilled as they

. themselves lookmg
down upon that scene. A meal was being
prepared over the camp-fire, and the bush-
rangers were in high goed humour. Now
and again they shouted with laughter, and
at times they would gather round the bul-
lion box, - which was in full sight in the
middle of the clearing.

St:f
were
found

“My hat!” hmatln d IIaudfuz th. “ What
are we gmng to do now?” o
“Nothing |7 said Nipper softly. *““Let's

wait here—and sce what these brates get up
to. They haven't divided the loot yet.

“Waiting until after the meal, T expect,”
catd Travers. “They don't seem to be 1
any hurry, do they? They're not expecting
to be followed, and they're off their guard.”

“But those two men saw us, and they’ll
rive the u.a,rnmg as soon as ihey et back
]I]t{) the camp,” said Willy shrewdly. *“ILi
we're, going to act—we shall have 10 act at
once. Otherwise, it'll be too late. When
those two men get back they’ll tell Kelly,
or whatever his real name 18, and then all
the men will be on the alert.”

“By Jove, that’s true enough,” said Nlppm

“That's a good thought of yours, Willy.
far the gang is unsuspicious, bccauw tha*ﬂ
{wo men haven't come m with Archie.”

“Let’s act at once, then!™ said Handforth
tensely. ‘“‘Let’s creep, down, and them make
a sudden rush i

“And all be shot dead?” asked Church.
“You're erazy, Handy!”

“Am I1?” said Handlorth. “Look! The
rotters have takén off their belts! They're
not wearing their revelvers at all now !”

“Well, I'm jiggered! He's right!”
Jimmy Pnth, staring.

sald

R

They all crept to a point where they could
lay flat down, and overlook the hollow, The
secrub was thick everywhere, and 1t was only
by luck that the boys coulu see right down
wito that camp.

““There’s something else!” murmured
Vivian Travers, his voice guiet but throbbing
with inward excitement. “Look down there!
Over towards the right—just against those
thick bushes!”

“What do you mean?"” whispered Nipper.

“Can’t you see?”’ said Travers. “ They’ve
discarded their revolver-belts, and they’ve put
them in a heap! They're all together there
—near that bush., The revolvers, and the
cartridge-belts, too! Not a single man of
them is armed!”’

“By George!” said Hundfﬂrl\h&

“And the revolvers are right near thad
bush!”” went on Travers, *“‘I’ve a darned
good mind to have a shot at this, dear old
fellows ”’

“Have a shot at what?”’

“Well, I could creep dewn, get hold . of
those revolvers——"’

“T’ll tell you what!”” broke in Handforth
hostily. “I've got an idea! T'll get down
to that bush, seize the revolvers, and ho el
the bushrangers up!”

Travers started.

“Your ’i’dea'.‘”
COLIT' 5@~

“It flashed mmto my mind just as yon began
speaking, Travers,” said Handforth. *' And
as 1it's my idea, 1 insist upon going. It's tod
risky for vou other fellows. It needs a born
tracker for this job—a fellow who i3 abso-
lutely swre of himself.” '

“Ahem!”’ coughed Travers.
I'd better go, Handy.” -

“You silly ass!” frowned Handforth.
“You're not going to dish me out of this!”

“Oh, let him go!’ said "‘Ilpper “He'll be
more uoubie here if he’s left behind. He
might give the whole show away!”

Church and MeClure looked surprised.

“You’re mad?!”’ said Church, staring at
Nipper. “If wou let Handy go, he’ll Tuin
everything! The bushrangers will spot him,
and—--"

“If they do, we'll cause a sommotion up
here—and draw them away,” said Nipper.
“ As soon as you hear anything of that sort,
Handy, you'd beiter make-a dash for it, and
the chances are you’il get there in time—
becanse the bushrangers will be ﬁurried.”

“Well, they're not furried now,”’ said
Potts. “They don’t expect any trouble at
all—or they wouldn’t have discarded *he:r
revolvers. I expect they’re thundering hot.
They never dream that anybody will come
upon their camp—--"’

“I say! Look at .’em!” broke in Willy.
“They’re having a qquubble of some sort!”’

It was.a fact. Ned Kelly and his gang
were now talking excitedly—angrily, Appa,r-
ently, an argument had arisen. One or two
of the men were westwuhltmg, and others
were ahﬂutmg In the end they all moved
to the iron bound box, and stood round it.

he murmured. ““Well, of

“Then I think



96 " THE

“When thieves fall out, what?”’ murmured
Travers.

“You think they're quarrelling about the
bullion 2”7 whispered Church.

“Looks like it, doesn’t it ¥’ nodded Travers.
“And now’s your chance, Handy! While
they’re quarreiling like this, you’ll be as
safe as houses! They won't hear anything—
they're too excited about that gold, Go on,
old man! Good luck!”’

“Go easy, Ted!” warned Willj'.

“You can leave this to me!’ said IHand-
forth exultantly, *‘By George! We're going
to capture these bushraugers—at least, I am!
Single-handed, I'm going to round up the
whole gané,'”

The dangers of the enterprise did not oceur
to him. Iven though the bushrangers were
showing no weapons, it was possible that one
or two of them had revelvers concealed about
them. However, this was a risk that had to
be taken, The main wr-apons were there,
near the bnwsh—in a heap, just as they had
been cast off.

Now men were hacking away at the
bullion box, shouting more “exci :tedly than
ever. Ned Kelly himself was the angriest
of them all. He was a tail, resolute-looking
man, None of the bushrangers was wearing
their masks now—and, upon the whole, they
looked a desperate crowd.

the
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It was an anxious time of waiting for the
main party of schoolboys. They knew thay
they could do nothing until Handforth made
his dramatic appearance—aund even then, per-
haps, to act would be to invite death!

However, this chance was too good to be
missed, By the sheerest piece of luck the
juniors had come upon the camp just when
the bushrangers were off their guard; and
it was an added stroke of luck that the men
should be quarrelling over their booty-sinee,
naturally, they were more or less indifferent
to all other sounds, The lure of gold had
evidently “gripped them tightly.

Handforth, worming his way froin bush
i:u bush, and keeping well behind the patches
of scrub, got lower and lower into the hnlluw.
He made a slight detour, and at times he was
compelled to dann across a small open space,
but he was not seen, The bushrangers were
now gathering round the opened box, and
Ehfﬂr appeared to be lifting out the bullion.

“Look!” whispered Church abruptiy,

He indicated that bush near the stack of
belts and revolvers. The others all stared,
their hearts in their moutks!

For the bush had moved slightly—and then
they caught sight of Edward Oswald Hand-
forth, The leader of Study D had eucces.fully
reached the fateful spot, and the moment for
action was at hand!
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CHAPTER 15.
Handiorth’s Great Coup !

ANDFORTH’S  heart
was thumping so hard
that it felt like a
miniature steam -
hammer battering

against his 1ribs.

ke could hardly believe that he had wecom-
plished his task successfully. Yet here he
was, within arm’s rcach of those revolvers,
And the bushrangers were still arguing over
that box of bullion! It was the gold, with-
out question, which had enabled Handfozth
to succeed. For had those men been on the
watch they could hardly have helped spot-
ting him during his progress down into the
hollow. ‘

“It’s no good, boys—we shall need dyna-
mite for this!”’ Ned Kelly was saying, m a
rlisgusted voice. “‘This wooden :ase 1s only
a blind. There’s a steel lining in here!”’

“We can’t divide the gold, then?” asked
one of the others.

“PDoesn’t seem like it,”" retorted Kelly
harshly. “Listen to me, boys. I don’t want
any back chat. And you’d better understand
that half this gold is for me.”

“Half!”” shouted one of the other men.
“You're greedy, aren’'t you?’

“Too right, I am?!’ said the man who called
himself Ned Kelly. ‘1 fixed up this bullion
robbery, and T'm entitled to half—-"

“What’s that moving—over by the bushes ?”’
‘broke in one of the gang suddenly.

Ned Kelly twirled round,

“Where 77’ he roared.

Handforth gripped himself, leaped out from
cover, and in a flash he had seized two of
the revolvers! At the same second, the St.
Frank’s fellows at the top of the rise saw
what had happened, and they jumped to
their feet, exposing themselves to view.

”]Buil up!”’ thundered Handforth triumph-
antly.

He looked a grim figure as he stood there,
before those startled bushrangers, a revolver
in either hand,

“Hurrah!” came a yell from the top of
the steep slope. “Hold ’em up, Handy!
We're coming !’

“Come on, St. Frank’s!”

The bushrangers spun round, and saw the
juniors pelting down into the hollow. Ned
Kelly and his men were dismayed and stag-
gereld. The surprise had come like a bomb-
chell.

“It’s only them blamed young English kids
from the boat!”” panted Ned Kelly.
“Qu:i::k, men! We’ll ruch this young fool

“Bail up!’ thundered Handforth again.
i.}'[]Tp with your hands, you crooks! The first
man who moves will be shot in his tracks!”’
Up went the hands of the bushrangers, and

| said Handforth exultantly.
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Handforth's heart leapt again. It filled him
with ecstatic joy to see these desperate
criminals surrendering to him in this way.

And then the rest of the crowd arrived on
the scene,

There were seven men in the gang-—and
eleven  schoolboys, counting Handforth.
Archie, unfortunately, was missing—but there
was every reason to hope that now he would
soon be rescued.

““Tie them up!”’ shouted Haondforth. *‘ Any-
thing will do! Take your shirts off,>if neccs-
sary! But rope ’em up! Tie their ankles,
and their wrists!”

“Good old Handy!”

“Hurrah !’

Ned Kelly, his face working with fury, let
out a roar of defiance.

“Come on, boys!” he panted. “This
young fool won’t dare to fire—"'

“Won’t he ?” yelled Handforth.

Crack! Crack!

Handforth pointed his two
the air, and pulled the triggers.

“Duck!” gasped Church., *Ilandy’s started
firing I’

“He’ll kill the lot of us!"’ said McClure, in
alarm. :

But the effect of those shots was gratifying,
Kven Ned Kelly himself had no fight left.
He was the first to receive attention; his
wrists were quickly bound, and he was bowled
over, and held down while his ankles were
secured,

One after another the bushrangers were ren-
dered helpless. Then somebody found some
lengths of stout rope, and the job was done
thoroughly.

“We'll string them together in a line,”
“No neced to bind
their ankles then. They’ve got to walk, any-
how. But if their arms are bound to their
sides, and they’re all roped together in single
file, they’ll be pretty easy to deal with!”’

The men were looking dazed—so dazed, in-
deed, that they had hardly anything to say.
The leader was stunned. Perhaps he felt that
this was a dreadful blow to his pride.

Captured by a party of schoolboys! It
was indeed an humiliation.

“Listen!” called Travers suddenly.

Toot-toot-toot !

“There it is again!” said Travers. *“ That's
the steamer’s whistle, vou chaps!”

“It can’t be!” said Church, loocking round.
“We're miles from the river!”

“No we're not, by Jove!” sang out
Nipper, as he ran up a little rise on the
other side of the hollow., “The river’s here
—and the good old steamboat is in sight!”

“What !”

“It’s easy ecnough,” said Travers coolly,
“We're miles away from the spet where
the steamer grounded, but I expcct the
viver winds a lot just here. So, although
we've come a good way across country,
we've hit the river again.”

This, of course, was the explanation, and
a perfectly logical one. While the boys had
been tracking the bushrangers, the Rubion,

revolvers into
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having floated herself once more, had pro-
ceeded up stream, and, winding round the
long bend, had reached practically the same
spot. ; .

“This 1s a picce of luck, you chaps!” said
Nipper gleefully. “We shan’t have to take
these prisoners back through the swelter-
ing heat. The steamboat’s here, and they've
seen me, too!”

Toot-toot !

Nipper was waving frantically, and yet
- again the steamer answered. Now he saw
her turn” in from midstream and glide

fowurds the bank.

“It’s all right!” he shouted. “They're
stopping! The river’s only a hundred yards
away.”’

“Good egg!” said Handforth trium-
phantly. ‘““Now then, you rotiers! Line
up! We're going to lead you to the

steamer, and you're going to be put in irons
and handed over to the police at the next
township.”

Handforth’s triumph was complete. He
could say, with almost perfect truth, that he
had captured these bushrangers single-
handed! It was a tremendous coup, par-
ticularly as the bullion box was also
recovercd.  DBut nobody thought of this at
the moment, The main thing was to get
the prisoners on board, and to hand them
officially over into Captain Wallis’ care.

CHAPTER 16.

Marching in the Pris=-
oners !

FEADY ?” asked Hand-
forth briskly,

“Yes, they're all

tied up securely,”

: i | said Travers.

He could not help grinning at Handforth.
The latter had secured one of the bush-
rangers’ belts round him, and he looked a
rather incongruous figure in his soiled white
flannels, with two enormous revolvers stick-
ing out of that belt, at his middle. He had
also sccured one of the bushrangers’ wide-
brimmed hats, and with t'’s s.wuck rakishly
on his head he presented a truly remarkable
appearance,

“XNow, then—quick march!”
manded authoritatively,

‘The coup was complete. The bushrangers
had not only been rounded wup, but f?nu;,'
were prisoners—helpless,  Handforth, at the
head of the eolumn, was leading the way
back to the steamboat. In fact, now Hand-
forth came to think of it, he had been in
the lead from the very first, It was true
that Vivian Travers had suggested one or
two things, but, after all, what were sug-
egostions? Tt was Handforth who had done
all the work!

e could mpicture the headlines appearing

he com-

in the big TLondon newspapers, after the
story had been flashed across the ocean
cables: “8t. Frank’s Schoolboy Captures

- 0N

realised that Handforth had
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Gang of Bushrangers!” *“*Handforth, of St.
Frank’s, Rounds Up Dangerous Gang!”
" Amazing Exploit by Fearless Schoolboy !”

It was possible that some of the other
fellows would be mentioned in the messages,
but, when all was said and done, Handforth
was the fellow who had accomplished this
big feat. It was only right that he should
march fo the stcamboat at the head of that
column of prisoners,

“There's only one thing ¥ dun’t like,”
said Jimmy Potts, as he and the others
brought up the rear. *“Poor old Archie
hasn’t turned up yet!”

“0Oh, he'll be safe enough!” said Travers
confidently. “Those other two bushrangers
will soon be back, and then they’ll abandoen
Archie.”

‘eBut will they ?” put in Potts. “They'll
see what has happened from some distance
off, and they’ll probably get the wind up
and bolt.”

“Exactly, leaving Archie behind,” said
Travers. “They won't want to be encum-
bered by him. “The funny thing is, why
haven't they arrived before now?  What
are they doing with Avchie all this time ?”

“Yes, they ought to have joined the maip
party before now,” said Nipper. “ Oh, well,
we haven’t done so badly, on the whole.”

“We've doue marvels!” said Potts en-
thusiastically. “ And Handy has done most.”

The juniors were tremendously relieved ta
know that the river wus so ncar at hand.
They had been anticipating a  long walk
back in the blazing heat of the afternoon.
Captain Wallis had evidently not wa‘ted for
them, but had taken his steamer up stream,
according to his schedule.

As the river was approached, the trees
thinned away, and so the boys had a full
view of the stcambeoat, with its towering
super,structure and squat funnel. Those on
board the Rubion had, in the same way, an

excellent  view of the prisoners being
marched up. Handforth, at their head, was
a remarkable figure. In the rear came:

Nipver and Travers and the other school
boys. | |

‘The horses had not heen interfered with—
nothing in the bushrangers’ camp, in fact,
had been touched.” The first thing was to
get these prisoncrs on board and put into
1rons,

Toot-toot-toot !

The steamer's whistle gave a triumphant
succession of toots, and loud cheering broke
out. Handforth glowed with satisfaction.

“Step lively, now!” he ordered, glancing
round.  ““If there's any justice in Australia,
you'll all be hanged!” |

“You voung fool!” smd Kelly, the leader.
“1I may beaten for tha minute, but i

“Silence ! commanded Handforth., “ Yon
are the man who shot down those poor chaps
the boat! You—you villain! It’s
lucky for you that we're only schoolboys!
If we had been men, we should have taken.
you to the ncarest tree and string you up!”

“Ned Kelly” was silent. Perhaps he
spoken very
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Peering cautiously round the elump of bushes, the juniors found themselves looking down into a

kind of hollow.

truthfully, At all events, he had no reply,
» :

and he only scowled. ) . :

On came the column, right to the river's
bank. The nose of the steamboat was push-
ing gently into the bank, s6¢ no gangway-

lank was nccessary. It was easy enough to
eap straight on board.

Captain Wallis was standing near at hand,
and some of the other passengers were
crowding on the upper decks, looking on
cagerly.  Men were standing about, too—
some of them having come up from the
engine-room apparently.

Extraordinarily enough, Captain Walli¢’
arm was no longer in a sling. He seemed to
have made a miraculous recovery from that
injured shoulder.

“Line up!” said Handforth sternly. * Cap-
tain Wnﬁis, I've braught you these
prisoners &

He broke off, scandalised by a ripple of
laughter which had sounded among the
passengers on the upper decks, DBut Hand-
forth’s famous glare had no effect. The
ripple increased, grew louder, and before
another ten seconds had passed the pas-

sengers weye fairly shouting with merri-
ment.
“SBtop!”  panted Handforth, amazed.

“What'’s the oke? * My hat! You're not
laughing at me, are you? Just because I've
got this belt on, and—-"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

The laugh had spread rapidly.
bers of t%e crew were yelling,

The mem-
and even

And in the hollow, sitting round™a fire, were the bushrangers !

Captain Wallis was doubled up with .uncon-
trollable mirth. -
“Have you all gone mad?” asked Hand-
forth, in amazément. ‘“I’ve brought these
prisoners——" '
“Ha, ha, ha!” .
“We've captured the bushrangers—"

“Ho, ho, ho!” gasped Captain Wallis,
holding his sides. “Good boy! Good lad!
We haven’t had a joke like this on the

river for years!”
“Joke!” babbled Handforth. *“But—but

we've collared these bushrangers——="
“Ha, ha, ha'? '

This time Handforth twirled round, and
his eyes nearly bulged out of his head when
he saw that the bushrangers themselves were
shouting with laughter. Their faces were
creased into wide grins, and they were
fairly shaking with  merriment. “ Ned
Kelly ¥ hmself was laughing so much that
the tears were streaming down his checks.

“What—what deces it mean?’ asked
Church blankly.

“Goodness knows!” said McClure, with a

cateh in his .voice. “But—but—— Oh, my
only Aunt Matilda! Look!”
“Eh?” said Tommy Watson excitedly.

“Look where?”

“There !

They loocked on the deck of the steamer,
and there, in full sight, were the two un-
fortunate men who had been shot down by
the bushrangers earlier in the day! Cap-
tain Wallis had made a remarkable recovery
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Irom his own injury, but these men appar-
ently had come back from the dead!

CHAPTER 17.
A Shock for Handy !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH  was
bewildered,  flabber-
gasted, dumb -
founded.

“ DBut—but 1 don’t understand ! he panted.

“These men are bushrangers—-—-"

“Ha, bha. ha!”

At the very mention of the word “bush-
rangers ' everybody scemed 1o go  into
fresh hysteries.

*Look, Handy!” said Church, grabbing
ab his leader’s arm. Those two men on
deck ! They’re the two who were shot
down !”

“Wha-a-at?” gurgled Iandforth, with a
jump.

“T'hey weren’t shot at all; they must
have been spoofing!” said Church. *“ And
lock at the captain! His arm’s all right
now! Those bushrangers must have used

blank eagtridges, or something !”

“0Oh, my only hat!” breathed Handforth
dazedly. -

There was no doubt about it. Those two
men were very much alive, and, judging
from their laughter, they were enjoving the
joke as much as anybody. Ol:«vmuwh they
couldn't have suffered any severe injuries,

Handforth’s heart nearly stopped beating.
The other juniors were startled and dazed,
Lut Handforth felt as though his brain had
suddenly  become paralysed. He couldn’t
think—he couldn’t  form any conneeted
thoughts, For a few dreadful moments he
was stunned completely.

Spoofed !

He couldn't realise itt—he couldn’t belicve
it. There weren’t any bushrangers at all—
or, at least, not any real ones. They badn't
killed anybodv—the hold-up had been a fake!

suddenly Handforth recovered the use of
his wits and his limibs. He spun round upon
Ned Kelly, and seized him roughly.

“What does this mean?” he asked in a
lroarse volce.

“1 don't want any back chat, yvou English
coot!” suarled the leader of the eang with
terrific ferocity

*“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Why, you—you——"
“Sorry, but I'm not Ned Kelly at all!”

went on the leader, his manner changing,
and his face breaking into a friendly grin.
“"We've been fooling you, young 'un. And
that's the dinkum oil.”

*“What »

“It's the real truth,” chuekled the other,
“AMy name happeons to be just plain Smith,
and as far as I know T'm a respectable towns-
fnan of Renmark,”

“Oh, my hat!”
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“If you want to know more particulars,
ask this young friend of wyours,” chuckled
“Ned Kelly,” indicating Travers. “He's the
one who put us up to it.”

“You did ?” gasped Handforth, looking at
the cool Travers.

“Too right, I did!” replhed Travers
serenely.

“Ha, ha, ha'”

The .au;:hw burst out again, and the

majority of the St. Frank’s fc llows were feel-
ing extraordinary relieved. Nipper was grin-
ning widely, and even Willy Handforth had
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no lock of bewilderment on his face,
others, hou-uwr, were plainly startled.

“The fact is, dear old fellow, you wamed
bushrangers, 50 I thought I'd provide some,
said Travers blandly, “I'm an obliging sort
of chap &

" Here, wait a minute!
forth, swallowing hard,
said 77

“You scemed so cut-up because there
weren't any bushrangers knocking about in
Australia that 1 set my wits to work,” ex-
plained ‘Travers. “Just a minute, though.
Whe's got a pocket-knife ¥ There’s no reason
why theso exccllent gentlemen  should l*r.!
roped up while I'm giving the explanations.’

“Thanks, kid,” said Mr. Smith. “I must
say yvou put these ropes on in a businesslike
)

way.
Ei tIér.‘-‘
those ropes!

” interrupted XTand-

“What's that you

roared Handforth.

“Don’t cut
These bushrangers—

)
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“Ha, ha, hal”

And Handforth dried up. That great shout
of laughter silenced him completely. All
seven “bushrangers ” were cut free, and they
gathered round, working their arms up and
down to restore circulation, They certainly
made no attempts to escape—which, had they
been real bushrangers, they would certainly
have done,

“So you're responsible for this, Travers,
are you?” said Jimmy Potts darkly. “You
—you deep bounder! You spoofing rotter!
You fooled us completely !V

“LOST IN THE BUSH!"”

Poor old Archie Glenthorne ! He’s in a
proper mess [ :

He’s completely lost in the Australian
Bush, with absolutely no prospect of finding -
his way oul-—which is very perturbing, for
Archie wants to see the coming Test match
at Adelaide ! Then he’s lost his eyeglass,
another catastrophe for the genial ass
of the Remove.

But how’s he got into this predicament ?
And what’s happened to the rest of the
St. Frank’s juniors ?

Ah, you’ll have to wait until next Wed-
nesday, when Edwy Searles Brooks will
teil you all about it in his usual enter-
tainifg style.

“"WHAT'S WRONG WiTH
THE ROVERS?”

Maiters are now reaching an exeiting
stage in this popular serial featuring
Nelson Lee and Nipper as detectiives.
Don’t miss reading next week’s full-of-
thrills instalment.

Also another
mateh article entitled,
NING CONDUCTORS | 7

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“Not all of you!" said Travers, “Tt didn't
take Nipper long to jump to the truth—and
I had the deuce of a job to make him keep
q}uiut. But as soon as ‘Em got the hang of the
thing he helped.”

“What about
“"You didn't spoof me for long, either. As
soon as I heard you egging my major on,
Travers, I knew that™there was something
in the wind. And Ted, of c¢ourse, swallowed
the bait, as usual. He not only swallowed
the bait, but the hook and the line and the
sinker as well!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Handforth tried to :peak, but no words
would come. He looked {rom the juniors to
the *bushrangers.,” and from the “bush-
rangers (o the people on the steamer,
Evervwhere he saw faces that were distorted
with wide grins, Handforth reaized, with
a shock, that they were langhing at him.

specially writien Test'
“THE LIGHT-

me 7 asked Willy coolly |

“ Ever since this trip started, Handy, you've
been grumbling because there weren’t any
bushrangers,” said Vivian Travers calmly
“By the time we got to Renmark I wa
preity well fed up; and it occurred to me
that it might be a good idea to collect a few
bushrangers together, just to give you some
sport.” ;

" You-—~you——"

“Yes, you can say all that afterwards,’
satd  Travers gently, ““Well, I soon fixed
ihings up at Renmark. The people were
awfully obliging, and they enlered into the
spirie of the thing hke real sportsmen. You
see, all these desperadocs are highly respect-
able tgwnspeople of Renmark, and they all
agreced to help in the wheezo,”

“But what about everybody else 7 asked
Handforth bleakly,

“Oh, they were in the plot, teo!” said
Travers. “1 had a werd with the skipper,
and he thought it was the wheeze of the
century.,  He tipped the wink to the crow
and to the passengers. Everybody agreed to
be struck dumb with horror when the bush-
rangers appeared and gave the dread cry:
* Bail up!’ *

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They did their parts weli, t00,” said
Travers, “Bravo! It was all so realistie
that I nearly had a 6it when I saw blood on
your shirt, Captain Wallis,”

“It wasn't blood,” said tne skipper. with a
smile, “It was arranged that I should [all—
shot in the shoulder—so I prepared a hitle
bladder of red dye, and tucked it under my
shirvt, So when I clapped my hand to my
shoulder I burst it.”

“It was top hole!” said Travers. “The way
those two men dropped to the deck was
wonderfnl, too. And the sereams from below,
and all the rest of it. I'm not surprized that
Handy and the other chaps were spoofed.”

The unfortunate  Handforth looked
doleful,

“So—so there aren’t any real bushrangers
at all 7’ he asked sadly.

“There’s not a ghost of one,” said Travers,
shaking his head., “I thought that was
rather a good wheeze of yours, Mr. Smith,
to call yourself Ned Kelly.”

“It was the first name that came into my
head, to tell you the truth,” said Mr. Smith,

“And there you are, Handy,” said
Travers, “That's that! And now, I sup-
pose, we can continue our peaceful trip up
the viver—without any more delays #”

]

bl

e r—

CHAPTER 18.
Explanations !

R. SMITH
broadly,
“Yes, we'll be get-
ting tack to Ren-
- mark,”  he said,
“There’ll be some laughter in the townshi
to-day—when we tell everybody all about this
affair,”

smiled
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*But—but wait a minute!” urged Hand-
forth dazedly. “I haven’t got the hang of
it yet. You're a lot of spoofing bounders,
of course, and you all ought to be botled!
But what about that bullion?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“There’s no bullion, Handy,” said Travers
gently,

“No bullion!” :

“Not a penn’orth,” said Travers. “That
iron-hbound box was 2 spceially prepared one,
and there’s nothing in it but a few scraps
of old iron, to make it rcalistically heavy. 1
thought it would make the hold-up so much
more interesting if the bushrangers grabbed
a consignment of gold bullion.” :

“You—you tricky bounder!” said Hand-
forth aggressively,

“What about the black tracker?”
Church,

“On, he was a fake, too,”

“What!”

“ Rather!” said Travers, “He may be
pretty good at the game for all I know, but
he wasn’t called upon to do any tracking

put in

to-day. He's only a harmless blackic,
and o
“But wait a minute!” put in McClure.

“He did track the bushrangers—I mean the
cang—that i1s to say "

“He appeared  to track them,” agreed
Travers. * But it wasn't really necessary. Heoe
knew that the river takes a big bend just
about here, and I arranged it with him in
advance. All he had to do was to lead the
way through the bush to that hollow, and,
being a native of these parts he was familiar
with the hollow. So he simply went straight
there, knowing that the “ bushrangers’ would
be all ready.”

“We were on the watch, young ’'un,” ex-
plained Mr. Smith gently. “and as soon as
you came into sight we staged that quarrdl”

“It was arranged thav all the revolvers
should be put in a heap, and that T should

suggest making a raid on them,” said
Travers, “Of course, I knew that you would

insist upon going, Handy I am much obliged
to yvou, dear old fellow, for falling in so
beautifully with my plans.”

“Oh, crumbs!” groancd Handforth.

He realised that the spoof had been
directed, mainly, against himsclf. Of course,
there were a number of other {ellows 1n fac
party who had been deceived; but it was!
Handforth who had fallen so utterly and)
absolutely into the trap.

“I—I suppose you think it's funny ?” he

said at length.
“Travers didn’t merely do it to pull your
leg, Handy,” said Nipper. “He wanted to
convince you that all your talk about bush-
rangers was nonsenso,  The fact is, busi-
rangers are obsolete in Austraha,”

“They must be!” said Travers gravely.
“1 had the very dickens of a job to find a
mere nine of them.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Thev’'re not bushrangers at all said
Handforth, glaring at the Renmark men as

though they were deserving of severe punish-
mcent for being respectable citizens.
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“That's true,” admitted Travers. “Bub
when you caun't get the real thing, Handy,
you've got to be satisfied with substitutes.”

“Well, it was a jolly dangerous guame!™
said Handforth accusingly. *‘Firing those
revolvers like that. Some of us might easily
have been killed!”’

“1 don’t think so, old man,” murmured
Travers, “ All the ‘guns’' were filled with
blank cartridges.””

“Oh, my hat!”’

“You see, we kuew that you would get
hold of the weapons, if the plan went right,”
said Travers, “and, naturally, we didn’t want
to have any tragedies. You're dangerous
enough wirnout loaaed revolvers, Somehow,
we didn't much care for the idea of leaving
vou in an Australian prison, awaiting your
trial for manslaughter.”

“You—you funny idiot—""

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1f you think this is a good joke, then I'm
sorry for your scnse of humour!” said lHand-
forth sourly. “It’s the craziest piece of non-
sense l’ve ever heard!”

“Chuck it, Handy!” said Nipper. “Yon
don’t meun that! The joke was mainly
against you, but you’re a sportsman.”

Handforth looked round, his frown vanished,
and a slow grin overspread his rugged fea-
tul'es, ,

“I suppose it was a bit funny,” he ad-
mitted sheepishly. “By George, you
bounders!”’

““1 hope you won't expect to see any ore
bushrangers, young man,”” said Captain
Wallis, wagging a finger at Edward Oswald.

“It's time some of you English boys
realised the truth about Australia. It’s not

such a lawless country as you believe.”

“Well, let’s get aboard, you chaps,”” said
Travers, turning to the others. ‘““We've de-
layed the boat long enough—-but 1 rather
think it was worth it, eh?”

“You bet it was!” said Willy, nodding.
“Ted’s had a lesson that he won’t forget m
a hurry.”

““Oh, have I?" said Handlorth, turning on
his minor. “There may not be any bush.
rangers 1n this part of the country—but whas
about New South Wales and Queensland ?
How do I know that there aren’t any bush-
rangers {here?”’

s ba, bel™

“He’s hopeless!” said Church, glaring.
“Iven when he's had the truth demonstrated
to himn, he doesn’t believe it!”’

A reneral move Was wmade towards the
steamboat, but Travers paused.
“Wait a minute!”’ he sad. “We shall

have to wait until Archie turns up.”
“By jingo, yes!"” said Nipper. “He ought
to have been here by now.”
“ Archie ?” repeated Mr,
he? One of you boys?”
“Yes—the fellow with the eyeglass.”
“Oh, T remember,”” said “Ned Keliy,” with
a chuckle.

“It wuas rather a good stunt of yours to

Smith. “Who's

L add that extra bit.)” continued Travers,
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“What extra bit 27

“Why, having Archie kt.matmnally kad-
napped while we were tracking you to the
hollow,”” said 'I'ravers. “I suppose you
thﬁught of it, Mr. Smith ?”’

“l don’t know what you're talking about,”
satd Mr. Smith, staring.

“You don’t know—""  I'ravers paused,
and his expression became startled. * But
what about the other two men?” he asked.
““There were nine of you to start with.”

“Wait a minute,”” said Smith. “‘Let’s get
this straight. You just said that somebody
was_sensationally kidnapped.™

“Yes!” chorused the 3un|{}1“

The  “bushrangers’  gathered round
curiously, and their smiles were vanishing.

“We don’t know anything about the affair,”
said one of the men.

“Don’t know!” echoed Nipper quickly.
““But two of you came up on horseback—with
masks on—and we were ordered to bail up.
Then these men dashed into the midst of us,
and grabbed Archie Glenthorne,”

““That’s very queer!” said one of the men.

““Too right, it is!” agreed Smith, frown-
Ez{a{q.” “Bo that’s why those two fellows rode
off 7

“But didn’t you know all about 1t ?”
Travers sharply.

““No, we didn’t,“ said Smith,
head.
young friend being carried off.”

“There’s such a thing as taking a joke too
far,”” said Handforth gruffly.

And, for the first time, the boys hegan
to feel a vague sense of uneasiness !

asked

shaking his

CHAPTER 19
The Mystery of Archie !

APTAIN WALLILS,
looking serious now,
leapt  ashore  and

joined the Renmark
men and the juniors.

“I hadn’t nDthEd that young Glenthorne
wasn’t with you,” he said, with concern.
“When did this affair hnppen?”

The full details were described. i

“Beats me!”’ said Smith, scratching his
head. “You youngsters thought 1t was a
part of the joke, eh?”

“Of course we did !’ said Nipper. *‘I had
a word with Travers about it, and he didn’t
know anything—so we concluded that it was
an added effect.”

“All the same, we began to get a little
puzzled,”” said Travers. ““We naturally
1hcught that the other two men nould ride
up with Archie soon after we had ° bailed
up > the bushrangers. But they didn’t come,
and I, for one, couldn’t understand it.”’

i thought pmhaps Archie was already on
hoard the steamer,”” said Nipper. “You
haven’t scen anything of him, or the {wo
horsemern;s I suppose, captain 2’
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"“'This is the first we've heard of your |
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“They haven’t been near us,”
Wallis.

““But those two men must bave said some-
thing when they left you!” exclaimed lland-
forth, looking at Mr., Smith., *“Yau knew
they went, didn’t you?”’

*Why, yes,”” admitted Smith slowly. ““Some
little time before we got to the hollow those
two men said that they were tired of the
came, and they rode off, saying that they

said Captain.

~were going back to Renmark.”’

““And on the way they must have collared
Archie,” nodded Nipper. “That was a silly
thing to do. “rhat v.as the good of talcm;.,
him to Renmark? It'll Gnly weal more
delay.”

Curiously enough, a small outboard notor-

boat appeared on the river just then. The
juniors had seen this little craft on the
previous day. It was owned by one of the

young sportsmen of Renmark, who had had it

shipped out especially from Lng‘land a mounth
or two earlier.

The boat veered in towards the bank. and
the occupant waved and grinned. He was a

young Zellow, wearing breeches and a shist
that was open at the neck.
“How did the hold-up go?"” he asked

cheerily,

“1 say, have you just come from Ren-
mark 7" r.LbLLd \1pper running to the bank.

“Why,

“When d:{i you Ime"’”

“Not much more than half an hour age,’
said the other. “This boat is speedy——"

“Have you seen anything of Archie Glen-
thorne 7"

“ Archie who??

“He's one of our chaps,” cxplained
Nippur. “Two of the ‘bushrangers’® col-
lared him, and carried him off. They said
they were going back to Renmark, and they
ought to have been there at least an hour
before you left.”

“I saw nothing of them,"  said the young
fellow. *‘Nobody else, cither. We've all been
woudering how the game went—and ‘that’s
the main reason I came along. Those two
horf-;mmn haven't been seen in Remmark

again,’ '
“Then Archie wasn't taken there!” =aid
Handforth, startled. *“Great Scott! What

does 1t mean? What can have happened to
him 2" 9

“It's ridiculous!” S
joke’s a joke, but

“By L:L'D'I ve | ejac ulatud Handforth, with
a roar, “I've got 1it! Those two men were
real bushrangers !”

“Oh, my hat!” cried Church. “What's
the gﬂod of trying to convinee Handy of any-

Fluu'xh.'-d Nipper.

thing 77

“Thev weren't  real bushrangers,” said
Smith gruffly. *Ilow many more times must
we tell you, young man, that there aren’t any
uu-.hl angers ¥

“But vou know who the men are, don't
yvou?” asked Nipper. '
Mr. Smith frowned.
“To tell you the iruth, I don’t,” lLe ad-

mitted,
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“Don’t know who they are?”

“1 found them!'” said Travers. ““They
were outside the hotel, while I was making
arrangements. I was looking for likely cus-
tomers, as it were. 1 na,turaTl,v thought they
were Renmark men.”

There was a discussion then, and in the
end of i1t Mr. Smith was looking grave,

“1t seems that those two fellows were com-
parative strangers in the township,” he said.
“None of the boys knew them o

“But what about asked
Willy.

“Most of the horses were lent by Mr.
Cooper. As far as T can understand it, those
two meinn were nothing but sundowners.”

“They were what?" asked Handforth.

“Swag men,”

*“Eh1™ ;

“BSundowners,” repeated Mr. Smith 1im-
patiently.

“Tramps!” said Nipper, turning to Hand.

kL

their horses?

forth. “In Australia tramps aro generally
called sundowners, Those men, 1t scems,
were passing through Renmark humping

the bluey.”

“Great Scott!”

“That niweans they were carrving their
packs,” said Nipper. “The other men
thought that Travers had picked them, and
in all the general commotion and excitement
they got a couple of horses, and juined the
“gang.” But it’s beginning to look bad.”

“Thev're real bushrangers, I tell youl”
said Handforth stubbornly.

“If vou like to put it that way, maybe
yvou're right,” said Sinith anxiously. “ They're
rogues, anvway. Locks as if they've bolted
with those horses,”

“It's bad cnough about the horses—but
what about Archic?” asked Nipper. “Great
Scott ! They've grabbed this opportunity to
pull off a coup. Poor old Archie has been
really kidnapped !”

“VYe gods and little fishes!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“ Archie—kidnapped

“It's impossible !” said Travers. “ It must
be another joke! Hang it, why couldn’t
they be satisfied with the thing as we had
planned 1t ?”

Jut the others were becoming more and
moie convinced that there was no joke about
this. The comedy was turning’to drama.
There were no bushrangers—but 1t certainly
seemed that there were a couple of real

[H

crooks in the game: and these gentry, seeing

their opportunity, had seized Archie Glen-
thorne. and had made off with him. Per-
haps they had grabbed Archie because he
was the least offensive of all the juniors?
Morcover, they had seen, during the hold
up, that Archic’s wallet had-been more full
of money than anvbody else's.

The faects were certainly significant,

The townspeople of Renmark had entered
wholcheartedly into the scheme, and they
had decided to help Vivian Travers in the
joke. Then, somechow or other, those two
“sundowners ” had got themselves mixed up
in the game.
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Nobody know their names, They wero
comparative strangers in Renmark. It ap-
peared that they had drifted into the town-
ship a couple of days earlier, and they had
been only too willing to take part in the
fuke hold-up.

Now they were missing. What was more
to the point, twe very valuable horses were

missing, too—and Archie Glenthorne had
been spirited away !
Not a laugh was to be heard now. All

the St. Frank's fellows were looking anxious
and worried, The Renmark men were sorely
puzzled, and Captain Wallis was frowning
deeply.

The situation, instead of being hilarious,
had now become grave in the extremol

CHAPTER 20.
The Decision !

1 IVIAN TRAVERS felt
positively awful,

He blamed him-
self entirely for this
unhappy situation, It
his idea, in the first place, to
Thus he was lo

been

had
organise that fake raid.
blame for what had transpired.

“If those two men were honest they would
have been back long ago!” he said, his usual

complacency deserting him. * Besides, they
lied to you, Mr. Smith. They told you
that they were going back to Renmark.”

“Yes—they sald that very distinetly.”

“And thev didn't go back to Renmark,”
added Travers. “They doubled back on
their tracks, waited for us, and grabbed
Archie Glenthorne, Why did they do that—
after telling you that they were returning
to the township?”

“It looks bad,” said Nipper.

“It 10oks thundering suspicious,” agreed
Travers., “If Archie had been taken away
as a joke, those men would have said some-
thing to the rest. But no! They told a
lie, and rode off. And the next thing we
know is this., They're missing completely—
those horses, and Archie with them. By
Samson! It's awfull”

4But why should they get hold of Archie
like that?” asked Handforth, in astonish-
ment. “Jf it’s not a joke. what is it?"

“It can’t be a joke, Handy,” said Nipper,
“The unhappy feature about this whole
affair iz that Travers' little wheeze gave
those men their opportunity.”

"What do you mean?”

“Nipper's right,” said Travers. “In
ordinarv cireumstances, these two sun-

downers couldn’t have kidnapped Archie or
anvbhody else. Don't you see?”

“Well, not exactly.”

“It’s clear enough,” said Travers. *Sup-
posing those two tramps had wanted to get
hold of Archie? How could they have done
it? His very disappearance would have led
to an inquiry. Besides, how could they have
got hold of him? But by joining the



THE NELSON LEL

“wang ' the opportunity was absolutely given
{o them, free of charge.”

“By George!”

“They were provided
when they left the main party, nobody
thought that anything was wrong,” con-
tinued Travers agitatedly. ‘' There’s another
cunning aspect of it, too, The blighters knew
that we shouldn’t be suspicious when Archie
was collared. They came up, pinched
Archie, and egalloped away, and naturally 1
assumed that i1t was a part of the wheeze.
That thing happened nearly two hours ago.
So those rotters have had a clear two hours’
start, and on horseback !
“Oh, my hat!”

with horses, and

**Poor old Archie!”

There seemed little doubt that Vivian
Travers’ theory was correect. Those two men,
comparative strangers in Renmark, had

taken advantage of the chance opportunity.
Kidnapping anybody under ordinary condi-
tions would have been too risky a game.
Indeed, it would have been practically 1m.
possible, since the crooks would never have
been able to get at Archie, or any of the
other juniors, without arousing instant
sSuspicions.

The eleverness, the cunning, the trickiness
of the thing, was startling.

“But why Archie?” asked
blankly.

“Probably because Archie had more money
on him than anybody clse,” said Travers,
“ And that reminds me. What about Avchie's
pocket-book 77

Handforth

All the juniors’ property had been rve-
turned to them—watches, wallets, loose
money, ete. But it was now found that

Archie Glenthorne’s wallet had not turned
up. One of those two ““sundowners” had
helped to “bail up” the juniors on the
upper deck of the steamer, and it was now
clear that this man had stuck to Archie's
pocket-book.

“It’s -becoming clearer!” satd Nipper
grimly, “Last night, at the hotel, there
was plenty of talk., Sowme of vou fellows
were explaining about St. Frank's, and all
the rest of it, and I remember that Archie
(Glenthorne was mentioned.”

“Yes, we told everybody that Archie’s twe
brothers had flown across the Atlantie,” said
Jimmy Potts. “And I think it was men-
tiﬁﬁ(ﬁl that Archie’s people are tremendously
rich.

“Then these two men took his pockei-book
—in the ordinary course of the fake raid.”
said Nipper. "1 expect there was something
beside money in that wallet of Archie’s.
Letters, perhaps—his home address—and all
sorts of other information. Those men have
probably taken him away with the inten-
tion of keeping him a prisoner until his
people pay over a large sum of money.”

“Holding him for ransom,
sald Handtorth, startled.

“That’s it,” said Nipper.
there to think ¥

“Boys, we're real sorry about this,” said
Mr. Smith. “But I don’t think you can
blame wus—"

123

by George!

“What else is

SCHOOL

| the hands of those bushrangers!

{ forescen that such a turn would enmeo.
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“Of course we don’t blame you,” said
Travers. “Hang it, that wouldn’t be fair!
If anybody’s to blame, it's me!”

“Real' bushrangers!” said Handforth
dreamily, “By George, I kumew 1! And
you tried to spoof me that bushrangers were
extinct !

“But they're not bushrangers, Haudy,”
said Church. “They’re only a couple of
ordinary ecriminals.”

“Well, what's the difference 7’ interrupted
Handforth. *“The question is, what ave we
going to do?”

“We must decide quickly,” said Nipper.
“I don’t very well see how we can get back
on board the steamer and continue this
pleasure trip up to Mildura. We can’t leave
Archie to his fate like this.”

“Rather not!” ecchoed the
Frank’s fellows. -

“Better ecome on board, young men,” said
Captain Wallis anxiously. “I'm more or
less responsible for you. We'll give informa-
tion to the police, and get the telegraphs
to work ” .

“Not likely!” said Handforth. *“ We're
not going on this trip, leaving Archie in
I vote that
we go back to Renmark, and put up at the
hotel.”

““Hear, hear!”

“But I've got cverything fixed!” pro-
tested the captain, “Ar. Lee distinetly told
me__"".l,

“Awiully sorry, but we're not caming.”
said Nipper: “Tll put everything right with
Mr. Lee when we see him again. We've
just got to stay here, captain. And we can’t
do better than go back to Renmark, so that
we ean be on the spot when the first news
comes in. The chances are that these two

other St,

mcn will be rounded up, and then, of
course, they'll be brought back to Ren-
mark.”

“You can
Ren-

“That’s true,” said Mr. Smuth,
safely leave the boys to me, captain.
mark will look after them.”

The other men chorused their approval.

And Captain Wallis realised that no argu-
ments of his would make the boys change
their minds. So very soon afterwards the
Rubion continued Lier up-river trip.

Vivian Travers was filled with anguisb.
He was the tnnocent canse of this startling
development. His practical joke had secmed
perfectly harmless, and nobody could have
The
other fellows urged Travers not to take it
to heart so much.

- “T can’t help it,” he said gruffiy. "I feel
that I''m to blame.. And, by Saumson, I'm
going to move heaven and carth {o get
Archie back! TI'll never forgive myself if

anything serioys has happened to him. He's
such a helpless ehap, too——" :
“Not so helpless!” put in Nipper. “In an

emergency, Archie is as good as the best.
Those men probably think that they've
caught an easy vietim, but Archie is liable
to give them a bit of a shock!”

(Concluded on puge 44.)
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< BETWEEN

OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READER

E. S. BROGI&.S Farringdun Street,

Place of Honour this weck—Arthur

.. Thomas (Swansea). You're an

enthusiastic reader of the Old Paper,
[ know, and I hope you'll continue to be so
for many years to come. Best of luck,
Arthur!

YOLR photograph iz appearing 1n the |

* -I- * -—

Somchow I've got an idea—Joan M. Wear.
ing (Manchester)—that quite a number ﬂf4
readers would like to hear of Ha! Drewster
& Co. more frequently; so yon are not the
only one. Shall I bring the River House
School chaps into the stories more frequently
after Nipper & Co. come back from Australia?
And now I'mm not only putting the question
to you, Joan, but to everybody. This 1s dis-
tinctly 4 matter of general nterest, and it
might give vou something to write to me
about if v{:-u are otherwise stumped. You say
that you like the Hon. Aubrey de Vere Well-
borne (as a villain) much better than Claude
Gore-Pearce, and I am therefore wondering
if it would be a popular move if, in some
future story, I brought the Hon, Aubrey to
St. Frank’s, to remain there as a permanency.

® L *

I'm going to quote a few lines from your
latest letter—James W. Cook (Poplar)-—since
I know, from vour previous letters, that yon
have no objection to your views being made
public. So here goes: “Quite a crowd of
people tell me of their amazement at my
reading the NeLsox Lee Ligrary, and I
understand the reason f{or their surprise,
Now, if I were to sec a chap of my own age
plaving marbles I would at once think him
childish, because only children play marbles,
Yet, although T give that opinion, I am not |
entitled to do so. DBecause there must be
SOmMe reason w hy that chap played marbles;
perhaps it interested him, or may have in-
structed him somehow. rkmhow he did 1t
for some reason. So wo mustn’t say ¢ He's
acting foolishly.” 'That’s why I rvead the
NeLgoNn JLEE. T benelit from it greatly., It
interests me, educates me. The fact that it
mainly deals with people younger than my-
self 1s nothing. 1 was their age once. DBuat,
by reading-of that age, wo can consider our-
selves of the same. Many an old man or

NOTE.—I! any reader twrites fo me, 1
shall be pleased to coumment wupon such
remarks as are likeiy to interest the
majorety. Al lelters should be addressed ;
EDWY SEARLES BROQUKS, clo The
Editor, TIIE NELSON LEE SCHOOL
- SIORY LIBRARY, The Fleetwa

Tidooigg § 1 gan A. R. THOMAS |

woman to-day wouldn’t feel so old if they
were only to read the Nersox LegE, Yet they
won't be told, or they refuse to listen. And
so 1t goes on. Ignorance may be bliss. Mr.
Brooks, but not this kind of ignorance. . . .
Now I am sending you this letter, and it
may be months before you reply to it; but
that is not my object. As long as you “read
it, that is all I care.” And I bave read, as
you can sec, Jnmnv- and 1 quite agroee with
everything you've said.
¥ #* *

Yes—Margaret Shaw (Clitheroo)—Hand-
forth has two sisters. The elder one, Edith,
15 married, and IEna iz at the Moor View
School. 1 quite agree with you that Teddy
Long has unot done much work lately. In
fact, he never does any work at all, unless
he 1s driven to it.

+ +* *

I am sorry—Ronald E. Mabbett (Fairford)
~—but I ecan’t be  a party to your suggested
wheeze. It i1s quite true that your pal,
William Wall, has sent me his pi’mtogmpl:
(for which he has had mine 1in return). but
in his accompanying letter he did not give
me permission to publish it on this page,
and he has not given me permission since,
You blithely say * it will be all right: I give
vou full permission, and will stand the con-
sequences.” My dear chap, you are quite
wrone here, for it is the Editor of the Old
Paper who will be r{:sgmnsible if a photograph
is published against the sender’s own wishaes.
If William Wall tells me I can print s dial,
it’ll be printed-—-but not otherwise. So I'm
afraid your cheery little scheme has sprung
a leak. I haven't the slightest doubt that
William would take it all in good part, but I
want all our readers to understand that no
photograph is published on this page unless
that reader Ahimself or herself desives it. A
fricnd’s permission is no permission at all.
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There Are Bdtartling Revelations in This Week's Thrilling Instalment !

Whats Wrong with
Dovers

et e i  a a a aie a a  S  S SL A S

Nelson Lee is convinced that Stephen Langlon is the cause of all the
lrouole, and this week ihe famous deleclive 1s out lo get his man. Bul
Langlon is atricky customer and he doesw’t inlend to be caught easily !

G B A A il A At e e e A Al - A A - Yyl el e A A A i A e A Al e Al

At Granite Fort! b “Police!” shouted the driver, and the
ELSON LEE'S startling statement | seniry allowed them to proceed.
gave Nipper something to think At the grim-looking entrance to the

about as the car, leaving the town | Granite Fort there was another sentry, but

beliind, came out on the bleak road lead- | he did mnot challenge. The doors were

ing to the Gramite Fort. The driver, |open, the car rumbled over the hidge

switching off his bhead-lamps, proceeded |across the empty moat, and came to a stop

arcfully over the rough stones. in a big gravel quadrangle, wlere two

arlier in the week the famous diamonds | mechanics were busy on the fast military
of the Countess of Dimston had been | aeroplane that stood at one end.

stolen from her town house. They were | Tony Craddock, the daring young airv-
ralued at over a hundred thousand pounds, | man, eame hurrying up to the car.

and a striet watch was “They've got the
being  kept at every ‘plane out now,” he
nort and aerodrome in  FICK UP said {T:‘LIHI]{. “*You can
the country, and sus- . get a good view of the
N LU i o ¥ o b
pictous-looking parcels the threads ol this ground from up there,
were being opened .by mystery on page 33. but it's bcgnu_uug to
the postal authorities. clond up a bit now.
Did 1t mean that the Perhaps you'd like {o

robbery was the work of this daring gang |have a look before you get into your fiy-
Nelson Lee and Nipper were now after? |ing kit? Hallo, youngster, you scem {fo
That the “ Bat ” intended taking the jewels [ have been in the wars!”

across the North Sca that night? Was Nipper explained what Lad happened as
that why such elaborate precautions had |they walked to the observation post, where
been taken, Nipper wondered, to keep his [two men had powerful glasses trained
chief and himself out of Northmouth that [upon the Rovers’ football ground down in

night? the distance. They saluted Nelson Lee,
“Halt!” and passed over their glasses,
A sentry had stepped out into the road, | Nipper focused his pair, and in the

aid the rmoonlight glinted on his fixed |silvery light got a splendid view of the
Layonet, Rovers’ ground. The goal posts had been
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taken up. At the end of the ground
furthest from the sea was an aeroplane,
and by it stood three men. One of them
was in flymg kit, and was undoubtedly
Steplien Langton, the daring amateur air
man known as the “Bat.” The man beside
him had ginger hair, and Nelson Lee was
prepared to swear that he was Barton, the
man who was supposed to be with an ail
ing sister in Manchester. The third man
was a stranger to him.

“Langton’s using Ridley’s engine,” said
Neison Lec, and Nipper wnoticed that,
though no sound came from the ground
below, the propeller of the acroplane was
swinging round.

“Warming up,” said Craddock,
daren't start up until he has taken off.
Not that it matters much. I must give
him a start, for if he spotted he was being
followed there would be nothing doing.”’

Nelson Lee and Nipper went into a bare
barrack-room where a cheerful fire was
burning, and changed into flying kit.
Iven in that thick clothing Nipper knew
that they were in for a perishingly cold
time in the air.

Craddock was standing beside his
machine as they went out, his eves fixed
on a small red light up at the observation
post. A big mechanie stood gripping. the
propeller.

The red light blinked and changed to a
green.

“Let her rip!” said Captain Craddock.

Nipper knew that meant that the “Bat”
was in the air. A second later he saw the
acroplance that had risen from the Rovers’
ground moving swiftly and noiselessly
away in a south-easterly direction.

liI
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And then the military 'plane was roar- =
ing. At least, it sounded a roar in the
square of the old-fashioned fort, though
actually it was a remarkably silent engine,
if far behind the wonderful invention of
the Rovers’ brilliant centre-forward.

Craddock got into the pilot's secat, and
Nipper followed his chief into the seat
behind him. It was narrow for the two of
them.

“What are we waiting for?” he asked
the airman.

“The green  light again,” replied
Craddock. “They’re going to give the
vignal the moment it's safe for us to go up.
Have your glasses ready, Mr Lee.”

The detective nodded. Nipper, headache
forgotten, discomfort of the small cockpi¥
ignored, saw the green light flash.

The powerful engine throbbed. There
came a sharp command, chocks were pulled
away, and then they were rising sharply
above the walls of the fort—rising in
pursuit of the man who had disappeared
over the North Seal

The Chase in The Air!
OWN below them were the lights of
D Northmouth. The wail of the
syren of a trawler entering the
harbour came faintly to Nipper's eavs.
Then they were rising rapidly, and
warmly-clad as he was, the youngster felt
chilly in this icy air over the grey,
tumbling North Sea, looking so bleak and

desolate in the faint moonlight.

Nelson Lee had got glasses to his eyes,
and was holding them in hands encased m
big fur-backed gloves. Suddenly he leant
forward and shouted in the pilot’s ear.

What's Gone Defore.
NELSON LEE, the world-famous detective, and his assistant

NIPPER, are tnvestivating the strange disappeéarance of James ffﬁ.’f:’ﬁ’y'ﬂﬂd Mark
Mayhew, two dirvectors of Northmouth Rovers, the famous First Division foolball
club. Lee suspeets that they have been kidnapped by

STEPUEN LANGTON, the Rovers chairmun, who is a keen airman, and is known
as the “But.” Lee also thinks that Langton is smuggling illicit goods between
England and Hollund. Others wiheo seem to be tmplicated wn the mystery are
Bert Barter, Minter and Coles, the clul’s centre-half, manuger and traineér respec-

{ tevely. At one time, teo, the delective suspected

DICK RIDLEY, the kidnopped director's mephew, and the Rovers' amaeteur Inter-
nattonal centre-forward, for Ridley is often scen with the chairman. However,
Lee frnds oul that this is only because the centre-forward has invented a wonderful
si'ent ueroplune engine, and has been fnanced by Langlon, little realising tht
the latier 1s 0 daring eriminal, and wants the engine for his own wse. One night
Nelsan Lee recerves intimation that Loangton 1s ahout to star! on a fliakt, and
he and Nipper set out for Granite Fort—an old disused fortress which ouer-
looks the Rovers' ground-—where a fast military acrvoplane ts awaiting them.
The detective intends to jollow the “DBat™ to wherever he s going! Just
hefore they reaeh the fort Nelson Lee tells Nipper that he suspecis that the |
“Dat” 1s taking the famous Dimston dicmonds with him aceross to Holland. ‘

(Now read on.)
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A shell exploded jusvin ront v. the '[iia
whiz uncomiortably near his head.

Bang !

{o the
oUW

Fhe "plane turned sharply
and Nipper, peering forward,

looked like a sca gull flyiug some distance

ahead of them, and at a lower level, Even
allowing for the start they had been
obliged tn oive him, the “ Bat " had made
‘numh‘lful "l}i‘l}g!. had obtained a lead
far greater than wounld have appeared
possible. It was clear by the sound of
their own engine that Tony Craddock was
hitting up the revs of lils own engine in
dl Eiahi.-gld,’w attempt to reduce that lead
Lmti L:up the other "plune 1 sight.
USpeaks well for Dick J{Hl.w, s Inven-
tion!" Nipper shouted in his chief’s ecar.

RS,

“A lot too well for it!” was the grim
reply. " Ridley had no idea of the purpose
to which his elever invention would be put,
andd 1 can well understand  Stephen
Langton financing hiim.”

The R.AEF. pilot was reducing the lead
now. Nipper could not see the instruraent
board, but he was coertain that they were
doine well over two hundred miles an
hour. Ncon they ware dropping to avoid u
bank of cloud; the engine roared in his
ears: there was the reek of petirol aml
castrol oil. The object alhead, which only
a few woments before had looked like a

seagull, was now a ‘plane, and, like
their own machine, was carrying no lights

'\111 wer bad gt !{* f{umﬂu!‘*l {1 511 W =| nes
fumyp on forchead, and his hendache
had vanished i the exeiteinent of  the
chase

-:.‘?u.'i!i'l‘,'

liis

g, and Nipper, seated in the cockpit, felt something

left, |
what |

1

Aud then suddenly an ejaculation of
surprise came from Nelson lee.

“Look I he shouted, and pointed
his outstretched g_tiu‘.vd hand.

Both the pilot aud Nipper glanced in th
divecetion indicated, From the grey.
tumbled surface of the North Sea came ¢
stabbing light.

] hek, ilic ]-., thick, flash, flick!

Y Morse ! said \{.'1::‘-1:111 Lee.

“}Iu's dropping I shouted Tony
doek. “Surely he can’t be going
on a rough sea like this. I've got
but ['n hau;yed 1f I should care to-

"t"llmu wmai, elimb!”

The intensity of the
shout startled the yonng
startled Nipper, too.

Joom !

Bang!

A small shell had exploded just in frout
of the military 'plane. The flash Llinded
the ur-r-nlu..nl:«: somethine  whistled {
Nipper's head.  There came a harsh.
orating sound, then a spitting and hissing,
and 1he ¢ ngine had :-,t-;_.ppul.

“I think it means the
sattd Nelson Lee quicetly.

The young airman flattened out
they were getting into a dangerous nose
dive.

with

Cranl
to Innd

fleats,
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-

e
just as

“What does this mean:™ lte shouted @
little I=ﬂ.'-.“~¢*1}'.
“ A slieht error in deduction,” was

i':
Vi

ealm reply. “Stephen Langton has ne
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flown to Holland, but to some vessel
anchored in the North Sca, off the beaten
track. How 1t has stopped there without
arousing suspicion is mere than L can say,
but their gun work is excellent.”

“I don’t know, guv'nor!” said Nipper.
He was pale, but plucky, and there was the
ghost of a smile upon his lips. I think
1'd sooner have been shot than drowned.
1f that shell had hit us square we shouldn’t
have known much about it.”

They were planing down rapidly to the
sea. 'Though the machine was fitted with
floats, in addition to landing wheels, st
certainly scemed improbable that they
could survive a forced landing upon those
rolling waves. .

Altliough death stared them in the face
they were watching the “ Bat,” and they
saw him circle and land upon what at first
scemed the water, but which they saw
almost instantly was a large floating deck.
At sight of 1t Tony Craddock gave a hoarse
little chuckle.

“Any port in a storm, Mr. Iee!” he
exclaimed. “I'm going to try and land
beside our quarry. They may shoot us,
but, like your young f{riend here, 1'd
sooner be shot than drowned!”

They were planing down rapidly now.
Lights gleamed below. Nipper saw men
hastily moving Stephen Langton’s 'plane,
and he admired the pluck of 'lony
Craddock, who, with nothing much to hope
for whatever happened, was concentrating
on the task of making a safe landing.

“Clever!” said Nelson Lee. “Salvage
ship.  Might stop for a year or more
witlrout rousing suspicion.”

“Hold tight!”

Crash!

Nipper vaguely knew they had landed
partly on the flat deck, partly in the
water, then he was thrown forward. That
bump on his head came in contact with the
framework of tha cockpit, and for the
second time that exciting day he fainted.

Prisoners !

v RINK this, old chap!”
The words came faintly to

Nipper’s ears, as though the voice
was addressing him from a long distance,
but he knew it was Nelson Lee's voice, and
vaguely realised that someone was holding
a flask to his lips.

He gulped down a little of the brandy.
aud the first thing he was conscious of was
a dull hammering at his head. Then the
white enamelled steel wall, and a curious
rolling sensation, told him that he was on
board a ship.
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Ship! What was he doing on a ship?

And then gradually it all came back to
him—the football match, the rush back to
Northmouth, the pursuit of Stephen Lang-
ton’s deroplane, the bursting shell in the
air, and the descent upon the salvage ship
in that lonely streteh of the North Sea,

“What's happened, guv'nor?” he asked
cagerly. |

“I'll tell you in the morning,” replied
Lee. “For the moment we're safe, and
that's enough to go on with. You've got
to get some sleep, and I'm going to turn
in myself.”

With that Nelson Lee rolled into a bunk
on the other side of the small eabin, and,
pulling the heavy fur coat over him,
switched off the electric light.

Nipper was all impatience to hear what
had happened, but he knew it would be
useless to question his chief. In any case,
after what had happened he felt sleepy.

He realised that he was lying on a bunk,
fully dressed save for his boots, and the
great coat he had worn in the air covered
him. He thought he might as well get a
little doze if that splitting headache would
let him, and as any attempt to think made
bis headache worse, he rolled gingerly
over, keeping that tender bump from the
pillow.

His littie doze must have lasted several
hours, for he awoke to a splashing of
water, to sce Nelson Lee, stripped to the
walst, enjoying a wash in iey water.
Nipper promptly sat up.  llis headache
had almost gone, and he was feeling de-
cidedly bungry.

“What’s the time?” he asked eagerly.

“Nearly nine o’clock on Sunday morn-
ing,” was his chief’'s reply. “I don’t
suppose they are very early rigers on
Sunday, but there is an appetising smell of
eges and bacon, and we must hope that the

prisoners share the same fare as the
crew.”
“Oh, we are prisoners, then?” said

Nipper, sitting up, and tenderly fecling
that bump on his forehead

“Very much so, though that sarcastic
beggar, Langton, deseribed us as an addi-
tien to his distinguished guests!” replied
Lee dryly.  “It will be interesting to hear
from Rudley what the life is like.”

“Ridley! Have you scen him? Is
fie here?” asked Nipper cagerly.

“1've not seen him, but I'll bet he’s here,
and Mayhew, too It's an ingenious plot,
Nipper, and this is the sojution we all
overlooked. 1 should say that—"

Nelson Iee broke off as there was a
clatter of a tray on the floor outside, and
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then a key was inserted in the lock of the
door. It partly opened, and a fat face,
surmounted by stiff, bristly hair, pecred
cautiously in and said:

“Vos behave like schentlemen? Yes?
Den I vos goom in mit your breakfast.”

A big Dutehman, wearing a white eoat
that appm;ul to have had a long absence
from the wash tub, came in, bearing a
tray, whieh he piaced on the floor. He
glanced a little apprehensively ut Nelson
Lm,, who, in shirt and trousers, face fresh
from the cold water and hair ruffled, evi-
dently struck him as looking formidable.
As be put down the tray, he hastily ex-
plained in broken English that it would
‘be use’ » to assault him as a possible
means <f escape.

“You vos only lose your eatings,” he
sawl, as he backed to the door.

He had brought them a large rasher of
bacon, an egg, and a chunk of bread cach,
with some coffee in a battered pot. The
bacon was a little on the lukewarm and
greasy side, and Nipper had tasted better
coftee, but he was ravenously hungry, see-
ing that he had eaten nothing since the tea
after the mateh at Halston. It was not

until he had put away half his ration |

that he questioned his chief with regard to
what had happened after their forced land-
ing.

Nelson Lee explained that Craddock and
he had escaped with a slight shaking; he
explained. too, how men had pulled them
from the 'plane, and then turned it over
into the sea, where it had sunk like a
stone. Then Stephen Langton had greeted
them with a mocking smile, and asked
them to accept his hospitality.

“Ie scems to have rather a soft spot

for you, Nipper,” remarked Tee. I
suppose he appreciates vou as a foot-

baller Anyway, I heard him give instrue-
tions in Duteh that yvou were to be treated
with every courtesy, then we carried you
down here Craddock was taken to another
cabin, and I heard Langton leave to fly
back to Northmouth just before you re-
covered consciousness.”

Nipper listened intently, then nodded
thoughtfully. It was a pretty hopeless
outlook, but they refused to be dis
mummed There scemed no earthly chance
of emttpe and it was perhaps the most
galling position the great detective hadl
ever been placed in; here on board this
alleged salvage ship, surrounded by the
men so badly wanted in two countries,
with sufficient evidence now to arrest the
master mind--the dashing, flying chair.
man of Northmouth Rovers—yet a prisoner
on this ship, miles from land, and unabie
to make any sort of communication.
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About an hour later, a burly, black-
bearded man, who appeared to be :n
command, and who spoke English with
only the slightest trace of a foreign
accent, al}ened the door and told them
that they could go on deck and take
exercise.

“I take it that it is needless for me to
tell you that any idea of swimming from
the ship in this weather would be abso-
lutely hopeless,” he said warningly. " But
should you_be ultra optimists, perhaps it s
only fair to warn you that someone 1s
always on watch, and that you would be
shot almost as soon as you touched the
water.”

“Thanks,” said Nelson Lee dryl
very sporting of you. DBul neither of us
happen to be channel swimmers, and the
temperature of the sea in January is not
inviting !”

The black-bearded man shrugged his
shoulders and Nelson Lee and Nipper fol-
lowed him up on deck.

That flat deck on which they had landed
looked only half the size now, and there
was a derrick, and a diver’s outfit upon it.
At the further end stood two men, who
gazed curiously at them as they appeared.
The black - bearded man had  turned,
making for a deck cabin forward. Nelson
Lee strode towards the taller of the two
men.

“Mr. James Ridley, 1 believe?” he said
casually. “ My name is Nelson Lee. Your
friend, Mr. Colton, engaged me to find you,
so that part of my task is accomplished.”

“I've heard of you, Mr. Lee,” said the
man with the thin, bronzed face. “You
certainly succeeded that far, but, unfor-
tunately, in finding me you've lost your-
self !”

“So what’s the good of that?” demanded
the shorter man, whom Nipper knew must
be Mark Mayhew, the wealthy timber
merchart who had disappeared so soon
after Ridley.

, “that's

The detective was filling his pipe. He
looked steadily at the two men.

“This nmr.:ll, gentlemen,” he said
quietly ““The next time Stephen Langton

visits this ship T propose we shall loave
him to enjoy the company of his friends,
and borrow his 'planc to take us to North-
mouth |

(Will Nelson Lee be able to earvy out this
daving plan successfully 2 The thing's
easicr said than done, and when he’s up
against a man like Slephen Langfon, any-
thing can happenre, This stunning sevial is
now reaching a grand climar, and «oll
readers ought to make sure they don’t miss
next weelk’s thrilling instabinenl.)
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BRAINS TELL IN
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“TICH " FREEMAN, the talmous Kent bowler,
who has been doing bis bit 10 Australia recently.

NCY upon a time there was a company j
of unportant people viewing the works

of a famous artist. These people
were awe-struck., and few of them
dare even speak. Thev could only marvel
at the wonders of the works placed before
thern, Iinally, one of the admirers of the
work of the artist did pluck uwp sufficient
courage to go to the painter of the pic-
tures with a question, and this was the ques-
tion which the admirer asked:
“How in the world do you mix your

l;-]!

paints ?

The reply of the artist was brief and to
the point: “\WWith brains, sir.” And that, if
one may put it in this way, is the manner
in which ericket has to be mixed—and par-
ticularly Test mateh ericket—with brains. In
a Test mateh” you don’t merely send a bats-
man out to get runs or put on a bowler to
bowl a batsman out.” You have to set your
brains working overtime to get out the
world’s best batsmen on the perfect pitches
which they make for: batsmen in Austraiia.

Durine the first Test match of tlie present
series, plaved at Brisbane, there was no
English batasman clean bowled. "They were

When you're balting or bowling do

you use your brains? You ought lo,

anyway ! This arlicle tells you how
famous Test cricketers use thetrs !

THE TESTS!

either leg-before-wicket, stumped, caught, or
run out. When a batsman is bowled out—
has his middle stump removed-——you can very
often say that it was sheer bowling ability
which got rid of the batsman. But in most
other cases of a batsman being dismissed
it is bowling ability coupled with brains.
You don’t so much have to bowl a man
out in a Test match—that is, the really great
batsman—as think him out; or diddle hin
out, if yvou like the phrase better, though
in using this phrase it must be understood
that *“diddle him out” 13 only meant in a
legitimate sense,

Diddling Them Out!

There are a hundred-and-one ways of
diddling & batsman out, according to the strict
rules of cricket, and when it comes to a maitch
between two teams of more or less eounal
merit there are two important things which
tell, Some people would say that the most
important thing is luck. Well, 1t 12 a fact
that vou can’t very well hope to beat an
equally good team on a cricket pitch urless
vou have luck on your side. DBut the second
important thing is—well, the stuff {tho
painter mixed with his paints—brains. '

The way in which brain against brain i3
nitted in Test matches 1s not always obvious,
but if we look beneath the surface we can
see it somefimes, DBefore the matches of the
present England touring team in Australia
had gone very far, it was pretty obvious that
Larwood, the Ingland bowler, had cast a
sort of spell over Ponsford, the greatest bats-
man in Australia at the present time. Now,
the object of the Australian captain, when
it came to the sceond Test, was to prevent
Ponsford being called upon to bat when
Larwood was at his best and freshest. And
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the obicet of the England captain was to
have Larwood ready to bowl at Ponsford the
minute he came in, no matter at what part
of the innings Pansford was ealled upon.

“ Pocketing ¥ Ponsford!

Of course, Larwood, being the star turn
of the England side, starts bowling at the
beginning of the Awnstralian innings. Twice
in the first Test maten of the present tour
Larwood got rid of DPonsford, who was sent

in first, befere ihe crack Australian bats-
man had settled down. So the Australian
captain put on his thinking cap. In the

secormd match be said to himself, he wouldn't
send Ponsford in first, He would keep him
back, possibly until Larwood was too tired
to bowl at his best.

So, instead of Ponsford gomg in first, he
was kept until third wicket down. But Chap-
man, the captain of England, was fully alive
to the idea. He bowled Larwood a bit at
first and then gave him a rest. DBut the
minute Ponsford appeared at the wicket, Lar
wood, still thoroughly fresh, was put on to
bowl. That is one of the finest 1lﬂ|atrationﬁ
perhaps, which could be given to show the
thought which has to be put into a Test
match by the captain of a side.

What you have to remember 1s this—if,
by a little brain, by a little cunning or a
deep scheme, a dangerous batsman of the
other side is got out for a little score, then

the whole course of the game may be
changed. You have to think the batsmen
out,

Here is another story to illustrate my mean.
ing.It is told by Frank Foster. the famous
bowler. who had a lot to do with England’s
victory in the Test matches the last time the
Old Country won in Australia Clem Hill,
the famous Australian cricketer, had one
weakness in his batting: when he played a
leg glide, he used to drag his right foot
just outside the crease. Now, in the ordinary
way a wicketkeeper would not stand close up

to IFoster: he bowled too fast for that. Dut
Foster and “Tiger ” Smith between them
worked the downfall of Clem Hill in one

innings in this way.

Catching Clem Hilll

The story can be told in the words of Frank
Foster himself.

“As I prepared to bowt, the wicketkeeper
stood well back, and, of course, Hill noticed
this. I fiddled with my sleeve to give
‘Tiger ' a chance to settle in a new position,
I bowled ITill a ball which was the sort at
which he could make an attempt at a leg

glide. He made the attempt, missed the ball,
“Tiger ' takes it perfectly and whips off the
bails.  There is no need to appeal; Clem was

out by at least a yard-—stumped Smith, bowied
Foster 0.

Now Foster. in finishing the story, admits
that never arain was he able to catch Clem
Hill in the same trap during that tour. bhut
if you catch a great batsman once in a trap
of that kind it 1s worth while Indead. these
sort of traps have to he set Clem Hitl
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thought he was quite, safe in dragging his
right foot outside the crease to make the
stroke, because, so far as he knew, the wicket-
keeper was standing well back But as bowler
aned wicketkeeper had hatched an idea—that
of the wicketkeeper sneaking up to the
wicket—the batsman was stumped, much to
his surprise.

Sometimes during the present matches in
Australia we have heen surprised at the
number of times batsmen have been out leg-
before-wiclket. Now, most of these leg-before
cases are due to batsmen falling into a trap
set by the bowler.

As you know, ccrtain bowlers are in the
habit of imparting spin tc the ball—deliver.
mg what are called break balls. It is the
custom, in big ericket in these days, for the
batsmen to use the legs as an additional
auard for their wicket against break bowling,
A bowler of the Grimmett, Tich Freeman,
or even Maurice Tate style will bowl five
balls in succession, all of which break across
the wicket. From these the batsman cannot

. be out leg-before-wicket, of course,

. Baffling the Batsman!

The sixth ball, however, which is bowled
to all intents and purposes in exactly the same
way, doesn’t break at all. The batsman steps
in front of his wicket to make sure, if he
doesn’t play the ball with his bat, that his legs
will prevent the ball from hitting the wicket.
Tnstead of breaking, however, as the batsman
expeets the ball to do. it eomes straight
through. And if, by chance, the ball misses
the bat and hits the legs, then up goes the
umpire’s finger; the batsman is out, leg-
before-wicket.

If a batsman can’t be got rid of in any
other way, it sometimes pays to give him a
few cheap runs in the hope of getting him
out. In the first mateh ai Brisbane, a few
weeks ago, Herbert Sutehiffe was got rid of
in this way by Gregory. A ficlder was movid
round to long qu{. 'Then Gregory deliberately
bowled a bad ball, which Suteliffe thoucht
ought to be banged to the boundary for four.
He banged it towards the boundary, but the
new man, placed at long leg, was wailing
for it, and Suteliffe was duly caught ont,

We hear of a Test match captain declaring
his innings closed at five o’clock in the aftor
noon, or of the last bateman or two delibor-
ately throwing away their wickets, There is
sound common sense in this sort of thing—
brain if youn like.

Men who have been out in the field all day
are not too fresh; mayv be feeling a bit
tired or stale, Then is the time for the wise
captain to sacrifice a few runs for his side
to get the other fellows in during that last
hour or so of the day in the hope of getting
rid of two or three bhatsmen, who are not as

fresh as they would be on the miorning
following.
Yes., brains all round=—thev win  ericked

matehes !
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Kenneth Druce. 2, Lawmbaeth Viliag, Porls-
month Rd., Surbiton, Suvvey, offers for sale
a Jarge nviuber of back issues of the. N:l.,

including “The Fresh Air Fiends,’[. .Y The
Deluge at 8t. Fronk’s,” and "The River

House Raiders,” ctu. e
W. D. Mageo, Abercorun Square, Strabane,
Co. Tyrone, lreland, has for sale 186 num-
bers of the N.1. (old and new series): .:
D. J. Wrigeill, 23, Galtimore 3trect, BRlal-

eri; JUIH!.HVHHLIH §Duth Africa, wants
‘1 .rL numbers of the N.L, "

FErnest W. Bkelton, 18, Plowright 8t.,
Woadborough Rd., Nottingham, wants ecor
respondents anywhere,

Albert Ayrez, 62,4 Pelham "51,.. Middles-
hiough, wants POIleLDHdPhta, agez 15-16.

V. Dobie, 22, (trand Parade, Eagt!murne}

wants N.L., new scries, Nos. 307, 110, 116. !
R. Potter, 80, Northgate ,St., Bury St.
Edmunds, wants to correspond with readers
and to exchange stamps. Also has  back
numbers of the N L., (new series, 1-124) for
sale or exchange for stamp collection,
H. C. Liggins, 107, ‘,Vc*llmf_rtm St.,
on-Trent, offers 70 N.L.s for sale.
The Wellington  Correspondence
Sidney G. Gross, 23, Wellington Rd., Nor-
wich, wants fo hear fn:wn readers llJlL‘tt"Hi_Ed.

Buiton-

_IH?HI"‘;H[1

{. ‘u}_l, )
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KT BT R AT
TRAPPED BY BUSHRANGERS!

(Continuci from page 33.)
I|!ii!iIlHHIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIII[IIIIIHIIIIIIIlIIIIlllilllIIIllllliiIIIIHh*

They ali 1‘1111‘ back to Renmark with the
“bushirangers. They were given rides on
Lorse baclh and there was a big sensation in
the township when  the im:h got  round.

CHITHTTET

Inquiries were immediately instituted, but
those 1men had not been secen again.
’llm telegraphs were set to v.mL, and

I!f|l|1]1f s were made in all” the ncighbouring
townships.  But nobody eould give any in
formation resavding those two mysterious
horsemen and themwr prigoner,

Nipper, after sending a” long telegram fo
Nelson Lee, felt a little more comfortable.
¢ had a cmnu[mn that he was doing riglt
by staying in Renmark. " To have, continucd
the river irip, leaving Archie to his fate,
would have been unthinkable.

And what of Archic Glenthorne himself?
He had vanished—he had been - carried off
into the bush, and there wasn’t the slightest
doubt that Lis kidnappers were intending (o
hold  him for ransom,

‘But, “as” Nipper had said, Archic was not
such a helpless duffer as he looked! In fact,
the  St,* Irank’s fellows need not  have
worried themselves unduly,” for ihe genial
Avchie, when put to it, was noi only brainy,
but eaceedingly energetie, too!

TIIE EXD.

(Neat weck's long complete yarn is endilled “ Lost
in the Bueh!™ Look oul jor i, chums; il's a
= oorker’® /)

—— ey

3-5 inches in ONE

The Famous Clive System Never
Fails. Complete Course, 6/- P.O p. 1.,
or further parties, stamp.—P. A. Clive,
Harrock House ¢OLWYN BAY North Wales.

BOYS WANTE CANADA, AUSTRALIA

NEW ZEALANTD
Salvation Army Schemoe 11’1L|11fh“‘- Training, Outfit,
Assisted Passages, and ensures a (riend at hand in
the new Country, Conducted Partics, Work Guarane-
teed. Apply @ The Branch Manager, 3, Upper Thames
Streef, London, E.C4, 5 Garilcld Chambers,
44, Roval Avenuc. Deltast: 203, Hope BStreet,
Ginscow : 12, Pembroke ince, JSverpool,

HEIGHT INCREASED b -C;iz‘d?;:‘éfﬁ
MONTH =
Without appliances — drugs — or dicting. o

Yourg Women are alse wanted for domestic service

GET THE NEW FUN PISTGL

The “Spitfire "
Pistol shonts peas,
pellets and arrows. A
flasii with every shot, R -

Most realistic! Ahﬂlutolv ﬁdfﬂ' 'Wlth

]}(”"i"i, arrow and farget, 1/6 (post 3d.).
(‘vlonial, Gd. extra. -

%g Shot Automatic Pea Repeaer,

296

I}lustrabeﬂ Price List I‘ree
(Dept. N.L.], 8, Finsbury Sqguare, London, E.(.°

NORWOODS,

MY RESOLUTION FOR 1829:

I will let Pereival Carne Add Height
and Strength to my Body.”” [Iie has
gone 16 for others, he will do it for mc.
Write fur my Buuhlu ‘¢ How to Increase
Srature,”” sent Post Froe for 2d. stamp.—
sy Bnguiry Dept.,, CARNE . INSTI-

Your Height Increasedin 14
cays or moncy back. 3-5
m:hcs rapidly gained ! Ama

@ zing Complete Course sent
for b/- P.O, Or stamp brings

Frce Book with further details. Write NOW to :=
LIONELSTEBBING IDepf A, 167, HuhEt..LﬂWE“ﬂBFI‘.

- [': i v i. %

Stop Stammermﬁ T A e

ticulara TRBE. - FRAMNIK B, HUGHES, 7.
Southampton Rcw, London, W.C.1,

ADD INUCHES to yous

GROW TAEJLE heieht. Detnils free. -

JEDISON. 39. BOND STREET ELACKPOOL.

“*TUTE, Lincoln $8t.,, Cardiff, S.V.
MENTALISM Banislies nervousness,™ Effects gocd
memory, - Ymparits success-achieving

gualities and inereases carning ability. 1/2. (Get Dad
io po halves), — E, H. REASONXN, GREAT CROSBY.

MAGIC TRICKS. cte.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventrilo
nuigt's Instrninent. Invisible. Tmiln o hiulq Price 6d,
each, A for 1/-=T. W. HARRISON, 239, Penton-
ville Road, London, N.1.

L=z T

Al applications for Advertisgmaut space: ‘n this pub-
ication should b: addressed to tho Advertisement
Mopager, “ The Nelson Lee School Story Library

|- I'ne Fleetway House Farrinedon Street. London. E,C.4,

I'rinted ara published every Wednesday by the
IParringdon Street, London, E.C.4  Advertiscment
Regirtered for tronsmission hj Canadian magazing post.
5/6 for six months Sole Ag.ms for Bouth Africa:
arel Wow Zealand
New Searies No., 142, =

I'roprietors.
Ofices -

Snhgeription Rales: Inland and Abroad, l”- per anpum;
Contral
Meszrs, Gordon & Gotch,

Itd., The Fleetway Housg,

The Amalgamated Press,
1~arr!ng]c-n Strect, 12.0.4.

The Fleetway House,
nts for Anstralia
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