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The earth seemed 10 crumpie beneath Handforth’s feet, He ftried to pull himself back, but it
was too late. With a startled yell he plunged into the steaming, sticky mud pool.



3
Good-bye to Australia ! lExciting Schoolboy Adventure !
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EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now
appearing every Tuesday in ‘‘ The Popular.”)
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Good old blundering Edward Oswald Handforth among the gushiig
geysers and bubbling mud pools!  Can’t you imagine bim getting
inlo trouble ¢ He doces, anyway ; but in spile of that he has the time
of bis life in New Zealand. So do all the other St. Frank's boys
and you will, too, when you slarl reading this stunning yarn,—ED,
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CHAPTER 1

Alec Dunean’s Telegram!

“Somewhero about here, I expect,” said Harry Gresham. " What do yven
want it for, anyway?”
“I want to send a wire,” replied Duncan.

There were several St Frank's Remove fellows in the group, including Nipper and
Haundforth and Travers and a few others. They were strolling leisuvely down Argyle
Street, in Hobart, 'Ltamania

“Here's Liverpoo! Street,” said Harry Gresham.  “Perhaps the Post Office is some-
where here. The town hall’s not fur off, T know, so we must be on the track.”

Hobart was fairly swarming with St. Frank’s fellows—seniors and juniors. On thes

particnlar evening the majority of the fellows were taking a last look at tlhn {famous o'd
city—for on the morrow, soon cfter dawn, the School Ship “would steal out of the Derwent,
and steam ol across the Pacific.
_ Half the sehool had come on this wonderful vovage—all the oceupaunts of the Ancient
IHouse and the Medern Hmm —and the fellows 1hmwh es voted thie School Slip to be an
cnormous sfuecess.  They had had a wonderful time in Australia, and it was only a few
days since, indeed. that they had departed from Melbourne. There had been a very
keen school test match at Melbourne, running simnltaneously with the last of the great
Test matches between Ingland and Australia, and it was vather fittiug, perhaps, that
i!f( schoolboy game should have been a tie, cach side scoring precisely the same number
of runs.

Having left Melbourne, the good shin St, Francis had steamed acrvos: the Bass Straib,

¢ WHER]&Z’S the Post Oflice " asked Alece Duncan, of the St Frauk's Remove.

L&
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shen she had slipped through the Banks
Btrait, past the Furneaux Group, and so on
lo the southern part of Tasmania—and Lo
fobart, the capital

Much to the disappointment of the school,
this visit to Tasmania was only a brief one,
and did not allow of any journeys into the
interior, The School Ship had only arrived
in Hobart that mornming, and she was to
depart on the following morning.

So everybody was making the most of their
alternocon and evening of liberty.

As a matter of fact, Nelson Lee, who was
the temporary Head, was getting rather
anxious about the scheol’s work. During tne
spell in Australia, lessons had been gravely
neglected, and seniors and juniors alike wer~
rusty on ail subjects,

If this sort of thing went on, the school
governors would declare that the trip haa
been a failure—for 1t was underttood that
the work of the term should be carried on
just as though the boys were at St. Frank’s
itself.

There was a good opportunity for work
now, while the School Ship was stcaming
across the Pacific. Nelson Lee had an-
n.unced that the voyage home would ' as
speedy as possible—via the Panama Canal,
and then across the Atlantic, and so home.

“Just a minute, you fellows!” sang out
Harry Gresham., *“Deon’t be in such a hurry.
Duncan wants to send a wire.”

Nipper and Handforth and the othe.s
turned, and they all collected 1n a corner
of the pavement, where they would not
obstruct the pedestrian traflic too much.

“A wire?” said Handforth. “Who to?”

“Well, well|” murmured Vivian Travers,
“The dear fellow is adding inquisitiveness

to his many failings.”

“Eh1” said the %cader of Study D, with a
start. “My hat! Sorry, Duncan! T didn't
mean to be inquisitive—="

“It’s all right, you ass!” said Alec Duncan,
grinning. ‘“There’s nothing private abo
this wire. [’'m sending it to my people.”

“But what on earth for?"” asked Hand
forth, in wonder. *“We shan’t be home for
weeks yet——"

“I hope to see my pecople within a ftew
days,” smiled Dunecan. ave you forgotte,
that I'm a New Zealander?”

“By George! 8o you arel”

“And the Schoo! Ship is going to call at
Auckland,” went on Duncan, his eyes shin-
ing. ‘“Mr. Lee told me that yesterday-—and
vou can bet I was dotty with exciternent. |
didn't know that we were going anywhere
near New Zealand on this trip, although
had had a sneaking hovne that we shond
tonch one of the ports.”

“PBut New Zealand is a big place,” said
Nipper. “We may not go anvwhere near
the district where your people live, Duncan.”

“That’s just the point,” said Duncan con
identlv. *“T1 thought perhaps that we shonl
touch at Wellington or Christechurch-—an+
that wouldn't have been any good. Bu
we're going to stay in Auckland for a bit
and my familv lives in a place called
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Rotorua, and that’s only ~bout a hundred znd
seventy miles from Auckland, by rail.”

“You won’t get a chance of going io
Rotania, or whatever you call it,” said Hand-
forth, shaking his head. “We've scen s0
much of Australia that 1 thought we should
naturally stay in New Zcaland for a bit,
but I've heard that we shall only call there
for fresh fuel, or somethine. It's a lot of
rot'! Why can't we do the thing tho-
roughly 77

Nipper grinned,

“I'm afraid, old man, that we've been
sadly neglecting our lessons of late,” he
said, “That's the main trouble. If we start
touring all over New Zeala d, we shall for-
get that school work ever existed.”

“Well, I'm surprised at Mr Lee!” said
Handforth sternly. “He ought to know
better !

“Why blame Mr. Lce?” ut in Church.
“The story is going the rounds that *he
governors have sent long telegrams, and that
we'rc only going to pay a brief call at New
Zealand because the poor old gentlemen havo
got the wind up about our education. They ve
heard what’s been happening in Australia
you see, and they’ve brought the chopper
down.”

“Yes, that's about the truth of it, I be
lieve,” said Nipper ﬂmughtful]y. “It's a
pity— because now that we're on the spot, we
ought to see a bit of New Zealand. We
might not get the chance again.”

Alee Duncan nodded.

“That’s just why I'm keen on sending
this wire,” he explained. “If the ship stays
at Auckland for about twenty-four hours,
I shall ecasily have a chance of getting down
to Rotorua by train. My people don't know
anything about my coming—in fact, I wrotc
to them from Melbourne and said that there
wasn't much chance of the School Ship
going anywhere near Auckland. So T wani
to send this wire and lct them know.”

“It’s a good idea, of course,’” said Nip
per.  “We'll find the post office. Perhaps
your people will be able to come to Auck-
land, as thev're so comparatively near—and
that'll make certain of 1t.”

“T was thinking the same thing,” nodded
Dunecan,

Handforth suddenly chuckled.

“Look here, Duncan—blow that wire
he said. “Don’t send it at ail!”

“Don’t send it? Why not?”

“Give vour people a surprise |” said Hand.
forth, erinning. “They don’t know you're
coming—and you can just imagine their faces
when you walk in, bright and smiling'
You're bound to get permission to p«p down
to vour home town, and you'll give your
mater and pater the surprise of their lives!
Why spoil it by sending them a telegram n
advance #"

Duncen looked . thoughtful, and his eyes
twinkled.

“But in case I can't go, they’ll probably
come teo Anckland,” he said.

“Rats! By not sending the wire, you'll
make certain of gettine rermission to go,”
satd Handforth <hrewdlv. *“Mr T.ee couldn't

o
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possibly refuse you—and it'll be tons better
ior you to see the old home. You take my
tip, my son, and give your people a surprisc
visig !

Alee Dunecan grinned, and gapped his
thigls.

“By Jove!
astically.

I will!” he declared enthusi-

e ——

1‘5} CHAPTER 2
' The Beginning of an
Idea |
‘ OMT, of the other

[l
} N fellows were not quife
so suro that Hand
forth’s advice was
good; but theyr did
not interfere. If Duncan preferred to take
tho risk, it was his own wonecern. And, after
all, there was not much risk about 1t, for
Nelson Lee could hardly be heartless enough
to forbid the New Zealand boy paying a
guick trip to his home.

“It's a pity all you fcllows can’t sce
‘otorna,” said Duncan, rvegretfully, *1IUs a

marvellous place.”

“0Of course, it would be—secing that 1t's
vour native town!” grinned Gresham,

“It's not my native town, really,” replica
Duncan calmly.  “My  father owned big
farm lands a lot farther south, but as the
mater’s health was pretty bad, he sold them
and went to Rotorua, scltling down there.
1t's a great health resort, you know. It's a
kind of spa.”

“A which?”

“Lots of geysers and things,” said Duncan,

“By George! I've heard about thosze gey-
scrs in New Zealand!” said Handforti, **A
sort of voleanie region, isn't it?”

“My people don’t actually live i the town
of Rotorua, but somc miles oat,” said
Duncan dreamily. “My Lat! The country
round about is marvvellous—too marvellous
for words, you chaps! You've got to sce it
to believe it.”

“1 suppose your pater has cetived ?” asked
Cicsham.

“Well, not exactly retived,” said Duuncan.
“He invested all his money in o sort of
Liotcl. It's not an ordinary hotel, of course,
but a wonderful kind of residential mansion,
standing on the shore of a glorious lake.”

Handforth grinned,

“This home of yours scems to be pretiy
glorious and marvellous and wonderiul,” he
‘said. “Of course, we're taking all thus with
a pinch of salt, Duncan, my lad! You're a
New Zealander, and you naturally pile it
on a bit thick.”
~ Duncan snorted with indjgnation.

“All the words in the English language
couldn’t describe the beauties of the Rotorua
distriet,” he retorted. " Whv, you ignorant
ass, 1t's the centre of one of the most amaz-
ing places in the whole world! Anybody
with a scrap of geographical knowledge
knows that]” '
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“1 don't know it!” said Handforth coldiy.

“Then you haven't got a  scrap of
geograplucal knowleage!”

“Ha, ha ha!l”

“You silly ass

“Honest Injun, it's truly wonderful,” in.
sisted Duncan earnestly. “The most astound-
ing geysers you ever saw in your life.
Spouting boiling hot water—liquid mud—
gushing waterfalls—and—and everything.
And glorious scenery, too—I can’t even
attempt to describe 1t.”

“He’s right, you chaps,” said Nipper, nod-
ding. “Rotorua 18 in the centre of the
thermal district, and they say that the lakes
aund streams there—and tho fern glades and
the gorges—are somo of the most glorious
sights 1n the world. I don’t think Duncan
is just boasting beecause it happens to be his
home."”

Vivian Travers sighod.

“Ior the love of Samson! Why talk about
it 7" he asked. “If we're not going to sco
this place, why make our mouths water in
vain? There's work for us, dear old fellows
—hard work., No more inland trips for us.”

“Yes, but from an educational point of
view began Nipper.

He stopped, and a queer gleam came into
his cyes.

“Thought of something?” asked Duncan.

“Yes, by Jove!” said Nipper. “I have
thought of something. An iaea, you chaps,
or the beginning of one, anyhow!”

“Out with 16!” said Handforth briskly.

"Not yet,” said Nipper. “Let me have
tune to think it over—to chape it
thoroughly,”™

And, although his companions pressed him
to explain, he refused to do so. There re-
mained that gleam in Lis eyes, however, and
it was presently added to by a look of ecalm
confidence.

Everybody made the most of their time in
Hobart, and unquestionably the fellows were
charmed with this lovely city.

The harbour itself had enchanted tlie St
Frank’s fellows, as they had entered it. Jt
provided a fine sctiing for tho city situated
at the foot of Mount Wellington.

The climate seemed to be very much like
that of the South of England—a fine, healthy
climate, and tho scenery was as beautifnl as
any that the fellows had scen in Australia.

Hobart itself is a fine city, and the schoo!
was only too sorry that it could not remain
longer, so that ali tho beauty spots could be
visited.

Later in the eveming the fellows drifted
back to the School Ship, and when every-
body was on board caﬁing-ﬂvcr was held,
for it would ncver do if some of the fellows
were missing, But orders had been strietly
obeyed, and nobody had been left behind.

“Tasmania’s a ripping place, by the look
of 1t,” said Boots, of the IFFourth. *“We've
been round the town and out into the

country, bevond. When I leave school I've
a good mind to come out to Tasmania and
scttle down.”
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“Better go to Australia proper, chum,”)
sald ' Boomerang” Bangs, the New South
Wales junior. *“Tasmania’s all right, but
New BSouth Wales i1s where you want to
settle. The country up there is bonzer, and
that's dinkum o1l!”

“Too right it 1s!” grinned Boots.

“Never mind New South Wales,” put in
Bob Christine. “I was speaking to some-
body ashore about a place called 1'ort
Arthur. They say it’s wonderful, and we
shan’t even go there.”

“We might spot 1t from the ship, as we
go out,” said Nipper. “We go round Cape
Raoul, and Port Arthur isn’t far from there.
We might get a sight of it, anyhow. It’s
a kind of tourist resort, I think.”

“There’s a plauce there called the Isle of
the Dead!” said Bob Christine.

“That sounds cheerful!”

“And there are beaches galore, and it’s
a spot where there used to be lots of
prisons and places—now all in ruins,” went
on Bob. “There’s a great fissure in the
rocks called the Devil’s Kitchen, and I've
heard that there are great caves, too.”

“One of these days, when we're not bound
by school rules, we'll come back and look at
these places,” chuckled Nipper, ‘“My dear
chaps, there are hundreds and hundreds of
places we could be interested in, and 1t
would take us half a lifetime to see them
all. It's no good being wild because we
can't go to Port Arthur, or some such place.
Personally, I think we’re doing jolly well,
and there's nothing to grumble at.”

" Hear, hear!”

“Nipper's right,”

1dE LEE

said Boots, nodding.
“This trip has been too glorious for words,
and, after all, we've scen Hobart, and
Hobart is the capital of Tasmania.”

And this was the general view. As Nipper
had said, there was no sense in hankering
after visiting this place or that place. The
school went where the ship took it, and the
school was glad to go.

That night, just before bed-time, the
fellows took their last look at Hobart—at

SCHOOL

the twinkling lights of the city. Kor before
they were awake the ship would be on her
way—out towards the Pacific, en route for
the next port of call, which would be Auck-
land, New Zcaland.

CHAPTER 38
Nipper’s Great Wheeze !

OOD-BYE, Tas-
mania!” said Hand-

and MeClure were on deck. It was early
morning now, and the chums of Study D
had been three of the first out after the
sounding of the rising bell.

Hobart had vanished, and the School Ship

forth, waving |his]|.
hand.
He and Chureh

was ploughing her way steadily through the

is
.
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sea. Glimpses of coastline could be scen,
but before long the vessel would be out in
the open sea—in the Pacific.

It was a distance of something like fifteen
hundred miles to Auckland, and the voyuge
would oceupy at least three days—or, if
all went well, Auckland might be reachod
on the afternoon of the third day.

The St. Francis was a very fast ship.

“When you eome to think of it, it's eaod
to be back on board and at sea again,” said
Handforth contentedly. *“ No rush and tear,
no dashing about catching trains, and all
that.”

"And before long we shall be
England,” said Church dreamily.
a ripping thought, you know.”

“Rather!” said McClure,

“Getting tired of this trip?” asked their
leader, staring.

“Not tired of it, but it’'ll be rather fine
to get back to Sttt Frank’s,” said Church,
“Back in the old study, in the Anciont
House. We ought to be in time to see the
tail end of the footer season. I wonder how
Reggie Pitt and Armstrong and all the rest
of the chaps are getting on?”

“Oh, jogging along in the same old way,
I suppose, ' said Handforth. *“Popping into
the tuck-shop and going down to Bellton
now and again. By George! You've made
me homesick now, you silly asses!”

“Well, you needn't worry—we're home-
ward bound, aren’t we?” said Mae. “ Within
a few wecks we shall get into Caistowe Har-
bour, and then—-"

“Don’t!"” said Handlorth, closing his eyes.
“Let’s hope the wecks will” pass quickly!”

To tell the truth, quite a large number of
fellows was longing to see good old Sussex
again, The School Ship was a great success,
but, at the samne time, there was “no place
like home.”

The ordinary school routine was main-
tained on board the St. Franeis; breakfast
was at exactly the same hour as at 3t
Frank’s; prayers and lessons followed in all
their normal sequence.

But this wmorming, immediately
prayers, there was a little diversion which
the school had not looked for. Just before
the order came for dismissal, Nipper stood
forward in his place, his hand upraised.

“Well 7 asked Mr. Norton, the Remove
master. ‘“What do you want, Hamiltop 7"

“I'd like to speak to Mr. Lee, sir,” said
Nipper.

Nelson Lee, on the platform, looked over
the ranks of the Remove. :

“Go ahead, young ’un,” he said cheerily.
“What is it you want to say? Something
that concerns the whole school ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Indeed! This is very interesting,” smiled
the School Ship’s Head. “Out with it, then.”

“I understand, sir, that the ship is call-
ing at Auckland?” '

“That is perfectly true.”

“How long do you think we shall stay in
Auckland, sir?”

“Not long—nperhaps g day,”

back in
“That’s

after
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“I'm going to suggest, sir, that the ship)

shiould stay two days—or perhaps three,”
said Nipper coolly. “And T'mm saying this
for the benefit of the school, sir—for the
benefit of the school's education.”

Everybody listened in wonder, and some
of the fellows had an idea thal Nippcer was
deliberately “ragging his respected “guv’-
ilﬂt‘.” If so, he was liable to get il pretty
10Y,

“0Oh!” said Nelson Lee smoothly. “So it
i3 your opinion, young man, that the School
Sliip should remain in Auckland for at least
three days?”

“Yes, sir,” eald Nipper. “It scoms a pity
that wo should all be so near to the Rolorua
district, and completely miss it, F¥rom a
purely educational point of view, the school
ought to go to the Rotorua district,”

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful,

“Very possibly you are right,”” he ad-
mitted, “I have alrcady discussed the
malter with Mr. Stockdale, but it so happens
that the school governors are impatient——"

“Rotorua is one of the wonder places of
ihe whole world, sir,” said Nippcr cagerly.
“Iiverybody has heard of the ' marvellous
gevsers of New Zealand, and the very best
of them—the most amazing of the matural
vonders of New Zealand—are in tlie Roto-
rua district. And Rotorua is ouly about a
Iuindred and seventy miles by roil from
Auckland. Doesn't it seem a shame, sir,
that the ship should go to Auckland, and
depart  without the schoo! eceing  these
marvels 27

“My dear boy—

“We all know, sir, that we came on this
trip for the benelit of our cducation,” con-
tinued Nipper quickly. “I hope you won't
thunk this is a nerve on my part, siv—I
don't mean it to be that—but, education-
ally, a trip to the geysers would be simply
topping, and everybody in the echool would
benefic.”

“Hear, hear!"

“Good for you, kid!”

“Hurrah!”

The school was already beginiing to gel
excited, Nipper had put it very elearly, aud
very concisely; and he had played a master-
~lroke by suggesting this little trip in Big

22

Hali, with c¢verybody present, Ior, natu-
rally, the school rose to the idea, and s=up-
ported it with a wholehearted enthivsiosm

tiiat was good to sec,

A visit to Auckland would be fine- but
a tvip by rail down to this region of boliing
hot geysers would be finer still. And, as
Nipper had so shrewdly pointed owr, 1t
vould be a shame for St, IFrank's to be so
near, and yet so far,

“Hands up cverybody who supports me in
this suggestion!” shouted Nipper, tooking
vound.

Fvery hand flew up.

“ Hurrah !’?

“Jet's go and sece the

“Elear, hear!”

COVIOrs, s
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Seniors as well as juniors were getting cx-
cited, and the Form-masters were finding it
impossible to control their boys.

“Silence!” commanded Nelson Lee, hold-
ing up his hand.

The shouts died down, and rippled away
mto a mere murmur,

“It seems that evervhody is of the same
opinion,” went on Nelson Lee dryly. "1t
was very astute of you, Hamilton, to broach
tho subject in this novel manncer, You
were expecting gencral support, were jyou
not ?”

“Yes, sir,” said Nipper.
won't think it impertinence

“Not at all,”” smiled Nelson Lee.

ratulate you upon your cleverness. 1 un-
ﬁerstan{l, then, that the entiro school 1s
anxious that the ship should stay at Auck-
land for two or three days, and that a
visit to the Rotorua district should be
made ?”’

“Yes, sir!” roared the school,

“Very well!” said Nelson Lee. * Since it
is a sort of general demand, T wili agree i

“Hurrah!”

“ PBravo, sir!”

“I will agree to the suggestion on certein
conditions,”” added Nelson Lea calwly
“Not all of you can go on this trip, bu
thoso who carn the right shall be permitted
the privilege.”

And the school simmered down, wondcr-
ing what was coming next,

“I hope you

f 2]

“1 con-

1!1

CHAPTER ¢

Nelson Lee’s Decision !

\f;j}- OW that Hamilton has

raiscd this most In- -
terestinge question, I
will take the oppor-

' tunity to speak to
vou on an all-important subject,” said
Nelson Lee conversationally, ““I want to

retaind you that you bave all been con-
foundedly lazy.”

The s&chool griuned. Tt was Lee's bLabit
to address the fellows i1n  this way—and
they, for their part, appreciated it, They
liked his friendly, easy mannecr.

“Yes, lazy!” repeated the ship's Head.

Y ¥ & . =

I'm not saying that you have been
deliberately slack, but ecircumstances havoe
been such that school work has  been
atrociously neglected.””

L . - 1y .

Hear, hear!” murmured one or two of

the Form-masters.

“As you all know, it was onc of the cb-
jects of this trip that the ordinary routinc
should be continuced cxactly the sume as at
st. Frank's,” said Nelson Lece. “Un.
fortunately, the letter of that arrangement
has not been ecarried out. What with the
Tost matches, and trips here, and trips therc,
school work of late has been very much of a
farec, Nearly all of vou are so backward
ia all general subjects that I can hardly bear
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to think about it. And 1t won’t do. Most
definitely, it won’t do.”

The school was silent, knowing full well
that Lee was speaking the truth,

“And now it is proposed that you should
‘¢pend  another two or three days on holi-
day,” proceeded [Leec. *“Hamilton has very
cleverly suggested that the trip will be of
cducational value. T do not deny that, but
it won't get you much further mm your or-
dinary subjects, will it? There iz a long
vovage ahecad of us, and a good deal of
it will be uninterrupted stcaming, when the

ceneral routine can go on unchecked, with

lessons. receiving the full attention they
deserve.”

“We can make up for lost time, sir,”
called somebody.

“T hope you mean that,” replied Lee. “Tt

was the suggestion of the school governors—
not. mine—that we should only make a brief
call at New Zealand. But T am the head-
master here, and if I decide that a longer
stay shall be made, I am quite at liberty to
do so. When vou all get back to S8t
Frank's, T want vou to be thoroughly pro-
ficient in all subjects—up to vour general
standard. And you have a lot of leeway to
make up.”

“A very great deal, sir—a very great
deal I” murmured Mr. Pveraft, of the Fourth.

“Here i1s my decision regarding the pro-
posed visit to the Rotorna distriet of New
Zealand,” sald Nelson T.ee. “Go ahead with
vour lessons, and work. Word hard! You
lave three clear dave ahead of vou before
we reach Anekland -to-day, and Wednesday
and Thursday. Wednesday is normally a
half-holhidav, but this week it will be a full
school dav. We must make up the lost
eround.”

The school was still silent.

“T ghall ask vour Form-masters to report
toa me on Thursday cvening,” said Lee, with
a twinkle in his eves, “and all bovs who
have gained a recasonable number of marks,
in all general subjects, will be permitted to
co on this Rotorua trip.”

“Oh!” ejaculated the school, in one long-
drawn out exclamarion.

“So it will depend entirelv _
selves,”” said Nelson Lee sweetlv,  “Those of
voil who are mndustrious, and who devote
frll attentien to les-onz, will go. You will
have earned the richt to go. Bur all these

upon  vour-

with low marks mnst remain behind, and
continne with lessons.”
“How manv marks must we get. sir?”

asked Tandforth blankly.

“T will leave that to vour TForm-masters.”
renlied Nelson T.ee  “1 have said a reason-
able number of marks, and these eentlemon
will be able to settle that point for them:
sclves. Now, po ahead. Wark vour hardest
—earn  vour right to gpo on this trip tn
Rotorua. That's all; you ean dismiss now.”

And the school dismissed., bubbling with
excitement, rather bewildered by Nelson
T.ce’s ultimatum,

“The eunning heggar ! said Travers, when
he got out on deck with a erowd of other
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fellows, “Well, well! I always knew that
Mr, Lee was as wide as they make ’em, but
he has surpassed himwself.”

“It’s not fair!” protested Hubbard
excitedly. “Lots of us will be left behind !”

“You, for example, dear old fellow,” said
Travers, nodding. “You're pretty much of a
slacker in class, aren’'t you?”

Ilubbard had nothing to say, for he was,
indeed, generally hovering near the bottom
of the class. He and Teddy Long were a
pair, and such fellows as Gore-Pearce, and
Gulliver and Bell made a point of doing as
little work as possible.

It was just the same in the otber Forms;
the slackers were alarmed and indignant, But
the majority of the fellows, realising the
brillianece of Nelson Lee’s deeision, were
thoroughly satistied with it,

" After all, it’s up to us,” said Nipper com-
placently. “The guv'nor has decided wisely,
If we don’t work hard we don't go. By
Jove! 'There's going to be plenty of hard
work done in the class-rooms to-day !V

And he was right.

As soon as the bell rang for lessous the
Removites fairly Hew into the class-room.
and so did the othier Forms. Never in all
their experienee had the Form-masters known

' such attention-—such concentrated energy.

Talking in class was strietly taboo; in-
attention to lessons was a thing of the past.
From the Sixth Form: down {o the fags the
fellows fairly slaved at their work,

The school had an incenfive, and Nelson
Lee ehuckled heartily when various reports
came to him at the end of the dav., Many
of the fellows wanted to do extra work--to
continue their lessons in the evening. But
this was not allowed. So long as the school
worked hard during the prescribed hours, all
was well.

Prep. that evening was done as it had
never heen done hbefore.  There was no
skimping of the work—no slipshod careless-
ness, Down in the cabins, while the School
Ship ploughed on her way, the juniors pored
over their books. The usual larking about
was conspicnous by its absence.  Prep. was
not. pushed aside, to be hurried through in
the minimum amount of time before supper.
It was done properly.

Tt was just the same throughout the next
day. And the day following. Indeed, in
this  Dbrief period the school made a
tremendous effort to make up for lost time,
and sueceeded in a manner that amazed the
[Form-masters.

Curiously enough, the fellows themselyes
were thoroughly enjoying it, Working like
this, after Jong periods of slackness, was
refreshing.  They had a zest for their lessons,
and they found untold interest in the hard
work, too.

On the evening of the third day, when
Auckland was near at hand, there were many
anxious seniors and juniors. Nobody wanted
to be left out of that alluring trip to the
famouns gevser ecountry of New Zealand
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The juniors gazed admiringly at the magnificent building standing on the edge of the lake, set in

thi2 midst of gresn lawns and vividly-coloured flower beds.

commented one of the juniors.

The shic{)
(‘ape, and was even now in the
Crulf and approaching the Waitemata Channe
which led straight into the harbous.

But scarccly anybody had wasted time o
looking at the coast-line scenery. Work had
been the order of the dav—and of the hour.

And now, very soon, the verdicl would be
Lkuown!

Y CHAPTER 5

~naod  Auckland, New Zealand !

) T was dark when at
l last tho Schoo! Ship

crept  into the great

Waitemata  Harbour,
St Irank’s fellows could sco the twinkiing,
Lotlliant lights of Auckland—the Queen City
of the North, as it was called.

Nobody was to be allowed azhore this even-
ing, of course, particularly as the hour was
wetling rather late, aund nobody knew yet
how mauy were to be fortunale enovgh to be
nucluded in the big shore party.

flang-clang!

1 . 'k

“There goes the bell for Bix Hall!
Jafed Ilandforth exeitedly.

ejact-
“Come on, you

Lad alrcady vounded the Nowthy chaps!
Hanraki | school.”

I'roin the decks thr-|

‘¢ Some milllonaire’s home, I suppose,*’

“*No, it's my home !’ put in Alec Duncan proudly.

Mr, Lee 15 going fo jaw to (he

“Hurrah!”

““No uced for us to be windy, Handy,"” said
Church., *“ We're safe enough. We've worked
like galley-slaves since Tuesday,”

““All. the same, we can’t be too sure,” caid
IHandforth,  “My arithmetic's a bit rocky,
I'm afraid, and perhaps old Norton has given
me bad marks By George! If I'm not
allowed to go on that trip——"

“Cheese it ! grinned McClure,
safe as houses.”

“How about vou, Archie, 1y son®" asked
Nipper, as he clapped Archie Glenthorne on
the back. “Are you worrying?"

“ Absolutely not!” replicd Arclie,
gad, no!”

“You think
enough, then?”

“In order to be in the fashion, dear old
kangavoo, I've been working myself to the
good cld boae,” said Archie. “I mean, I
have positively wilted at times. The good
old brain has buzzed protestingly, but I
lhave Lept on with the good work.”

“NYou're Lkeen on
aren’t you?”

“We're as

e (r r.'H'lLE

you've been working hard

secing  the goyscrs,

“Odds walerspouts and mudbaths! Alsc
foely not!™ said Archie. “Geysers, what!
It scems to me, laddie, that this trip 14
going to he frightfully strenuous, and after

-
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a:1 this hard work 1'd rather _rcmain O )
Lbivard and take a dose of relaxation.” & Bl
““Rats ! You can't fool me, Archie!’

grinned Nipper. “If you hadn’t wanted to
go you wouldn't have worked so hard.”
They all went crowding into Big Hall,
and presently, when everybody was there,
Nelson Lee appeared on the platform.

“Well, we're in Auckland,” said the
ship’s head pleasantly; “and I must say
that you’ve been working very splendidly.
The reports from your various [Form-masters
have pleased me so much that there is only
one course for me to adopt.”

The school hung on his words.

“There is rnot a boy in any Form who has
not obtained a reasonable number of marks,”
said Lee, his eyes twinkling. “You have
worked so wholeheartedly and with such
mdustry that I'm going to allow everybody
to make this trip to the Rotorua district,”

“Hurrah!”

“Oh, my hat!”

‘“Bravo, sir!”

“Three cheers for Mr. Lee!”

“Hurrah!”

There was a regular tumult, and Nelson
Lee chuekled heartily.

" Arrangements will be made for you all
to have a look at Auckland to-morrow,”
said Lee. ““Permission will be granted for
any boys to go ashore—just as you please.
The railway journey to Rotorua will be
made to-morrow afternoon, and as 1t will
be impossible for vou to return to Auckland
ont the same day, special arrangements will
be made for vour accommodation in Rotorua
overnight——-"

"“Hurrah !”

“Indeed, in order that you may
thoroughly add to your education, you will
he cnabled to stay in the district until Sun-
day morning,” smiled Lee. “You will then
return, board the ship again, and we shall

probably leave Auckland on Monday morn-
ing.” .
This was good news indeed, and the

school dismissed in a condition of wild exeite-
ment,

But Nelson Lee's object had been
achieved. During the voyage from Hobart
an extraordinary amount of work had been
accomplished, and it would now do the
school good to have a day or two of relaxa-
tion. Hard work would follow again when
the voyage was resumed,

That night, therefore, the fellows slept
~oundly—knowing that a great treat was in
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On the following morning crow.ls of fellows
went ashore, to be charmed by the delights
of the City of Auckland.

It was a splendid city—a spot where hath-
ing, boating, golf, tennis and fishing were
possible thrcughout the year. The harbour
was magnificent, and from the School Ship
the fellows had been charmed by the
glimpses of the red roofs and the fine build-
imgs of Auckland nestling amid the trees
ashore. The <cene, with the natural
beauties of the splendid bays and islands,
was one  which the fellows wonld long
remember,

The city itself was up-to-date and modern
i every respeet, with eleetric tramears,
magnificent <hops and stores, and 1in the
suburbs all the houses were thickly inter-
spersed with gardens. There were lawns
everywhere, and trees and ferns in
abundance.

“It’s a marvellous place!”
wood enthusiastically.

“You can’t beat New Zealand!” declared
Duncan proudly.

“No fear!’ said Handforth, “Why Aus-
tralia is 3
“Shush !” warned  Church.
are ouious, Handy, old man.”

“EhT"

“Australia’s a wonderful country, and <o
is New Zealand,” said Church diplomatic-

deelared Full-

"Comparisons

ally. “We’'ve secen both, so we ought to
know "

Nipper chuckled

“We've hardly scen anything of New
Zealand yet,” he remarked. “ But, accord-

ing to all that Duncan has told us, we're in
for a rare treat when we visit the Rotorua
district.”

“A treat such as you've never had be-
fore!” declared Alec Duncan. “You prob-
ably think I'm gassing, but just you wait
until you see!”

“Well, Auckland’s jolly good, anyhow, for
a start!” said Handforth. “How about:
going into one of these shops, and getting
some ice-creams, or some cooling drinks?”

There were plenty of fellows who accepted
the invitation. They were making the most
of their time This visit to New Zealand
was, after all, only a brief one, and every-

store for them on the morrow. Alec
Duncan was particularly overjoyed. He
would be able to pay that surprise visit to
his people, and, indeed, he invited a few
special Removites to accompany him, as he
wanted to introduce them to his family,
Nipper and Handforth & Co., and Trege!lis-
West and Gresham were included amongst
these ““specials,” and they, for their part,
were only too glad to accept Duncan’
invitation,

body wanted to crowd as much into tho
swiljt:iy*pza.ssing hours as possible,
CHAPTER 6
Rotorua the Wonderful !
UNCH-TIME found
everybody  back  on
board the School

Ship, and there was
much cxeitement and
auimation because the trip down to Rotorua
was to be made that afternoon.

Parties were being formed. The fags, for
example, were to ge in charge of one or

| two of the Form-masters. The seniors, for
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the most part, would bLe allowed to wmake
their own parties up, and mauny of the
Removites and Fourth-Formers were locky
enough to be in charge of Lord Dorrimore.

This suited the fellows down to the ground,

for “Dorrie” was frec-and-easy and genial..

Ele was almost like one of themselves, The
sporting peer had virtually effaced - himself
during the past two or three days, for he
had kuown that the school had been working
hard, and he had not desired to interfere.

Everybody had been rather surprised at
Tord Dorrimore’s presence on board; the
school had expected him to remain in Aus.
fralin, Dut a fancy took him to accompany
the schoolboys on their voyage, and Dorrie,
after all, was a man who could indulge any
of his fancies. He was a millionawre, a
roamer, and one corner of the world was
as good to him as another.

Luncheon was served very carly, for the
train for the Rotorua distriet left Auckland
scon after noon. It was practically an
cight hours’ journey, and the schoolboy
party would not arrive at their destination,
cven as it was, until late in the evening.

“But it can't take us eight hours!” pro-
tested Handforth, when ho heard. * Why,
the distance is under two hundred miles!
How fast do these New Zcaland trains go,
for goodness’ sake?”

“Something like twenty miles an lhour,
average, it seems,” said Church. “T'vo
heard that Rotorua is only about a hundred
and seventy miles away.”

“Then it’s all rot!” said Handforth. “A
trip like that can’t take cight hours!”

“You've forgotten that the country may be
a bit difficult,” put in McClure., “I dare say
the railway train goes on lots of detours,
and there may be moutainous country, too.
"The longer the journey takes, the better;
I'm as keen as mustard on the trip., I'll
bet we'll sco some wonderful scenery.”

“You will!” said Alec Duncan breath-
lessly, “Your first real sight of New
Zealand. And I shall bo on my way home,
too!” he said happily. “By jingo! I'm so
cxcited that I can’t keep stilll”

And Duncan, fairly bubbling over, bustled
off to talk to another group of juniors,

“Good old Duncan!” grinned Handforth,
“"No wonder he’s happy! Ile hasn’t secn
his people for months, and they don’t even
know he’s coming. By George! What a
suiprise—and what a treat for Duncan!”

Lord Dorrimore came on the scene soon
afterwards, full of smiles and abundant with
energy.

“Now then, you voungsters, buek up and
get yourselves ready,” he said genially,
“We've orders to get off to the station
within ten minutes, so there’s no time 10
waste. How many of vou are ther: in my
party, anvhow?”

“Oh, not many,"”
about two dozen!”

“Good glory! What a handful!” said his
lordship.

It wasn't long before the various parties
took their departure from the Sclicol Ship,

said

Nipper. “Only
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and the journey to the station proved very
bricf, since the station was practically on the
dockside. The train was an excellent one,
and 1t looked as though it would be well
filled Ly the time all the schoolboys were on
board. It not ounly looked like being so,
but it was. Many of the .fellows believed
that some extra carriages had been added.

The journey was f{illed with interest from
the first moment to the last Down through
I'ranklyn and Waikato, and so on to the
important town of Hamilton—the centre of
a big grazing and dairying district.

They were on a different line now, not
that any of the boys cared. The scencry
was claiming all their attention, and by tho
time they finally .arrived at Rotorua, quite
late in the evening, they felt that they hud
had a rarc treat.

It was dark now, and they had no oppor-
tunities of seeing anything of the famous.
therinal district, although they were now in
the very heart of it; and there was no
prospect of them going on a sight-sceing
tour before the morning.

“It’s too late for anything of that naturc,”
declared Nelson Lee, when some of the
juniors pressed him with guestions, “ Speciul
arrangements have been made for your
accommodation, and vou’ll all be taken to
vour various hotels. To-morrow you may
roam about to your hecarts’ content. You'll
have the whole day here, and the schoal
returns to Auckland on Sunday morning.”

There was a good deal of satisfaction over
this arrangement, It satisfied everybody,
for the prospect of a full day here was most
alluring. Alee Duncan was particularly
pleased about it, although he had no great
desire to spend bhis time in looking art
gevsers and hot-springs. He had his oun
ideas as to how the day should be spent.

“Aren’t you going to see your people to-
night, Duncan?” asked Nipper, as he cama
across the New Zealand junior a few minutcs
later.

Duncan pulled a long face.

“Afraid I can't,” ho replicd. “I've scen
Mr. Lee about it, but he says I've gol to
go to the hotel with the rest of you chaps.”

“But what on earth for? Why can’t you
spend the night at your own home?”

“Well, vou see, the Duncan Hotel—that's
my father's place—is a few miles out, on the
shore of one of the smaller lakes,” replied
Alec gloomily. “It’'s not easily get-at-able,
and Mr. Lee doesn't want me to go out there
alone after dark, although I know the way
by heart.”

“Well, T dare say he's right,"” said Nipper
consolingly. “And as your people aren’t
expecting vou, it doesn’t really matter.”

Duncan frowned.

“T can’t quito understand it, you know,”
ho said slowly.

“Can’t quite understand what?”

“About my people,” replied Duncan, “I
wirote and said that the ship would be at
Auckland, and I was half-expecting that I
should get a letter there, or, at least, a
telegram. ¥Yet I haven't heard a word.”
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“It's rummy!” admitted Nipper. *“DPer-
haps your letter was late, or something 7"

“It’s not only that,” said Duncan, with =
worried look. "1 wrote lots of times fromn
Australie—Adelaide and Sydmey and Mel-
bourne, and postcards from alfy the smaller
towns «e passéd through. Yet I haven't
heard 2 word. And the School Ship was in
Melbourne for over a week.”

“I dare say you’ll find out the reason
for it when you get home to-morrow,” said
Nipper cheerily. “I ecan quite undersvand
why you're so keen on getting there to-

night. So near and yet so far—eh?”
“Yes, blow it!’ eaid Duncan disconso-
iately.

But in the general bustle and commeotion
he was not allowed to dwell too much upon
his disappointment. All the juniors in Lord
Dorrimore’s party were accommodated av the
came hotel, and these fellows were not In
the least interested regarding the rest of
the school. The chances were thav they
would only occasionally glimpse the seniors
or the fags between now and train-time on
Sunday.

Rotorua was rather a straggling township,
lying on the south-western shore of Lake
Rotorua itself. There were high hills in the
immediate neighbourhood, and all the boys
could feel, somehow, that this particular
part of the world was abnormal. Perhaps
it was something in the air—perhaps it was
only their imagination.

They all slept soundly that night, and the
next morning they were up early, to find
the day brilliant with glorious sunshine.
Afver a hearty breakfast the Removites and
Fourth-IF'ormers, with Dorrie at their head,
went off on a visit to the interesting epots.

“ All you kids had better keep in a bunch,”
advised his lordship, after he had given them

a dubious look. “T'm supposed to be re-
sponsible for you, and goodness knows
what'll happen to me if half of you get
lost.”

“We'll stick together, sir,” said Nipper.
“We've had a pow-wow about it, and we
reckon it'll be better to keep in one gang.”

“What about me?” asked Duncan. “I'm
keen on getting to my parents’ place—-"’

“"That’s all fixed,” interrupted Dorrie
promptly. “We start the day, my son, by
making a bee-line for the Duncan Hotel.
You’re the guide, bein’ a local inhabitant,
as it were. Why shouldn’t we take advan-
tage of your knnwledge? So if you don’t
show wus some startlin’ geysers and things
on the way, we shall be after vour blood.”

“Thanks awfully, sir,” said Duncan
eagerly. “It’s good of you to go straight to
my home, and I can promise you that vou’ll
see plenty of surprising things on the way.”

He was overjoyed, having half-expected
that he would be left to his own devices.
It would be heaps better to get to the Dun-
can Hotel with the crowd—for Aleec was
roud of his father’s fine property, and he
ad been half-afraid that his IForm-fellows
would not even sce it. But by going there
first of all, they would make sure of it.
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It was decided that they ehould go on
foot, rambling easily. They could sce muckh
more of the countryside in this way, even
though the going was slower, However,
there was no hurry,

They passed through the Maori village of
Ohinemutu—which wae, indeed, a part of
Rotorua itself—a sort of native quarter. It
was an interesting collection of native dwel-
lings, and here the sightseers found out how
useful the hot springs could be. In many
cases the Maori women were busily cooking
meals in the boiling springs outside the very
back doors of their houses. ‘

The meat, or fish, was simply enclosed in
a net, lowered into a pool, and left there
until 1t was cooked.

“I'll bet they don’t pay much for coal
or firewood in this region,”” grinned Harry
Gresham.

“ Practically nothing at ail,” replied Dun-
can, who was with him. “The Maoris were
here long before the Whites—mainly be-
causo of the rleasant climate, and the con-
venience of having constant hot water for
cooking."”

“IYs not dangerous, then?” asked
Gresham. *

“It doeen’t look dangerous,
chuckled Duncan.

They passed on out of the native scttle-

does it%"

ment, and came upon wonders in abund-
ance.
CHAPTER 7
Handforth Asks for
Trouble !
OO0K ! said Handforth
excitedly,
The juniors had

been passing through
a fairyland of fern
glades and gorges, rambling over little hills
and down into scenic valleys, and now, sud-
denly, they came out from beyond a belt
of trees and saw a crude mass of rocks,
some of them half-conecealed in  drifting
stcam. They all stood still, watching.

“Great Scott!” said Church. @i
carthquake!”

It was a fact that the ground was rumb-
ling and even quivering beneath their feet:
zmg some of the juniors were beginning to
look alarmed.

“It's nothing!” sang our Duncan. “The
ground’s always quaking in this distriet.
Don’t take any notice. It’s safe enough.”

The scene, just ahead, was one of much
grandeur—the voleanic rocks being varied in
colour, and quaintly shaped. Suddenly, an
immensely violent commortion teok place, an
enormous column of steaming liquid went
gushing with startling velocity into the air,

“Look out!” roared Handforth.

“You silly ass!” said Nipper.
one of the govsers!”

“Isn’t there anv danger?” asked Church,
staring.

Jd1

“Tt’s only



THE NELSON LEL SCHOOL STORY LIGRARY \

et

“Not unless you get too cloze.”
This particular geyzer was a big one, and
it was throwing the mud and boiling hot

water into the air with tremendovs force,
and to an almost unbelievable height.  The
top of the column was hundreds of feet

above, and the steam was roaring and hiss.
ing in a most alarming manner. Mud, too,
vas being flung upwards.

“Some of these geysers go off like this as
cegularly as clockwork,” said Duncan calmly.
“You know the minute when they're going
to get busy, and so you can be prepared.”

Presently tho geyser died down abruptly,
and now became a secething, ominously-
bubbling pool. Approaching ncarer, the
‘schoolboys were filled with awe., On cvery
hand thero were these boiling, ever-active
pools—restless and stecaming, eometimes
sending up little spurts a few feet into the
air. The very atmosphere was charged with
an odour that was reminiscent of sulphur.

- Skirting the hot springs, the party con-
tinued onwards, and was surprised to find

that these geyserz were scattered about in.

iendless numbers.  Yet, curiously enough,
lthey were divided up ULy glorious fern
‘glades and patches of country where stately
trees grew-—wonderlands of greenery. It was
by no means a bare, barren tract of veleanic
activity, '

The St. Irank’s fellows were soon to [ind
that they could only sce the veriest modicum
of all the wonders that wero to be found
in this diwstriet. In the Rotorua couniry, in-
deed, one can spend wecks of fascinating
wanderings—where the ground rumbles
ominougly underfoot, where thie geysers of
mud or water interminably shoot columns
of steaming liquid inte the air, and where
the vapour dt‘ﬂts in choking masses around
one, Many of these geysers erupt with the
regularity of clockwork,

In this distriet, too, one may cruise over
lakes which are boiling hot here, ice-cold
there, and where the cliffs of pure yellow
sulphur rise in all their wonder.  There
are the extraordinary silica terraces, and the
enormous streams of botling water from the
springs—running  millions  of gallons of
water a day.

~o far, the St. Frank’s erowd had only
seen a few of these marvels, but the boys
were greatly impressed. They had seen the
Island of Mokoia, in the centre of Lake
Iotorna, An extraordmary 1sland, rising
to over fifteen hundred feot—grassy and
wooded, and mainly inhabited by Maoris.

Tho waters of Lake Rotoma weie of a
particularly vivid hue, and the effect was
most striking.,

Handforth, of course, was not merely con-
tont to look at these wonders from afar.
Charactreristically, he wanted to investigate
closelv, and all the persuasions of Church
and MeClure were 1 vain.  He had de-
ltherately soparated bhimself from the main
varty—and his chums naturally stuck to him,
i'ney feaved that if thov lefi hin to his own
deviees he would drop into a mud pool, or
cet swallowed up by a boiling spring.
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“Look here, Handy, wiy the dickens can't
you keep with the othess!”  demanded
Chnreh, exasperated.

“Why should 1% relorteqa Ilandforth,
“You can go with the crowd if you like.
but I'm not having any., Not likely! ]
want to have a look it :omc of Lhese mmmy
bubbling pools.”

“If you're not carciul, vou'll look too
closely,” gaid McClure., “You silly chump!
Duncan knows all tuese places, and he'l
warn us if woe get too near——"

“My hat!” interrupied Chiurch. “They're

signalling now.”

The main party was on a neighbonring Litl-
side, while the chums of Study D were in
a little hollow, -where mud pools surroundaed
them, and where the vapours arese chok-
ingly and gripped their throats,

“Look out, you chaps!” sang out Duncan.
“Better not fool about down there!”

“I knew it!” said Church, in alarm.

“I thought vou said there's no danger'l”
roared Handforth, looking at the crowd.

“There isn't much, unless yvou fall into a

boiling spring!” yeiled  Duancan.  “But
you can’'t be teo careful!” "
“YWe can look after ouvrsclves!" replied

Handforth confidently, -

Yet as he spoke the very caith seemed to
crumble benecath his  feel. He gave a
startled vell, tried to pull himself back. but
he was too late. Chureh and McClure
seemed rooted to the spot, scared out of their

wits, Ilandforth had plunged down into o
steaming, sticky mass of dark-coloured liguid
mud.

“He's trapped!” gmasped Church, “Obh,
Handy! We warned you—-="

“Help!” gurgled Haundiovth desperatelv.

“Ho'll be killed ™ wailed MceClare, “ That
mud is boiling! Even if we drag hun out
it'll be too late!”

They both started forward. theiv one
thought being to reseue theie uvnfortunate
leader.  But Handforth, surprisingly

enough, appeared to be possessed of plenty
of energy—considering that he was wallow-
ing in boiling mud. He was so energetic, in
fact, that he splashied tlhie mud about in
cascades, and even went completely under.

Truth to tell, he was lucky—as lucky as
usual. e might casily have blundered ito
a really fatal pool, but fortunately thiz one
was only modcrately hot, Handforth felr, in
the first moment, that he was being boiled
alive, but the mud was really no Lotler
than an ordinary hot bLath. :

Floundering wildly, Handforl!: managed to

reach the crumbling bank of the pool.
Church  and McClure grasped his  out-
stretched hands and pulled hLim half ont;

but the elinging mud defeated them, and
the unfortunate junior was dragged back
again. By this time a number of the other
follows had arvived, and their faces wore all

expressive of the acute alarmn which filled
them.

“He'll be killed "

“Give a hand,” snapped Chureh, “and

L don't talk g0 much!”
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“"T'in unot dead, you fatheads!”
(Tandforth. “My bat! This mud’s hot,
but it’s not skinning me yet! Can’t you
lend me a hand?”

An ominous bubbling and hissing sounded
from the very centre of the mud-pool,

“Back!” panted Fullwood. “Look out,
vou chaps!”
The pool sprang %  active life,

enormous bubbles of vapour rising to the
surface and bursting with noisy, menacing
reports. Handforth, caught in the midst of
the sudden uprush of mud, was sent shoot-
ing into the air, tossed about like a ball on
the top of the column of liquid mud.

[Fortunately, before he was flung too high,
he was tossed sideways, and whea he fell he
wallowed in a shallow patch. He was in-
stantly seized, dragged r:fea.r, and everybody
gathered round him, shouting excitedly and
getting in one another’s way.

““Let’'s have some room, my sons!” said
Lord Dorrimore erisply. “Give the poor
kid air! He seems in a bad way. We shall
have to rush him back to the town and get
him into a hospital.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Alec Duncan was roarmng with laughter,
and the others stared at him indignantly and
amazedly.

“No need to get the wind up,” said the
New Zealand boy. “I know this mud pool
of old—it’s not dangerous. It’s only a warm
peol.”

The heap of mud on the ground—which
was really MHandforth—gave a convulsive
wriggle, and a thick voice sounded from the
midst of it.

YWarm !” it howled. “You
It's boiling 1

“Rats!” gaid Duncan. *“‘If that mud had
been boiling, you would have been dead
long ago. There’s a warm spring just near
by—clear water—and you'’d better have a
bath at once. You look as if you need it!”

Dorrie grinned with relief.

= the Lord Harry!” he said. “I was
fanlei too! I thought it was all up with
the poor beggar! Your
bath is rcady!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

Greatly relieved, the rest of the fellows
helped Handforth to get to the neighbour-
ing spring. But they took carc not to help
him too thoroughly, for they saw no reason
why they should make themselves eligible
for a cleansing bath, too,

Handforth plungcd into the warm ecrystal
waters, converting them into murky depths
of drabness. Slowly he re-appeared out of
the mud, and after plenty of splashing about
he looked himself acain, althcugh very wet
and very rcd in the face.

And after that Chureh and MecClure had
an easier time with him. TFor IHHandy had
lost much of his eagerness to investigato
these wonders of nature at close quarters
They could he beottor appreciated from »
distance !

silly ass!

This way, Handy!

yelled
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CHAPTER 8 -
A Surprise for Aleo
Duncan !

q|HE juniors passed a
curious kind of
valley, sombre and
grotesque, which
nbounded in  mud

volcanoes. © There were more of the hot-
springs, too, and other forms of voleanio
phenomena. There was something impres-

sive in this scene—something which filled the
schoolboys with an ever-present awe. The
acrid fumes, the steaming mists, the constant
and continuous bubbling of the mud--all this
gave an impression of the mighty forces that
were at work so near to the surface of the
earth’s crust.

“It doesn’t seem safe to me,” said
Hubbard nervously. “I think it's a dotty
idea to bring us here. Tor all we know, the
whole countryside might go up at any
moment, enveloping us with it."”

“Let’s clear out!” said Teddy Long,
scared,

“Idiots!” said Fullwood, who was near
by. '*If there was any danger here the New
Zealand Goverument wouldn’t allow people
to approach. These mud geysers are safe
encugh, as long as you treat them with
respect.”

“What about earthquakes?” asked Hub-

bard, “Just now the whole ground seemed
to ripple under us. My only hat! Suppos-
ing the ground suddenly opened and

swallowed us up?”’

“What’s the good of supposing?”’ chuckled
Fullwood. “The fact is, you chaps have got
the wind up.”

They stoutly denied it, but there was a
lack of assurance in their tones. and they
were glad to leave that Dante-esque inferno,
and to pass on to a scene of fern-strewn
beauty which lay only a short distance away
in the next valley. They found themselves
passing some more boiling springs during
the next five minutes. These were different
from any of the others they had scen—great
pools, from which immense clouds of steam
rose high into the air. The juniors were
standing on an extraordinary cruvst formed
by silicate deposits from the thermal
springs. Seen from a distance, one might
have supposcd that the schoolboy party was
standing on a lake, so curious was the cffect
of this silica.

“These geysers and hot-springs haven't
always been active like this,” said Duncan,
with the air of a guide. ““In about 1880 they
were all dead. Nothing doing at all. Then,
in 1886, there was the Tarawaia eruption.”

“The which?” asked Handforth

“Tarawara is about sixteen miles from
Rotorua, and 1t’s a sort of volecano,” replied
Duncan., “When the eruption bappened in
1886, it changed the outline of several of
these lakes.  Some gigantic geysers cam
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wto exoslepee, and water and rud and ~tonces
were chucked up to a hewghit of nearly a
thousand feet. But things got quicter after
that, of course, and since thon this regicn has
aiways been active.”

“A sort of curative inferno, ch?" smiled
Lord Dorrmmore. “It's rummy how nature
cvens  things up. These cruptions kill
people with ruthless meveilessness, and the
very district  which distributed death now
beeomes o health resort, with, sanatoriums
ail over thie place. These \*apm.fr furnes may
not be very pleasant—I've got an infernally
nasty taste in my mouth now—but 1 dare
say they're doing us a heap of good.”

{t was plain to see that Alee Duncan was
getting impatient. Not much time had been
wasfc(i it was true, and he was keen enough
to show his Form-fellows the various wonders
of the ncighbourhood. Yet, at the same
time, he was anxious to get to hLis parents'
home—his own home. This surprise visit of
his wag a )oy that he had been looking for-
wiard to with ever-increasing glee, and it
would be all the more enjoyable because he
had heard nothing whatever from his father

¢ mother, However, Alec was just a
little worried. It had occurred to him
that Mr. Duncan, knowing that the

Schiool Ship would be in Auckland for a
day or two, might have made his own
arvangements, There was a  distinct possi-
bility that his parents had planned their
cwn surprise. Perhaps they had failed to
write or wire because they had planned to
visit the School Ship. Perhaps they were 1n
Aunckland now! It wonld be rough luck,
indecd, il Duncan and his people had cressed
s route, thus missing each other,

If so, it would be because of this wheeze
of Alee’s to surprise them, and ho was
already beginning to deubt tle wisdom of
the policy,  Surprise wisits, after all, ave
never very satisfactory. In his own mind, Alec
was blaming Handforth for having pitch-
forked him into this piece of folly, TFar
better to have sent his wire from Auckland,
as he had previously arranged.

Stall, it was no good grumbling now. So
Alec keld his tongue, hoping that evervthing
would be all right.

The Duncan Hotel was sitvated amidst
some of the most charming scenery in the
whole Rotorua distriect.  The parly came
within s'ght of it suddenly, unexpectedly,
after they had emerged from a fern-
bordered path amidst the tall trees,

“By George!” said Handforth, “That's a
ripping scene !”

“Rather1” said Church.

“Priccless, laddies—absolutely priceless!”
nmuttered Archie. “I mean to say, dashed
picturesque, and all that sort of thing,
what?"”

They .were on a hillside, and below them
stretched the vividly blup waters of a small
lake. One or two boats and canocs were to
Lie seen, with paddles or oers flashing in the
brilliant sunshine, People in white flannels
or gaily-coloured frocks were 1n these
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pleasure eraft. Jurther up the luke a motor,
boat was cruising round, and the soflt purr
of its engine cameo floating up the hillside.
Just round the shore of the lake, about
half a mile distant from the St. Frank’'s
group, arose the front of a great building.
It was a charming old-world place, set n
the mnudst of green lawns and vividly
coloured flower-beds, with terraces and au
endless profusion of surrounding trees.

“Some millionaire’s home, I suppose?’
commenied one of the juniors,

“It’s my home!” said Duncan, smiling.

“What!”

“My hat! Is this your pecople’s place!
asked Handforth,

“Rather!” saitd Duncan. not without u
touch of pride. “It's not a private house, ot
course. It’s the Duncan Residential Hotel,
A cut above the ordinary hotel, isn't 167"

“Your pater knew what he was doing when
he sold his giddy farm and invested his
moncy in this property ! said Travers. “For
the love of Samson! Ye'll never be able
to drag you away! You won't want to
leave!”

w15l bug wrench,” said Duncan soberly,
“Tt wouldn’t be so bad if I couid spend a
woek or two hero, but it seems a shame that
I must go back to the School Ship to-
morrow. "’

Farther along the lake-shore, opposite the
hotel, & number of figures made their appear-
ance, and even at this distance the boys could
see that they belonged to a crowd of St
Frank’s scniors. Not that Dorric's parly was

3
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interested. |
“Let's all go marching up to your people’s
eiddy hotel,” said Handforth briskly.

“ Might be a good idea to stay there for w
bit, and grab some cooling drinks. And I
could do with a wash and brush up, too.”

“You'll be my guests,” said Duncan. “No
paving for anything, you chaps! My father
will be only too jolly pleased to welcome yon.
And don't forget you've got to stay for
lunch, too.”

“Very good of you, young 'un, but your
father is liable to have a fit if we all pile n
like that,” smiled Lord Dorrimore. “Hew~
a man of business, and I'mi going to pay
for the luncheon.”

“Ie won’t let you pay, sir!” said Duncan
indignantly.

“Won't he?” said hLis lordship. * We'll sco
about that.”

They all moved on, and presently the fine
hotel was lost to sight, owlag to a turn
the hillside path and the intervention of
trees. After a while the boys found them-
selves on an excellent motoring road. They
came upon it suddenly, and only just avoided
being run into by o swiftly-gliding auto-
mobile which came round a curve, filled with
holiday-makers.

“By the look of things vour pater is doing
well,” said Nipper, to Duncan. ‘‘Plenty ot
visitors lere, anywayv."”

“Let’'s get there!” said Duncan breath-

| lessly.
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Now that the actual moment was diawing

near, ho was bubbling with excitemeut.
Until now he had managed to suppress it,
aned 1F was only wilh thoe greatest difficulty
uiat he restrained the desire to break into
a run, and dash like mad over the final
hundred yards.

They came out upon one of the noble ter
races, and were soon in front of the hotel
itself, where there was a wide-open space,
flower-bordered and with green lawns on
either hand. The hotel front was gay with
creepers, and with brightly coloured sun-
blinds. People 1n holiday attire were loung:
ing on the lawns, or sitting under the trees
or passing in and out of the big main en
trance.

“ Basy—easy said Lord Dorrimore, with
a chuckle. *“*My sons, this is a swell place.
I'in in charge of you, and I'm responsible.
So no larking about. Let our young host
do the honours. Duncan, you'd better buzz
in first, and find your guv'noy. We'll dally
here, and admire the general scenery.”

“Thanks awfully,” said Duncan gratefully.

He appreeciated Dorrie’s thoughtfulness. A
few minutes’ privacy with his ple would
be rather ripping, :

But before Duncan could move off, a rather
bigrish man came striding towards the St.
Frank’s group. He was a man of perhaps
forty-five, dressed in a kind of Palm Beach
suit, and looking very prosperous. His face
was not particularly attraective.

“Weleome to the Duncan Hotel, gentle-
men,” he gaid breezily, “TIf you're thinking
of making a stay -

“We're only just calling,” said Duncan.
“These are all my friends—St. Trank’s
fellows—and this is Lord Dorrimore. ls
father about anvwhere? I'm as keen as
mustard on finding him.”

Tho big man smiled,

“TIt all depends upon whom your father is,”
he replied genially. *“* A visitor here, eh? If
vou'll .tell me his name—"

“No, not a wvisitor,” interrupted Duncan.
“TTe's the proprietor—Mr., Alexander Dun-
can.”

An instantancous change came over the big
man’s face.

“ Duncan !
YHe's gone,

“Gone!"” echoed Alee, staring,
where?"

“T don’t know whero—and I don’t carc
where!” said the big man. “But he’s gone
I don’t care for

!H

, Your father!” he said curtly,

“Cone

—and you’d better go, too.

his breed!”’
. [ 4

CHAPTER 9
The Usurper !
LEC DUNCAN'S face

was utterly blank.
Lord Dorrimore care-
lessly lit a cigarette.
and appeared to be
interested in a couple of men who were fool-
ing about with some golf-sticks on one of the
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lawns., The majority of the other St, Frank’s
fellows allowed their attention (o wandoer,
too. There was a vague feeling that some-
thing was wrong-—or, as Archie murmured
to fk%f Brent later, comething had apparently
come unstuck,

“Gone!” said Duncan in amazement.
“Bat—but I don’t understand! My father is
the owner of this hotel &

“You're behind the times, sonny,” inter-
rupted the big man. “Three months ago
your father was the owner of this hotel, bhut
I found it necessary to turn him out.”

“Turn—him—out!” repeated Alec dis-
jointedly.

“That’s what I said,” snapped the other,

apparently relishing his brusqueness. ‘' Ay
name’s Peter Garrod, and I'm the =sole
owner of this property. 't'hat’s all. Now

you know, and I've already told you that
you're not welcome here!”

But Alee Duncan was by no means satis-
ficd. He was bewildered, dumbfounded. 'T'he
thing had hit him like a blow between the
eyes., He hadw been half-prepared for the
shock of finding that his parents had left for
Auckland, and that he had missed them,
But this! It bowled him over. TFor a
moment or two his brain almost refused to
function.

“But—but it's impossible!” he panied.
“My father hasn't told me anything about
it—he hasn’t written——"’

“I can't help your father's omissions,”
broke in Mr. Garrod unpleasantly., “1I hato
to be so blunt, kid, but you're asking for it.
This property 1s mine—every stick of it.
Your father owed me money, and I kicked
him out.”

Alec's eves blazed.

“What do you mean?” he shouted angrily.

“Kicked him out!” repeated Mr. Garrod,
with relish, “T don’t know where he is now,
and I'm sure 1 don’t care. If he hasn't told
you of his whereabouts, it’s his own fault—
and your funeral |”

There was something inexpressibly con-
temptuous in Mr. Garrod’s tone, and Alce
Dunean, in spite of his dismay, was filled
with fury.

“Why do you speak like that?"” he asked
fierecly. ““My father never did you any
harm, I'll swear! T want to know why he
was—was turned out, as you say ? Oh, 1t's
—it’s a practical joke, isn't it? VYou're try-
ing to fool me!” he added, with a sudden

gulp. _
“Tt's no _joke,” vwetorted Mr. Garrod
harshly. “How many more {imes have [

ot to tell you that your father has gone?
And vou'd better not make a scene here, or
T’ll take pretty strong measures with you!”

“¥You—you bullying—"

Alec paused, words failing him, and then
he felt Tord Dorrimore’s hund on his
shoulder,

“Better come away, voung un,’” said his
lordship  quietly, “This—er—gentleman
apparently knows what ho's talkin' about,
and we've no desire to trespass on hLis pro-

perty.”
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An unpleasant scowl came over tho man’s face as he learned Alec Duncan’s name,

17

““ Your father’s

agne from here—I found it necessary to turn him out—and you’d better go, too ! *’ he said harshly.
‘““I don’t care for his breed [

7”7

“T should think not!” burst out Iand-
forth excitedly. “I wouldn't stay on his
totten property if he paid me! Ile ought
to be kicked for talking to Duncan like
that! The beastly bruto!”

Mr., Peter Garrod flushed with anger.
“Get off these premises!” he said thickly.
All of you! Xnglish schoolboys, ch? Well,
I don't want vou here! Clear off1”

But for Lord Dorrimore’s presence, there
would probably have been a bit of trouble.
Even Archie was prepared to start *a spot
of bother ” without any further provocation.
And Handforth, naturally, was burning with
a desire to dot Mr, Garrod oun the nose.

Dorric succeeded in drawing them all away,
and they eventually found themselves on
thie road, beyond the limilz of the hotel
pronerty.  Everybody was asking ¢uestiions,
and giving Dunecan their sympathy,

“But—but I can’t nnderstand it!” ejacu-
lated the New Zealand junior, slowly ro
covering his composure. “1t's s0 mysterious
—and so unexpected! My father hasn’t tola
mo anything about leaving the hotel! 1
didn’t even know that he was in any kind
of trouble! It’s awful! Where is ho now?”

“It’'s no good getting exeited,” said Nip-
per gently,  “You'll probably be able to find
ottt something in Rotorua, old man. Natur-
ally you're bowled over—anybody would be !”

““And mother, too!” muttered Duncan
tragically.  “Where are they?  Where's
Anuiec? And Stewart?”

[ 5

“Annie?” said Iandforth. "Stewart?”
“My brother and sister.”
“I didn’t know you had any brothers and
sisters,” said Handforth in astonishment.
“Cheese 1t, Handy!” protested Church,
“Why the dickens should Dunean go about
telling us his family affairs? Ie can have
brothers and sisters if he likes, can’t he?

“Annic’s  about  fourteen,” muttered
Duncan dazedly. *Stewart’s a kid about
lve., An ey’ ve ne—:ia hem !
twelve. And they've gone Il of t} !

And that man says they were turned out!
I can't believe it!”

“There’s something rotien in the state
of Denmark,” said Nipper, shaking his head.
“1 didn’t like that fellow Garrod, dircetly
I set eyes on him.”

“But what’s he gob to do with Denmark #”
asked Handforth, staring. “Why draz in a
foreign country? We're in New Zealand,
aren't we?”

“My dear chap, it's only an cxpression—
a quotation from *Ilamlet,”"” said Nipper.
“It’s used 1n a general sense i

“IFathead |" interrupted ¥andlorth scorn-

fully., “This 1s no ftime for quoting
proverbs! Poor old Duncan is looking

groggy.”

“Wilting at the knees. dash 1t!” said
Archie sympathetically. “I imagine the dear
old boy is most frightfully Lit. Not merely
nit, I mean, but absolutely biffed. Straight

[ F)

between the eyes, what?
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“"You've got it, Archie,” said Duncan,
taking a deep breath. *1 feel just like that
~—as 1f somebody had knocked me on the
head. 1t’s so—so stunning. I can’t realise
it—not hearing anything, and coming here
expecting to find P

He broke off, incoherent.

The others could easily appreciate his
agony of mind. The New Zealand junior
had proudly brought his Form fcllows to this
delightful spot—to this magnificent resi-
dential hotel, tucked away so charmingly on
the shores of this exquisite lake. So far as
he had known, the hotel was his father’s
property—bought outright from the proceeds
of the farm. And now he had learned, with-
out the slightest preliminary hint, that his
people had been kicked out! This man
(iarrod—this usurper—was in his father’s
place !

*I'rankly,
thm:ghtfuffry.
me, Duncan.

“I—] don't understand, sir!”

“1 may be wrong, of course, but it struck
me that Garrod was infernally uncomfort-
able,” said Dorrie shrewdly.

“That’s what I thouglht, sir,” put 1n
Nipper quickly. ‘‘Not only uncomfortable,

I don’t like it,” said Dorrie
“It doesn’t look straight to

but uneasy—as though he had a sort of
guilty conseience. As soon as he heard
Duncan’s name, he changed-—he looked

really scared, and then he faked that anger
in order to cover his confusion.”

“1 won't go as far as that,” said Dorrie
cautiously. “I won't say he was scared, but,
by gad, he was unqguestionably uncomfort-
able! And if this deal had been put through
on the square, Garrod would have acted
differently. I've had a bit of experience of
the world, and I know more than you kids.

That man was uncomio rtable when he
heard that this youngster was Duncan's
gon. And why? Apparently because he's

had some shady dealing with Mr. Duncan.

“1 believe you're right, sir!” panted Aleec.
“Anybody is liable to sell property, and
rcap?e can buy 1t, too. But if Mr. Garrod
wad bought it honestly, he wouldn't have
acted like that! Where can we find out the
truth* What can we do?”

“Well, to start with we mustn’t get too
excited,” said Dorrie easily. *“We'd better
go back to Rotorua, and I’ve no doubt that
a few inquiries will soon bear fruit. It
won’t be long before we locate your people,
Duncan,”

Alee felt somewhat reassured after his
lordship had talked a little longer in this
strain, The other fellows, too, did all they
could to comfort him. They had forgotten
all about the geysers and the hot-springs by
now. They were no longer interested in the
scenic wonders of the thermal district. One of
their number was in trouble, and all their
thoughts were concentrated upon getting to
the bottom of this distressing little mystery.
The scenie wonders could wait,

An intensely human element had entered
the situation; Alee Duncan, so light-hearted
half an hour earlier, now looked

like a |
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fellow who had been without sleep for a

week, His expression was drawn., His eyes
were L:luiu,:.ttlr.a.]Ii:l bright. And his whole
appearance was haggard.

“We must find them—we must find them!”
hs muttered feverishly. “I've got a fecling
that something terrible has happencd—some-
thing worse than that man told us! Oh,
can’'t we get back to Rotorua quickly ? Why
must we walk? Can’t we get some cars?”

“Well, you ought to know best, old man,”
said Harry Gresham gently. “We're all
strangers in these parts.” '

Gresham was particularly cut up, for it
was Alee Duncan who shared Study J with
him at St. IFrank’s, along with Adams, the
American junior. Adams had not come on
this world trip, although he was an Ancient
House boy.

Gresham and Duncan were study-mates,
and had always pulled together famously.
Gresham, in faet, knew more about Alce's
affair than anybody; he had often heard
about Annie and Stewart, and had seen their
photographs. He had seen snapshots o the
hotel, too, and he had eagerly looked for-
ward to this mecting with Duncan’s peaople.

The whole party was now hurrying along
the road, concentrating their attention upon
rcaching Rotorua as quickly as possaible.

They were not interested in the woodland
beauty, in the fern glades that flanked the
road.

“That man isn’'t a New Zealander, I'll
bet 1" said Handforth abruptly.

“He’s a rotter, whatever he is,” =aid
Nipper. ‘““If he had an ounce of decency in

him, he would have broken the news gently
to Duncan, instead of contemptuously telling
him that his people had been hoofed out.
I could have smashed him for that!”

“1 came jolly near to biffing him 1in the
eyg!” said Handiorth fiercely. “The rotten
cad !”

A sudden ery ecame from Duncan—a shout
of recognition,

“It’s Otoko!" he ejaculated breathlessly.

"IEh?" said IHandforth., **What the
dickens——"

He broke off, for Duncan had started run-
ning forward, outstripping the rest. A figure
had appeared in sight, somoc little way
ahead. 1oven at this distance the schoolboys
could see that the man was an aged Muaori,
white-haired, and clad in a sort of white
drill-uniform, even including a peaked-cap.
Apparently he was one of the hotel servants.

“Toky!” chouted Duncan, as he met tho
old Maori.

For a moment the old man stared at
Dunecan in a sort of bewilderment, then he
dropped a satchel he was carrving and
clasped the junior’s hand tightly.

“Master Alee!” he said, in a
voice. “You've come! And you
abont the hotel! [ can sce it!”

“Toky, what’s  happened?” panted
Duncan. “Where are my father and
mother? \When did they leave the hotel ?7

By this time the other &i. 'rank’s boys

rumbling
know
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had erowded round, and the old Maori was
looking somewhat bewildered.

“These are all my friends,” said Alee
quickly. *“You chaps, this is Otoko, onc of
my father’s old servants., Deen with uy
nearly all his life. He was more of a friend
than a servant, though. Used to nurse me
when I was a baby.” -

Otoko, in spite of his age, was s rather
fine-looking man, and his Eaglish was well-
nigh as perfect as Alec’s. As all the junicrs
knew, the Maoris have equal rights with the
whites in New Zealand, and are a fino race.

“Toky will tell uz everything {” said Alec
breathlessly. “'Who's that maa at the hotel,
Toky? What’s he doing there?”

A frown came 1nto the old man's eyes.

“Mr. Garrod—no good!"” hLe said fiercely.
“A bad man! He turned your father out—
three months ago. And you weren't told,
Master Alect?”

“1 knew nothing!”

“The master wanted to gpare you,” said
(roko gravely. “He thinks Le can beat
this man. But I think not. Mr. Carrod
v clever—and wicked. e is in possession.”

“And where are my father and mother?”
axked Alee quickly.

*“In Rotorua,” said the old man, after a
Lirieft hesitation.

*Where?” shouted Duncan. “Tell me!l T
vant to go to them at once! Where can 1
{ind them? Aud why aren’t you with them,
Toky 2"

The aged Maori sadly shook his head.

“1 wanted to be, but the master said
“no," " he replied.

ft turncd out that Otoko was working in
a sanatorium, near by, and not in the hotel
a: the boys had believed. He was indignant
at the suggestion that he should work for the
man who had turned his master out, He

scemed very reluetant to give any details,
and this, in itself, was signtficant.

But at least he had told Duncan where the
lutter’s family was to be found.
post-haste,

And,

there,

Alec wean  huarried

CHAPTER 10

il The Re-union.
L MPOSSIBLE!"  wmut-
r,’:-*ﬂ"’l tered Duncan, in a
. tone of stupclied un-
=20 belief.
e was staring

at a small wooden shack—a mere shanty—
v hitch stood by itself some little distance out,
on the other side of Rotorua. And ir wes
tiuls place which had been poiated out to
liim as his new home!

It secmed like some nightwmiare to Alee.
1ic had spent all his earlier boyliood on the
bie farm, further south, and it seemed only
a few months since he was larking about the

great old house. Thea had come the
sumptuous hotel with the appareat jump
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deed, that Mr. Duncan had been able to send
his boy to a famous Engiish Public School.

And now—this shack!

It was fantastic and unreal, Alce ex-
pected to awaken at any moment, and to
find himself in his bunk, or board the School
Ship. All this couldn't be true. It was

too awful.

“Keep back, vou fellows,” said Nipper
guictly. - “Let Duncan go in alone. We'll
amuse ourselves until he comes out again.
Iﬂ fact, we oughtn't to have come here ut
a .IT

“Rot ! said Handforth bluntly,
we can do something to help?”

But most of the fellows were sorry they
had comec—for Duncan’'s sake. They knew
how acutely he must feel the situation. A
few juniors of the more frivolous type, such
as Gore-Pearce and Gulliver and Bell, diad
stayed in the centre of the town, indifferent
ae to Alce Duncan's affairs, and it was just
as well that they had done so, for they would
probably have indulged in some cheap sncer-
ing at the sight of this abode.

The others were genuinely upset.  Lord
Dorrimore felt wretched. But he, too, de-
cided to keep out—particularly as he had
caught sight of Nelson Lec¢ in the distance,
with a pgroup of Sixth-Formers, Dorric
felt that 1t might be as well to give Lee a
few details of this matier. For Duncan was
a St. Frank’s boy, and Nelson Lee was the

“Perhaps

Head. It scemed that eomething would
certainly havo to be done,.
Duncan, after a brief hesitation, ran to

the door of the little wooden building, and

he did not waste time in knocking, He
broke in, and found hLimself in a little,
tastefully-furnished room. At the samc

moment a figure appeared in an inner door-
way, opposite,

" Mother!” panted Duncan, with a gulp.

He ran forward, and cuibraced her. He
was quite breathless by the time he had
finished, and Mrs. Duncan, a kindly lady of
not more than forty, was considerably
flustered and disnevelled, -~

“But, Alee!” she protested, gazing at him
with wondering eyes. “We didu't know
vou were coming!”

“No: I meant it to be a surprise!™ said
“And, by jingo, it has been a sur-
prise, too! T mean, I went to the hotel,
and &

He broke off, noting the pained look in
his mother's eves.

“Of course, dear,” shie whispered, “That’s
where vou would go. You didn’t know, did,
vou? Things—things aten’t quite so good
with us, Alee. But your father will tell you
everything.”

And then there was a sudden rush, a vell
of joy, and Aleec Duncan was overwhelmed
by the greetings of his brother and sister,
In the middle of it all, M:. Duncan himself
appeared—a raiher frail man, still quite
young-looking, but obviously in poor health.
Alee had now los. all his previous gloom.
Here were his mother and father—his

in his father’s fortunes. Such a jump, in- | brother and sister—and nothing else reallw
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scemed to matter at the moment. Humble
or not, this was his home, and here was

his family. After his recent wild thoughts
—thoughts that he had hardly been able
to grasp—he was aware of a great sense
of relief.

“You bounder, Aleo!” his younger brother
was saying. “Why didn’t you tell us you
were coming ?” :

“Tt's fine to see you again, Alec!” cried
Annie gleefully. “You've got to tell us all
about I&ngland—and the School Ship--and
your adventures in Australia.”

“Yes, rather,” said Alec. “Of course 1
will; but J want to know—I mean, I’'m all

bewildered. Dad, what does it mean? What
about the hotel? TIt's all so—so un-
expected,”

His father, who had given him a warm
greeting, now shook his head,

“I don't think you would understand, my
bov,” he said, with a sigh., *‘Things are—
well, bad. No need for me to tell you that,
But they won't be as bad as this for long—
at least, I hope not.”

“You mean you'll get the hotel back,
dad 7" ‘
“T'm afraid not,” esaid Mr. Dunecan.

“(arrod has the upper hand—and he’s not
the kind of man to relinquish his hold once
he has taken his grip. No, Alee, I'm afraid
that things will never be as rosy as they
were."”’

A thought occurred to Alec.

“Tf things are so bad, dad, I mustn’t go

back to England,” he caid quickly. “T must
stay  here—to help.”
“Nonsense!” =aid his {ather uncomfort-

bad as all that,

"

“Things aren’t as
Your education mustn't suffer—-

“But there are plenty of good schools
in Auckland ! said Alec ecagerly. “Not that
T nced to keep at school. I'm over fifteen,
.:“d__u

“Put all those thoughts ont of vour head,”
<atd My, Dunean. “Your school fees at St.
["frank’s are alrcady paid for the remainder
[ this year. So vou will go back to Eng-
‘and. just as though nothing has happened.”

“Put even now I don’t understand what
‘t all means,” protested Alec. “I always
liought that vou were rich, dad. Tt doesn’t
ake anv real difference—but—but—— Well,
i hronght a erowd of my schoolfellows along,
nd T don’t know what to eay to them.”

AMr. and Mrs. Dunecan exehanged glances.

“Is it necessary to say anvthing ?” asked
Alee’s mother., " We're not ashamed of living
1+ this small bouse, And if it hadn’t been
for that wicked man wa should never have
heen here!” she added, with a sudden out-
harst of indignation. “Oh, Alee, I've told
vour father a hundred times that Garrod has
~windled him.”

“Hush. hush!” muttered Mr. Duncan, dis-
iressed, "It doesn’t do any good, dear, to
talk like that. If I was foolish, T must
sulfer the consequences. In this life, we must
pay for our mistakes,” e turned to Alec.

“T suppose your friends are outside?” he

ﬂl_ll:\'.
my bov,
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went on. “ You had better bring them in,
if you please.”

Tap-tap!

A knock sounded on the door, and when
Alec ran to it and opened it, he found Lord
Dorritmore outside, with Nelson lee.

“Sorry if we're buttin® in,” said Dorrie,
“but T spotted Mr. Lee, and 1 thought it
would be advisable to bring him along., He’s
vour headmaster, young 'un, and he might
like to meet your father.”

‘““1 should certainly like to, Duncan,” caid
Nelson Lee.

Three minutes later the introductions had
been made, and Lee and Dorrie were sitting
down in that small room. Mrs. Duncan had
disercetly retired, taking the younger chil:
dren with her. Only Alec remained.

“It gives me very great pleasure, of course,
to meet the father of ome of my boys"”
Nelson Lee was saying. “Lord Dorrimore
nas been telling me that your son was con
siderably perturbed owing to your unex-
pected removal from the hotel.”

“Unexpected is the right word, Mr. Lee,”
Said Mr. Duncan. “Six months ago 1
thought I was a prosperous man, but to-day
I have bitter reason to know otherwise.”

1t was a delicate situation, for Lee had
no excuse whatever for probing into M,
Duncan’s affair—and, indeed. would never
have dreamed of doing so. But Lord Dor-
rimore was a blunt man—and, in many ways,
a blunderer.

“Look here, Mr. Duncan, if there's any
financial help wanted, ean’t T <lep in?" he
asked. “I don’t want you {o misunderstand
me. Business is business, and I am quite
prepared——"

“No, no!” nterrupted Mr. Duncan
quickly. “I am grateful to vou, sirv, for
making the suggestion. T will he frank
with vou. I am in this present condition
becanse T was once foolish enough to—
borrow." ,

= E‘}nt, hang & I'm not that kind of man

“I know that,”* sard Mr. Duncan carnestly,
“It 1s very difficult for me to explain my-
self without giving offence, T am not a
husiness man. and never pretended to be
one. Most of mv life T have been a farmer
—and a prosperous one. It was only because
of ill health that I came to Rotorua, and in-
vested my money in this hotel,”

“And thinrs  went  badly—ch”
Daorria svmpathetically,

“On the contrarv, they went well—so ex-
cocdinglvy well that T was encouraged to en-
large the motel bevond my ineans” Mr.
Duncan said,  “That was the trouble—that
was where T got cavght in the snare.”

“Snare ?” said Nelson Lee,

“That’s the only word, sir,”" replied M\,
Duncan grimly. “I became acquainted with

asked

a man named Garrod in Auckland——"
“A rascal, if ever I saw omne,” put in
Dorrie, with a nod.

“T put my proposition before him, and he
was enthusiastic,” continued Mre. Duncan,
“He advanced the necessary money for the
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rcuovations I had planncd—for the addition
ol a new wing, and ihe modernising of the
lighting and drainage. It was a big job—
running into tens of thousands. And now
ihie Duncan Hotel is one of the finest
establishments in the whole of the North
{sland.”

“"But surely this

NELSON

property is  mainly
vours?” asked Nelson Lee. ''l'orgive me,
My, Duncan, if I appear inquisitive. I un-
derstood that this property was vours—that
vou borrowed a certain sumn to make thesc
unprovements.”

“A strictly business arrangemeunt,” nodded
Mr. Duncan. “My agreement with Mr,
Carrod was quite plain. He was to receive
a reasonable percentage on his capital, the
principal to be paid off during the course of
some years. You can imagine my startled
amazement when, a month aftey the builders
and decorators had finished their task,
Garrod bluntlv and brutally erdered me off
the premises,”

“Gad! Your asked
Dorrie.

“My own premises,” nodded Mr. Duncan
cuietly.

“Oh, dad!” panted Alec,

D?H

“You don’t understand, my boy.,” said his
father. *1 had to go. I resisted at first—
until Garrod legally proved his claim. Un-
fortunately, he is a lawver—and I am not.
Possibly I was too trusting—too gullible. 1
thought the whole business was straight, and
{ signed Garrod’s documents without ques-
tion. I trusted him. As a result, I find
myself nearly penniless, while my property
—in which I had invested my life’'s savings
—has been wrested fromi me by this—this
shark,”

“The infernal scoundrel! He ought to be
kicked out!” said Dorrie hotly, ‘“*Hang 1it,
voit can’'t sit down under sucih a state of
affairs. Mr. Duncan! This fellow has no
right to vour property! How can he claim
the whole building when he only advanced
suflicient money to add a wing or two?”

“It was a legal trap,” replied Mr. Dun-
can wearily. “I'm sick and tired of all these
legalitics. I don’t feel capable of fighting
any longer. The man has beaten me, and 1
must suffer the consequences.”

~ “But what about the courts, dad?” asked
Alcc cagerly. “Can’t you fight it oul in the
courts ?"

“TIight it out!” said his father, with bitter-
ness, “You can’t ficht in the courts, my
boy. without money. Carrod knows it—and
that's why he's safe. He's rich, too, and
could beat me.”

Dorrie slapped the table.

“Look here, Mr. Duncan, I'm going to
butt into this affair—whether you wanut me
to or not!” he said fiercely. “It's a per-
sonal affair! Garrod insuﬂed me—ho  in-
siilted all the St. ¥Frank’s boys—and your
son most of all. I'd like to get my whack
at him. How much money will be required
to put this fight through the courts? Ten
thousand? Twenty-five? Look here, Lee—

own premises

“Dut you didn’t
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vou know more about these sort of things
than 1 do. Name the figure, and—"

“1 am very grateful to you, Lord Dorri-
more,” interrupted Mr. Duncan, very quietly,
but very firmly, “ but I cannot possibly accept
this offer of yours. 1 have absolutely no
claim upon your gencrosity—and I have my
pride. 1 beg of vou not to continue with
this subject.” '

Dorrie opened his moutl,
closed it again.

“There cannot be the slightest doubt, Mr.
Duncan, that you have been victimised by
a very astute man,” said Nelson Lee. 1
won'v cali him a criminal, because he's appa-
rently acted within the law. But, judging
by what you tell us, he must be urterly un-
scrupulous and conseienceless, If you
wouldn’t regard it as un impertinence, I
should very much like to examine any docu-
ments that you may have relating to this
transaction.”

“Gad. that's & good idea!” said Lord
Dorrvimore. “Do it, Mr, Duncan. Mr. Lee
is a schoolmaster—but he's the keenest de-
tective on record! What he doestu’t know
about legal twisters isn't worth learnin’!
If there’s any catch in your agreement,
he'll nose it out in a split second. He'll
smell it like a bloodhound !*

“Don’t be such an idiot, Dorrie,” said Lec,

gulped and

smiling.

. Yet, five minutes later, there was every
justification for TL.ord Dorrimore's staternoert.
For Nelson Lee had hardly glanced over tho
papers before a keen gleam ecame into his
eyes.  He read on more closely, watched
feverishly by Alee, eagerly by Dorrie, and
almost apathetically by Mr. Duncan.

Then Nelson Lec looked up, and his ox-
pression was grim,

“I am glad you showed mo these papers,
Mr. Duncan,” he said bluntly, “I said that .
Garrod was working within the law. Woell,
he isn’t. The wnan is a palpable swindler—
and he has no more legal right to yvour pro-
perty than I have!” g

CHAPTER 11

Handforth Wants to
Help !

R ALEXANDER
DUNCAN flushed in
Lhis sudden exciles
ment, '

“ Do you mecan {hat,

Mr. Lee?” he asked huskily.

“I certainly do.”

“But I cannot understand it,” eaid Mr.
Dunecan, ““Without wishing to question your
statement, I would like to tell vou that I
laced all these papers before an independent
awyer in Auckland, and he assured me that
there was nothing to be done—that if 1
brought any legal action, I should inevitably
lose.”

“The man was lying to you,“ roplicd
Nelson Lee. *In all probability, he was

(¥
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candian-glove with Garrod-—another lawyoe:.
Vou appear to have been singularly unfor-
cunate in your choice of legal help, for 1
know for a fact that New Zealand is especi
ally well served with reputable legal pract
rioners. I can only assume that you have
heen the vietim of a plot.”

“In other words, Mr. Duncan, they saw
vaou comin,” nodded Dorrie,

“Bui-—but ean we do anvthing, sir?” asked
Duncan  “I mean, is there any chance of
naving Garroed pitched out?”

“T'm afraid not,” said his father slow:iy.
" You see. gentlemen, it simply amounts to
this. At the time of the actual—well, evic
‘ion, the position, according to Garrod, was
quite  sumple.  Either 1 paid him ten
thousand pounds spot cash, or I cleared ont.
(ne or the other. If I could pay him the
money. all well and good—if not. the pro

poerty became his.”
“But it’s worth five times ten thousand,
dad ! protested Alec.

“ More than that,” said Mr. Dun-
ran.  “Not that that even enters
into the case. In such legal battles
the loser generally sacrifices all—
for the mere want of a compara-
tively small sum. I was helpless.
[ had already invested every penny
nf mv money in the hotel, and in
the renovations. (Garred’s  share
was merely ten thousand.”

"So if he’s paid that ten thou-
sand now, he can he kicked out?”
asked Dorrie quickly.

“It's too
of her.

late now,” eaid the
“I’ve lost my chance.”
“You certainly have not,
Dunecan,” said Nelson lLee. *““This
man has no Jegal elaim whatever
beyond the ten thousand pounds
that he advanced. The main pro
perty is yours, and your claims will
be upheld in any Court of Justice.™
“RBut T have no money to figh:

My

n

“Let me help!” urged Dorrie.
“Confound it, Mr. Duncan, yon
mustn’t be as obstinate as all this!
I'm a beggar for making in-est
ments.  Let me have a ten thou-
sand pound share in your hotel.”

Mr. Duncan looked helpless.

“1I am confused,” he confescod,
“1 have not told you that 1 had
some property near my old farm,
farther south. Garrod  himself
valued this property at ten thousand pounias,
and therefore I assumed that my obligation
to him was nullified.”

“Then you don’t owe the brute a penny!”

“I owe him nothing—since he has seized
all my property,” replied Mr. Duncan bit
terly. “ Even before he seized the hotel, |
believed that I owed him nothing. But it
seems that the proeceeds froin the sale of 1y
an*"rt] properiv onlv jusr covered the amount
i ! oAy 1_""| IIIIFI!'
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thousand pounds owing on the hotel stiil
stood intact. I couldn’t pay this, and so Ye
took possession of the hotel.”

T ol e : .. ) T ;o *a

I'his man has robhed you right and lefr,
said Nelson Lee angrily,

“By the Lord Harry! He's worse than a
burglar!” gaid Lord Dorrimore. *“Thora’s
no need for me to advance you any mony.
You don't owe Garrad a cent! That Lotel
is yvours—lock. stock and barrel. [lTe has

<itnply rooked vou.”

and
| apparent that Mr. Duncan had been cruelly

ji. Wil=, Hihdueindl,  shiecodilliin? LLore maraoe
vietimigsed by the clever lawyer. Mr. Duncan
himself was a shrewd man in most ways, but
his legal knowledge. like that ol many other
men in the same position. was limited. Ill-
health, too, had hampered him, and he had

found himsel! in the swindler's net.

Nelson e could vgc'f'- nnderstand  Mr,
Dunean’s helniessness—nis apparently tame
snhmisston,  There had heen nothing clsa fo-
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him to do but survender his property, since
he had been convinced that all the legal
lixhits 1in the world would not aid him.

"1 want you to leave this matter in ay
hands, sir,” said Lee crisply. “I shall take
these documents to Auckland, and (1l
guarantee that within a week we'll have
Garrod pitched out. The expenses will be
nil. There’s justice in this land, and you
<shall have it.”

Mr, Dunean Inoked amazed.

The juniors formed a living barrier aeross
the road, and Garrod was forced to bring
his car to a standstill. He !ooked on
apprehensively as the juniors closed round
him in an ominous eircle. Trouble was
hrewine for M=, Garrod !

" But—but will this be possible*” he asked.
“This man has bluffed you, sir—cunningi

and cleverl?f, but without question it is a
bluff,” replied Lee. “He’s nothing better
. than a common blackmailer, and he :hal

cot the deserts he deserves.”

“And Mr. Lee knows what he's talking
about,” said Dorrie gleefully, “If he says
within a week, Mr. Duncan, he means within
a week Teave overvihing to him, and you'll

EH' GK A
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“Oh, dad!? panted Alee, his eyes gleaming
with execitement.

“I can hardly believe that this ean hap-
pen, Mr., Lee,” said Mr. Duncan quietly.
“1 had not dared to hope for anything =o
wonderful.”

“But there'll be nothing wonderful in it,”
smiled Lee. ‘‘That’s just the point, sir
Once this man’s bluff has been called, he'll
crumple up. He thinks he has robbed you
of your weapons—by convincing you that
you are penniless—but he'll find that he has
made a grave blunder.”

Alec could not possibly keelf. the segret to

himself. First of all he rushed out to the
rear of the little shanty, and found his
mother and brother and sister. Breathlessly

he told them the great news, and althougn
Arnie and Stewart were too young to under-
stand much, they made plenty of neise In
their rejoicing. Mrs. Duncan remained calin
—believing, perhaps, that Alec was ex-
aggerating, and that the situation was not
so rosy as he painted. After all, he was
only a schoolboy, and Mrs. Duncan did not
know that he had every reason for veicing
his great faith in Nelson Lee,

“Tt’s all right, you chaps—Mr. Lee i3
going to fix everything,” said Alec t-;[AI}}'I
as he ran up to a crowd of concerned-looking
St. Frank's juniors. “That rotter, Garrod,
is a criminal.”

“] knew it!” said Handforth promyptiy.
“YWhat did 1 tell you?”

“You mean that the gnv'nor s
going to handle the affair for vour
pater ?”’ asked Nipper quickly.

1 YEE,”

“Good man!” said Nipper. 1!
the guv'nor says it's all serenc, o
g

“I know!” said Duncan happiiv.
“Oh, my hat! The only thouglt
that’s troubling me is that 1 shan’
be here to see that rotter kicked
out! It might not happen till the
middle of next week.”

“Why wait till then #”’ demandod
Handforth aggressively. “1f he’s
going to be kicked out, let’s kick
him out ourselves—now!”

“But it can’t be done, Handy,”
protested Church. “We can’t take
this affair mmto our own hands—especially
after Mr. Lee has promised to see it through.
We might go and spoil everything.”

“You can't spcil kicking a man out of a
place he doesn’t own!” argued Handforth,
“In fact, Duncan, vou'd better leave the
whole thing to me!” he added kindly.
“Tll go along and see Garrod, and after
['ve biffed him on the nose and ponched
him n the eye, I'll chuck him inta the lalke.
Then I'll drag him out and do it all over
again!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"Our tame Goliath!” grinned Travers,
“ A fruity scheme, dear old fellow, but I'm
afraid it wouldn’t work. Mr. Garrod would
be lable to walk be tue hotel and

]mr-k
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resume  possession. It needs something
leeal  before you ecan  keep him out
altogether.”

“1 don’t believe in all these legal tricks,”
csaid Handforth sternly. “The sooner we
can go to the hotel, the better—Mr. Lee says
that Garrod is a swindler, and we don’t need
any furthe:. proof. How many of you arc
game to come with me to-chuck this man
out ?”

To Handforth’s astonishment, nobody took
advantage of the offer,

“Well?” he said, looking round.
anvbody coming?”

“"They don’t seem (o be in
hurry,” grinned Nipper,

“Isn’t
a ftearing

“Youn're a lot of wash-outs!” said Hand-
forth disparagingly. *In fact, you're
cowards! Practically two dozen of vou, and
afraid to face one man! What have you got
in vour bodies? DBackbones, ov chunks of
jelly 2 ’

But the junnors were in no way insulted,

“You can't pitchfork vs into the thing
like that, Handy,” said Chuarch, shaking his

head. **Duncan knows that we'd do any-
thing for him witiin recason—and without
hesitation. But there's no need for us to

go dotty.”

“Does that mean to say that I'm dotty?”
roarcd Handforth.

“Well, you ecan draw vyour own con-
clusions, old man.”
“Tf vou've looking for trouble, Walter

Church, T'll soon give you some!” snorted
Handforth. “I'm willing to help Duncan,

1)

ond all you can do 15 to msult me!

He was allowed to ramble on, for Church
was perfectly safe with so many of the
other fellows on hand.  If Handforth had
started any of his fistie tricks he would
have been instantly scized and held,

Nobody could doubt his good intentions.
All the other fellows also felt that they
would like to help Alee Duncan and his
people, buat they realised the difficultics of
the situation,

It was far better fo "leave it in the
capable hands of Nelson Lec.  And now
that the matter was more or less settled, the
schoolboys were keen upon doing some more
exploration, and discovering some more of
these local marvels,
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CHAPTER 12
-Darria"s Little Wheeze !
ORD DORRIMORI:

came out presently,
and he was rather
mysterious  in his
manner, In *the
meantime, Alec Dunean had heon_ giving o
brief account of the fucts to the interested
crowd of juniors, and they now knew tho
general situation. : . |

Dorric came up briskly, and he beckoned
{o the fellows to follow him into a shady
retreat, just off the road. The juniors,
rather muvstified, gathered rournd. ;

“Do all these chaps know the facts?
asked his lorvdship, looking at Duncan.

“You sir™

“Told them everythin’?”

“As much as I know, sir.”

“(ood man,” said his lordship.
we know where vwe are. You can all tell
that the position is pretty rocky Mr.
Duncan has been swindled, and Mr. Lee is
going to start a few things in Auckland in
order to get Garrod pitched out.”

“T hope he succeeds, sir,” said Fullwood.

“He'll sueeced all right,” put in Nipper
confidently. ‘

“But here’s the point,” said Lord Dorri-
more, dropping his voice, “I don’t see tho
fun of waiting until next week If it comes
to that, we can't wait, We shall be out 1n
the Pacific by the middle of next week, and
I have a fancy to see this blighting Garrod
chucked out!”

“But it can't be tone, sir,” protested
Gresham. “We'd all like to stay, but Mu.
Lee won't allow the School Ship to—"

“So now

“Never mind the School Ship,” inter-
rupted Dorrie. “I've got a perfectly simple
wheeze, T've never had any use for legal

delays, and T don’t see why we should suffer
them now, My whecze 1s for us—just the
little crowd of us—to go back to Duncan’s
Hotel, get hold of friend Garred, and give
him his marching oiders.” -

“That's what T suggested!” caid Hand-
forth excitedly.

Dotrie nodded,

“It has been well said that great minds
think alike,” he agreed.

“And when I suggested it these chaps
jumped on me!” roared Handforth. “They
called me crazy! They said T was mad!”

“Perhaps they'll say I'm mad, too,”
chuckled his lordship. “You must always
remember, Handy, that the great are seldom
appreciated.  Of course, it's nothing but rank
jealousy.”

There were many chuckles, but Handforth

took it all seriously.
echoed.  “My  hat!

“Jealousy!”  he
You're right, siv! These chaps are always

jealous of me—and whenever I think of a
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brilliant wheeze they laugh at me, just 1o
bide up their envy.” -
‘“*Ha, ha, ha!” *
“Let’s change the subjeet,” said Dorric
diplomatically.  “*Or, rather, let's keep on

with the same subject—about this beggar,

Garrod. I don’t even like his name. It's
all very well to trust these matters to
Jawyers, but Tm a believer 1in action,

Always have been. Garrod’s a bluffer, and
ns sorn as he finds that he’s unmasked he’ll
crnmple up. That’s my opinion.”

“But won't it upset the guv'nor’s plans,
gir?"”’ asked Nipper.

“Not that I can sec.”

“Does he know that you're thinking of
doing this?” L

“Great Seott, no!” said Dorrie. “He'd
have a 4t if he knew it. Your respected
guv nor, Nipper, is inclined to be a cautious
bird. And 1 dare say he’s right, too. But
there are exceptions to every rule, and this is
one of them. Lee wauldn't dream of going
to this ugly rat and laying hands on him;
but I'm going to try it on.”

“Good old Dorrie!”

“We'll back you up, sur!”

“Rather!”

“1 knew I could rely upon you,” nodded
Dorrie, grinning. “I'm particuiarly certain
of yon, Handy. In fact, if I'm not j)olly
careful, vou’ll do the viclence before I can
get my hand in.”

“T'1I jolly well have a try for it!” replied
Iandforth promptly. “These poor fatheads
thought they were jolly clever when they
scoffed at me, and now you’ve come forward
with the same stunt.” .

“With a difference, Handy,” said Nipper.
“Garrod 1s hable to take notice of Dorrie—
but I’m dashed if he’d take notice of you.
You couldn’t expect him to be scared by a
schoolboy—or even a couple of dozen school-
boys. But when he finds Dorric on his
track he might knuckle under.”

“If he doesn’t knuckle under you can call
me a codfish!”" said Lord Dorrimore calmly.

“I've got a hankerin’ to see Mr. Duncan
and his people back in the old home. If we
Jet J.ce rule the roost we shall leave

Rotorua in the morning, and nothing will
have been done. Nothing violent, I mean,
and I'm a perfeet beggar for. violence in a
case like this. Garrod's face is just the
kind that T love to pulverise.”

He rubbed his fists longingly, and looked
ronnd at all the eager faces.

“Well, let’s go,”” he added briskly. “If
we don’t Lee might call us back, and then
we should be dished. Before we leave this
township I want to see yaur parents back
where they belong, Duncan—and Garrod
bolting with his tail between his legs.”

“You're a brick, sir,” sgaid Duncan
happily.

“All T hope, voung ’un, is that my fists
beecome brickitke when I meet Garrod,” re-
plied his lordship.  “He’s not merely an
ordinary swindler—he’s a regular hound.
By glory! T'm going to enjoy this serap!”

SCHOOL

STORY LIDRARY

Dorric marched off, with all the scheo!
boys crowding round Lim, exeited  and
animated, They had desived fe earry out
this programme all along—ceven when Hand
forth had suggested it. DBut whercas
it had been an impossibidity under 1iand-
forth’s leadership—although Edward Oswald
couldn’t see this--it row became distinetly
and alluringly possible.

If the juniors had thought well of Dorrie
before, he had now gone up greatly in their
esttination. lle was a man of aetion, and
after their own hearts. As a matter of fact,
Dorrie was httle better than a schoolboy
himself, with the same irresponsible, happy-
go-lucky spirit.

[f Nelson Lee had known of this project
he would certainly have scotched it. Not
that there was any real danger of Lord
Dorrimore jcopardising the issue. He could
do no harm to Mr, Duncan’s affairs, but it
was quite likely that he would get himself
into personal trouble. And when it involved
the inclusion of all these St. IFrank's boys,
Dorrte was undoubtedly instigating some-
thing that Lee would have been obliged te
stop.

So it was just as well that they all got oft
before tho famous schoolinaster-detective
came out.

Dorric hated the idea of leaving Rotorua
with My, Peter Garrod still in possession
of the Duncan Hotel. He wanted to see this
matter righted. Although he had not exam:-
ined the documents himself, he was con-
vinced that the whole thing was a fraud;
and, in his simple logie, the sooner Garroa
was ousted, the better!
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CHAPTER 13
Face {o Face !

Y omrly sainted aunt!'
Look at that!” said
Church, in wonder.
Lj “Whoa! That's a

—=. noisy beggar, if you

like!”

He was pointing to w« geyser which, at the
moment, was spouting immense volumes of
steaming water into the air—directly up-
wards, 1n a gigantic fountain,

“Never mnnnd that!” said Handforth
briskly. “We’'ve got no time to bother witk
these silly geysers! There’s nothing much
in them, anyway. When you’ve scen one,
you've seen the lot.”

“But this is a beauty !” said Churchy “ DBy
jingo! Look at the way—hallo! It's died
down again. That was pretty sudden, wasn't
i7"

They were not far from tho Duncan
Hotel now, and walking briskly down tho
winding road through a rugged sort of
gorge. At this point there was a break in
the rocks, and through the opening they
could see a number of geyvsers and hot-
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springs.
the view.

The geyser Church had referred to had
just simmered down, and was now a mere
pool of disturbed water.

“That’s one of the old regulars,”
Duoncan. “I remembe® it woll.
cvery fourteen or fifteen minutes.”

But ho, like the other juniors, was not
interested. Everybody was wondering how
Lord Dorrimore would act when the hotel
was reached, and most of thu schoolboys
were afraid ‘that his lordship would tackle

Volumes of

said
Spouts up

(arrod in the latter's private office. 1f so,
the whole affair wonld be a frost.
“Well, well!” .aid Travers abruptly.

“Tall of the gentleman with the spiked *ail,
and he appears!”

“It's Garrod!” went up a general ex-
clamation,
Round a bend in the road, just ahead,

a powerful open car had appeared, and the
man scated at the wheel was Mr. Peter
Giarrod himself,

“"Hallo! This won't do!” said Dorrie
quickly, “We can’t let the beauty slip past
us like this. We might not get another
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steam half-concealed } chance at him to-day.

We've got to stop
him, boys!”

“That’l]l be easy, sir,” said Nipper crisply.
“Quick, you chaps—spread right across the

road! But be ready to jump in caze hc
ignores us,”

In a moment the juniors had forme:d
themselves into a living barrier. ilr.

Garrod, after a stare of, surprise, throttlmt
his engine and applied liis brakes. The ecar
came to a standstill at the side of the road,
and, ominously, the St. I'rank’s boys presscd
closely round in a kind of body-guard.

“What's the meaning of this?” demandcd

Garrod hkarshly. “Confound your im-
pudence ! What do you kids think you're
doing 7"

“It was my suggestion, Mr, Garrod,” said
Dorrie smoothly “lf you want to blamc
anybody, blame me I'rightfully sorry to
dc?uv you in any way, but T’ d III\G to have
a few private words with you.’

Garrod stared.
“It's a pity vou couldn't choosc a better

way of secking an interview,” he said sourly
“If young Duncan has been talking to you
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~ “We necedn’t bring young Duncan into 1t,
interrupted Dorrie. “The question is, are
you going to let me have these few private

words? | intended coming to the hotel, but
it’s even better that wo should meet out
here.”

“Oh!” said the other, his temper rising.
“I'm sorry, but I've no time to waste. I'm
in a hurry.”

“That’s decidedly awkward, especially if
you're relying upon keeping an appoint-
ment,” said Dorrie. “I’'m afraid you'll be
a bit late for it, Mr. Garrod. I'd like you
to come just off tho road, into this glade,
say. No need to conduct this interview too
publiely.”

“Have you gone mad?” shouted Garrod
furiously, “I'm not going to give you an
interview, and I'm not leaving this car.
I've no time to waste on your idiotic
fancies !”

Dorrie shrugged his shoulders.

"1 was expectin’ some such reply,  he said

coolly. “So you don’t want to come, Mr.
Garrod? It resolves itself into this. Will
you come amiably, or shall 1 ask these

young friends of mine to escort you into the
glade by force? It's up to you to choose.”

Mr. Garrod, now looking somewhat
alarmed, turned his attention from the
smiling peer to the ecrowd of St. Frank's
juniors. He saw a number of grim, set
faces, and he was left in no doubt as to
what would happen if he refused to ecomply
with  the request—which practically
amounted to a command.

“1 don’t want a scene!” he said harshly.
“It’s like your confounded impudence, but |
suppose I shall have to humour you!”

He climbed out of the car, and the man
was disconcerted. to find that the boys closed
round him,

“Stand clear!” he said, glaring. " What
do you think you’re doing?”

“This way, sir,” said Nip}?er sweetly.,

“Why, you young brat ;

“Straight ahead, Mr, Garrod!”
Handforth, giving the man a push,

The bewildered man was compelled to
leave the road and to accompany the crowd
into a secluded little defile, half-hidden in
the trees and rocks. There were ferns and
wild flowers in abundance, and ordinary
the fellows would have been struck by the
beauty of the scenery. Now their eyes wereo
confined to Mr. Garrod.

“This’ll do first rate,” said Dorrimore
gmoothly. " Nicely out of sight of the road,
and really private!”

“Private!” shouted Garrod. *“What the

blazes do you mean? How can we be private
with this mob of schoolboys crowding round

said

us? What's the game? I'll make you
answer for this outrage.”

Dorrie grinned.

“If he calls this an outrage, boys, 1

wonder what he'll call the next item on the
programme ?” he asked amusedly. *As for
privacy, Mr, Garrod, all these {;ﬂys are in
Tao put it quite frankly, they’re

the know.
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perfectly
game!”

Garrod started as if struck.

“How dare you!” he thundered. "If you
have the mmpuadinee to repeat that lying
assertion—-—"

“Oh, I've oy ol impudence,” inter-
rupted Dorric gruniy. “And if I'm not
knocking you down for calling me a liar,
Garrod, it's because 1 want to rescrve that
pleasure until I have called your bluff.”

“Bluff !" stormed Garrod.

“1 dare say it was comparatively easy to
hoodwink Mr. Duncan,” continued his lord-

well aware of your swindlin’

ship contemptuously. “Mr. Duncan’s an
honest man—ua simple man—unacgualinted
with sharks of your type. Quite a eas)

thing to land him in the net, wasn’t it?"

_ PN W T

(.I‘I-LI.'ULI. purph:.

“Wait!” he panted, controlling hunsclf
with difficulty. ““ Before you continue this—
this outrage, 1 want to know what authority
you have for stoppimg mc and forcing me
into this impossible posation. By Heaven,
sir, I'll make you suffer the extreme penalty
of the law for this indiguity.”

Lord Dorrimore laughed.

“Morc bluff, Mr. Garrod, hut it doesn’t
weigh an ounce with me,” he said, with ex
asperating calmness, ““Or wilh these boys,
either. Let me get this thing out-—stroight
from the shoulder, We know cxactly what
you've been doing, and we kuow that you
have robbed Mr. Duncan of his property.”

“You had better take care——"

“1 am saying this deliberately ! cut in
Dorrie, his eyes blazing and his voice rising.
“You econtemptible hound! Do you think
you can fool me with this bluster? You've
S\E'ir_uiled Mr. Duncan, and we've got proof
of 1t.”

If Dorrie had seen any evidence that he
had made a blunder, he would probably
have retracted his words. But Garrod’s
startled expression, his sudden look of fear.
and the pallor which abruptly affected his
cheeks were enough. In  that moment,
Dorrie had proot positive that Nelson Lee’s
statement was correct. Garrod had given
himself away, and when he tried to pull
himself together it was too late.

t-]-z'\._h1" A AT eES] 'rv-lt_r FREd
Wy LA Al L L IJ

“1 suppose Duncan has been lying to
you?” he snarled. “You fool! What do
you think you ecan do? This Rotorna

property is mine, and I'm in possession.
Duncan is helpless.”

“He was—but he
Dorrie.

“Mr. Lee has taken up the case!l” slouted
Alec excitedly. ““He’s getting out a warrant
for your arrest, you swindler!”

Garrod gulped.

“T'm not afraid of you, or Lee, or any-
body else!” he panted to Dorrie.

"%'cu may not be afraid of me—but you'll
have to watch your step where Lee is con-
cerned,” said the sporting peer complacently,
“Mr. Nelson Lee is a ¢lever man-—and he
happens to be a preity famous criminal in-
vestigator  You've heard of him, c¢h?
Kindly remember. Mr. Garrad, hiat yoiu're

isn’t now!” snapped

.
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not merely dealing with a mild schoolmaster
and a brainless peer of the realin!”

Garrod went pale again—for he clearly
understood the real situation. Until now,
possibly, he had been contemptuous of these
visitors, but the name of Nelson Lec almnst
made him rock on his heels, For, guilty as
liec was, he knew on the instant that his posi-
tion was precarious, Yet he had probably
protected himself sufliciently to make sure
that he was in no actual danger from the
police authorities.

“Well, and what do you want me to do?”
he asked, glaring. “What's the 1dea of in-
terfering with my business affairs ¢’

“Mr. Duncan was more or less at your
merev—but weo’'re here to lend him a hand,”
said Dorrie.  “It'll save an awful lot of
buother, Mr. Garrod, if you'll sign a document,
here and now, relinquishin’ the Duncan Hotel
property. You know more about these things
than T do—so you'll probably gather what
I mean.”

Garrod laughed with scorn,

“I'll sign nothing !’ he said curtly,

“That’s unfortunate—for you!” murmured
Dorrie.

“Is it? How?”

“Well, you'll either sign a document of
that nature, or TI'll give you the biggest
hidin’ of your life!” said his lordship ca?mly.
“Handy, old man, hold my coat, will you?"”

He peeled his jacket off, and commenced
to roll up his sleeves with businesslike eff-
ciency—and with a relish, too, that gave
(tarrod a fresh shock. There was something
startling in the size of Lord Dorrimore's
biceps, and with his coat off his shoulders
looked ominously broad.

“(Come along, Mr. Carrod—it's ui) to you,”
said Dorrie cheerfully. * Personally I shall
Le frightfully bucked if you jibh for a bit,
although I'm afraid you're rather the typeo
v ho’ll knuckle under. It'll give me no end of
pleasure to thrash yon. And I shall thrash
vou unless you make up your mind pretty
quickly ”

“(iood old Dorric!”

*Lo it sirt™

“Smash him!”

THE NELSON LEE

The juniors pressed round cxcitedly, hop |

ing against hope that Garrod would take up
the challenge. A schoolboy fight was always
good to see—but it would be exceptionally
entertainine to sce Lord Dorrimore in action,

“Tight, you rotter!” roared Handforth.
“Creat Scott! You're not going to knuckle
under, arve you? You're not going to diddle
us ont of the serap®”?

“Fight—fght1”

A perfeet roar went up, and Carrod lookea
round him like a caged animal. There was
no possibility of getting back to the road,
for a mob of schoolboys barred the way. In
the other direction, however—up the gorge—
thiere was only a few of the boys,

And Garrod, who certainly had no inten-
tien of {ighting, and who had less intention
of siﬁ-ning his name to any document, made
a sudden break for lhiberty,

With one push he bowled Cresham and
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Duncarn: _clca’m over, The next sccond lie
crashed into Travers aud Church—and then
he was through. He went running up the

gorge.

CHAPTER 14

Mr., Garrod Gets a Rise
in the World !

FTER - him!"” roared
Handforth wildly.
““Here, get out of my
way, vou fathcad.!
Le¢t me pass! You've

let him go, you 1diols!(”

“He biffed us over!” gasped Gresham.

Handforth and Nipper and most of the
others went tearing up the gorge in full pur-
suit, and Lord Dorrimore was well on the
track, too. He -bhad hardly expected that
dramatic dash on Garrod’s part—implying,
as it did, hiz guilt. It was a direct admis-
sion of his fear.

Now Garrod was stumbling over rough
masses of pumice rock at the end of the
gorge, where it opencd out into a steep hill
side beyond the trees, In front of him the
man beheld a steaming vista of hot-springs
and gushing strecams,

For a moment he felt trapped, since there
appeared to be no way out of that inferno
like valley. But fear was urging him on,
and he quickly noted that if he skirted round
close to the rocks he would be able to avoid
the springs and the bubbling pools of mud.

“There he goes!” went up a yell. .

Dorrie and the boys, swinging along in
pursuit, caught a glimpse of Garrod’s figure,
shadowy and elusive amidst the wreathivg
steam,

“Go easy here!"” yelled Duncan. *'These
are boiling springs—and they’ve horribly dan-
gerous. If you make a slip, you'll be killed !
Better let him go!”

“Not likely!” shouted Handforth.

“Duncan’s right, young 'un!” ejaculated
Dorrie. **No sense in getting yourselves
killed for the sake of—-"

“If he’s gone this way we can go, ton,
sir!” arguned Handforth, as he still ran.
“Come on! TIf we keep close to these rocks,
we're all rightt”

It was a risky business, for in places there
was only a narrow ledge of wet, slippery
rock. streaming with moisture, and rendered
fantastic owing to the effects produced hy
the siliceous deposits, aud by the action of
the boiling water,

At any moment onc of these boiling geysers
might erupt, spraying the appallingly hot
water nupon the yuniors. Hardly any of them
realised their dire peril; if they had been
caught in any such outburst, they would un-
doubtedly have been scalded to death.
Nothing on carth conld have saved them.

They caught sight of Garrod again, like a
wraith out of the mist, running hard over a
rockv basin, where the way was more open,
and where there were no immediate geysers.

ez




THE NEILSON LEE

1" -' '?"' ¥
ebh 7%

A
7!
r

A

E49

e

Vit g
»

NRRERR Y 7
e 4 AR

SCHOOL

STORY LIRRARY

“ Youw’ll either sign the document or I’ give you the hidin’ of your life !’ said Lord porrimore
calmly, as he took off his coat and commenced rolling up his sleeves in a businesslike way. The

scoundrelly Garrod turned pale, while the youngsters pressed round expectantly.

It would be great

tun to see old Dorrie in aection !

Onee on this safe ground, they made better |

speed.
Zurrrr—zzwooooosh |

Abruptly, starthingly, a terrific outburst
catne from their rear. Those behind turned,
alarmed. They beheld a vast fountain ot
boiling water shooting up in a cascade, ‘he
steam issuing from it in blinding, choking
clonds. The noise was overwhelming,

The boiling waler came splashing down on
that very ledge they had just traversed
hundreds of gallons of it, drenching the ~ock
over a distance of fifty or sixy feet.

“Ob, my hat!” panted Fullweod shakily.

“We've had a narrow squeak, old man,”
said Russell,

“Narrow isn't the word!™

It was only {oo true. If all those school-
boys had essayed that chase a minute later,
they would have been caught in that cascade
of superheated water!

Even as it was, they felt uncertain as to
their safety—for they were 1mn a veritable
pandemonium of steaming mud-pools and
bubbling horrors. At any second, another or
them mght burst into violent activity.

However, Garrod was now being rapidly
overhauled, He had run fast to start with,
but he was in no condition for a sustained
effort. l.ord Dorrimore and Nipper and
Duncan and Handforth were in the lead,
and they were closing upon the fugitive,

“Better take it calmly, Garrod!” shouted
Dorrie. “We only need that document, and
your troubles will be over.”

arrod shouted some articulate words
at them, glancing over lis shoulder at “he
eamoe time., It was unfortunate for him that
he should have looked over his shoulder at
that particular momecent, for it was a vital
moment. Owing to the thick steam, he had
failed to observe that he was near the brink
of a big pool !

By the time he looked ahead agamn, i
was too late. He saw the pool, and tried
to swerve. Ho slipped on the wet rocks,
skidded, and a wild, hideous scream came
from his throat—a scream that most of the
juntors reniembered for many a day!

Splash |

Garrod went i, and that awful screan
was cut short. Iverybody believed that the
water was boiling, and that ho had gone to
his death. As 1 the case of Handforth,
however, Garrod was lucky., This was no
boiling spring. It was, in fact, the one
that Alee Duncan had pointed out to the
other fellows shortly before they had met
(iarrod on the road.

“He's killed!” yelled Handforth.

“Not yet!” panted Duncan. * This 1s the
geyser 1 spoke to you about—the onc that
Church pointed out. I've bathed in 1t many
a time-—tihe water’s only Just comfortably
not.”
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“That's a relief. anyhow!'" satd Doriie. |
“We'd better fish  lom oub before hes
drowned 17

Garrod was floundering about madly, buv

by this timme he had realised that his ¢ d'l..u i
was nil. Apparently he was unable to swun
Lowever, for he was wallowing in the pool,
helpless.

“Get me oul—get me
frantically.

Dorrie leaned over the edge.

“If we do, will you sign a statement that
vou're a swindler, and that you've robbed
Mr. Duncan of his possessions?”’ ho asked
calmly. “Come along, Mr. Garrod! Now's
veur chance!”

“Yes—yes !”
['m drowning !

out!™ he gurgled

gasped Garrod.  “You fool!
Get me out of here !

“In the eircumstances we'll forgive your
riudenesz,” said Dorrie. “Stand by, boys,
I'll soon lug him out.”

A curious sound cawme from far bencath,

andl the rocks trembled and quivcerad.

“Look out!” yelled Fullwood,
thing's going to happen.”

“Stand back, everybody!”
body else.

Fullwood was quite right.
Jsuppen.  The geyser—one of the faithful old
regnlars—burst  into  vielent activity. A
uﬁmrm of water shot up, and for the next
moment or two nobody could see anything
Lut spray and stcam nnd a watery haze,

Then a chorus of amazed shouts went up.
Ifor Mr, Peter Garrod, canght v.1th the full
foree of that terrifie jet of wah*r, was being
sont skywards, his arms and legs waving
madly.

He had been canght fairly on the column
of water—like a celluloid ball oy a fountain
at a fair-ground rifle 1”1nge'

Up ho went—up and up! At last he was
nearly fifty feet in the air, and only just dis-
cornable amidst the sprays of water. Esery-
body was drenched, for the cascades were
coming over with great force. Then suddenly
rarrod secemed to slip, and he came hurtling
down, checked once or twice by the water
column,

Splash!

He was in the pool again—more dead than
alive, 1t scemed. The geyser abruptly ceased
irs activities, and Garrod was driven under
the surface by the final fall of water.

A minute later he was dragged to the

“Qomoe-
voarcd some-

Sr:nnwthing did

“edee of the DDG[ and hauled out—a very
subdued man’
CHAPTER 15
The Surrender !
S W ELSON LEE started
slightly.
' M “Upon my word!”
he mutiered “What
can be the meaning

of this? What have these bogs been up to,
I wonder?”
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e had jusl seed fiein the Duncan

abode, and he bebeld a crowd of 8t Frank's
JL;nmrs approaching. The majority of them
looked as thoungh they had been through a
rough time, Ii[lr clothing was wrinkled
and rumpled, and obv much- damp, Several
of them were hatless, and 1n many cases they
were torn and tattered.

But they all looked happy. Lord Dorri-
more towered sbove them all, and Dorrie was
apparently on very alfection: mw terms with @
burly companion. Al all events, he kept very
close to him, and even had inf; arm linked
through that of the other man’s,

Nelson ILee frowned,

“I was half afraid of allowing Dorrie to
take charge of those boys,” he murmured,
“He's just as irvosponsible as they are—per-
haps more so, What can he have been lead-
ing them into noaw?’

Lee was soon to know. The ercwd camo
up, gay and blitte. Dorrie grinned widely.

“No need to trovble about thos2 documents

and things, Tee, old man,” he said. “Here's
Gurrod himself. and he's left tho Duncan
Hotel for good. A very rcasonable man,
He's quite ready to hand over the keys to
Mr. Duncan at once ”

“What are you talking about, Dorric?™
said Lee grimly.

“Jh, he's a most oblicing fellow,” coiur

tinued Dorrie genially, ”hﬂ.a he'll sign a
little documeni—in front of witnesses, too—
to the effect that he's feightfully sorry about
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the mi-take, and that the Duncan Hotel
property isn’t his, after all. ~ We've been
hovin’ a rare time with Mr, Garrod, what

with one thing and ancther,”

The juniors all grinned, and Garrod scowled
evilly, By this time he had recovered from
the effcets of his run and his immersion. But
i had sense enovgh to realise that it was im-
possible t~ deal with these men as he had
dealt with Mr. Dunecan,

**Is this main Garrod?’” asked Lee ebruptly.

“ My name’s Garrod!” snapped the rascal.
“1f you are Lee I'd like to tell vou that
vou're an infernal busybody for——?
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“THE PERIL OF THE
PACIFIC!”

The School Ship rendered helpless
owing to a smashed propeller, caught
in a roaring cyclone !

Mountaincus waves breaking cover the
vessel and threatening to overwhelm
ker ! Below Nipper and Handiorth and
the other St. Frank’s fellows being hurled
from one side to another as the waves
tess the ship about like a eork. Escape
from this terror of the seas seems im-
possible.

Chums, you simply mustn’t miss next
week’s magnificent story. It’s one of the
most thrilling yarns that bhas ever ap-
peared in the Old Paper ; it will grip
you ; it will hold you breathless.

“RIVALS OF THE
BLUE CRUSADERS!"”

Look out for another exeiting instal-
ment of Edwy Searles Brooks’ fine serial
next Wednesday, chums !

s QRDER IN ADVANCE!

“ Ta€3~-”aﬂ3 interrupted . Dorr e,
“You're not c*;ntm that game again, surely?
There's a very handy geyser just t off this road,

Mr  Garrod. A real beanty-—m uddy u.nd

odorous. If you care for another dip—-"
*'This 1s nothi ing more or less  than

criminal assault,’ interrupted Garrod

hoarsely, " and now you are Lthreatening me.

“Not at all,” said Derrie. “If you con-
tinue to be reasonable youw'll find ‘us very
gentle,”

tHis lordship turned to Lee. _

“Sorry if we've spoilt any «f rour own
plans, but we thougihit it hvhu to get the
thing over and done with,” he cxplained

“Garrod’s ready to hand over to JMr. Duncan
—and to do it legally.  Nothing like strikin

while the iron's hot.”
L 1 .1,1 i Ly e Y A I.
I am E:J:}{I b v R flave e 1o RS
conelusion. M. Tlaniad,” eald FLee, looking
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straight at the man. ** You may have con-
vinced yourself that no legal proceedings
could have been taken ainst you, but if
such is the case, you ﬁou]ﬁ have been wrong.

However, if von are ready to make redress
[‘)I‘l\'ﬁlth’ M, Dunmn will be ready, 1 am
sure, to receive you’

Just for a momoent it scemed ‘hat Garrod
was about to bluster again. Perhaps hao
caught sight of Lord Dorrimore’s eyes—or
]JL‘[]]J[]H he recogmsed the grim conflidence in
Nelson Lee’s manner, At all events, he
shrugged his shoulders, and merely gi:i.l't"-d

“If I sign over the hotel property to My,
Duncan I shall be domg him a very big
favour,” he said l{}mhaatmaliy “However,
rather than allow this idiotic f;u-:.e to con-
tinue, I will relinquish my claim.”

“Your generosity is less than it appears to
be,” retorted Nelson Lee.

Ior, indeed, he recognised that Garrod was
now solely actuated by fear—the fear of
criminal proceedings, There was a chance for
him to cscape such an awkward development

if he made mmmediate redress,
Nipper and Handforth and the others
watched with a sort of satisfaction as Lee,

Dorrie and Garrod disappeared into the little
wooden building,

“Well, that's that,” said Handforth com-
pluc*nml\r

‘Good old Duncan!” said Nipper. “It's a
jolly good thing we came to Rotorua, my
son. We scem to have been preity useful.”

“Dorrie was worth quids and quids to see !”

rinned Gresham. .

“QOh, rather! I mean to say, absolutely!”
deelared Archie Glenthorne. “Odds whirl-
winds and cyclones! The dear old eheese was
absolutely as energetic as a hurricane! ]
mean, he didn’t give that blighter much
r;*hunc':n, what? Absolutely scared him into a
dashed jelly !”

None of the fellows ever knew exactly
what took place between the four men Even
Alee Duncan wasn’t allowed to attend that
conference, But after an hour Mr., Peter
Garrod emerged—his face sct, his eyes burn-
ing with baffled fury, and his whole bearing
aggressive,

He strode past the juniors without even
glancing at them, and they, for their part,
made no attempt to hinder him. If Nelson
[.ee had let him go, it was apparent that his
wings had been clipped, so to speak.

Then Nelson Lee and Mr, Duncan appeared

in the doorway, chatting. There was an
amazing change in Alec’s father. He scemed
to be years younger, his shoulders were

straighter, and he bore himself with a new

strength.
Then Deorrie

waiting crowd.

came along and joined the

“Tverything all serene, sir?” went 1p a
chorus,
“Yon bet is it,” said his lordship. No

need to go into any {hu.ill but T ean tell you
that Garrod has capilul ted cmnplotdy
“Te's done what, sir?" asked Handforih.
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“Ile has surreuderea,”  said Dorrie,

“ Kuuckled under like the coward Le iz, Mr,
Duncan is in full possession of his propoerty
again—and, what's move, Garvod will have
1o pay a very considerable sum into” Mr.
Duncan’s bank. Profits from {Le hotel during
the past three months, You can be certain
that Mr. Lee bas done the thing properly.”

“(ood ege!” :

“Hurrah!”

“(rood old Duncan!”

“T'm afraid there won't be anv compeon-
sation for the months of worry and anxiety
and privation,” continved Dorrie. “but I
rather think Mr. Duncan is satizficd.  The
main objeet is achieved. CGarrod las been
compelled to disgorge.”

“When are the Duncans going baclk to the
hotel, sir?” asked Handforth cagerly.

“Btraight away, I think,” replied his lord-
ship., “Garrod’s gone there first to get a

few of his personal belongings, and to inform }

the maneger of the change of ‘ ownership)’
But you can bet he won’t remain thiere long
—he’ll probably be gone by the time the
family gets back to the old home."”

“Then I'll tell you what!" said Iandforth,
looking at all the other fellows. “What
about forming a kind of escort? Let's take
Duencan and his family back to their home
in state!”

“ Hear, hear!”

*Come on, you fellows.

“Hurrah!”

They wero all eager for it, and it scemed
to them that it would be a fitting termina-
tion to the adventure. In the wmeantime,
Nelson Lee wae still chatting with  Aled’s
father.

“"I'm afraid you'll think I was vers much
of a fool, Mr. Lce, to be =o casily hood-
winked,”” Mr. Duncan was sayvirg, *“And
I shall never be able te express my gratitude
for the splendid help you have given me.
It was amazing how you caught Garrod on
those finer points. Tho raszcal was helpless
under your expert cross-examination.”

“I think you'll have to do a good deal
of thanking, Mr. Duncan, if you look at
it in that way,” smiled Nelson T.ee. “ Lord
Dorrimore and the boys came in very usefu!
didn’t they? What I did was ecmaparatively
trivial. And as for vour being a fool, I
certainly don’t agree.”

“But I was absolutely caught in the trap.”

“Thal 1s an indication of Carrod's clever-
ness,” replied Lee. “The man had worded
his documents with astounding subtlety,
You have admitted that vou are not a busi-
ness man, Mr. Duncan, and it was natural
that this sharper should have deceived you.
But need we go into these questions?”’

“I was the more easily duped beecause my
cecond legal adviser assuved me of the hope-
lessness of taking any action,” eaid Mr.
Duncan. “T knew, of course, that I had
Eeen robbed—shamelessly robbed. "That was
apparent. But my trouble was that I conld
sca no hope of obtaining redress.™

Lee's eyes twinkled.

¥
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“To be perfectly frank, Mre. Duncan, a
fight in the courts would bave been a long
business,” he admilted, “Garrod would
have concentrated all his batteries, and would
kave put up a stern resistance—and, although
[ don't think for a moment that he would
have won his caze, he had oblained your
signature to so mans favourable deeds that
vou would have heen very fortunate in ob-
taining a complete rveturn of your property.
1t was Lord Dorvimore's high-handed action
that really did the trick.”

“I've been thivking the same thing.”

“My gporting friend put fear into Gar-
rod's heart,” chuckled ILec. “Io played
Garrod with his own eards—Dbluffed him as
he Lad bluffed you., Our little conicrence,
on the top of that, was sufficient. Garrod
got frightened, and surrendered. Rascals of

that type very frequently collapse when
thev are strongly dealt with.”
“I shall be cternally grateful to. you

both,” said Mr. Dunecan fervently,

As the juniors had hoped, a move was
made without delavy for the hotel. Dorric
turned up with a big car, and he had been
thoughtful enough to provide two or three
others—for the boyvs. So, when the pro-
cossion started, it was quite an lImpressive
affair. Alee could hardly believe 1t all—
he was so bewildered by the speed of every-
thing. _

But later, towards the evening, when My,

£,
and Mrs. Duncan and their family were en-
tertaining Lee and Dorrie and the school-
boys to a sumptuous meal in their own
private dining-room. there were no longer
any doubts, This thing was a reality.

The Dunecans wera back in their own home
—in full posscssion—and there wasn't the
remotest chanee of Garrod turning up again,

In point of fact, Mr. Peter Garrod was at
that very mowment en route for Auckland,
and such wasz the effect of Nelson Lee's per-
sonality that My, Deter Garrod was busily
making plans for his hasty departure {from
the shores of New Zealand.

He had an idea that this parvtienlar elimate
had become most unhenithy for him !

CHAPTER 16

RSN TR Good-bye to New
i1} i-f.; Zeuland !
'/..- o ATTOMO " asked
i Handforth, with in-
/ terest,
r gy v “"Yes,”. eaid Alee
Duncan. “Dad was

just talking about the Waitomo Caves. It
wounld be a pity for us to go back to the
School Ship without paying a visit to tho
famous caves, Thevy're 1uarvellous.”
“Better than the geysers and hot gprings—
cin 7" grinned Nipper,
“Some peaple think

thos've better,” re-
plied Duncan.
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The meal was over now, and everybody
was taking 1t easy. A group of the juniors
was out on one of the lawns, enjoying the
coolness of the evening., They would be
reluctant to leavo this beauty spot on the
morrow, But at least they had the =atis-
faction of knowing that Alee Duncan's
pecople were now “all serenc.”

It was Mr. Duncan himself who had men-
tioned the Waitomo Caves, and Nelson Lee
had emilingly shook his head at the sug-
gestion, pomting out that it was necessary
for the school to get back to the ship by
the following evening, since the St. Francis
was due to sail on Monday.

That might the Removites and Fourth
Formers stayed at the Duncan Hotel. Alec's
father insisted upon it-—although they had
already made arrangements for their ac-
commodation elsewhere., These juniors had
helped so lovally on Mr. Duncan’s behalf
ihat he wanted to have them with him for
as long as possible. The rest of the school,

of course, made no alteration to its pro-
gramme,
Next morning, when Alee woke up, he

could hardly believe that all the happenings
of yesterday were true. It was even neces.
sary for him to jump out of bed and look
out of the window to assure himself that he
was reallv ‘'n his old home. Yes, everything
was all right,
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worlan to-
lier troubles
and Stewart,
the place hke
;_J;]ueful to be  “home

Mrs. Duncan was a _

day —although she had borne
bravely and sturdilyv. Annie
ol course, wero le.'ahi!l“‘ about
young whirlwinds,
again.’

As it happened, there was a telegram for
L.ee that morning, from the School Ship's
captain-——announcing that the start could
not possibly be mdde before Tuesday. He
advised the ship's Head of this in case Lee
desired to kecp the boys at Rotorua for
another day. '

“Good idea!” said Dorrie,
vah‘v GER)

changoed

when he heard,
not !

“1 was thinking of those Waitomo Caves,”
repliecd Nelson Lee, with a smile. " Nothing

like adding to the school’'s education,
Dorrie.”

His lordship sighed.

“T wish I had had an eduecation like tins
when I was at school!” he remarked.

“We weren’t so lucky,” chuckled ILee.
“Waitomo, after all, isn't much of a detour,
If we pgo south for a bit, after recaching
Hamilton on the way back, the railway leads
direet to Waitomo-—-on the main line, of

course, to Wellington.  And I rather think
{hat these Waitomo Caves are worth a visit.

We've got the time now, so the echool might
as woll oo ”
“And wvou

the school will be

YOU WILL
BE
ARRESTED

By the thrilling
adventures of

can bet

THE

CROUCHER

A complete book-length
story of mystery and
detective work.

You must not miss it!
Ask for No. 6 of

The THRILLER
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nicased when it hears the news,” said Lord
Dorrimore. ‘‘ After all, it's not seceing much
of New Zealand, so a little extension wili
bo all to the good.” i

Alee Duncan was allowed special permis-
ston to stay behind. His father had planned
to go up to Auckland on the Monday, any-
how, and it was only natural that Alec
should want to spend as much time as pos-
sible with his own people. Mr, Duncan pro-
mised to deliver him safely on board the
School Ship by Tuesday morning, .

The wisit to the Waitomo Caves was one
{hat the boys—seniors and juuiors alike—
were to remember for a long time. In
somo respects, this district wasz ¢ven more
interesting than Rotorua, with all its geysers
and mud pools and miniature volcanoes,

Once in the eaves the boys were lost in
wonder, The eaves were of limestone, and
tho grottoes themselves were formed in
aslounding fashion in the ever-growing rock.

“It's just as though some brainy sculptor
had come here and worked it all out,” de-
clared Handforth,

“The sculptor in this case was brainier
than all the human sculptors,” said Nipper.
“Nalure, old man! She's the most wonder-
ful sculptor of all.”

The St. Frank’s feilows went through the
caves, admiring all the differcnt forms—the
Organ Loft, the Banqucting Hall, the
Cathedral—and many other show places.
And when they went into tho Glowworm
(irotio, they were dumbfounded at first by
ils shecr novelty. It was, indeed, unique in
the whole world. There was no other lime-
stone district that could boast of such a
cave. Literally, it was a cave that sparkled
with living fire. The fellows passed through
1t by boat, on the enchanted surface of an
undereround  river,

“It’s alive!” ejaculated Church, in awe,
“Look at 1t twinkjling and shimmering "’

“Tt must be some kind of chemical,” said
Handforth dubiously. “I expect they call
it the Glowworm Grotto just for the eake
of a name.”

But he was wrong, of course. The entire
roof of that extraordinary eave was covered
with the tiny creatures.

“They esometimes ecall this the eighth
wonder of the world,” remarked Lord Dor-
rimore. “I've seen a few remarkable things
in my travels. but this conmies ncar to beat-
ing themn all.”

“Ono of the men told me that it's ealled
the Milhy Way of God’s Own Country, too,”
said Nipper. “By Jove! What a pity we
can’t take photographs of it—at least, photos
that will show 1t as it actually is,”

Afterwards, they went to the caves at
Ruakuri and Aranui, which in some respects

wero even more grand than those of
Waitomo. And when, at last, the visit was
over, and the fellows were once more on

the train for Auckland, they felt that they
had indeed seen something worth while,
Their memories of New Zealand were
destined to be vivid. They had not re-
mained long in this really great country,
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but they had visited some never-to-be-fors
gotten places,

It wasn’t until very late on the Monday
night that Auckland was reached. A
special train had been wused for the school
on this trip, and cverybody was glad enough
to roll inte their bunks on board after a
tiring day.

Next morning, however, they wero re-
freshed and alert, It was a school day to-
day—with lessons as usual.

“Oh, well, we can’t expcct to be holiday-
ing all the time, you chaps,” said Handforth
consolingly. “Where do we go to next?”

“Home ! said Chureh, in a dream?' voice.

“I know that, ass; but we shall call some-
where shan’t we?" asked Handforth. “ We've
got a jolly long voyage ahead of us—right
across the Pacifie, and then through the
Suez Canal, and into tha Atlantie.” -

“T suppose vou mean the Panama Canal?”
asked McClure.

“What’s the difference?”

“Not much--only that they’re on different
sides of the world,” said Mac sarcastically.
“What's tho good of this trip to you,
Handv?  Your geography is worso thaun
ever!]”

Handforth waved an airy hand.

“Why quibble over .inore names?” he
asked.,  “Well, we shall go 'through the
Panama Canal, but not until we've crossed
the Pacific. And—who knows?—we may gel
stranded on a desert island before we rcach
the Panama Canal.”

“That’s very probable—I don't think!”’
said Church.

“Or an atoll!” said Handforth firmly.

Nipper, who was standing necar by, shoolt
his head,

“Not much chance of any adventures of
that sort for us, old man,” he said. “This
liner won’t go ncar any atolls, and it’ll be
a period of stiff work for the whole school.
Wo've got a lot of leeway to make up, and
when we get home we want to prove fto
all the other chaps ihat our studies haven't
been neglected.”

Alee Duncan came on board soon after

breakfast, as his father had promised. Mr.
Dunecan reported, too, that he had inter-
viewed one of Auckland’s most famous

lawyers, and everything in connection with
the trickvy transaction with Garrod was
legally straightened out,

Tho school was eorry to leave New Zea-
land, but it was necessary for tho voyago
to be continued. And so, that day, while
evervhodv was at work in the class-rooms,
the St. Francis slipped gently away.

And perhaps Handforth’s talk of coral
atolls was not to prove so wildly improbable,
after all. TFor in the wide s&paces of the
Southern Pacific—even on such a great ship a:
the St. Francis—strange things can happen!

(And strange things, amazing and thrilling
things, certainly do happen in next week’s
gripping long complele story, featuring the
Cheery Chums of St. Frank's, which 73 en-
titled “The Peril of the Pacific!” Order
your copy how, chume!)
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OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR RE ADERS

NOTE,—If anjy
shall be pleased to
remarks as are

SEAKLES
THY

KDWY
Editor,

Farringdan

i E. 8. BROOKS

Zenerous views—Edward Magnanic

(Monte Carlo)—1 should be a very

happy man indeed. And I should g
ahead with my work with a greater zest than
over. You tell me that I can quote your
letter, and at first 1 almost decic_lr:rl not to do
<0 because it might smack of patung my
own shoulder. But I ask all other readers
to remember that they are your words, and
[ am only repeating them here because I am
painfully aware of the fact that there are
still heaps of people who object to their sons
and daughters reading my yarns, assumilg
them to be harmful. You are an old reader,
and your words should carry some weight,
since you know what you are talking about

IF 1 thought that all readers shared your

S0 here goes to repeat your words: ““ No,
Mr. Brooks, I shall never be able t{)\hi’tlll
you over the coals for your stories. For 1

am quite positive that they will always be
up to the mark—they will always contain
that which is good and healthy for all
Mainly—lessons of kindliness and good-will.
Whether the reader be old or young, she or
he will, 1 am sure, derive heaps of good
from the Old Paper. And 1 wish you to
live yet many long yeais to carry on with
your noble work, which has done so much
good for thousands.” 1 can assure you, Ted,
old man, that I agree with you regarding
the “long years’ part of it, for I feel quite
gprightly yet, and I’'m as anxious as you are
to be able to keep on writing,  But you
mustn’t give me all the praise for my stories;
don’t forget that it is the Editor who decides
the policy, and I write my stories according
to this. This doesn’t mean to say that I'd
write drivel if I was told to! 1f any other
veaders are in trouble with their parents, or
friends, or schoolmasters, for reading my
stories, I’d like them to place this para-
graph in front of the prejndiced ones, fol-
Jowing it up by persuading them to read one
of my yarns for themselves.

* " *

Your photograph appcars at the top of the
page this week—Poppy Herbert (llford)—and
I would like to take this opportunity of giving
a gentle hint to readers in general. No
photographs are printed without the per
mission of the senders., And I'm running
short of permissions

redader
comment
likel

ority. All leliers &
4530 g BROOKS,
NELSON
STORY LIERARY, The Flectway IHouse,
Street,

me I
upon such
f to snterest the
rould be addressed,
c¢jo  The
SCHOOL

writes Lo

LEE
E.C.4,

Londan,

Lots and lors of readers’ photographs aiv
in my albums, and these reuwuers know
that they’re in. So come alonyg, please; diop
me a line to say whether I can have them
printed or not. And those of you who
haven’t sent your photos, post them alung,
please, mentioning whether they can be pub-
lished. As some sort of exchange, they’ll
get my autographed photo by return of post,

I any case.
® ¥ L

It’s rather a good idea of yours—Rey. L.
staples (Walworth)—to suggesi that all old
and loyal readers, or readers ol at least one
year’s standing, should send me their cou-
stdered opintons of the series thut appealed
to them most in 1928. Here are the series
in the order in which they appeared—Boot
Boy Barounet series, Edgemore Manor series,
Handforth The Qutcast scries, Split In The
Remove series, St. Frank’s in lndia servies,
River House Rivals series, Greyhound Racing
series, Corcoran of the Blue Crusaduss series,
Christmas series. During the suwmuner, too,
there was quite a few complete-in-one-issue
stories, If I get to know the general run
of opinions, it’ll help me to write the kind
of stories that are most wanted. 1 don's
know who wrote those lines you gquoted in
one of your earlier letters, Reg, but I can’t
do better than conclude this page by quoting
them. When next you write, please tell me
whose they are, so that I can mention it in
a future issue for the benefit of those who
would like to know:

“A little more kindness, a little less creed,
A little more giving, a little less greed;
A little more ‘ we,” a little less ‘1,

A little more smile, a little less cry;

A little morve laughter, a little less frown,

And not so much kicking a man when
he’s down;

A few more flowers on the pathway of
life,

And less on the graves at the end of the
strife.”

I’m not going to put my name immediately
under that, or people might think that I'm
tuking the credit for the lines. So T'll chove
it here——-

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
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Peter Burke, manager of the Speedway, is defermined lo gel Rex

Carrington away from the Blues by hook or by crook.

This

week he goes a long way lowards achieving his object—by decidedly
crooked means!

Jeers Or Cheers 7

Trembling with the excitement of it all,
but cool enough, nevertheless, Rex brought
his machine to @ standstill, and he could hear
the cheers thundering out from all sides.

“Well I'm hanged !” muttered Rex.

Being a professional footballer, he was
well acquainted with the caprices of the
crowds, but this demonstration rather took
fuim by surprise.  The ovation thrilled him,
too—it caused the bleod to flow warmly
through his veins, This game was worth
the risks!

“Well done, voung man!"

Rex glanced round, and found the track
manager by his side.  Mr., Peter Burke was
emiling,

“Did I win, sir?” asked Rex.

“Why ask? You know well enough that
vou won,” replied Burke., " This means an-
other twenty-five pounds in your pocket, my
friend.  Worth picking up, isn’t it?”

Rex could hardly believe it, Twenty-five
pounds—for riding in a race that had been
sheer enjoyment from start to finish, It
wasn't work at all—it wasn't even a risk!
It was money for nothing! This was the
way he looked ot it.

“Well, what 1s 1t going
cheers?’ asked Mr. Burke

Rex started.

“Eh?” he said, staring.
mean 1’

“Need I explain ?” said the track manager.
“This afternoon you were jeered, Carring-
ton; and you were even jecred before this

to be—jcers or
dryly.

“What do you

race started. Dut thexy're cheering vou now.
Boy, you're a born racer! Why don’t you
throw up football, and go in wholcheartedly
for this new game? I tell you, it’s a paying
proposition.”

Rex frowned, and DBurke eved him nar-
rowlv, The track manager needed him more
badly than ever now; he had only raced
once or twice, and yet he was becoming tre-
mendously popular With Rex as a regular
attraction at the Speedway, the “gates”
would get bigger and bigger. Never before

had Peter Burke wanlted a man so keenly
as he now wanted Rex Carrington,
“Why hesitate?” he went on. “It

y

doesn’'t need any thinking about——'

A race now and again may be all right
—bnt I'm a footballer,” said Rex, a stubborn
hght coming into his eyes. “I'm a Blue
Crusader, and I've got to stand by the club
until the end of the season.”

“Just as you like,” said Burke, turning
away.

Perhaps ho turned because he did nob
want Rex to see the gleam in his eyes. He
knew that he was dealing with an cbstinate
customer, and Mr Burke was getting im-
patient,  Ile felt that action of some kind
was necessary~—and Le was rcady!

In the Toils !

X did not compete in any more races

R that evening. Ile had got rid of

some of liis excess steam, as it weroe,

aud ho was feeling in a  better
humour,
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Twenty-five pounds in notes was in his
pocket. Mr. Peter Burke had seen to it
tnat the money was promptly paid over—a
procedure that Rex regarded as purely
normal. He was new to this game. And it
was not to be denied that the * fecl” of that
money had a big influence on him.

For Rex had always been fond of money,
and the knowledge that he could obtain it
so casily wrought an insidious change in

mun. It filled him with doubts ana uu-
certaintics. It made him dissatisfied with
his lot as a professional footballer, par-

ticularly so as he was such a success on the
dirt-track. :

e remembered, too, his miserable failure
of the afternoon, forgetting that the
treachery of that device in his boot was
mainly responsible,

“Not going yet, are you, Carrington?”
asked I’eter Burke, as he found Rex over-
coated and gloved, ready for departure,

“T thought =0,” said Rex.

“Might as well come along with me,
then,” said the track-manager. “I'm off
home now, and I'll give you a lift in 1y
car.”

“But I'm going to Bellton,” said Rex.
“You don’t live in Bellton.”

“No, but I live on the outskirts of the
town,” replied Mr. Burke easily. "There
1sn’t a 'bus just vet, and vou can come in
and have a drink with me while you're wait-
ing. The 'buses pass my house, you know.”

“It veally doesn’t matter " began Rex,

But Mr. Burke seized him by the arm and
laughingly propelled him towards the main
exit. Outside a saloon car was waiting, and
they both entered, Mr. Burke driving him-
self,

“It's not for me to influence you, my
young friend, but you’ll be very foolish if
you don’t take up track-racing as a pro-

fession,” he said, after a bit. “You'll never
earn as much at football—-"

“I know that, bit I'mn tied to the Blues
for the present,” said Rex.

f‘fj‘iud?ll

"Yes. My contract——:"

“Simply a matter of arrangement,” inter.
rupted Mr. Burke. “1f you don’t want to
do any more footballing, your club will be
quite prepared to release you, There's no
trouble there.”

“You ncedn't think that I'm concerned
about Mr. Piecombe, my manager,” sald
Rex gruffly. *““He's got his knife into me
[}ﬂst now, and I'm none too friendly with
im. Hang Piecombe !”

“If these are your feelings, what are you

hesitating about ?”

“I'm thinking of the boys—the other
players,” said Rex. “They're a good crowd,
and I should hate to let them down, They've
set their heart on winning the champilonship
this season -

“Thoey won'’t regard you as much of o help
1f you play as you did this afterncon,” said
Mr. Burke,

“1 was off form,” said Rex, flushing. “I’'m
not likely to play as badly as that again.
And there’s young Corcoran, too!”

“The sehoolboy, you mean?”

“"Yes, he's the owner of the Dlue
Crusaders,” said Rex. “ He's a young sport
—a regular good 'un. He's doing wonders
for the elub, and it seems to be that it wonld

be a dirty trick if I deserted the crowd at

a time like this. No, Mr. Burke, I'm not
going to have anything to do with speed-
way-racing until the footer secason is over.”

Mr, Burke smiled.

“Well, just as you like, you’re your own
master,” he said. *“I'mm not going to press
you any more.”

IIe realised, indeed, that in Rex Carring-

hold, the Blues enclusure.

racing, and he enters for a race.
LM PTESSES

the Blues!
get Rex.
scheming.
enter the Speedway again,

Curly Hankin, aof the

the Blues’ next mateh he plays badly.

t race.

ULYSSES PIECOMBE—more commonly known as Piccan—manager of that fumous
Second Division Foothall Club, The Biue (rusaders, is worried; very worricd,
Not because the Blucs arve doing badly—indeed, at the moment they are playing
splendid football—but beecause a dirt-track has just been opened near the Strong-

The players, however, seem unperturbed.

REX CARRINGTON, the Blues' brilliant centre-forward. Rex is keen on dirt-track
He wins—and his clever riding considerad’y

PETER BURKE, manager of the Speedway,
football, and become a dirt-track rider. :
The Speedway manager 18 not deterred, however; he's determined (o

Liecan, fearing that Rex will crock himself, forbids the jootballcr to .
Rtex is rebelliovs, and promptly enters for a race,
rides reckless’y, and comes a cropper, injuring his foot, with the result that n

Rex, in a temper, goes off ta the Speedway,
Rex agrees, and wing in fine fashion.

(Now read on.)

The Opening Chapters in Brief.

Especially

Burke, tndecd, asks Rex to chu'ck up
Rex angrily refuscs—he’s not a traitor to
Blues’ Durke in lis

Reserves, helps

He

The DBlues lose; Piecan blumes Rexr, and
Burke persundes Lim to enter for
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ton he was dealing with a fellow with a
strong will; and the more he tried to per-
suade Rex, the more likely 1t was that Rex
would resist ~im. Far better to assume an
atr of indifference.

The car pulled up outside a small modern
villa, near the outskirts of Bannington, on
the Bellton road, It was one of thc new
Liouses—detached, and quite artistic.

“You'll camie in, won't you?” asked Mr.
Burke agreeably.

“Well, I'd rather not——"

“Your "bus doesn’t come along for another
ten minutes, at least,” said the track-
manager. “‘Let’s have a drink tegcther,
Carrington, just to show that there’s no
ill-feeling, You don't want to leave the
Blues in the lurch, and 1 suppose you know
best. We'll leave it at that.”

Rex felt rather more friendly towards Mr.
Peter Burke, and he accompanied his host
into the house. IHe soon found himself in a
well-lighted sitting-room, where there were
two or three other nien scated round a table,
playing cards.

“Friends of mine,” said Mr. Burke, wav-
ing his hand. *“ Boys, this 1s Carrington,
of the Blues.”

Rex was grected warmly, and he was pro-
vided with a long drink of whisky and
soda.

“Care to join in, Carrington?’ asked one
of the men. “We're looking for a fourth,
vou know. You play Bridge, I suppose?”

“Thanks all the same, but I've got to
get back,” said Rex.

“Afraid of Mr. Pieccombo?” asked Burke,
with a suggestion of a sncer in his voice.
“Afraid of being spanked for being late
home?”

Rex flushed.

“Hang Piecombe!” hLe rctorted.
be in at any tune I like!”

“Then why not wait for the next 'bus—in
an hour's time?” suggested DLurke. " Come
along! A fridhdly httle game will do you
cood.”

Rex laughed, and finished up his drink.
He wasn't in the habit of drinking spirits
of any kind, and this onc, being a stiff dose,
<oon affected him.

Within five minutes he was playing
Bridge, and the rubber did not last very
long. Then the game was chauged fo Solo
Whist, And an uour later Rex was being
shown the iniricacies of I'aro.

In the meantime, he Liad bad two or threc
more drinks, consuming thcen thoughtlessly,
without any inkling of the harm they wero
doing. He was becoming more reckless—
more indifferent as to the outecome. e told
himseM that he could do as ke pleazed, and
that if he didn’t get in till two or three
o’clock in the morning, it was only his own
business.

He had forgotten all about hLis ’bus, and
it was not until one o'clock had struck that
ha even thought about going home. And by
now he had become so fascinated by ihe
gentle game of Taro that be wanted to
carry on with it.

“I can
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“No, Carrington, I think you've had
enough,” said Mr. Burke gently. “You've
alrecady lost that twenty-five pounds, and
some of your own money besides., I'm not
sure whether you can scttle up.”

Rex laughed amusedly.

“I can settle up all right,” he said. “Iow
much do I owe, anyhow? What do these
things stand for¥”

There were lots of chips on the table, and
Mr. Burke was counting them up, reckoning
;1_10 few that Rex had had left in front of

1. :

“We've been plaving for pretty high
stakes, my young friend,” he said sig-
nificantly, "I don’t want to give you too
much of a shock, but you owe me just over
a hundred and fifty pounds!”

Rex started.

“A hundred and fifty—pounds?” heo re-
peated, his brain clearing very rapidly.

“That’s what I said,” replied Mr., Burke.
- ‘iauu knew the stakes before we started,
and-——

“All right, I'm not squealing !” said Rex,
with a gulp. “But 1 can’t pay you to-night,
ﬁr. Burke. I'll give you an 10 U if you
ike.

“That'll suit me,” said Mr. Burke easily.

While Rex Carrington wrote out that
simple document, My, Burke winked to his
companions. This lamb had been caught
in the toils very casily!

A Shock for Fatty Fowkes!

“ ILL that do?” asked Rex, as ho
\;‘ﬂ put his fountain-pen away.

" Mr. Burke took the 1 O U and

scanned 1t. Then he laughed,

and held the slip of paper in front of Rex.

“My dear boy, therc’s really no neced for
this,” said the track-manager drvly. "1 can
trust you, can't 1 And a small sum like o
hundred and fifty pounds is nothing to you—
you can ecasily win it 1n the Speedway. DPut
this precious little document in your pocket.’

“You mean that you don’t want 1t 7" asked
Rex, staring.

“Of course I don't want 1t,” said Mr.
Burke. “Keep it, if you like, just as «
reminder of tLe figure. But I don’t want
to hold the thing over you. As 1 said be-
fore, 1 can trust you to keep vour word.”

Rex put the slip of paper in his pocket,
warming towards Mr. Peter Burke. Ilo
came to the conclusion that his first im-
pression of tho track manager was wrong.
It was very deecent of the mian to trust hi
like this.

Mr. Burke went ceven farther; lie toolk
Rex home in his car, and dropped him at
the gateway of St. Frank’s. Then he waved
a cheery good-night, and went back.

“A thundering good sort!” Rex deeided.
“T'hat’s what he 1s—a thundering good sert !

He dimly realised that he had been very
much of a mug, and lLie couldn’t quite under-
stand how he had lost =0 much monecy over
that card game. Iis mind was a bit uncer-

| tain about it all,
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To tell the truth, Rex was feeling just a
iittle ashamed of himself. He knew that he
had been weak—that he had acted not only
foolishly, but very wrongly. This sort of
thing was not caleulated to improve his form,

ITe went to the Ancient House, and found
the deor unlatched. Just at present, while
half the school was away on a trip abroad,
the Blue Crusaders were occupying the

Ancient House, and the players found the
arrangement very congenial,
Just inside the door, in the lobby, Rex
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came face to face with Mr. Ulysses Piecombe,
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In his bed-room Rex found Fatty Fowkes—
wide awake and pacing up and down, attired
in his dressing-gown,

“Good glory!” said Fatty, halting and
staring. ‘*So you've come homie at last, have
vou? Where the thunder have you been all
the evening—and half the night?”

““Are you going to start now?” said Rex
savagely.

“You smell like a
Iatty, backing away,
have you been doing?”

Rex sat down on his bed, feeling very tired.

said

What

public-house |”
“Great Scott!
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““I don’t want to give you a shock, Carrington, but you owe me just over a hundred and fifty

pounds ! *’ said Burke.

“So!"” said the manager ominously. “You
have condescended to return, Carrington ! Did
you know that the hour is nearly 2 a.m.?”

Rex flared up—incensed by Mr. Piecombe’s
very tcne.

“T'm not a prisoner!” he retorted. I
went to supper with some friends, and e

“You are trying my patienco very severely,
Carrington,” said the manager curtly. " You
know well enough that 1 disapprove of these
excessively late hours. It is not good for
your—er—constitution Why are you late?”

"0Oh, what does it matter?” said Rex -
patiently.  “ You needn't think that I shall
be oftf-colour for our next match, sir. There's
no harm in being late for once in a while,
I suppose?”

He walked on, and went upstairs, Mr, Pie-
combe made as if to call him back, but he

1?2

merely shrugged his shoulders and pursed his
He realised, perhaps, that it would En
the

lips.
unwise to
moment,

say anything further at

Rex Carrington, although he didn’t realise it at the moment, was slowly
but surely being drawn into the net |

“I've been acting the fool, IKatty—that'’s
what I’ve been doing!” he said bluntly., “I
realise it now, and I wouldn't 1ell anybody
else but you. But, by Jove, I've been acting
the fool !

“You don’t neced to tell me that,” said
Fatty Fowkes. ‘“‘Ieeling a bit reckless, I sup-
pose? Fed up with Piccormbe and life in
gencral, eh? I've had the same sort of feel-

ing myself, but it doesn’t do any good. What’s
the trouble, Rex, old son? Tell your uncle!”

“Oh, it’s nothing,” growled the centre-
forward. “1 went to the Speedway—that’s
all.”

“*1 suspected that—but you're not going to .
tell me that you've been at the Speedway all
this time,” said Fatty, “It's nearly two

o'clock in the morning!”

“1 went home with Burke, after the
racing.”

“Burke! That erook!”

“He’s not a crook, Fatty,” said Rex,

“I thought he was a bit of a wrong 'un at
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one time, but he's proved to me that he’s a
fairly decent.chap. I owe him a hundred and
fifty pounds, and he’s willing to trust me——"

“Hey! Whoa! Hold on!” gasped the big
goalic.  “ What did you say? You owe Burke
a hundred and fifty pounds?”

1 Y{:S.’,

“Great gosh!” _

“Didn’t I tell you that I've been acting
the fool?” snapped Rex. “I played cards
with Burke and some other men, and by the
time the game was over I found that I had
been losing pretty heavily.”

Fatty stared at Rex in sheer astenishment,

“And i,'ﬂu’rq telling me that Buerke isn't a
ctook?” he said ineredulously. “Why, you
silly great idiot, Burke and those pals of
liis were twisting you'!”

“They couldn’t have been,” said Rex, shak-
ing his hecad,

“You don’t suppose they won a hundred
and fifty pounds off you by fair means, .do
vou?”’

“It was partly my own fault.,” said Rex.
“We played Bridge at first, and then drifted
from onec game to another until we got to
faro.”

“Ye¢ gods and little fishes!”

“ Anyhow, there it is, I'atty—and ['in glad
I've teld you,” continued Rex, ** No more of
ithis sort of thing for me! It's a rotten sort
of game!”

“I'm glad you know it,” said Fatty., “Dut
it's & pity you don’t know thal Burke 1s a
wrong un,”

“He 1sn't!” insisted Rex. I gave him an
{.0.U. for that hundred and fifty pounds, but
hie handed it back to me.”

“He did what?”

““ Handed 1t back to me, and told me that
he could “trust me,” =aid Rex.  *That
wasn't a crooked sort of thing, was 1t?”

“I bet there were some snags tacked on to
it,” said Iatty suspiciously. “And how do
vou propose to pay this money back? Dy
going in for more dirt-track racing?”

“Well, that would be an casy way—-

“In direet defiance of Piecombe's orders,”
grunted Fatty. “You can’t do that, Rex.
You'll only make Piecommbe go absolutely
crazy. He's bad enough as it is. 1 tell you,
these men have trapped you, and yet you
can't sea it! Their wheeze is to make you
o in for track racing until you're so ‘in’
with it that you won’t be able to back out.”

Rex looked startled, realising the shrewd-
ness of Fatty IFowkes' words.

“I wonder if yvou're right?” lLe muttered.
“What can I do, Fatty? 1've gol to pay
that money back——"

“The best thing you can do is to go straight
to Piecombe, or go to him in ths morning,
anybow,” said Fatty promptly. “Tell him
all the facts, and put it up {o him. Die-
cotbe’s a good sort in the main—he’ll sce
vou through, He'll probably advance the
wmoney and pay Burke off, and then you
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can square up later, in your own time.
how, take my advice and see Precan.”

“And this LO.U.?" said Rex, feeling in his
pocket. “I suppose I'd better A

He broke off, scarching his pockets with a
puzzled expression on his face,

“You'd better tear the I1.O.U. up,” said
Fatty. ““And as soon as Pizcan has scttled
with Burke——"

“It's gone!"™ interrupted Rex, in a startled
voice. “I put that picco of paper in this
waisteoat pocket, and row it's gone!”

He remembered vaguely that Mr. Burke’s
companions had pressed round bun very
closcly as he had taken his departure—they
had helped him on with his overcoat. Was it
possible that they had “lifted ” that LO.U.
out ©of his pocket?

One thing was certain—Rex was caunght in
the meshes of some cunningly spread net!

his conscience affected him  some-

what. Iurther more, he had recklessly in-
dulged in a few drinks, and he was not
accustomed to this. His head ached abomin-
ably. In the moruing he found that it was
aching still more.

“T feel rotten, I'atiy,” confided Rex.

Fatty Fowkes grunted.

“You deserve to feel rotten,” said the big
goalie severely, “I'm jolly glad to hear it,
vou dummy ! Going about playing cards until
two and three o'clock in the morning, and
guzzling rotten spirits!”

Any-

Rex Sees Reason!
EX ({ARRING'I‘ON slept uneasily that
nighit.
He had ncted very foolishly, and

“There’s no nced to shout about 1t~
growled Rex, :
“1 suppose you think Piccan doesn’t

know?"” retorted Fatly,

“Does he?”

“Well, if he docsn't knew, he suspects,”
said the sixteen-stone goalkeeper with ccn-
viction, ““Wasn't he waiting up for you last
night? Do you suppose that he didn’t smell
your breath?”

Rex was silent. e realisel the truth of
Fatty’s words. It was quite on the cards
that Mr., Piecombe suspected the real truth.
Rex was worried, too, about the wretched
I.0.U. Had he lost it, or had it somehow
been taken from him?

“The best thing you can do. old man, is
to go straight to old Piecombe,” =aid Fatty.
“No sense in delaying. Me's not a bad old
stick, and if vou make a clean breast of it
he'll do the decent thing.”

“And let me off, I suppose?” asked Rex,
with the trace of a snecr

Fatty leaned over, and patied his com-
panion on the shoulder,

(Fatty's scheme sounds all right in theory,
but how will it work out in practice? You'll
know when you read next week's enthralling

| instalment, eliums.)
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WHAT WILL HAPPEN IN 1930?

least.

ARCHIE JACKSON

He is one of Australia’s
coming batsmen, and great
things are expected of him
in the future.

ANANN ANANANANANNANANANANANNNAN

Welcome Home !

N the twenty-fifth of March there
O will sail from Freemantle a happy
band of cricketers—the gallant
Englishmen who have triumphed in
Australia. We shall watch through the
newspapers the progress of the R.M.S.
Osmonde, for that ehip will contain, not
only the cricketers, but the ‘‘Ashes
which have been won 1n Australia. And
as the ship comes nearer and nearer
“home ” we shall work up our welcome,
and get ready to greet our victorious
warriors with a mighty cheer.

It is fully expected that the welcome
home will be more enthusiastic than any
which has ever been given to a ecricket
side, and there is every justification for a
right royal welcome, too. The men who
have been to Australia have broken many
records; have done worthy things to up-
hold the cricket prestige of the mother
country. We shall greet them as heroes
all.

After the first greetings are over, we
shall ask of them, one by one, this
momentons question: Do you think the
Australians will be able to bring over in
1930 a team good enough to beat us and
take back the “Ashes”? We shall hold
the “ Ashes ” till 1930, in any case, hut the
programme for an Australian visit in that
year is all completed. T wonder what the
answer will be, when we put the question
to our plavers?

11930 will be their year.

England’s got the ** Ashes "'—until 1930 at
Australia is sending a team to England
that year, and the Aussies will be all out to
avenge the defeat they suffered in the present
series of matches.
discusses their chances in this outspoken article.

Our

special contributor

ANANNANANANANASANANAN AANANANANANLANASNANAN AN

Out for Their Revenge!

Not knowing, I will try to give somc
sort of answer to the question of what will
happen in 1930. In the first place, we can
be quite certain that the Australians will
already have made up their minds that
They will come
with one set purpose—with one great idea
in their minds: to avenge the defeats of
the season now coming to an end.

It is not in the nature of the Australians
—it should not be in the nature of any
true sportsman—to take defeat lying
down; to accept continued defeat as in-
evitable. There must ever be the deter-
mination to strike back, and the Awus.
tralians will leave no stone unturned in
their efforts to find a team which will be
capable of striking back effectively.

As T write these notes T have hefore me
a letter, written by a member of the Eng-
lish team, and posted immediately after
we had won the fourth Test match. Here
is a quotation from it: "*As we were conr-
ing off the field at the end of the fourth
Test, one of the Australian batsmen said
to me: ¢ Wait till 1930. You’ll catch it
then.” ”” That’s the spirit: that’s the feel-
ing which dominates Australia. 1930 will
see them worked up to as mighty an effort
as any team has ever made.

Actually, and in spite of the fact that
Eneland have done to Australia during
the present season things which have
never bheen done to them “down under™
hofore, there are certain reasons for opti-
mism concerning 1930 from Australia’s
point of view.

Better and Better !

Her players were almost hopelessly
heaten in the first two Tests. In the third
Test they came nearer to winning than
the finishing score suggested, for there was
at least one day when the issue was in the
lap of the oods. And in the fourth Test
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{lie igsue was so close that there was almost |
as much kudos to one side as to the other.

We must all feel fairly confident that
Australia would have won the fourth Test
if Don Bradman had not been run out at
the most critical stage of the match. So
Australia’s record dumw the present

season, if bUlIlE'Whﬂt doleful in a general
way, has this encouraging feature: the

team has oradually improved; gradually
come nearer to the English standard. To
a nation of born optimists this fact will
be considered weighty argument why they
ought to win again in 1920.

The rcason for Australia’s bad patch 1s
that several of the star players of the
past grew old at the same time, and that
the sclectors of Australia’s team did not
introduce enough young blood before it
was too late—Dbefore the “Ashes” were
almost lost.

Australia’s Young Hopes !

When the young playvers were intro-
duced, however, they certainly played
their part mhantly and well ;: so well as
fo inspire hopes for 1930 Archie Jackson,
Don Bradman, Ernest a-Beckett, These
ave the names of three young Australians
who did wonderfully well once they were
introduced into the Test team, and the
combined ages of these three only amount
to sixty years. Here are players for the
future—for 1930. TLads who can come into
Test games when they are only twenty
yvears “of age, and can give such a show
will doubtless prove the backbone of the
side two years later—when they will be
cven better ericketers by all the laws.

In addition to the plaqu I have named,
there are olhers coming along, and thus,
though it may be to a very large extent
a new team of Australians which we shall
see in England in 1930, it seems likely
that in this new team there will be men
worthy to uphold the fraditions of the
oreatest “Cornstalks ” of the past.

Already we can see a side of Australians
coming over who will be extremely diffi-
cult to get out: it will contain wonder-
batsmen, who will be sure to get a lot of
rung under anything like p;ontl batting
conditions. When oue looks round, how-
ever, it 1s perfectly obvious that Australia
will have to find howlers—new bowlers—
to send over here in 1930. In my mind's
eve I can see extraordinary efforts bLeing
made by the Australian sclectors to find

those bowlers between now and the Spring
of 1930.

Bowlers Wanted !

-

have talked a lot about doing every-
in favour of the batsmen in Fue-
of making wonderful pitehes which

We
thing
land :
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didn't give bowlers a chiance to get the
batsmen cut. But if we have done that in
England they have done it to a much
rrlcati::r extent in Ausiralia The pltcth
on which fivst-class malcles ave played in
Auslralin are all in favour of the Dbats-
men. Now pitchies in favour of batsmen
don’t produce bowlers: all they do is fo
break the hearts of the bowlers,

Take it from me, lhowever, that Aus-
tralia will make an effort right now to
remedy this state of affairs. They will be
so keen to win back the “Ashes” when
they come to England in 1930 that I am

quite prepared tu hear of them making
{ﬂ&tl[} reforms in respect of ﬁustra!mn
pitches during their noxt season ““down

under.” 'ihov will try to play somec
matches, at any rate, under-com’iitimm
such as are 111\015' to be met with in
Lugland.

Why the Third Test Was Lost!

The vital third mateh of the present
series was lost by the Australians for onc
reason onlv: when the weather conditions
provided a sticky wicket there was no
Australian bowler who could make com-
plete use of it. This, of course, i3 not
surprising.  “Glue- pntn arc only met
with in Australia once or twice in a season
at the outside; sometimes they go through
a whole season without the weather mak-
ing a ‘“sticky dog.” But in an average
summer in hun!.nui we get a fair number
of wickets on which the howler who can
spin the ball can make it “talk,” and
have the Dbatsmen miwove or less at his
merey.

The Australinns will now try to find
bowlers wlo can make use of such condi-
tions, and I hear that they intend to pro-
duce such conditions by artificial means.
Then they must also look round for a fast
buulu'—n MacDonald or a Gregory. This
type ought to be easier for the Australians
to find, They have always had at least
one good fast howler in their teams until
Gwrrmv went lame at the beginning of
the pmaent Tests. They ave pletty sure
to find another fast bowler somewhere
during their next season.

A Qreat Struggle in Store!

T wonder, too, if the Australians will
completely revise the conditions for their
inter-state matclies 1n ordef the betler to
prepare the players for 1030 The Tests
in Australia, as you all know, are played
to a finish, without any time limit. “When
the Australians come to this country in
1930 there will be a fr_:ur-rlm, limit to each

game, with the proviso that if the “ Ashes ™

(Continued on page 44.)
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The Editor.

Your Editor welcones letters from ail his veaders?
sgend him one now, Address it ‘o: The Editor,
“ Neleon Lee Schooo Story Library,” Fleetway
House, Forringdon Strect, London, E.C.4.

Those Seven Wonders!

STAUNCH  Norwich reader has
A written asking me to tell him the
seven ancient wonders of the world.
He says he has asked many of his chums
this same quesiion, and while they have
been able to tell him one or two, he has
found that none of them know the whole
seven. o he suggests that I answer his
question on this page, for he feels sure that
there are many other N.I.. readers who are
in the same boat, as it were, and who would
therefore be interested.

I agree. And althovgh I believe 1 have
answered this same quesiion in the Old
Paper before, L propose to do so again, be-
lieving, like my Norwich chum, that many
readers will be interested.

Here's the List: (1) the Pyramids; (2) the
Tomb of Mausolus, King of Caria; (3) the
Temple of Diana at Ephesus; (4) the Walls
ardl Hanging Gardens of Babylon; (5) the
Colussus at Rhodes; (6) the Ivory and (Gold
Statue of Jupiter Olympus; (7) the Phavos,

or Watech Tower, built at Alexandria by
Ptolemy Philadelphus, King of Fgypt.
What’s Your QOpinion?
Aud that’s thart Which leads me to
another mteresting topic.  What ave the
seven modern wonders of the world? I've

often thought about this myself, and I expeet
many of vou have done so, too. There’s a

whole list of things which can  be called
wonders:  wireless, telephone, television,
robots, submarines, Svdney Bridge, Wool-

worth Building in New York, talkies, Sim-

plon Pass, express railwav engines, battle-
. ships-—those are only a few which spring into

my mind on the spur of the moment.

Which do you think are the seven modern
wonders of the world? T’m sure many rcaders
must have their own views on this interest-
img subjeet, and I, for my part, should also
be interested to hear those views. So, when

you are writing to me, and if you feel like !

it, perhups you could jot down your sclee-
tions. That’s a chance for those readers who
tell me that they never know what to say
when ihey're writing to me!

Coming Next Week!

few  words  about next
week’s school storv. This weck the Boys ol
St. Frank’s are enjoying the wonders of New
Zealand. They’re only there for a few days,

however, and next Wednesday finds them on
their way—home!

And now for a

But there are still some more adventures
awaiting Nipper and Handforth and all the
others before they rcach England—and they
strike the 1 when they're cressing the Pacilic
Ocecan. For the School Ship gets caught in
a eyclone—a real, honest-to-goodness, roaring
fury of a eyclone from which there scems
no possible escape!

Edwy Scarles Brooks is a master of deserip-
tion, but even he has exeelled himself in
his deseription of this eyelone.

After T had read this story—which 1s en-

titled, “The Peril of the P’acific!”~—1 hap-
pened to meet an old seafaring friend of
mine, and T told him about it. He imme-
diately wanted to read the story for him-
self, and so 1 passed it on to him. Next day
my friend brought back t(he yarn. He was
full of praise for the way in which My,
Brooks had described the eyelone. 1le him-

self had been through one of these terrors
of the sea—apparently it had been almost &
miracle that he had got through safelv—and
he said that Mr. Brooks had descrvibed it to

the “T.” Real praise that, if you like!

And so 1 want all readers to look out
especially for next week’s magnificent school
yarn. 1t is, without doubt, one of the very
best that Edwy Searvles Drooks has penned
for a long time. 1 am suve it will live long

i1 the memories of all Nelson Leeites. Don'’t
forget., chums. ““The DPeril of -the Pacilie!
next Wednesday!

Ll

Tig Eptron.
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