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READ ALL ABOUT THE AMAZING ADVENTURES OF NIPPER & CO.—

Maored against the quayside was a typical ocean {ramp, and Handforth & Co. gazed at it with intense
interest.
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—THEY MEET WITH TROUBLE IN THE LIVERPOOL DOCKS THIS WEEK!

By
ARLES

EDWY SE BROOKS
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Edward Oswald Handforth is never bappier than when be's mixed up in
a lot of excitement, This week be gels plenty of it ; oo much, in facl—
for it’s no fun io be hidnapped and held to ransom !

CHAPTER 1.
= Looking for Trouble!

-

The celebrated leader of Study D, in the Remove at &t. Frank's, looked

up and down Lord Street with an eager light in his eyes. Church and-

: McClure, his faithful chums, were in close attendance, only they were looking
rather anxious, :

“ Better get back to the School Train,” said Church,

“Rot!” frowned Handforth. “Plenty of time yet. The evening has hardly begun, and
the Ecatﬁgr‘_s. top-hole. My idea is to go down to the docks and have a good squint
roun .

“¥ar better go for a tram ride,” said MeClure hastily, “We don't want to go down to
the docks, Handy.”

“Why not?"” retorted Handforth, “We're in Liverpool, my sons, and I've heard that
Liverpool is a ripping place. Down by the docks they've got Chinese opium dens and
chop-suey houses, and all that sort of thing. We shall meet lascars and dagoes and all
thahre_st ?i ’teﬂ'l In a great port like this you don't know who you're rubbing shoulders
with, 1n fact.™

6% WIIAT shall we do now 7" asked Hundiorth.
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The worst fears of Church and McClure)

were confirmed. Handforth was not satisfied
with looking round the ordinary sights of
Liverpool-—such as the museum, the art
gallery, the parks, and so forth. Nothing
would please him but to penetrate to the

more dingy dockside districts, where he could |

“rub shoulders” with the more or less
questionable characters of thut great city.

HE Sehool [rain—already [amous

I throughout the land--had arrived on

the outskirts of Liverpool in the sarly

morning of that same day, having

come along from Blackpool. The train would

stay here for two or three days, and then

wove on to Manchester. Naturally, at the

first opportunity, the juniers had ventured
forth to bave a good look at Liverpool.

Nipper and Vivian Travers and Reggio
Pitt and Harry Gresham and a crowd of
others were somewhere about, but Handforth
& Co. had missed them. This was no fault
of Church’s or McClure's, who had done their
ultaost to keep with the main party. But
ITandforth had deliberately tried to give the
others the slip, He wanted to go off on an
exploring expeditiorn of his own.

So now, having just emerged from the
Fdiuburgh Café in Lord Street, Handforth
wus bent upon leoking for trouble.

lle and his chums stood outside a smart
boot shiop next to the café, and they were
rither undeeided. Trams were passing every
now and again, to say nothing of other
trallic, FLord Street is one of Liverpool’s
principal thoroughfares.

“There's a theatre booking-office just
across the road,” remarked Church brightly.
“How about popping in and secing if we can
get some scats for one of the shows?”

“Nothing doing,” replied Handforth
coldly, “We're going down to the docks.” |

“But there isn’t time——"

Come on!” said Handforth briskly.

It was, of ecourse, impossible to let Hand-
torth go by himself; he would inevitably get
nimself into 2 hopeless mess somewhere.
Liverpool wasn’t like a village. IHandforth
would lose himself sconer or later, and then
there would be a lot of trouble. Church and
Fvlu?h;m felt hound to stick closely to their
leader.

So they walked down Lord Street and then
into James Street, approaching the Mersey.
Very soon they came out upon the wide, im-
posing space in front of the head oflices of
the Merscy Docks and Harbour Board.
Hore, too, was the great Cunard Building,
and also the Royul Liver Building. The
ferries were busy on the great river, and the
whole scene was interesting and attractive,

“What's the matter with going on a ferry
trip?"” asked Church hopefully. “We can
have a look at Birkenhead if we do that, ana
it won't take very long.™

Elandforth snified,
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“A f[at lot of thrills—goeing across the
Mersey on a ferry!” he said tartly, “Not
for me, thanks!” .

“Well, let’s get on the Overhiead Railway,”
said McClure, the Scottish member of the

Co.
“The Overhead Railway ?” repeated Hand-
forth. “No, my son! I went into the

L Bdinburgh Café to please you—you being’

Scot—but this time I'm going to please
myself.”

“But I thought you
docks?” asked Mae.

“So I do.” .

“Well, we can’t do.better than have a trip
on the Overhead Railway,” retorted McClure,
“Somebody told me that we ein get a
magnificent view of miles of docks from .the
Overhead Railway—Dbecause the train travels
rieht along the front. We shall be able to
see everything. and we can get on the train
in two jiffies, because James Strect Station
is just near.”

“Y think Pier Head Station is nearer,”
sald Chureh, *““It’s only just round on the
other side of the Liver ﬂuijlding."

“Ave you sure the train takes us all along
the docks?” asked Handforth suspiciously.

“Of course it does—and if you don’t believe
us, ask one of the ratlway oflicials,” replied
Chureh., “We can go right up as far as
Secaforth, and then come back agamn. I
believe the return trip is ouly abont u
shilling first-class.”

Much to their relief Handforth agreed, and
before long thev were at Pier Head Btation,
and Handforth soon discovered that bis
chums had teld him the truth. The Over-
head Railway ran right along the front, and
it would give them a splendid view of Liver-
pool’s famous docks.

There was not long to walit, for there were
trains every few minutes, and soon the ehums
of Study D were seated in one of tho
carriages, experiencing a real thrill,

“By George, this is pretty good!” said
Handforth reluctantly. *““This 1s what I cali
an overbead railway, too. It’s better than
the New York Elevated.”

“And this was the frst electric overhead
rallway in the world,” said Church con-
tentedly, "My hat! Look at all Llhoso
docks! Look at the ships! Doesn't it givo
you @ thrill when you realise that those ships
have come from every corner of the earth?”

“Don’t use such silly expressions,” said
Handforth, frowning. “The earth hasn’t
any corners—it's round.”

“But it’s a conunon enough terme-——

“1 don’t care ahout that—it's wrong
insisted Tlandforth, **What price getting off
at one of these¢ stations and baving a real
look at the docks? What's this one?
Clarence Dock Station, isn’t it ?”

“But we've paid for the whole trip!” pro-
tested Mac. “*We don't want to get off yet.
Let's go the whole journey, and then return

wanted to see .the

"

I:fl

!toe our starting-point.”
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“Oh, all right—but I'm not sure about
returning to our starting-point,” said Hand-
forth. “I want to have a look at the China-
men and the lascars and the dagoes.™

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Church. “You
might walk for miles and not sce one. Don’t
be so potty, Handy! And what about
calling-over? We shall be late—"

“Who cares?” said Handforth, “We shall
orily get a hundred lines or something like
that. If the school authoritics had any sense
they would allow us to be out late when we
arrive in a new town for the first time.”

“But you know that all the St. Frank’s
ritles' and regulations are in force on the
School Train—just as if we were at the old
schiool,” said Mac. *““That's the whole idea of
the thing—and that's why it’s such a success.
Work is going on all the timne. At least,
there’s as much work being done on the train
a8 there would be at
St. Frank's, although
that’s not a fat lot to
boast about.”

WRITE TO E. 0. HANDFORTH

o

HE worst happened on the way back,
I Church and McClure were just
beginning to think that Handforth
had given up his wild ideas and that
he was preared to get back to the School
Train after this little trip was over, but at
one of the dockside stations he jumped up
and was out of the train before his chums
could know what he was about.
“Come on!” he said briskly,
So they jumped out, rather alarmed.
“What's the idea?” demanded McClure,

“Didn't I tell you that we were going to
have a look at the docks at close hand?”

“But we shall only get ourselves lost—"

“We're not kids!” interrupted Handforth
coldly. “We've got tongues, haven’t we? If
we get off the track we can soon find it again,
Whieh is the way out?” :

Chureh and McClure glanced at onc
another, and they
gave it up as a bad
job.  They resigned
themselves to the fact

“Speak for your- The great Edward Oswald Handforth has  that they would have
self I said Handforth, expressed a desire to hear from readers of to write an imposition
frowning. the Nelson Les Library, and he has staied of three or four

His chums>chuckled that he will answer any questions they care hundred lines when

and continued to look
out of the window.

to ask him. Accordingly Mr. E. 5. Brooks
and the Editor have passed on some of their

they pot back to tho
School Train.

oM : letters received from readers, and Hand- They found them-
Wiat about moingz  forth will reply to these next woek in & D8W  solves in a rather
through the Meysey  featyre entitled dingy -~ street.  They
Roadway  Tunnel? hade’t  the  faintest

supgested Handforth

“HANDFORTH REPLIES!”

wea where they were

after a while. “l've Handforth has stated that readers may  —thev onlv know th
heard a lot about it,  write to him on any subject *‘ under the 3y 4 n}d f[;Yr ¢ ff th;?[i
gnd it ought to be a  sun,” and he will answer them to the best  ¢.)octod one of the
rood trip.  Perhaps of his ability. The Editor will not be re- gn{bhiest parts  of
we can get a car-——"  sponsible for the veracity of these answers, Liverﬁoo] ﬁgﬁt P
“ Ass!”  interrupted but they will at any rate be amusing! the doc]:ﬁide Aol
ey Readers should wrife to Handforth now at 2 i
Church. L . sure enough, 1t wasn't
“« Bk ™ the iﬁllﬂ'“’lng address : hmg belore H'IC_V o
“Fathead!” E. 0. HANDFORTH, a few lascars lounging
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“ Look here——

“The Mersey Tun-
nel isn’t finished yet,”
sauid  Church. o
don’t suppose it’'il be
completed until about
nineteen  thirty-one, = |
although they started it in nineteen twenty-
five ™

“They’re taking their time,” pointed out
IHandforth sternly.

“That’s because it’s a tremendous job,”
said Church. “It’s nearly two and a half
miles long all told, and they reckon it'll cost
something like five million quid.”

“0Oh, well, we'll have a look at the tunnel
next time we're in Liverpool,” said Hand-
forth complacently., “We're in no hurry.”

They thoroughly enjoyed their ride on the
Overhead Railway, for there was an ever-
changing panorama of docks and ships to
wateh., In the evening light the Mersey
looked very impressive—~quite different from
what it would look, perbhaps, on a dull,
dreary, winter's day.

¢/o THE EDITOR,
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
FLEETWAY HOUSE,

b
|
|

about — and China-
men, too.

“This is the place!”

FARRINGDON STREET, snid Handforth en-
LONDON, E.C.4. thusiastically. “Now

we shall be able to

sce the real Liver-

mDI-." - "
“This isn’t the real Liverpool, you fat-
head !”™ said Church. “If anything, it's tho

unreal, It may be risky walking about here,
you know.,”
“My hat! You're not funky, are you?”

asked Handforth, staring.

“Of course we're not, idiot!” retorted
Church. “ At the same time, there’s no scnse
in asking for trouble like this, Anybody——""

“By George! Look at this!” interrupted
Handforth, his eyes sparkling, “A giddy
tramp steamer! Just off to Singapore, or
some other place on the other side of the
world, perhaps—the Straits Settlements, for
example.”

“Singapore is in the Straits Settlements,”
grinned MeClure.
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“Ob, well, what's the difference?” said
Handforth., “Those big liners are all very
well, but if you want to have a real thrill
you want to see these ocean-going tramps.”

The juniors were right against one of the
doeks, and there, moored to it, was a dirty-
looking old steamer——a typical ocean tramp.

There was nothing doing at the moment;
hardly anybody was about, and the gangway
itself was deserted.

The three 8t. Frank’s juniors walked up

and. down, looking up at the decks, and
Church and Mc¢Clure were just as interested
as their leader by now, The sight of that
ship conjured up all sorts of pictures in their
miinds. A haze of smoke was rolhing lazily
from the single funnel, and there was a wisp
of steam, too. Somewhere on board a clatter
of erockery sounded, and there was a mixed
odour. of oil and tar and frying onions.

“I'l tell you what,” said Handiorth sud-
denly. “Let’'s go on board.”

“Too risky,” said Church, shaking his
head. “We should omy get chucked off.”

“Well, 1t wouldn’t hurt wus, would it?”
grinned Handforth. “Why not have a shot
at it? Let’s walk beoldly up.the gangway,
get on board, and have a look round the
decks, If we meet an officer, we’ll tell him
that we're St. Frank’s fellows, and that wo're
interested. The chances are that he’ll take
us below, and show us the engine-rocom and
all the rest of 1t. Isn’t it worth it, my lads?”

"By Jingo, perhaps it is!” said McClure
.cagerly, “And, as you say, even if it comes
to the worst they can only throw us off,”

“Come on, then!” said Handforth briskly.

His chums had lost all their reluctance
now, They were cager to look over that
tramp-steamer. So, as bold as brass, they
went up the gangway, climbed on board, and
strolled across the deck as though they owned
the whole ship.

CHAPTER 2.
Shanghaied!

“ ALLO! What the thunder are you
H boys doing on board this craft?”

Handforth & Ce. spun round as

a harsh_voice sounded in their ears.

They had got to the other side of the deck,
and they were standing against the rail,

locking across the water. Now they beheld
a big, aggressive-looking man in a blue
recfer jacket, and with a peaked cap cocked
over on one side of his head, He was eyeing
the three boys suspiciously.

“0Oh, hallo!” said Handforth brightly.
“Just baving a look round.”

“Oh! Having a look round, eh?”

“Yes.”

“And who gave you permission to just
have a look round?” .

“Well, nobody,” repliecd Handforth. “ Yau
see, we walked up the gangway and-——" .

“That's enough ! snapped the man,. £ I'm
the chief officer of this ship, and I shall have
to keep you here until the captain returns.
SchﬂalL{}ys, aren't you #”

“We're St. Frank’s chaps,” said Church
anxiously, “From the Behool Train, you

_ know.”™

The officer’s eyes opened wider.

“Oh, the School Train?' he repeated. "1
was reading about it this morning, in onc
of the papers. 8o you're from the St., Frank's
School Train, are you? Very interesting!
And do vour masters allow vou to wander
about bLke this, . trespassing on private
property 7

“Oh, I say, cheese 1t!" protested Hand-
forth. “We're not doing any harm, We only
wanted to have a lock round the ship., We
thought you might be willing to take us
below and show nus the engme-room.”

“T'll take you below all right,” said the
officer, “but as sure as my name is Paxton
I won'’t take you to the engime-room, Of all
the infernal nerve!”

“No need to get so huffy about it,” said
Handforth. “What harm have we done?
This 1s a British steamer, isn't 1t 7"

“_YES.”

“Then why not be a sport and show us
round " asked Handforth., “Tt won’t do
you any harm, and-—"

“That's enough!” interrupted Mr. Paxton
curtly, “You'd better come with me!”

Handforth & Co, looked at one another in
alarm, If they were to be kept on board until
the ecaptain returned the resulis might be
serious, Perhaps the captain wouldn't come
back until late in the evening, and that would
mean & lot of trouble on the School Train
when the three truants finally turned up.

“Coms on!” yelled Handforth suddenly.

It was his idea’ to make a bolt for the
gangway and to escane, but the officer appar-
ently had anticipated some such move as
this. As Handforth started running, he leart
forward and grabbed the junior by the arm.

“No vou don't!” said My, Paxton harshly.

Church and MeClure. who were on the

oint of running, checked. 'They couldn’s
cave Handforth like this, And then, before
anything else could be done, a couple of
men appearcd—rough-looking customers, who
dashed up in response to a shout from the
officer,

’ “Hold these kids!” said Mr. Paxton curtly.

And after that there was no possibility of
cseape, '
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“T.ook here!” panted Handforth, glaring.
“What's the idea of making such a fuss over
a trifle? There was no harm in us coming
on hoard, was there 1"

“No barm!” echoed Mr. Paxton, in a tone
that implied that the juniors had committed
a erime. “We'll see about that, young "un—
when the captain comes aboard!"™

‘““But we were only having a lock round!”

. ™I dare say you've been in the habit of
dropping into people's orchards, and running
wild over people’s gardens in general,” in-
terrupted the officer. “ That sort of thing
may be all right ashore. It's unot serious
trespassing, and no harm is done. Dut it's
different aboard a ship.” ]

“IHow is it different?” asked Handforth
in athazement,

“U can’t waste my time by telling you
how,” retorted Mr. Paston. * You came on
this ship without a pernit, and it’s for the
skipper himsolf to deal with you. Come on,
men ! Bring them below.”

“0Oh, my only hat!” ejaculated Handforth.

Church and MeClure said nothing., They
couldn’t blame Handforth for this predica-
ment, for they themselves had been eager
cnough to steal aboard this ship, They were

atl in the same boat—literaliy.
T mixed odour of oil and tobacco smoke

and cooking, They were hurried into a
dark, iron passage, and then thrust into &
narrow doorway,

The place proved to be a small eabin, where
one tiny clectric light was burning. There
was no porthole-—at least no open porthole.
The door clanged to, and a key turned in
the lock,

“Three likely yvoungsters,” the officer was
saving, *I dare say the skipper will be glad
to hear about them—may come in useful—
never know,”

The footsteps died away. and the three
juniors loocked at one anciher with rather
scared expressions,

“What did he mean?” asked Church in a
whisper,

“(oodness only knows,” replied Handforth.
“Off his rocker, I think|l I've never heard
of such rot! T.ocking us up like this, just
because we go on deck to have a look round!
It’s outrageous! WWhen I get ashore again
I shall complain to the dock officials.”

“Can’t do that,” said MeClure. “We
haven’t a leg to stand on. We came aboard
without a permit, and we must suffer the
consequences. My only sainted aunt! There'll
be an unholy row over thiy, Handy! I
expect we shall be gated for the rest of
the tour!”

“Well, Handy wonld come down to the
docks,” said Church tartly,

“Yes, but, hang it, how was I to anticipate
anything like this?" protested Handforth.

HEY found themselves hustled down a
companionway, where thicre was a

“1 could understand it if this was a foreign’

steamer, with some beastly dagoces in charge.

\
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But it’s a British boat—with British officers!”

“YWell, there are plenty of British rotters,”
said Church. “Everybody can’t be saints,
and we’ve happened to strike the wrong
gort,”

They looked round the little eabin, and
found no encouragement, There was a port-
hole of sorts, but it was eclesed on the out-
side—and clamped. There was no possibility
of escape by that means. Xven if the port
had been open, it was so small that the boys
could not possibly have squeczed through.

The door was strong, and resisted all
Handforth's efforts to open it.

“Oh, well, we shall have to wait,” he said
at length, “But it'll be pretty rotten for
us if the captain doesn't turn up vntil about
midnight.”

“1 wonder what kind of a ship it is?”
asked Church after a bit. ““It looks a dirty
old tub, anylhow, and perhaps we were a
bit rash to come on board.”

“Rasgh!” said Church bitterly,
not much guestion of that!”

“By Ceorge!” ejaculated Handforth sud-
denly. “I’ll bet I've got it, you ciaps! She’s

LR

a rum-runner !
“What 1" -
“8he’s got a cargo of evil spirits on board
—JI mean, illicit spirits,” said Handforth, his

“There's

{ eyes gleaming.

“PDon’t be an ass!” said Church.
aren’t illicit in England.”

“But they are in America,” replied Hand-
forth., “T’ll bet this ship has a full cargo
of whisky and rum and stuff, and she’s going
to America to sell the stuff to the rum-
runners! That's why that beastly officer was
so startled when he spotted us on board.”

“Why should we startle him ?”

“I dare say he took us for spies,” said

“Spirits

Handforth,
“Oh, my hat!” grnaned Church, “What
an imagination you've got, Handy! How in

the name of all that's marvellous could
anybody mistake us for spies?” :
“Well, you know what spies are,” said

Handforth. “They get up to all sorts of
dodges, and adopt all sorts of disguises.”

“But it’s not necessary for anybody to spy
on a ship on this side of the water!” objected
Church. ““This ship couldn’t lecave the
Mersey without her papers, vou ass, Liver-
pool is a properly conducted port. Smugglers
can't come in and out on the quiet. Don't
be so dotty!™

Handforth was rather baffled.
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“0Oh, well, I’'ll bet theee’'s something squity
about her,” he said grimly, “You can’t fool
me! This 18 no ordinary framp-stcamer!
[iither she’s got o ecargo of illicit spirits on
hoard, or else she’s a gun-runner, Probably
taking rifles and ammunition to one of the
South American republics, so that they can
hold another revolution.”

It was impossible to make Fandforth
regard any such ineident as this in a normal,
sensible light. He always jumped to somec
melodramatic  eonelusion.  Church  and
MeClure decided to say nothing, for if they
disagreed with him it only made him worse.

“Bhush 1” whispered Church, holding up
a hand. “Somecbody’s eaming !”

They all remained motionless.

“¥es, in here, captain,” came the frst
officer’s voice. “Thought I'd better make
sure of 'em,”

“You did well, Mr. Paxton,” said
another voice—a deep, grufl wvoice. “ You
suy that nobody saw them come on board !”

“Nobody that I know of, sir.”

“That’s good !”" said the ecaptain. “From
that fool School Train, eh? Well, they
won’t be missed until late to-might—and by
then it wiil be too late.”

“Crumbs 1" whispered Mae.
he mean 7"

A key rattled in the lock, and the door
opened. ;

R, PAXTON eame in first. '
M “It's all right, sir—they're still

here,” he said shortly.

The other man entered -the dingy
little cabin, He was a short, stocky, square-
shouldered man, with a grizzled, weather-
beaten face, and his eyes were almost hidden
by the wrinkled folds of skin around them,
and by the heavy, bushy eyebrows over them,

“TIubk ! he grunted, as he looked at the
three juniors. “Three likely youngsters, if
ever 1 saw any !”

““Are you the captain of this ship, sir?”
asked llandforth breathlessly.

“I am!” said the short man,
Sharke—that’s me.”

“Well, I suppose you're going to let us
go, aren’'t youi”
“We only came on board your shup to have
a look round. and-—="

“1 know all about if, voun :
all about it!" interrupted Captain Sharke
harshly, “Mr. Paxton has told me how be
found you skulking round the starbo’rd deck.

*Captain

man—I know

I’'m taking no chances. See? You're stay-
ing on board.”

“But we can’'t!” gasped Handforth.
“We've got to go back to (he School

Train 1"
Captain_Sharke laughed, and glanced at
his first oflicer.

“Well I never!” he said heavily.
“They’'ve got to go back to the School
Train, Mr. Paxien ”

“Too bad!” said Mr. Taxton.

“I'll let you out of this cabin in about a
couple of hours,” said the skipper. “And
if you want to get back to the School Train

“What docsl

demanded Handforth.
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—well, you can walk, Tt might be a bit
difficult, because we shall bo some distance
from the shore.”

“What !” gurgled ITandforth & Co. in one
voice.

“We're warping out of dock within the
hour,” copntinued the ecaptain, with o
malicious note in his voies. “I'm afraid you
kids have got yourselves into a mess.”

“But—but you can’t keep us on board
like this!” yelled Handiorth. “We've got
to go ashore [ tell you I

The skipper's face changed; he scowled.

“I am the master of this ship, and if I
decide to keep you aboard-—well, aboard
you'll stay ! he snapped. “That's enough!
You're right, Mr, Paxton; they're the very
type we need.” &

“Need !” breathed Mae, * You—you dou't
mean that you're going to keep us on this
ship "

“That’s just cxactly what I do mean
nodded the captain,

“1 knew 1t !” panted Handforth., ** Didn't
I tell you chaps so? T'll bet this ship is full
of contraband! GCuns, or whisky, or some-
thing 1"

Captain Sharke and Mz,
chanced startled glances.

“MThat setiles 16! rasped the skipper.
“Gosh. you were smart, Mr. Paxton! [t
wouldn’t do to let these kids go!”

!.1'..1

Paxton eox-

CHAPTER 3.

Bound for—Where?
O say that Handforth & Co. were
startled would be putting it very
mildly. The three Removites wele

utterly dumbfounded. At the vesy
worse, they had expected to be kept n this
eabin for an hour or so, taken before the
skipper, lectured for their recklessness, and
then sent off, Never had they dreamed that
they would be kept on board until after tho
ship sailed !

“Yes, that settles it!” said Captain
Sharke grimly. "1 dare say we can make
use of you boys on the voyage. We don't
need three cabin boys, but perbaps vou’ll
be able to take it in turns. ‘There's other
work, too.”

“Where are you asked
LTandforth desperately.

*China {* ;

“"Wha-a-at !” gurgled Edward Oswald.

“China, darn you!” said the captain,
“And you won't see daylight until we et
ihere, let me 1ell you! I'm taking no risks
with vou kids. On second thoughts, I'll keep
vou heiow all the thine. And when we get
to China—well, we can vasily sell you to
gsome of the pirates up the Yang-tse River !

“ But— hut~———>"

“That's enough ! said the skipper. * And
if you start ;.-nTling or kicking up any kind
of a row, I'll come down here with a rope’s
end ¥

IHe turned on his heel, strode out. and he
was followed by Mr, Paxton. The door

sailing for?"
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““ Three likely youngsters,”” said the officer to somebody, as he went out of the door.

““ 1 daresay

the skipper will be glad to hear about them—may come in useful—never know."” Handforth & Co.

looked at one another in horror,

slammed, and Ilandforth grasped at the
little table for support. His knees felt weak
and trembly.

“Oh, corks!” he murmured. “China!
we're—we're shanghaied, you chaps! These
rotters are going to sell us to prrates!”

Church Jooked bewildered.

“It's—it’s too dotty !"” he said breathlessly.
“I've never heard of such an awful thing
in all>my life! We've done nothing to
deserve it !”

“No, but Handy let the cat out of the
I.mg " said MeClare.,

“Eh?” said Handforth, “What do you
mean 7"

“So wvou did!” said Mac. “You let the
skipper know that we suspected him of gun-
running. And* I believe you've hit the
- mark, too, Handv. Didn’'t vou notice how
the skipper and the first officer exchanged
glances 7" ‘ :

“By George! So they did!” said Hand-
forth, *“That’'s why they won't let us go
ashore! They're afraid of what we'll say !”

“A pity you couldn’t keep your mouth
closed I” groaned Church, “It was only a
chance shot, too. We thought you were off
your rocker.”

“Well, I wasn't,” said Handforth, with
a touch of gloomy triumph in his voice. “I
was right all the time! And now we're
shanghaied! We're booked for a long

What did the man mean ?

voyage—and we're going to be sold to slave
traders on the Yang-thingummy River., Oh,
my only sainted aunt!”

It scemed incredible — impossible — fan-
tastic. Here, in Liverpool, on the Mersey-
side—to meet with an adventure like this!
In all innocence, the three juniors had come
on board this old tramp steamoer, just to
have a look round. Now they were prisoners
below, with the knowledge that the ship was
to leave her moorings within the hour.

And there scemed to be no ray of hope.
It was impossible for them to escape.  They
would simply vanish—without leaving a
trace. Nobody had seen them come oun
board, and although Liverpool and Birken-
head and all the surrounding districts would
be searched high and low, no trace of them
would be discovercd. Even when they
reached the end of their voyage, they would
not be able to ecommunicate ‘Witivi their
people. They would just disappear for good.
They hardly liked to contemplate their ulti-
mate fate 1f they once got into the hands
of the Chinese slave traders.

They were also grinning, to

say nothing of laughing loudly.
“Captain- Sharke—that was good!"”
said Mr, Paxton, holding his sides.

N the skipper’s ecabin two men were
drinking.
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“IIonest, sir, I didn’t think you had it in
you! You put it over wonderfully,”

“* Nonsensc !” chuckled the skipper.

“Buat you did, sir,” said the first oflicer.
- “T'lIl guarantee that those schoolboys are
scaved half out of their wits.”

“Well, they deserve to be, between you
and me,” said the capiain. *“It was like
their nerve to come on board without any
permit, and to wander all over our decks. It
won't do "em any harm to have a fright for
an hour or so.”

“Well, vou always were one for a good
joke, Captain Marsh,” said the first oflicer,
with a chuckle. *“What are you going to
do with the kids, anyhow ?”

“Nothing, of course-—cxcept to put them
ashore when we get across to Birkenhead,
in our new dock,” zreplied the captain
lightly, “They'll have had a lesson by then,
and we shall have had our laugh. We'll have
all ' hands ehuckling over this for days!”

The skipper finished up his drink, and put
his cap on his head.

“Well, I've got to go ashore to the office,”
he said briskly. *Those youngsters belong
to the St. Frank's School Train, don’t they?
Didn’t I read in the paper that the train is
connected by telephone wherever it stops?”

“¥Yes, I think you did, sir.”

“Good 1" grinned the skipper. “I'll ring
up the School Train and have a word with
onec of the masters—just to let emn know that
everything’s all right with those youngsters
I dare say they’ll appreeiate the joke as much
as we do.” ;

And ten minutes later Captain Marsh was
having a friendly word with Mr. Nelson
Lee, the School Train’s Head, over the
'phone.

“They're all right, of course,” said the
skipper. “Locked below in one of the cabins
—and they think they’re going to China to
be sold to slave traders on the Yang-tse
River.”

“Burely they didn’t believe that yarn!?"”
came Nelson Lee’s voice, over the wire.

“I think they did,” chuckled the skipper.
“ Anyhow, with your permission, sir, I'll take
'em across to Birkenhead, and then see them
safely ashore and put them on a train, I’
do ’em good !” _

“They certainly deserve some punishment
for their recklessness,” agreed - Nelson Lee.
“PBut don’t you think they've had enough
scare already? Wouldn't it be better to put
them ashore straight away? I would prefer
i,rﬂu to do that. I don’t want them to be too
ate.” :

“QOh, come | protested the skipper. “ We're
gotting ready to enjoy this joke, I'm going
to have some more fun after we've got the
engines going. You leave it to me, Mr.
Lee. Yl see that the bovs come to no harm.”

And he rang off before Nelson lLiece could
make any further protest.

“Send ’em back now, indeed!”
mured. with a chuckle. “Not me!
before 1've had another laugh!”

Not

F“Captain

he wmur- |

cabin, hadn't the faintest idea that

the whole thing was :11 joke.  Truc,

both Church and MceClure had had
a breath of suspicion at first; the thing had
scemed too startling, Then gradually they
had changed their minds. Perhaps it was
Handforth's influence, At all events, they
felt that they were in a desperate predica-
ment, and that there was very little hopo
of getting out of it '

“I've never seen a more ugly coupl¢ of
villains in all my life,” said Handforth: as
he paced up and down the little cabin.
“Desperate characters, my lads—that’s - what
they are! Taking guns to China, and just
becanse I was cute enough to get hold of
their wheeze, they're going to shanghie us™

“Cute enough be hlowed |” grunted Church.
“It was only guesswork on your part,”

“Guesswork or not, I hit the nail on the
head,” said Handforth, little realising that
Sharke ” and Mr. Paxton had
deliberately exchanged that startled glance
m order to fool him. “If only we could
escape from this cabin now, before the ship
sailg, everything would be all right ”

“It's no good talking like that—we can't
escape,” said MeClure, “How is it possible ¥”

“Isn't there something that we can simash
the door with?"

“A fat lot of good smashing the door.’
said Mac. “T dare say there’s somebody 4
guard, and as soon as we start making a row
they’ll be on wus. No, Handy; we're
prisoners, and all we can do 1s to take onr
gruel quictly,” :

“1 don't believe in taking anyv gruel
quictly—1 don’t like gruel, anyhow ! retortod
Handforth. “We need to get our wits to
work here. my son. By George! We're non
going to be diddled like this! We're still
in Liverpool, still at the dockside, and once
we're out of this eabin we can o

“What’s that?” broke in McClure sud-
denly,

Thud-thud-thud-thud !

It was a slow, rhythmie beat, which seenied
to penetrate the entire ship. 'The three
juniors exchanged startled, hopeless glances.

“The engives!” muttered Chusrech. “The
engines are going! It’s too late, Handy—
we're off!”

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Handforth. *I
believe you're right!”

There was no question that Church was
right. The old tramp-steamer’s engines were -
revolving, and this proved that she was leav-
ing her moorings. She was sctting off down
the Mersey, out into the opea sea! Captain
Sharke had kept his word!

“&Ve musi do something !” said Handforth
desperately. “If the worst comes to the
worst, we can jump overboard while we're
still in the river, and swim ashore!”

“You're mad!” gasped Chureh. “We
can't do anvthing like that. This river is
full of currents—full of dangers. We should

!- NP Handforth & Co., locked in ihe

3
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only get drowned, and thai would be worse
than going to China!”

“Let's have a look at that port-hole,” said
Handforth, breathing hard, *If only we
can get that cover off, we might be able to
vell for help, I dare say there are some
police boats going up and down the river.”

But when they attempted to wrestle with
the port cover they were baffled. It was
uiterly impossible to shift it, since it was
clamped sceurely on the outside.

“Somebody coming " hissed Chureh, turn-
g towards the door.

The key sounded in the lock, the door
swung open, and Mr. Paxton appeared,
with two rough-looking men behind him.

“Come on—out of it!"” said Mr. Paxton,
making his voice as gruff and as rough as
possible.

“Are you going to let us go ashore, then ?”
asked Handforth, with a gulp.

“Don’t be & young idiot!” retorted Mr,
Paxton. “We're out in the river now, bound
for the open sea.
his migd. You might as well come on deck.
You can’t get ashorve unless you swim for it—
and I don’t think vou'll be rash enough to
try anything of that sort in this river.”

Handiorth & Co. were hustied out, taken
along the iron passage, and then up the
stairs, They were rather surprised when
they got on deck to find that it was still full
daylight, The evening was not so very old,
after all.

Captain Sharke stood on deck, awaiting
them.

“Now, young ’'uns, I'm treating 3sou
enerously,” he said, “But remember this,
f you make any signals to any other ship,
or to any passing boat, I'll take vou below
to the deepest store-room en board this ship.
You can move about on this deck, but don’t
trv to go anywhere ¢lse. Understand ¥”

“Why ean’t you put us ashore?’ asked
Church. “It's not fair to take us to sea like
this! We've done nothing!”

The skipper waved his hand.

“Do you promise me that you won't signal,
and that you won’t make any effort to leave
this part of the deck ?”” he demanded,

“No, I'm blowed if T do!” replied Hand-
forth fiercely, “I don’t promise anything—
and these chaps won't promise, either! If
We ean escape we shall escape, and rats fo
vou !

Captain  Sharke scowled, although he
sceretly approved of Handforth’'s spirit.
“Oh, so that's wvour fone, is 1t?" he

snarled, making his voice terribly ferocious.
“PBack with them, Mr. Paxton! Take them
below! And don't put them in a cabin this
time, but in a store-room, without any
chairs, without tables,
'l break them!”

The skipper has changed

and without light!,
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CHAPTER 4.
Comedy!

HE School Train, dignified and impos-

I ing, stood on its siding on the oub-

skirts of Liverpool, The sumptuous

blue Pullman coaches looked splendid
in the evening sunshine, and groups of
fellows were standing about near by, in the
shade, having a final airing before calling-
over, .

“No sign of that ass, Handforth, yet,”
Nipper was saying. “I wonder where the
dickens he could have got to?”

“What's the good of wondering, dear old
fellow 7" asked Vivian Travers, of Study .

B

“Handy is an unknown quantity; one cau
never tell what he is going to do next.”

“YWell, Church and McClure are with ham,
so he can't get up to much mischief,” re-
marked Jimmy Potts. “Still, it looks at
though they’'re going to be late for calling-
over this evening.”

“Nes, we're a mile or two out of Liver
pool, and Handy is always liable to forget
the time,” said Reggle Pitt. *“I heard him
saving something about exploring the docks.
Reckless youtn! It'll be a wonder if he
hasn't lost himself.”

Considering the close proximity of Liver-
pool, the School Train's “parking place”
was a secluded one, There were plenty of
houses In the distriet, and factories, too, but
this siding was a kind of backwater, There
was a quiet lane alongside, and & special
gate had been made so that the schoolboys
could go direct from the train to the road
without crossing any of the tracks, This
kind of arrangement was generally made,
since it would have been unwise to allow
the boys to wander at random over the
permanent way., There were wery stricty
orders in this respect.

“You ifcllows ready?’
the Sixth, as he bustled along.
over in a minute.”

“Adsum,” grinned Reggie Pitt,

“And if vou're still looking for Hand-
forth, you'd better give it up,” said Morrow.
“He and Church and McClure will be® late.”

“That’ll be nothing new,” said Nipper.
“Handy is gencrally getting his ehums into
trouble.” .

“They've apparently found some—down by

asked Morrow, of
“Calling-

| the docls,” said Morrow dryly, “The cap-

—STARTING NEXT WEEK

WITH E. 0. HANDFORTH !
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tain of a ship 'phoned up not long ago, and
had a word with Mr, Lee.”

“Oh!” said Nipper. “What did he ’phone
up for "

“1 don't know exactly, but it seems that
Handforth and those other fellows went on
board this ship without permission,” said
Morrow., “There’s some sort of joke on.
They've been collared by the eaptain and the
?l!'ic-.r;ars, and they're going to be sent back
ater,”

Morrow moved off, and Regie Pitt shook
his head.

“It secems to me that it's a paying game
to be reckless and fatheaded,” he remarked.
“Look at Handy, for example. He's always
blundering into something or other, and he
generally comes out on top.”

very lucky at that
moment.

They hadn't the faintest suspicion
that the whole affair was a joke, and when
they were taken below for the second time
and were thrust into a dark, evilsmelling
store-room, they felt that the situation was
pretty vocky.:

Mr. Paxton and the skipper had played
their parts well, for they wegre really enjoy-
ing the little joke tremendously, and as the
ship was certainly moving under her own
steam, there was nothing to tell the three
juniors that she was merely “moving across
the Mersey from one dock to another.

“Well, we're offf” said Handforth
gloomily. “Off to China!”

“Hang it, it seems too—too awful!” mut-
tered Chureh in the darkness. “They can’t
take us all the way to China like this! The
ship is bound to call at other ports on the
way, Perhaps we shall be able to escape——"

“Yscapc!” echoed Handforth bitterly,
“What chance shall we have of escape?”

“Hallo!” came MeClure's voice.
thought you were the optimist ?”

“So I am, as a rule,” grunted Handforth.
“But this affair has hit me pretty hard,
How can we hope to beat these desperate
erooks? They'll only let us out on deck
‘again when we're in mid-ocean. As soon as
we get near a port they'll pack us below and
lock us up again,” .

“And all because we chanced on the dis-
" covery that they're gun-runners, or some-
thing,” said Church. *“That's why they
won't let us go, Handy. They're afraid of
us—afraid of what we might tell the police
or the port authorities. They're not going
to allow all their plans to be smashed by
three schoolbays.”

“And it’s all my fault!” said Handforth
huskily. “That’s why I'm so cut up about
it, you chaps. X wouldn’t mind for myself,
but I dragged you imto it, too.”

“Cheese 1t!” said Church uncomfiortably.
“We didn’t need to be dragged. Mae and I
were just as keen as you were to have a look

NOT that Handforth & Co. were feeling

‘-FI

round this ship, How could we know that{

particular }
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the captain and the officers were such desper-
ate eriminals?”

“Well, it’s no time to sit down and groan,”
said the Scottish junior. “Let’s see what this
prison 1s like, Anybody got any matches?”

“I've got some,” came Handforth’s voice.

He struck one, but the result of looking
round was not encouraging. The store-room
was smail and empty except for the three
boys. The walls were of metal, there was no
porthole, and the door was solid ‘and
immovable. The only ventilation camg in
throngh some little slits in the meta.l-v.}ork,
high up on one of the walls. .

“What's the good 7" usked Handforth help-
lessly, *““Might as well try to get out bf a
Bank of England strong-room!” :

And, indeed, it was guite hopeless for the
three juniors to make any attempt to escape.
There was no escape.

And so they languished there in that dingy
prison for nearly two hours. This was a
really unforeseen delay. Captain Marsh had
expected to keep the schoolboys below for
perhaps half an hour or forty-five minutes.
But there had been a little trouble in getting
into the dock on the Birkenhead gide of the
river—an unexpected check—and the skippur
and the officers had been so busy that they
had completely forgotten their voung
prisoners.

Two hours had elapsed before the boys
were remembered, and by this time the vessel
was comfortably berthed in her new quarters,
and everything was shipshape.

When the engines had stopped Handforth
& Co. had been rather excited. Edward
Oswald, of course, immediately jumped to a
sensational coneclusion.

“We're saved, my sons!” he said breath-
lessly.

“"Baved 7 repeated his chums.

“Yes, rather! The engines have stopped !”

“And how is that going to save us?” '

“The port authorities must have twigged
the game,” replied -Handforth, with an
amazing return of optimism. “The giddy
ship has been seized by the police, and before
long we shall be rescued. You wait!”

Church and MeClure did not feel inclined
to reply; there was no justification for this
hopeful spirit.

“They’ll be here soon,” continued Hand-
forth after a while. “Why don't you chaps
say something?” |

“There’s nothing to say,” rveplied Church
bluntly. “Don’t be an ass, Handy! 1
expect the ship has stopped because of the
tide, or perhaps she's dropping her pilot
before going eut into the open sea, There
might be one of twenty reasons, but I'll bet
everything I’ve got that you've hit on the
wrong one!l”

Even Handforth’s cheerfulness began to
desert him after the lapse of another twenty
minutes. Nothing had happened, «nd
nothing seemed likely to happen.

Then abruptly a change camec.
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the door was flung open, and a lantern
shone into the eyes of the three school-
boy prlsoners.

“Come on! OQut you come!”
Paxton's voice,

They could not see the first o"ﬁcpr because
their eyes were dazzled by the llght But
after a few moments they got over this, and
they stumbled out of the store-room.

“YWhat's the game now 1" demanded Hand-
forth aggressively.

“You'll sce—when you get on deck!™ said
My, Paxton. “Now then, no lagging!
Yeou'd beiter understand, young men, that
vou'll have to obey orders on this ship! Any
insubordination and you'll get a taste of a
rope's end !

He swished something suggestively, and
ITandforth & Co. saw that it was a length of
rope with two or three knots tiod at the cnd.
Things were beginning to look ugly,

Mr. Paxton hustled the bors before him,
and at last they emerged upen deck—to find,

FOOTSTLPS sounded out in the eorridor,

rapped Mr.

Tt

much to their surprise, that some grimy-look-
ing warchouses were positively towering in
close proximity to the ship. The vessel was,
in fact, in dock again. Complete darkness
had not fallen even yet, and the lingering
twilight of the summer's evening had a
mollowi ing eflect upon the whole scene.

“Well, I'in jiggered!” ejaculated Iand-
forth, as he stared round. “I thought we
were out at sca h:r this time!”

“We're in dock ! said Church, startled.

They found themsclves 100ng at some
members of the erew—a rather mixed lot,
wearing nondeseript clothing, and all of
whom were grinning expansively, Captain
Sharke strode forward, his once stern ex-
pression now replaced bv an infectious smile,
His eves were twinkling mischievously.

“Well, boys,” he em.lmmed clapping
Handforth on the back, “no nced to look so
scared ! We've had our little joke, and now
vou can go!"”

Handforth glared.

“Trying to be funny, el 7" he said, breath.
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ing hard. “You rotter! I knew you were a
crook as soon .as I set eyes on youl”

“Ha, ha; bal”

Mr. Paxton roared with laughter at this,
which struck him as being an excellent sally.
FEven Captain Marsh himself broke into a
loud guifaw.

“That's news, Mr. Paxton!” he chuckled.
“8o I look like a crook, do 17"

“Well, these boys oug}lt to know, sir,” said
My, Paxton dryly.

“You're both crooks!” rcared Handforth.
“This Paxton chap looks a bigger crook than
you dol”

The skipper fairly howled with laughter,
and Mr. Paxton’s expression changed a bit.

“That’s one for you, old man!” gasped the
skipper, when he found himself capable of
talkang. “Gosh! We must look o pamr ot
hard-bitten tonghs, eh "

“¥You men can wipe these grins off your
faces,” said Mr. Paxicn tartly, as he turned
apon the members of the crew. “ You don’t
think this is funny, do you?”

“You bet it’s funny, sir!” said one of the
men, with a yell of mirth,

ITandforth Co. looked round, dimly
astonished. They could not understand this
situation, It was so unexpected.

“Come, come, boys!” chuckled the captain.
*It was only our little joke, you know,
Vou're not being taken to China, and 1 don’t
think we’ll sell you to the pirates. Mr.
Walters will be here presently, and I'll get
him to take you ashore. He will see you
safely over the river, and then home to your
School Train. We were only having a bit of
fun at your expense,”

Church and MeClure flushed with excite
ment and hope, but Handforth was still
suspicious,

“What’s the game?” he demanded. ““You
can't bluff me like this——"

“My dear kid, how many more times must
I tell you that you're free?” asked the
captain, “There’s the gangway; you can go
as soon as you like. We've only meved from
Liverpool to Birkenbead—not a particularly
long voyage, although we ought to have been
here an hour ago. Still I've telephoned to
your schoolmaster, and he’s enjoying the joke
as much as anybody.”

“Qur schoolmaster ?7 ¢jaculated Handiorm
blankly.

“Mr., Lee, I think kis name is,” nodded

the skipper.

“Then—then it's fruei” yelled Chureh,
with untold relief. " Don’t you see, Handy,
We're not prisoners at

it’s all been a spoof?
These men have teen playing a joke on

i1
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all |
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“Of course we have,” chiuckled Mr. Paxton.
“Great Scott! You don’t think that these
sort of things happen in real life, do you?
You don’t think that English schoolboys are
shanghaied in Liverpocl and taken to China
to be sold to pirates?”
And they all yelled with laughter again,
“My only sainted anot!” said Huandforth,
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with a sheepish look overspreading his face.
“Then—then it’s true! We've been spoofed,
you chaps!”

“Spoofed. diddled, and dished !” grinned
McClure. *“But who cares? What fatheads
we wore to bélieve that yarm! Oh, my hat!
What a relief 1” .

In fact, Handforth & Co. were so over-
whelmed by their sudden sensation of joy
that they forgave their tormentors on thic
spot., :
pWhen everything had seemed so black,
everything was really rosy. g T

But was 1t7?

| CHAPTER 5.
Dramal

ANDIFORTII experienced a revulsion

H of feeling after the first few

moments—after the relief had passed.

“You bounders!” he said indig-

nantly, as he glared down from Mr. Pax-

ton to Captain Marsh. “You spoofed us

properly!  And it wasn’t playing the

game 1"

“Hew do you make that out?” asked the

captain good-humouredly,

“Well, if you were schoolboys it would
have been all right,” replied Handiorth.
“if we'd believed the yarn then, 1t would
have been our own fault. But how the
dickens could we suspect anything in this
casc? Ilow could we be prepared? And
when anybody’s "‘got a name like Captain
Sharke——"

“Ia, ha, ha

Officers and men shouted with laughter
again.

“That was another part of the spoof, my
lad,” said Mr. Paxton. “There’s no such
person as ‘Captain Sharke.” This is Cap-
tain Marsh, and, when I found you wander-
ing across our deck, I decided, on the in-
stant, to play a little game with you. 'lho
captain is always fond of a joke, and I knew
that ho would join in.”

Church grinned.

“Be a sport, Handy,” he said. ““We've
been beautifully dished, and it’s up to us to
take it in the right spirit. Thank goodness
we can get back to the School Train—and
thank goodness, too, that Mr, Lee knows all
about 1t. We shan't get into much trouble
now."

“Nou won't get into any trouble at all,”
said Captgin Marsh kindly, “I’ve made it
all right for wou with vour schoolmaster.
He understands, and, although you'll get
home 2 bit later than I expcected, it won’t
really matter. Mr. Walters will explain——>

“1 don’t think Mr. Walters is coming
aboard, sir, until later,” said one of the men.
“He told me he wouldn’t be back until
nearly midmght.”

“H’m! That’s a nuisangn,”™
tain, frowning. “Perhaps
‘mind, Mr. Paxton——-"

EE]

said the cap-
you wouldn't
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“Well, as a matter of faet, I've got an
appointment with some friends in half an
hour,” said the first officer.”

“And I've got to go across and sce my
owners,” satd the ecaptain, seratching his
head, “I don't quite know what we can do.
Infernal nuisance, Walters dodging off—"

“What's the idea, anyhow?!"” bLroke in
Handforth. *“You're not suggesting that
somebody should take us back to the School
Train, are yout?"

“Well, I promised vour schoolmaster——"

“We're not infants!” said Handiorth

coldly. “My only hat! Don't you think
we're eapable of finding our own way
about 77

“That's just the trouble,” replied fthe

skipper dryly.
find your way into,

o e —

“I'm afraid that you might |

“Yes, sir?"” he said.

“Here's ten shillings for you. Marley,”
said the captain. “Don’t let those boys
know, but vou go across on the ferrv, too,
and keep vour eyes on the youngsters.
Understand 7™

“Yes, sir,”

“See that they get back to the School
Train all right—and, in fact, you go there,
too, only don’t let them know it,”" continued
the captain. ““Have a word with Mr, Nelson
Lee, and explain the whole thing, I
wouldn’t like those boys to get into any
trouble.”

“All right, sir,” said Macley with a grin.

“Can I trust you to do this?"”

“Nes, sir.”

HLood enough,” said the captain,

¥

another adventure.

You schoolboys are
¢0 ¢on fou ndedly
high-spivited.” .

Handforth looked
at bis chums.

“Do we need
somebody to take us
ashore 2’ he asked
with some wrath,
“Do we nged a

gurde 7"

" Of
dou’t "
volce,

“T should think not !” went on Handforth,
“We can soou find our way back, sir—and
woe don’t need a nurse, cither !”

The captain chuckled.

“That’s the spirit, young man,” he said.
“Well, you'll have no difficulty in finding
the ferry, It's mot far away, and once you
oot across to Liverpool I dare savy you'll
know your way about well enocugh.”

“U'm going ashore, sir,” said one of the
rl:_'uicn.” “I'l show them the ferry, if you
ike.

“Good !I" replied Captain Marsh, “That’s
settled, then, {:9}'5. This man will take you
to the ferry, aned after that I think T can
trust you to sce after vourselves, eh? Well,
there’s no ill-feeling, is there? Just a joke,
vou know—and we've enjoyed 1t thoroughly.
I1f you'd care to come along to-morrow and
have a leok over the ship, I shall be only
too pleased to show yvou round myvself,” he
added, extending a hand. “Let's part
friends, my lads.”

“ Rather, sir,” said Handforth heartily, as
le took the hand, “We don't bear any ill-
feoling.”

And Chureh and MeClure shook hands
with the skipper and Mr., Paxton just as
heartily,

course wr

satd Chureh and MeClure in one

- NE moment, Marles,” murmured
O Captain Marsh.

The three bors were moving

towards the gangway with Dr.

’axton, and the captain drew the man aside
who had offered to show Handforth & "Co.
to the ferry. :

He joined Handforth & Co., and he was
now feeling quite comfortable, Ile know
that the juniors wounld not only get back to
the Schiool Train in safety, but that Marley
would give an explanation to Nelson Lee.
The captain felt that he had done everything
that was required of him,

Five minutes later, Ilandforth & Co. de-
parted, after shaking hands again. They
found that they were 1n a rather dingy. dock-
side distriect, and the dinginess looked even
more pronoineed in the fading light of the
suminer's evening, The hour was getting
quite late now.

“1 feel an awful ass, you know,” said
IHandforth, as they walked along. “My
giddy aunt! Tancy us being spoofed by that

dotty yarn! Of course, I didn't really
believe it q

“Rats!” grinned Church, “You were
more ready to believe 1t than we were,

What's the good of denyring 1t? Anyliow,
we're safe now, and everything is all screne.
I never thougnt these scamen chaps were so
jolly ready for a joke”

“The cap’'n is a regular terror for prae-
tical jokes,” remarked Marley, as he paced
along with the-juniors. “I could tell you o
few yarns about the cap'n, I could! Once,
out in ’IFrisco——"

“ Look here, old man,’
forth, eoming to a halt.
need you, you know.
thing like that, but it's all rot.
the ferry.”

“[ dare say vou can, voung gent—Dbut this
is a rather tricky district, and you might get
yourselves lost,” said Marley. “I promised

r

interrupted Iland-
“We don't really
No offence, or any-
We can find

| the cap’n to sece you on the ferry, and I
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onght to do it. Maybe he's a bit anxious
about you—he wants to be eertain that vou'll
got, home all right.™

“1But we're not babies!” protested Hand-
f?l‘th. “I don’t like being looked after like
this !

Marley chuclled.

““No need to be sensitive., young gent,”
he said. “We shall be at the ferry within
# minute or two, anvhow. As soon as wo
rgot to the bottomm of this street, I'll point
aout the way, and then you can go on your
own,"”

“Ohn, all right ! said Iandforth.

They were having a glimpse of Birkenhead
that was not exaefly enlightening, but just
at present they were not keen on sight-sceing,
anytiow. Their chief eoncern was to get
aeross the Mer<ey again and to reach the
School TPrain, © After what Captain Marsh
had said, they were not afraid of getting
imto trouble, but it would be just as well to
make haste on the homeward journey.

“Just a minute, young gents,” said Marley
siddenly.,  “There’s a short eut down this
alley. Just remembered it. You'll save
about half a mile.”

“Go nhead, then,” said Handforth.

“But I shall have to come with you,” said
Marley. “You'll only get yourselves lost in
these little alleys. That’s one reason why
it's better for me to be with you—it'll save
time in the long run.”

He led the way into a narrow alley which
was quite deserted. There were only ware-
houwses ahout here, and these had long since
closed up. Some of them backed right on
to the river, and at this hour of the evening
there was no activity of any kind.

“1f we go through here we shall soon be
at the ferry,” said Marley briskly.

He indicated a narrow opening, and the
three juniors walked in unsuspiciously.
Church was last, and immediately after he
had followed his chums, Marley suddenly
gave him a violent shove.

“In with ’em, Hooker!” panted Marley,

his voive tense and wibrant with sudden
exertement, .

“Here, what the——" came Handforth’s
volee,

It was dramatic and unexpecied., Hand-
forth, Jleading the way, found himself

floundering in gloom. Somebody had pulled
him by the coat, and had jerked him eclean
through a narrow doorway into a building.
McClure followed, stumbling and gasping,
“and then Church was literally hurled after
the others. A door slammed, and darkness
added to the confusion,

“Quick with ’em!” came Marley's voice
again. “They're hefty kids, and they'll put
up a fight unless we're careful.”

“All right—all right!” came another voice,
coarse and harsh, “They’'re in now!”

Helpless in the darkness, confused at the
abruptness of this move, Handforth & Co.
had no opportunity of putting up even the
ghost of a serap. They were pushed about,
and they were sent stumbling headlong down
some steps.  Handforth sprawled over, and
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his two chums erashed on to the top of him.
They found themselves en a slimy, damp
fioor, and the very air was evil with damp-
ness and unpleasant odours,

“You’ll be all right there, kids,” ecame
Marley’s voice from ihe top of the steps
“I don't suppose you il be kept here loung,
Just another couple of hours, perhaps.”

Handforth managed fo struggle up, bruised
and startled.

“What’s the game?” he panted.
another spoof?” .

“Not this time, my lad!” replied Marley.
“There’s no fooling about this. The cap'n
was having bhis little bit of fun—but my mate

“Ts this

and me mean..to get some money for’ you
kids.”
“Rot!™ gasped Handforth, “You can’t

make me believe that silly yarn!™

“All right—you'll sec!” snapped Marley.
“Hooker and me thought we might as well
make a bit of soft money out of vou kids.
We'll do it, too. Everyihing’s all set, and
you needn't think you can get out of herc.
And snivelling won’t do you any good,
neither.”

“Whao's snivelling 7 roared Handforth.

A door slammed, and the three startled
juniors heard bolts being shot. There was
a grim significance in that sound. The very
roughness with which they had been bandied
indieated that these two men were, indeed.
i earnest!

- UMMY!"” said Hooker., “A hit
l riskv, mate, ain’t 1t?"”

“Risky be blowed!” retorted

Marley. “Where's the risk? The

cap’n thinks those kids are goin’ straight
‘ome, and he's forgotten ’em already, I ex-
cct,. We've got the night to onrselves, and
if wo work things proper, it'll be as easy
as shellin’ peas!”

The two men were standing in a gloomy,
narrow passage. Tho place was an ancient,
ramshackle warehouse, and the cellar in
which Handforth & Co. were imprisoned was
so far from the street that no matter how
hard they shouted, their wvoices conld not
possibly penctrate to any chanece passer-by,

Mr. Marley and Mr, Hooker were making
hay while the sun shone, They were taking
advantage of the peculiar circumstances.

Like all the other members of the crew
of that old tramp steamer, they had heard
all about the joke, and had laughed with
the officers. Then Marley had coneeived
the 1dea of making a bit of monev for him-
self, and he had confided his scheme _to
Hooker, who was a dull, unintelligent sort
of fellow, but possessed of much brate
strength.

1 saw the thing coming hours ago,” said
Marley, with satisfaction, “When I offered
to sce the kids to the ferry, I knew it
was all right. The cap’n agreed, and now
we can plav the game without any danger.
It's a cert, Hoonker.”

“But how do we get the money 7" asked
Hooker. “That's wot I want to know,
mate. If we go to them schoolmasters,
they might tell the cope, an’ then we should
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““In with ’em !’ exclaimed Marley, Handforth found himself jerked clean through the doorway.

and Church and McClure were bundled in after him,

look fine, shouldn't we? I ain't so sure
about it, meself. Scems a bit too risky.”

“We shan't go to none o' the masters,”
replied Marley.
in fact. You'll stay here, and keep your
eve on that cellar. You wait ‘ere till I
get baek. See? There's nothin’ for gyou
to do. Just hang about in this passage, and
wait until I turn up again.»

“And how long do vou think you'll be?”
asked Hooker doubtfully.

“Maybe an hour—maybe a couple of
hours,” replied Marley. *““It all depends.
Anvhow, 1t’s up to you to keep things right
at this end. There ain't much chance ¢
them kids gettin® out, but we mustn’t be
too sure, So I'm relyin’ on you.”

“I'll keep my eve on ‘em all right,”
said Hooker. “Wot I'm worryin' about 13
whether you can get the money.”

“Whatever I get, you’ll 'ave a guarter
of it,” said Marlev., *“That was the
arrangement, wasn’'t it? I'm doin' most
of the work, so I deserve most of the
money. You won't get less than a fver,
anyhow, and there ain't any risk. Even if
the worst comes to thie worst, we ean always
suy that it was a joke, We ’aven’t harmed
the kids, and don't mean to."”

A minute later Mr. Marley went brickly
out of the alley, and he procceded to develop
his cunning little scheme.

Handforth & Co. bhad Dbeer detained
aboard that tramp steamer as a joke—but
now the comedy had turned to drama. The
cvents of the next hour or so were likely
to be very interesting |

“You won't go anywhere, |

Handforth & Co. had been kidnapped !

CHAPTER 6.
The Plot!

R. HORACE PYCRAI'T, the master
of the Fourth Form at 8t. I'vank’s,
tapped on the door of Nelson Lee's
study, and entered. It was grow-

ing late, and the School Train was quiet;
nearly everyvbody had retired for the night.

“Er—is there any fresh information con-
cerning the missing bovs, sir?” asked Mr.
Pyeraft diflidently.

“None,” replied Nelson T.ee, looking up
from his desk. “I was heoping that they had
returned by now, Mr. Pyeraft.»

““There has been no sign of them, sir.”

“It's all very well for these ship’'s oflicers
to have their fun, but I rather think they
have overstepped the mark,”  said Lee,
frowning. “You must remain on duty, Mr.
Pyeraft, until Handforth & Co. arvive. 1
do not suppose they will be long now.”

Mr, Pyeraft grunted. He hated being
kept on duty like this. Although he was the
¥Fourth Form-master, he was also in charge
of the Removites during this tour,

Nelson Lee was looking just a bit wor
ricd. Not that he felt really concerned
for the safety of Handforth & Co. He had
already been told that they were vietims of
a joke, and -he had no reason to believe
that anything was really wrong, In anv
case, he conld do nothing, since he did
not know the name of the ship econcerned.
However, as the boys had still failed to
turn up, the time was now rapidly approach-
ing when some inguiries would be neccessary
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Ting-ting-ting !

The telephone-bell rang, and Nelson Lee
scizod the instrument on his desk. FHis
study on the School Train was a very com-
fortable, mmf»&ct apartment, and not par-
ticularly small, either. Mr. Pycraft, at the
door, prepared to depart, but
Lee held up his hand,

“Just o moment, Mr. Pyecrafs,” he said.
“This.may be about those boys. I am not
expecting any other call.”

He lifted the receiver,

“Hallo ! he said. “Who is it?”

“This is Mr. Walters, third officer of
the Ramsey,” came an ecasy voice. “I'd
like to speak fo the master in charge of
the School Train.”

. “You are speaking to him,” said Nelson
L0,

“Gaod 1" the “Mr, Lec,
isn't it?”?

(1] YES+IJ

“Captain Marsh has asked me to ring
up, sir,” said the other. “We've had a
rare bit of fun with those three youngsters
of yours, and they've enjoyed the joke as
much as anybody.”

“1 am glad to hear it,” said Lee drily.

“We were delayed a bit owing to an
anexpeeted  difficulty in docking,” con-
tinued My, Walters, “The captain is giving
the youngsters some supper in his own
cabin now, and he thinks it’s rather too late
to send them back to-night, He wants yon
permission fo keep the youngsters aboagpd
until the morning.”

“1 don’t see very well how I can object,”
salid Nelson Lee, frowning, “Really, Mr.
Walters, you seem to have overstepped the
mark a bit in this joke on those three
boye. 1 have no objection to a little fun,
but your captain really should not have
kept them so long.»

“Well, he didn't mean to, but it just
happened,” said the voice. “ Awfully sorry,
eir, but there’s no need for vou to worry.

Nelson

camoe voice,

Plenty of room aboard, you know, and
the kids themselves ave as pleased as
Punch.”

“] dare say they are.”

* They're having. the tiine of their lives,”
came the voice, with a chuckle. “We're
looking after them, and giving them a fine
old time. I'll bring them up personally
in the morning, sir, and deliver them safe
and sound into vour eare. If there's an
particular time that you would mention,
shall be happy to fall in exactly with your
suggestion,”

L - . o |

Well, in the circumstances, perhaps you
had better keep the boys on board over-
night,” said Nelson Lee, after a - moment’s
thought, “It i1s too late to bring them back
now, But I want them to be here not
later than eight o’clock,” |

“Good cnough, sir,” came Mr. Walters'
brisk wvotee. ““They’ll be there at five
minutes to, eight, and I think it’s awfully
good of you to be so sporting about if.
Good-night, sir! Tl tell you the whele
yain in the morning.”
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e hung up, and the line hecame dead.
Nelson Liee put his own reecciver on the hook,
and turned to Mr, Pyeralt.

“Well you can go to bed, Mr. Pyeraft,” he
said, smiling.

“1 take it that the boys are not returning ?”

“’I'ney are being kept aboard this ship by
the captain,” smiled Lee. “The young
rzftscals seem to be having a very good time
of it." | ,

“Huh! I feel compelled to remark, sir,
that I do not approve,” said Mr. Pycraft
stiffly. "If I may venture to make a sug-.
gestion, I should advise you to punish these
boys very severely when they turn up.”

“That would be grossly unfair, Mr.
Pyeraft,” replied Lee sharply., *The boys
themselves are not to blame. And I cannot
very well cane Mr. Walters when he comes,
can I?7 QGood-night, Mr. Pycraft.”

The Fourth Form-master retired, feeling
rather squashed. And Nelson lLiee had no
renson to suspect that he had been made the
vietim of a trick. The wvoice of ‘““Mr.
Walters " had sounded refined and genial,
The message had come on the top of the
previous message, which had been genuine
enongh, "Alert and keen as Nelson Lee was,
he was not a magician, He felt gquite com-
fortable that the three boys were safely on
board the steamship Ramsey, and that they
would be brought to the School Train by the

third oflicer in the morning,
I impersonated  Mr., Walters, And

Marley’s object was obvious. He
wanted to satisfy the school authorities that
the threc boys were safe and sound, In this
way there would be no inquiries, and thus the
way would be clear for Marley to put his’
own plan into exceution.

Marley was not rash enough to -approach
any of the masters for “ransom money.”
That would indecd be putting himself within
the grasp of the law. But %y dealing with
the boys alone, the matter was not much
more serious than a practical joke—a sort of
elaboration of Captain Marsh’s own plan.
The chance had come, and Marley had cun:
ningly taken advantage of it,

He left the telephone-box near the ferry
at Birkenhead, and the expression on his
faco was one of complete satisfaction. There
would be no inquiries—no hue and cry. The
school people thought that Handforth & Co.
were in good hands, Now was the time to
get busy,

The hour was not so late—at least, it
wasn't late for ordinary people. For school-
boys, no doubt, it was late; but Birkenhead
;1.1;{1 Liverpool were still abustle with vibrant
ife.

Mr. Marley soon erossed to Liverpool, and
he had no difficulty in finding his way to the
Behool Tramn, So famous was the train that
one or two simple inquiries had informed
hini of its precise lorcation.

N reality, of course, it was Murley who
had spoken over the "phone—who had
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He was glad to find upon approaching
that the siding was quietr and deserted.
There was an unfrequented road alongside,
and as Marley grew near, in the gloom of the
summer’s night, he could see the long line of
Pullman coaches, the majority of them in
complete darkness. Only one or two lights
were showing—f{rom the windows of masters’
studies or bed-rooms.

“Now we’ll have a bit of trouble.,” mur-
mured Marley, as he stood against the fence
and surveyed the train. “I don’t want to
got hold of the senior boys. Might be too
risky. But how am I to tell were the junior
kids Slcep? The wheeze is fo get in touch
with the pals of those three kids.s

Mr. Marley had heard that these St
I'rank’s schoolboys were pretty flush; many
of them were in constant possession of quite
considerable sums of money. And Marley

had already worked out his little plan of
campaign,

As luck would have it, chance gave him an
unexpeeted opportunity, Something hap-
pened which he had not anticipated, and

which fitted very well with his own ideas,

He was leaning against the fence, trying to
puzzle out this littTo problem, when he be-
came aware of soft footsteps. Marley turned
his head sharply, and erouched nearer to the
fence. e saw a slim figure approaching.
There was something stealthy in its move-
ments, and as it grew nearer Marley could
sce that it was the figure of a junior school-
boy.

The man decided to act.

Without warning he stood out from the
fence, took two strides forward, and grasped
tlie boy by the slecve.

“Oh!” came a gasp, “I—I didn't know
vou were there, sir, I was delaved, and I
lost my train and I couldn't help being late,
sir. I'm not really breaking bounds—"

The boy paused, seeing that his companion
was not, after all, a St. I'rank’s master,
~ ““Oh!” gaid Mr. Marley. “So you're one
of the school kids, eh? Just coming back
from a spreel?”

Claude Gore-Pearce, of the
started at that bull's-eve. He had, indeed,
been on the spree. He had wanted Gulliver
and Bell to go with hit, but Gulliver and
Bell had been too nervous, They had only
promised to keep a dormitory window open,
and to help Gore-Pearce in when he returned,

“Who are wyou, anyway!" demanded the
cacl of the Remove, as he peerced suspiciously
at the stranger. “What are you doing,
hanging about here?”

“You're one of the schoolboys,
vou

“Yes, but that's not the point,” said Gore-
Pearce. “‘1 don't have to answer to you for
being late,” :

“Perhaps not,” said Mr. Marley quietly,
and taking a firmer grip on the boy. ‘‘But
T need you, young 'un: Do wou happen to
know a kid named Handiorth, and two
others who are his pals?”

arcen’t

Remove, |
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Grore-Pearce grunted,

“Of course I know them,” he
“They're in the same Form as I am.”

Mr, Marley was glad to hear it.

“CGood!" he said, “Well, my son, look
here. I'm going to tell you sowething that
will startle you, But you'd better keep guict
about it—and you'd better keep calm. Are
you ready?”

“1 don’t know what the deuce yvou're talk-
g about,” said Gore-Pearce,

“You will in & minute,” said Mr. Marley
smoothly, “You may have heard that thosc
three boys were kept on board a ship?”

“Of course we've heard,” said GCore-
P{;a’rce. “Some joke of the captain’s, wasn't
it 2°

“Yes,” replied Marley, “The captain lot
them go, and sent them home. But I thought,
I could see a bit of money in the affair, and
a pal of mine helped me. We got busy, and
we so wangled things that the three kids wore
taken—unknown to a soul except us, re-
member—down into the held of a eargo-boat
that is sailing for South America with the
early tide in the morning.”

Mr. Marley brought this out very glibly.
It was a yarn especially invented for the
cars of the schoolboys. It would never do to
tell the bovs that Handforth & Co. were
merely locked in a deserted warchouse.

“By gad!” said Gore-Pearce, startled.

“Now I want you to see some of your
friends,” said Mr, Marley, “Tell them
what I've told you, Collect all the monoey
you can—every penny of pocket-money vou've
got—and bring it to me. Is that clear?”

said.

“What's vour game, anyhow ?" asked Core-
Pearce curiously,

“It’s clear enough, isn’t 1t?" snapped
Marley, tightening his grip. “Me and my
pals have decided to make a bit of side
money—sce? We know that you public
schoolboys have plenty of eash, and we want
it. All you've got! There's a good many of
you on this train, and if you rake out your
pockets I dare say you'll find as much as
twenty or thirty quid.”

“You're an optimist!” said Gore-Pearce
gourly,

“No, I'm not—Y've read about you boys,”
said Marleyv. There's a kid named Glen-
thorne, isn't there? And another named
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Somerton? You've been in the papers too ]
much, my lad! I've got you all taped!”

“ And what’s geing to happen if we don’t
bring this money to you?"” asked Gore-Pearce
in wonder.

“1 shall simply go away, and me and my

al will get aboard our own ship,” replied

arley. “'That other boat will sail with the
early tide in the morning, and your three
friends will be well on the way to South
America before they can get out of that
hold. Simple, iso’t 1t?7 If you want to save
them from this gdventure, you'll have to pay
over that money.” '
- Gore-Pearce caught his breath in. The
simplicity .of the dodge startled him afresh,

“And you needn’t think that you can
double-cross me,” went on Marley grimly.
“You'd better not go to one of your masters
and tell him about this, because if you do
you’ll get no satisfaction at all,”

“How do you make that out?”

“My dear kid, 'm safe enough,” said
Marley contemptuously, “If you bring one
of your masters I shall tell hiin that it’s only
a joke of mine. I shall swear that I don’t
“know a thing about those kids, And even if
the police are told—if I'm arrested—it won’t
make any difference. They ean’t prove any-
thing against me. I'm safe. Get that right
mto your head, and drive it home. If you
blow the gaff to your masters your three pals
will De in the cart. Nothing can be proved
against me, and I shall deny all knowledge of
the whole affair. The police can’t detain
avery shlﬁ) in the Mersey, and before they

can get busy on making any inguiries the
boat will have sailed.”

“Phew !” whistled Gore-Pearce. “ You've
thourght it all out pretty thoroughly, haven't
you

[t was indeed a clever dodge, Mr. Marley
was safe, whatever happened. And he had
been remarkably wise in approaching the
boys and not the masters. Wherecas the
masters would have resisted him, would have
pub the matter into the hands of the police,
the boys were far more likely to “shell out ”
for the sake of their missing chums.

—— e

.CHAPTER 7.
Rallying Round!

C

LAUDE GORE-PEARCE laughed
softly.
“You're a cute one!” he said.
“You want me to tell the chaps
about this, do you? And to colleet up all
the money I can get? Al right. Pl put
it to the fellows straight away.”
“Remember—not a sound to your
masters!” warned Marley.
“You needn’t worry about that,” said

Gore-Pearce eastly. “I'm not likely to tell
any of the masters—for my own sake. I don’t
want them te know that T was creeping in
after breaking bounds, ' You can rely on ine
to be drscreet,” -

-

1 the
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Mr. Marley could mnot quute understand
this schoolboy. e did noi know, of coursc,
that Claude Gore-Pearce was totally in
different as to the fate of IHandforth & Co
Gore-Pearce would be quite pleased if Hand
forth & Co. vanished for good. Indeed, the
thought occurred to him that it might be
a great idea to get on to the frain and
say nothing—so that the chums of Study D
would be taken off to South America.

But after a moment’s consideration Gore-
Pearce knew that this wheeze was full of
leaks, Mr, Marley would become impatieus,
and would make inquiries. On the whole,
it wonld be better to arouse the Removites
and Fourth-Formers and tell them . every.
thing. _ ‘

Thus it was that Nipper and Reggie Pilt
and Vivian Travers and Archie (lenthorie
and all the rest were aroused from their
slumbers by being gently shaken in their
bunks. Gore-Pearce was going round, rous-
ing them all. Gulliver and geli. consider-
ably startled, had heard a few words of
what was in the wind, and they were more
or leas bewildered.

“What's 1t all about?” asked Nipper,
as he beheld moving pyjama-clad figures
up and down the central corridor of the
long sleeping-coach, and as he heard whispers

from all sides. *“Whose brainwave 1s it
to wake us up like this?”
“Mine,” said Gore-Pearce softly. *‘‘Better

go easy, though; we don’t want anybody to
interrupt.» \
“You're fully dressed,” said N1gp
ing at him. “Just come 1n,
after a spree?”
“That's it,”” said (Gore-Pearce coolly.
“None of your business, though.”

“My dear ass, if you like to take these
risks you're perfectly welcome,” said Nipper

er, look-
suppose,

scornfully., - “You're an idiot, all the
same,”’

“Never mind that,” said Claude. *I sup-
ose you know that Handforth & Co.

Eu.vuu’t. turned ap?”

“Mr, Pyeraft came in after lghts-out and
said that Handforth & Co. won’t be back
until the morning,” put in Reggie Pitt.
“They're being kept on board a ship by’
_ captain, and they’re bhaving a fine
time.”

“But that’s all wrong,” said Gore-Pearce,
rather puzzled by this story, but assuming
that Marley was somehow responsible for it.
. Huﬁﬁdfﬂ{th & Co. are kidnapped!”

+ ot

k]

“Rats!»

“Rubbish!” . :

“They’'re kidnapped, and they're down
in the hold of a ship that’s sailing for
South America by the early morning tide,”
continued Gore-Pearce coolly. “The kid-

napper is outside now, and he wants us
to make a whip round, and get all the
money together we can. If we pay uﬁ);
Handforth and his pals will be released. 1f
we don't pay up, they'll be left to their
fate., I might as well tell you now that I'm
not going to contribute a brass farthing 1”
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The story sounded so ridiculous that no-
body believed it. All sorts of sceptical com-
ments went up and down the sleeping-
coach, and there were one or two expres-
stons of indignation, too.

“Silly idiot!” grunted Boots. “Let’s
bump him, you chaps! Waking us up like
this, and spinning a cock-and-buil story——»

“Hear, hear!”

“(irab him!»

“Steady !” gasped Gore-Pearce. **Don’t
be such 1diots! tell you, it's true! The
umr;;{s ountside now-—bchind the fenee!”

“Rot I®

“It you don't believe me, go and find
him !” panted Gore-Pearce, who could see
that the situation was getting tricky.
“Honour bright!”

“What do you know of honour?” asked
"~ Reggie Pitt curiously.

“Hang you, there’s no need to be sar
castie!” sna%pud Gore-Pearce. “I tell you—
honour bright—that I'm speaking the truth,
The man collared me as lpwas sneaking in,
He's in earnest, and Handforth and Church

and McClure are in danger.»

There was a change in the expressions of
the other boys,
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“Are you the man who was just speaking
to Gore-Pearce about Handforth and those
other two fellows?” asked Nipper bluntly.

“My name's Marley,” replied the other.
“YT've already told vour friend what will
happen to the three bovs ugless——

“He's not my friend at all, but that's
neither here nor there,” interrupted Nipper.
“I understand that you have captured
Handforth and Chureh and MeClure, and
bave bundled them into the hold of a ship
that's sailing in the morning for South
America ? ave I got it right?”

“You have—right in eovery detail,” re-
plied Mr, Marley. “ZEnd who do you hap-
pen to be, anvhow 7™ -

“My name’s Hamilton—I'm one of Hand-
forth’s best friends,” replied Nipper. “Core-
Pearce says that you want moncy, or that
those three juniors won't be released ?”

“Right again.”

“But there’s something in vour story that
doesn’t quite ring true,” said Nipper grimly.
“Mr. Lee, our headmaster, has had a tole-
phone call that the boys are quite safe, and
that they're being kept on board a ship by
Captain Marsh——»

“Doun’t be a young

“Look hcae. Gﬁl‘e- fooll 5™ ii‘lterrupte«r{
Peavce, is this abso- i Marley., “It was 1
hutely right?” asked JOIN THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE ! who telephoned.”
Nipper  sharply.  All readers of the Nelson Lee Library should *Nou ™ ,
“Honest injun, are join the St, Frank’s League. Besides “Of ecourse,” said
Handforth & Co. in  offering many advantages to its members, Marley., “I didn't
trouble ?” they will also have the opportunity of want any inquiries to

“"Trouble’s a mild winning fine pocket penknives and hand- be made when those
word,” said Gore- some pocket wallets. Full details of this three youngsters
Pearce. “But I offer will appear NEXT WEEK. In the didu’t turn up, so 1
don’t ask you to be. meantime, join the League now by filling in  fooled vour head-
lieve me. Go outside the Form which appears on PAGE 42, master. 1 made out
and have g word with that I was an officor,
this man yourself.

You're the junior skipper, anyway, and it’s
rour job. T wash my hands of it. Personally,

[ shall be heartily glad if Wandforth does
ro off to South America !”

IPPER thought it just as well to look
into the matter himself—and at
once, He rapidly gdrew on his
trousers, without wasting any time

in removing his pyjamas.

“Yousfellows had better be dressing while
I'm gone,” he su%gosted. “I shan’t be long.

I just want to find out the rea! hang of
things.”

He slipped out of the %’indow, moved
across the shadowy space near the School
Train, and reached the dividing fence, The
zate which led on to the road was locked,
fut- Nipper very easily eclimbed over the
ence.

At first he could see nobody: then he
thought he detected a shadowy figure about
fifty yards away. Evidently Mr, Marley was .
a man of caution. He was ready to bolt,
in case things went wrong. However, when
he saw only one slight figure he gained con- |

- e

fidence, and approached,.

and that I was giving
a2 message from Captain Marsh., Your master
thinks that the three bovs are safe until the
morning. What’s actually happened is that
after they left the ship I collared them with
the help of a pal of mine, They're in—well.
they're in another ship now which is sailing
for South America first thing in the mdrning,
and nobody knows they're aboard. They're
hidden right down in one of the holds.”

Nipper thought rapidly. He could easily
understand how it was that Nelson Lee had
accepted the story. It was no reflection
upon Nelson Lee’s keenness that he had been
so easily deceived. For Lee had no reason
to doubt the authenticity of that second tele-
phone message.

“Look here, kid, no beating about the
bush,” said Marley harshly. “You go back
to your young friends and collect all the
mouey you can, . Understand? ‘Then come
out to me with the eash, and I'll take you
to the place where your pals are im-
prisoned.” -

“And supposing I refuse?”

“You'd better not!” retorted Marley.
“You don’t want those boys to go off on
that long voyage, do you? I can give you
my word there's no escape for them—un-

e
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less you come across with that money. And
Euu needn’t think that you can do any good

y telling your masters. If you try that
dodge, 1 shall see them coming, and I shail
bolt. Then you won’t know where to look,
and there’ll be*no hope at all. Even if I'm
captured and handed over to the police, it’ll
be just as useless. I shall laugh at the
whole thing, and say that it’s a joke. I'll
deny all knowledge of the boys, and there's
not, u thing to prove—-"

“All right—you win!” said Nipper curtly.
“How much money do you expect to get,
though?”

“Not less than—fifty pounds,” said
Marley, hesitating for a moment over the
figure.

“You won't get it,” said Nipper. “We
can’t rake up as much money as that!"”

“I’'ve heard that lots of you boys are
rich——"" -

“So some of them are—but they don't go
about with large sums of money on them,”
said Nipper. :

“Well, if you bring less than thirty quid
you won’t sce your pals again,” said Marley

grimly. “Thirty quid is the lowest, see ?”
“T'Il see what I ecan do,” said Nipper
shocrtly.

He turned on his heel, walked away, and
then climbed over the fence again. A
minute later he was in the Junior Dormitory
Coach.

“It's true,” he said, as the
juniors swarmed rountgd him. The
man's out there, and he demands
st least thirty quid!”

“Phew !” -

“My only hat!”

“What did I tell you?” asked
Gore-Pearce, from his bed. * You
wouldn’'t believe me, would you?”
Nipper took no notice of him.

“This man says that one of us
bas got to go back with him!"” he
exclaimed. “That's all rot, of
course. He'd grab the money, and
then we might not see Handforth

& C8. at all. T want eleven of you
to come with me.”
“We're ready!” went up a

number of eager voices,
“A dozen of us ought to do the

trick,” said Nipper. ‘“Breaking
bounds in these circumstances . is
justifiable,”

“Why not do the bold thing and tell Mr.
Lee?” asked Harry Gresham. *“This man
ought to be arrested——"

“We can't!” said Nipper.
proof against
finds himself up against gny of the masters,
or against the police, he’ll close up like a
clam. He'll deny all knowledge of this. Tt
may not even be true that Handforth & Co.
are prisoners in the hold of a ship. Per-
sonally, I don’t believe it. But is 1t worth
the risk? It might be true, you know., As
Handy’s pals, T think 1t’s up to us to whack
uu!t this money, and to e certain of his
refcase,

“There's no

him—and, naturally, if' he.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOI, STORIES

“Hear, hear 1"

*“ Absolutely ! said Archie Glenthorne,
“Kindly call upon me, laddie, if any cash is
required. As it happens, I'm frightfully
flush at the moment.”

“Well, we need thirty quid,” said Nipper.
“The rotter mentioned fifty, but I told him
there wuas nothing doing. Thirty quid is
bad enough, goodness knows, but what else
can we do? We've got to pay it.”

“For Handforth’s sake?” snesred Gore-
Pearce. *I wouldn’t pay thirty cents!”

“You won't get anything out of me,
either,” said Gulliver, “If Handforth is
fool enough to get himself into a mess——"

“Dry up, you cads!” broke in Buster
Boots promptly, “We’ll deal with you when
we come back, If Handforth and his chums

are in trouble,, it’s up to us to help them
out. They're the victims of treachery, and
if we maie the slightest move to tell the
authorities—to save ourselves paying this
money—the poor chaps’ll be in the cart., As
Nipper says, we must pay 1"

“How do we know that this rotter ‘will
hand the prisoners over 7 asked Reggie Pitt.

“We dov’t know——but we can be pretty cer-
tain by taking & good number of chaps,”
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replied Nipper. ““Twelve of us will be suffi-
cient, I think, Leave it to me.”

HREE minutes la.f:er | the twelve
rescuers were outside. Eleven of
them were on one side of the fence,

and Nipper was talking to Mr.

Marley.

“Well, I'm ready,” he said,
one point that we must settle.”

(1l {m_{lﬂlil é

“But there's

vers just managed to grab Marley by the ankle

he endeavoured to escape up the stalrs, while

other St. Frank’s boys surged round Hooker

y mob, Within 8 few moments everything was
confusion in the ecellar.

“Have you gobt the thirty quid?” asked
Marley eagerly.

“Yes—and I've got eleven other chaps
waiting on the other side of this fence,”
said Nipper. “ A dozen of us are going—"

“No, you're not !’ said Marley. ‘“None
of those games! How do I know that you
won’t epring on me after you've handed over
the monev, and grab it back again?”

]

“I1f I go with you alone, how shall I hgve
any guarautee that you will deliver up Hand-
forth and Church and MeClure?” retorted
Nipper. “No; we'll only consent te this
plan’'on the one condition that twelve of us
go back with you. And we’ll stick to the
money until those three fellows are handed
over. As soon as they arc safe with us, you
get the money.” )

Marley hesitated,

“I don’t agree!” he said at length.

“All right—it's all off,” replied
Nipper. “I give vou my word—

“my solemn word of honour—that
as soon as those three fellows are
handed over, safe and sound, I'll
give you the money.”

Marley stood there, biting his
lips. Then his face suddenly
cleared. There was something in
Nipper's tone that was earnest and
sincere. He had given his word of .
honour—and Maxley knew that he
must take ik, Otherwise, his whole
plan would come to nothing.

“And do you promise that you
or your [riends won’t make any
attack on me?” he said. “Io you
give your word of honour on that,
too ?”

“Yes,” replied Nipper quietly.

“Good enough, young "un—I'm
on!” said Marley. “I'm taking
your word, and I'm relying upon
you to keep it.”

The rascal was glowing with
inward satisfaction., His game had
succeeded ! He would keep twenty-
five pounds of that money for him-
self, and give Hooker the other

fiver, With twenty-five pounds he
could get to London, could have a
fine old time. . ;
Bverything was going very
smoothly.
CHAPTER 8.

The Man of Action!

ANDFORTH paced up and down like
H a caged tiger. " -
“ Action—action !” he muttered.
“That’s what we want, my sons!
I'm not the kind of fellow to sit still in a
situation of this sort! By George! We've
got to do something I’ :

“It's all very well to talk like that, but

§ what can wé do?” asked Church in a gloomy

volce.
matcheg——

“No, we haven’t,” interrupted MecClure,
“T've got nearly a full box. Handy's used
his.”

“Well, what's the good of ’em, anyway?"”
grunted Church. “We've found out that
we're in & rotten «lamp cellar, with solid
brick walls and a brick floor. There’s no

“We've used practically =all our

by
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escape from this place.
cabin on the steamer!”

“And this time 1t's real ! said Handforth
huskily. ““We've been really collared, my
Inds | No practical joke about it—no spoof !
We've been kidnapped !”

“I can’t believe it. even now,” said Maec.
“1It's too—too silly.” '

m‘:lt isn’t silly at all,” retorted Handforth.
Those officers were having some fun—but

these men have scen a chance to make some

money. They're holding us for ransom i”

" “ And we're helpless,” said Chureh.

It certainly seemed that this was true.
Handforth & Co. could de nothing to im-
prove the sttuation; it seemed that they
could only wait and see what the develop-
ments brought.

Dy matehlight they had examined their
prison; they found it to be a small, dank
cellar, without even a grating. There were
a few worn stone steps, and there was a
heavy door at the top of them. The juniors
had attempted to force this door open, using
a rusty iron rod they had found on the cellar
floor, but they had been compelled to give
it up, for Hooker, on the watch., had ad-
vised them to “chuck it.” They knew that
this man was on guard, and that even if they
forced the cellar door open they could never
cscape. For Hooker would not hesitate to
use violence—and he could easily hold that
doorway against the three boys. since it was
a narrow one, and they would be hand:i-
capped by the steps.

No, lbhere was mo chance of getting out
through the doorway., With Hooker con-
stantly on the watech, and listening, there
wasn’t a ghost's chance,

“Let’s have a look

It’s worse than that

round again,” said
Handforth suddenly. * I'm“fed up with this !
Tnactivity 1s awful If only we can escape
we can get back to the School Train, and
then these rotters will be diddled. They
may demand a tremendous sum of money
for our release.”

“Probably a hundred quid,” said Church
in a scared voice,

Handforth snorted.

“Is that what vou call a tremendous sum
ot money !” he said. *“More like five
thousand quid.” |

“Cheese it !” -

“It wouldn't surprisc me ‘to learn that
they've demanded ten thousand quid.” said
Handforth, who was always prone to look
onn the worst side of things in such cirenm-
stances. ““They'll got in touch with Mr. Lee,
and tell him to get the money from our
people, I expect.”

b e L o i S S S 4

l himself.

r
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Handforth evidently set a good price on
He might have been surprised—
and, indeed, humiliated—if he could havoe
known that Messrs., Marley and Hosoker weroe
prepared to accept the comparatively modest
sum of thirty pounds,

Handforth assumed, of course, that tho
men were real kidnappers; that they wero
genuine crooks. In reality, Hooker was a
comparatively decent sort of fellow, and ho
was decidedly “windy ¥ about the wholo
business. Ile had been influenced by Marley.

And Marley himself was no genutne crook,
He was only a petty wrongdoer, EHe did not
actually regard it as a criwue to get thirty
pounds from the friends of these boys, In
Marley’s opinion the whole thing was a mere
elaboration of the original practical joke. It
would be over quickly, and as the result of
the night's work he would be twenty-five
pounds in pockes, while Hooker would get a
fiver for himself. It was simple, and it was
certain,

Handforth generally exaggerated things
out of all proportion, however, and he led
Church and McClure to think in the same
way. They now all believed that they were
in the hands of a desperate gang, and that
it would cost their people pots of money for
their release,

Handforth's anxiety to escape, in con-
sequence, was very acute. He wanted to
save his father from paying the huge sum of
money that his imagination had led hun to
believe would be necessary.

“Let's have your miatches, Mae,” he said
tensely., “We’'ll have another look round.”

“What's the good?” asked McClure.

But he handed over the matches, and
Handf{orth struck one. The light illiminated
the dingy cellar, at first dazzling the three
somewlat bedraggled occupants,

“Wait & minute,” said Church.
a wecekly story book in my pocket.
gotten 1t uutil now,”

Handforth stared in the light of the flariag
match,

“You silly idiot!" he said tartly. * You
don't suppose I'mm going to stand here
strii;ing matches so that you can read, do
yout™

“Keep your hair on,” said Church, “I'm
going to make these sheets of paper into
long spills. They'll burn ten times more
brightly than those matches, and we shall be
able to see a lot better. Besides, they'll
last quite a deeent bime."

“Oh!” sajd Handforth, “Why didn't you
say s, then?”

“You didn’t give me the chance,” said
Church, producing his weekly story paper.

In a minute he had screwed some of the
sheets into long torches, and one of them was
lit, The difference was remarkable, Ilold-
ing tohe torch, Iandiorth was able lo go
round the cellar examining it with much
greater thoroughness.

“By George!” he said abruptly.

“Yound something?” asked McClure, run-

“I've got
1'd for-

KertsstssrsrrsseaasseeX|ning over.
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“Look at these bricks down here,” said
flandiorth, pointing. “They look pretty
loose, don't they? Perbaps we can get one
of them out. The rest will castly follow.”

“I'm not so sure of that,” said Mae,
shiaking his head,

“1 suw a filin onee where a couple of men
were ubprisoned in a dungeon,” said pHand-
forth, “They lound a loose brick, and in
next to no thue they had the whole wall
down,”

“That was in the film, and the wall was
especially prepared so that it would come
down eu,.-?,iP'," replied the Secottish junior
tartly. * You can’t expect things like that in
real life, Handy. This wall wasn’t built by a
filmm producer.”

But Handforth was not discouraged. It
was undoubtedly a fact that the wall was
very ramshackle at this particular point.
Yhe building was evidently an old one, and it
was questionable if it was still in use. Per-
haps 1t was a condemned building—one that
was to be pulled down to make place for a
larger and more up-to-date premises.

“Where's that picce of iron?” asked Hand-
forth eagerly. * Here, Mac, you hold this
torch ! Light another one as soon as 1t's
burnt dewn, Church, you keep him supplied,
I'm going to see what I can do with that
piece of irom.”

“Better go easy,”

might hear."”

“| shan't forget him,” said Handforth.

Ile was the man of action now—us always.
To sit still “twiddling his thumbs ™ was not in
his line at all. And although in his heart he
felt that it was a hopeless task to get through
that wall, he started on the job as though he
was certain of sucecess, ;

Marley had never anticipated any such
move as this. Ile was contemptuous of these
three schoolbbys; he believed that they
would be so scared by their predicament that
they would not make any attempt to escape.
Besides, wasn't Iooker on guard all the
time ?

Marley had not examined that cellar very
carcfully, He knew that it had no window
and no grating, and it scemed to him that
this was suflicient., Curiously enough, how-
ever, after Handforth had been at work for
a few minutes, and after three of the
precious torches had been burned, one of
the bricks from the wall fell out of place and
thudded to the floor.

“By George!” breathed
“Phat's the first one, anyhow! These others
scemn to bhe pretty loose, too. The mortar
is as rotten as sand, and I can shift lots of
these bricks.”

“For goodpess' sake do 1t quietly!” urged
Mae. :

e and Church were now thoroughly
pexcited. They were beginuing to get a trace
of hope. And when Handforth loosened a
gecond brick and a third and a fourth, their
bearts commenced to beat thumpingly. That

Iandforth,

murmured Churulu.!
“That man on the other side of the door |

wall, in fact, was utterly rvetten. And as
Iaundforth had said, once the fivst brick was
out, the others cainc morve cusily.

“'This is the last picce of paper,”” said
Church v a whisper.

“Never wmind the paper,” grunted .
forth, as he worked. I can feel what 'y
doing now, and if you strike a mateh now
and again it’ll be enough. Look at this®
These bricks ave all loose behind, and——"

Ile broke off suddenly, Pressing on the
sceond layver of bricks, he had felt them
moving shightly, Now, when he exerted some
pressure, they gave way completely, There
came a sound of dull splashing, as the bricks
dropped into some water. A draught of
conl alr came throngh the opening and steuck
Handforth in the face.

“We're through!” he breathed. “Oh. my

hat! I've made a hole right through the
wall!l Didn't I tell you we should get our:”

“My only sainted aunt!” murmured
Churf:{l breathlessly,

Handforth was now pulling at the bricks
with redoubled vigour, and they came away
with surprising ease, Yet not so surprising,
perhaps. The morftar was rotten, and the
more bricks removed the casier the worlk, for
Handforth was able to get a firmer grip.

“It’s uearly big enough for us to squecze
through now,” he panted after a while
“And as soon as it 78 big enough we're going
to bolt for i1t. We won't wait a second,
That man might come down at any
minute——"

“That's what I'm thinking,” said MeClure,
“If only we can get out in time we might be
ablo to escape completely, What's on the
other side of the wall? Can you see?”

“I haven't looked yet,” replied Handiorth,
“Time enough to look when the hole’s big
enough for me to squeeze through.”

“let me have a go at it,” suggvsied
Church,

“No fear! ['m stronger than you chaps.”
replied Handforth. ‘ And if this hole is
big enough for me to get through it'll be big
enough ifor you fellows. Amnother three ur
four bricks and I think I can manage it."”

The bricks came away eastly, and as they
were loosened, Church and MceClure took
them und laid them geontly on the heap ot
debris so that there was no noise,

In the meantime, Mr, Hlooker was lounging
about, smoking, totally oblivious of the fac
that his prisoners were escaping practically
under his very nose. But then, Mr. Iooker
was not a man of brains.

“That’s done it at Jast ! murmured Hand-
forth, “By George! T can get through now !
Isn’t this night air glorious? Puts new !ife
into a chap.”

He squeezed his way through the oponing.
and then he experienced a bit of a shock,
For instead of looking out upon an old vard.
as he had half-expeeteds he found rhe
river immediately below him--the river
stretching out to right and to left and ahwead
of bun,

LR )
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Nothing but water and a blank, bare wall
against which it lapped !

Qa

CHAPTER
Gone!

e Y only hat!” murmuied Handforth.
\q He was disappointed, but
A was not discouraged. He took

anuther look at the scene. There
were many twinkling lights in the distance,
but just here, against this old warehouse,
there was nothing except dairkness and the
blank wall through which he was sguecezing

hinaself, And below, the water. Not even a

ledge upon which he could swarm round

to
“ITallo! What's that?” he muttered.
Now that his eyes were growing more
accustomed to the gloom he could gee a small
dark pateh in the water some little distance
away.

“It's a boat!" murmured Ha:ndforth
exultantly, “Good egg! A rowing-boat

waiting there ready for us to escape in.”

He drew back into the cellar, and Chuarch
and McClure wondered what was wrong.
They had expected their leader to elimb
through the hole and then to vanish.

“YWhy didn’t you go?” asked Church.
“Can’t you get through?”

“Yes—but the river's out there,” said
Handforth,
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“0Oh, my hat!”

“The—the river?”

“The Mersey, I expeet,” said Handforth.
“There’s no other river about here, is there?
The only thing we ean do 1s to dive in and
swim for it."”

“But—but we ecan’t do that!” gasped
Church. “Isn't there any other way?”
“Why can’t we do it?" said Handforth.
“It's summer-tune, The water isn’t cold.
Besides, what if it is? We're in a desperate
plight, my sons, and it's up to us to escape
and diddle those crools. "There’s a boat just
handy. We can swim {o it, and then row
across the Morsey to Liverpool.”
“You'ro mad!” said Mae.
across the Mersev?
the ferry boats?”
“We don't want to run any risks,” re-
“If we swim ashore to

“Why row
What's the matter with

the docks, and we might be spotted there.
Then we should be collared, and all our

| trouble would have been for nothing. There's
t & boat handy, and we can’t do better than

row right across to Liverpool. Then we
shall be safe. Come on!”
“Half a mipute!”, gasped Church.

“Hadn't we better talk this over—"

But Handforth was already squeezing
through the hole in the wall, and a moment

weelk,
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4 THE RIO KID,
BOY OUTLAW!

Have you met the Rio Kid, boy out-
law of Texas? lie figuresin a grand
series of Roaring Western Yarns
appearing in the POPULAR every
They made him an outlaw
for a deed he never committed, and
as an outlaw he roves the prairies
and hills, seeking adventure and
doing good. Why mnot follow the
trails with him—he will thrill you
with his daredevil exploits| Besides
this feature, every issue of the
POPULAR contains three school
stories, and a thrilling tale of adven-
ture in the Pacific,
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“Come on!” said
let him go alone,”

One after the other they slid through,
and dropped down into the waters of the
Mersey, It wasn’t so cold as they had ex-
peeted, and they followed Handforth as he
swam towards the handy boat. By the time
they reached it he was already on board,
Eléﬂ had unfastened the rope which secured
it.

“Easy !” he panted.
{:hi?s! We're out ™

is chums floundered into the boat, and
Handforth lost no time in getting the oars
out. and rowing away.

“Well, if those rotters come now, we've
dished "em [ he said gleefully. “ By George!
We'll show ’em! We're not the kind of
chaps they can monkey about with 1"

Church and MeClure could searcely believe
in their good fortune. But presently, when
they had left the docks behind, when they
were rowing out into the river and could
feel the strong current tugging at the boat,
they knew that this was a reality.

What they didn't realise, perhaps, was
their danger. Here, on the bosom of this
mighty river, in the darkness, without
lights! And Handforth, being at the oars,
was not any too careful., He just rowed

McClure, “We ean’t

“We've done it, you

briskly, his enthnsiasm overpowering all
other emotions.
“Better let us have a go at the oars,

Handy,” suggested Churceh,
“No fear! DI'm deing all the work—1'm

the man of action,” said Handferth, * You
chaps trust vourszelves to me—»

“But we're eold, and we need some
exereise,” interrupted MeClure,

“That’s true,” admitted Handforth, “I'd

forgotten that, All right, then; perhaps you
had better take an oar each, and I'll have
a bit of a rest.”

“Where are we making for?”

“Anywhere—as long as it’s on the other
side of the river,” replied Handforth., “The
tide seems to be pulling a bit, and I’ve
allowed the boat to run with it. It doesn’t
matter much where we land., We're safe
from those crooks now.”

“I say!” interrupted Church, with an
anxious note in his voice. *“That ship scemns
to be uncomfortably close, IHandy. I believe
it’s bearing down on us, too. %Ve’ra going
right across its path!”

“Which ship?” asked Handforth, !nukin%-
round. “0Oh, you mean Great Scott!
She’s coming at a good rate, too! My only
topper! I didn’t think that there was any
chance of—— (Oh! What the——"

It all happened in a monient.

In the gloom, the big ship had seemed
to be some little distance away:; but now, all
in a flash, it bore down upon the little boat
like some gigantic aquatic juggernaut. Be-
fore the juniors umt!ﬁ even attempt to furn
the boat, or to get out of the way, the
vessel was upon them.

Even before ‘they could yell out their
alarm, the disaster took place.

Surging straight towards them, the sharp
prow of the steamer eame plunging through

n'ﬂl

the water. Handforth did manage to articu-
late something, but he was so startled thac
very little sound came,

The next second the great vessel’s bows
eut into the very centre of the little boat,
slicing it in two as though it had been made
of thin glass, It shivered to fragments with
a faint, dull erash, Mercifully, Handforih
and Churech and McClure had dived’ into the
water in the nick of time.

They vanished bencath the surface, while
the great steamship rolled onwards down
the Mersey !

1 said Mpr.

6t LRI, we are
briskly. :
He had come to a halt in thar

little dingy alley in the obscure
backwater ncar the docks in Birkenhea:i.
Nipper and Reggie Pitt and Travers and the
rest of the St. Irank’s fellows were crow.i-
ing‘r round him. _
‘It’s a funny kind of ship, dear old fol-
lows,” murmured Travers, as he looked ar
the dilapidated building.

““ As a matter of fact, kide. that was only

- 2 o H wh T L

a yvarn of mine,” said Marlex. Your pals

aren’t in the hold of a ship ar all. _ Thev're
here—hottled up in a cellar.”

“T half-expected as much,” said Nipper,
“8So there’s po danger of them being eavs
ried off to South America on the ecarly morn-
ing tide "

“No; but there’s danger of them being
kept prisoners unless von come across with
that mouney,” retorted Marley,

“I vote we don’t pay,” said HHarry
Cresham exeitedly., “The man has lied 1o
us! Handforth & Co. aren’t in danger of
being shanghaied at all}”

“Tlold on!” said " Marley unpleasantly,
“This youngster gave me his word of honour
that he would pay over the moncy as soon
as your “pals were restored to yvon. Arc
you going to get out of that "

“Don’t worry,” interrupted
“Bring Handforth and C.hurc%wﬂ:nd McClur
here, and you’ll get your moner. A bar-
gain’s a bargain. Produce the prisoners.”

Mr. Marley looked relieved.

“1 knew you'd keep your word, kid,” he
said, “All right! Come on!”

He led the way into another narrow litile
alley, and a startled exclamation came 10
his ears.

“Who's that?” asked a hoarse, frightenad
voice. . .

“Don’t be scared,” said Marley. “I'vo
hronght some of the kids along with me.”

“Oh! said ITooker. “I’didu’t know who
youn was,”
~ " Everything: all right?” asked Marley.
“Had any trouble with those three kids?™

“A bit,” replied Hooker. **They started
monkeying with the door, but I soon stopped
'em. They’ve bin quiet ever since. I dare
say they've gone to slegp.»

“Then you'd better wake ‘em up,” said
Marley. “Tell ‘em that their pals “ave
come to bail ’em out.”

“What about the money "

Marles

Nipper.
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“As soon as they're handed over we get
the cash,” replied Marley,

“Y¥ou ain’t goin' to trust these kids?”
asked Mrv. Hooker, in amazement., *Why,
yvou fool, as soon as we release them three,
the whole erowd will set on us.”

“No, the whole crowd won't,” said Nip-
per. . “We've promised, and we’ll keep
our promise, Bring out those three chaps,
and you'll have vour money, Here 1t is—all
ready for you.” .

He produced a sheaf of banknotes, and the
two men eved them greedily. A number of
the other juniors, however, gathered round,
just in case of accidents,

“Teteh 'emw out, IHooker,” said Mr.
Marley.
Hooker went to the door of the ecellar

with alacrity. There was a kind of narrow
passage here, leading out of the alley. The
door was at the end of Lhe passage. Hooker
unbolted it, and thrust it open.

“All right, kids—you can come out now,”
he ecalled. ;

There was no reply.

“Hi!” said Hooker, in a louder
“You ain’t asleep, are you?

voice.
Come out of

|
Still there was no reply, and Hooker
grunted. He felt his way down the stone

steps, and when he arrvived at the bottom
he struck a match. He expected to see
Handforth & Co. sprawled in one of the
corners, sound asleep, exhausted after all
their adventures.

Instead, he saw something quite different,

““Ere!” he gasped, in a strangled voice.
““Fre, Marley! They've gorn! Them kids
'as escaped !”

" “What!” snarled Marley, fairly leaping
down the cellar steps.

Nipper and the juniors came racing after
him. Four or five of them struck matches,
and in the flickering light the heap. of debris
could be scen—and the siguificant hole in
the wall.

“You blamed fool!” snapped Marley,
turning on Hooker. “1I thought I left you
here to look after those boys?”

“So 1 did look arter ‘em!™ shouted

Hooker. “I guarded the door, didn't I?
‘Ow was 1 to know that they'd break
through the wall? Lumny! 1 never sce'd

anythink hke 1t!”

“My only hat! Cood old Handy!” said
Nipper delightedly. “Trust Handy to get
into action if there's the slightest chance!
They've escaped, you fellows!”

“Good egz!” chorused the others,

Mr. Marley realised that his game had
gone wrong. With the prisoners escaped,
there was no chance that Nipper would hand
over that money. So Marley thought it just
as well to make certain of it,

With a sudden dash, he grabbed the sheaf
of banknotes from Nipper’s hand. The
movement was so unexpected that Nipper
had no opportunity of saving them. ut
he recovered in a flash,

“Lookeout !” he velled, “Ilold that rotter !
He's grabbed the money, and——"

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOIL STORILS

Travers was the nearest, and he reached
out just as Marlcy was disappearing up the
steps—and just as the last match flickered
out. In the nick of time, Travers grabbed
Marley's {oot, and held on.

“Got him!” he roared,
fellows! Lend a hand!”

Marley was dragged back, swearing and
panting. There was a tremendous confusion
in the darkness and tn the confines of that
cellar,

Two or three of the fellows struck matches,
and this was fortunate, The rest could sce
what they were doing, and Marley was
dragged over, the money was wrenched from
htm., and he was knocked about pretty
severely,

Hooker started to make a fight for it, but
these two men stood no chance against tho

“Quick, you

| twelve angry, triumphant St. Frank's boys.

CHAPTER 10.
Suspense !
Pitt

- 0T ’em!” said Reggie
victoriously,
X Mr. Hooker and Mr. Marley

were flattened out on the floor of

the cellar—avith half a dozen fellows on ecach
of them, The serap—if it could be called a
scrap—had been short and sharp. The
money was back in Nipper's pocket, and tho
two rascals wore helpless.

“Better hand ’em over to the police,
hadn’t we?” suggested somebody,

“I don’t know,” said Nipper.
we'd better let them go. Their scheme has
come to nothing, anvhow, and llandforth
& Co. have escaped. They haven't got any
money out of us, so there's not much easo
against them. Anyvhow, there’d be an awful
lot of bother.”.

“Liet ’em go,” said Travers, “We don't
want to be hampered with them.”

Bo Marley and Hooker were allowed to get
to their fect,

“Now clear out!” said Nipper. “You
can cousider vourselves.jolly lucky to get out
of 1t so ea®ily I”

‘“Better chase 'em out,” suggested Tommy
Watson. ;

“When Mr, Lee gets to hear of it, ho
mightn't be so generous,” said Buster Boots.
“He'll probably teill the police, and then
these two rotters will be rounded up.”

The precious pair were fairly hounded off
the premises. All the fellows chased them
out, and they went running asviy down the
alley at top speed, to vanish round one of
the corners into the gloom.,

“That'll do,” said Nipper, coming to a
halt, “We don't want to attract any atten-
tion. I'm a bit anxious about Iiandy, too.
Goodness only knows where he and those
other two chaps are by this time. You know
what a [ollow Handy is for getting into
trouble.”

“Hadn’t we better secarch for them?™
asked Reggie Pitt,

“Perhaps

¥
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Handlorth squeezed himself through the hele in the wall, and then he experienced a shock. He hail

g
PN

expected te find a y

L]

“TFirst of all, we must have a look at
cellar,” replied Nipper.

They went back, and they were consider-
ably startled when they looked through that
gap in the wall—to find that there was no
means of escape oxeept by plunging into the
river.

“This looks bad,” said Nipper anxiously.
“Great Scott! They must have swum for
it! And there's no telling how tricky the
currents are, or what happened to them [”

“¥You don’t think they’re drowned ?”" asked
Jimmy Potts, aghast.

“I hate to think of any such thing—but
they must have been desperate,” replicd
Nipper. “They broke through that wall
and plunged into the river. That much 1s
certain, How do we know that they got back
to land all right 2”

. “Can’t we make some inquirtes?” asked
Pitt.

“How 7" said Nipper.
half the night in making inquiries.
here, my sons. This 15 serious now.
going to 'phone to the guv'nor at once.”

“Best thing you ecan do,” said Travers,
nodding, “Mr. Les will know how to deal
with the matter.”

They tried to find a way round, so that
they could get a look at that stretch of the
river from a different angle, but it was im- |

“We might spend
i i Look
I'm

th&t]

instead he could see nothing but one vast stretch of water. Escape from
here seemed impossibie.

possible. There was no dock just there, and
there were so many buildings. and so many
different streets, that 1t was all very confus-
img. And in the dead of night like this, the
difliculty was inereased.
er tO ring
Fﬂ._\'. Pre-

It was better, therefore, for Nip

up Nelson Lee without any de

viously, he had been barred from teliing

Lee anything about the matter: but now ir

was casy for him to do so. In faet, 1t wus

high time that Nelson Lee should know the
exact truth.

o UITE a remarkable story, Nipper.”
came Nelson I.ee's voiee over the
wires, after Nipper had given hiu
the details. “I do not blame my-

self, however, since I could not possibly know

that the man who telephoned me was nor

Mr., Waltors.”

“You don’t seem wvery alarmed, siv.”
Nipper.

“T'm not alarmed,” replied Nelson Lee.
“But I am considerably annoved. [ am
annoyed with Captain Marsh and his oflicers,
They did not intend their practical joke to
lead to anything like this, but it cannot b
denied that they are mainly to blame. Thoy
srave these two rascals the opportunity to pus
that plan into excention. Fortunately, the

o
=il

| plan has failed.”
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“Handforth and Chureh and McClure are

still missing, sir," Nipper reminded him.

“1 will set inquiries afoot at once,” said
Nelson Lee, “In fact, I will come straight
away, nnd investigate on the spot.”

“We're afraid that those three chaps nnghi
have met with gome sort of disaster, sir,”
said Nipper anxiously,

“That they might be drowned, eh ™ said
Lee. “I don't think so, Nipper. 'lhc} re all
good swimmers, and there is no reason for
any of you to jump to such a tragic con-
clusion. All of you must come back at once.”

“But Handrorth, siy——-"

“Leave him to me,” said Lee. “In the
circumstances, I will excuse you all for
having broken bounds. You ecould searcely

you must return to

do anything else, But
the School Train now. The nmftor is in my

honds, and T will deal with it.’ ;

“All right, siv—just as you say,” said
Nipper,

e went out of the telephone box, which
was Iin one of DBirkenhead's p\rmmpai
thoroughfares, and, joining the other
juniors, told them what had been said,

“So we've got to go back, eh?” said
Reggie Pitt,  “Well, I'm not surprised.

We could hardly expect Mr. Lee to give us
pormission to keep out all night.”
“I wish we could find out something about

those Study D chaps,” said Nipper,
frowning,
On the ferry, they did hear something—

something not merely
Lively sensational.

They noticed that they were stared at
rather strangely by some of the other pas-
sengers, and at length one man came up to
them. He sadly shook his head.

“Ay, by gum, that was a nasty affair in
the river,” he remarked vaguely. “You
lads have come from the School Train,
:mw.he, to find out some of the details?”

“Nasty affair?” repeated Nipper. “What
do you mean?”

“Ay, but have svou
asked the man. staring

“Of what "

“Why, sitheo I’m sorry I said anything,’
went on the man. “Dut I thought you knew,
Throe of your boys were drowned in the
river to-night.!”

It was only a rumour—and a false ramour
at that—but the man gave it out as an
cstablished faect. The majority of rumours
are trotted out in that way.

“What I” gasped Nipper, losing some of
his eolour. *““Are vou sure? Drowned!
Three of our chaps

“ Ay, sure enough,” said the man. “ Scems
they was erossing the river in a little boat—
which was nowt but foolishness. One of the
big steamers came along and cut the hoat in
half. They say that the bodies haven't been
reeovered yet.’

He gaw: out this piece of information
with a kind of gloomy satisfaction. The

juniors gathered round him, startled and
horrified.

startling, but posi-

heard nowt of 1t°%"

T PR
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“Is this true ?” asked Greshiam frantieally.
“Are you sure about it?”

“Did you see the accident?”
body else,

*1 didn’t see it,”” replied the man slowly,
“but 1've ht:-urd talk. @I'm afraid it's wrue
enmlgh lads.

When thm gﬂ-t off the ferry they were
looking haggard and worn. Irom other
people, too, they had heard of that rumour,

“T don’t know what to do,” said Nipper
huskily. “I don't feel like going back to the
School Train now. Yet what else is there
to be done?! If those poor chaps aro
drowned, we can't help them.”

COMING NEXT WEEK ! ~wanansn

asked some-

“But—but it’s .unthinkable!” protested
Reggie Pitt. “Good old Handy! 1 mean,
how awful to think—"

“Laddie, lfindiy refrain from any such
fou! suggestion,” said Archie CGlenthorne.

“CGood gad! I absolutely refuse to belivvo
this dashed rumour. You will have noticed
that nobody could tell us anything definite.”

“We ean't even.report to Mr. Lee—be-
cause he'll be gone when we get to the
train,” said Nipper. “Still, that won't
make much difference—he’ll hear all about 16
as soon as he gets down to the riverside. 1
ihink we'd better obey orders and go back.
We can leave the guvy'nor to do cverything
that's neccessary.”

It wasn't long before they heard another

{ rumour—to the effect that the three boys
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had been picked up.
fusing. And, as a natural consequence, the
junilors were in a dtafe of acute suspense.
Not knowing the exact fruth., one way or
the other, was worse than anything.

“T wish we gadn't lot those 4‘wo crooks
£20,” .said Nipper. “IVa their fault. They
locked Handforih & C'e. ‘n that cellar, and
they're to blame for this tragedy—if it is
a tragedv. We eught to have handed them
over to the police,

R. MARLXEY, at that particular
monient, wes a very frightened
man.

He had left Dooker five minutes

AWAALATY ALY AN S e A L A AT LA AT

“WILLY
DECLARES WAR!"

it’s Willy Handforih'’s passionate love
for animals that staris {he trouble.

‘He sees a dog run dewn by a car and the
owner of that car drives on without
attempting to enquire after the dog,
That causes it ! Willy’s rage is terrifie,
and there and then he declares war against
this man.

And naturally things hitpen —amazing
things always do bappen when Willy
Handforth gets on the job !

This yarn featuring the Chums of
St. Frank’s in Manchesier, and the
Birmingham districts, is ene not to be
missed. It will thril? you ; amaze you—
and make you laugh, tco !

“RIVALS OF THE
RAMPANT ! "

Look out for another corking instalment
of Stanton Hope's magniiicent serial next
week.

AANANANAR, ORDER IN ADVANCE!

after they had ge¢: away flrgwm the juniors.
Hooker, after all, wes only a tool. Marley
was the real offender ind he knew perfoetly
well that if he and his asscciate ever got
into the hands of ithe police, he would get
the bulk of the punishment,

And Marley did fear (he police now. For
he, too, had heard the rwnours of that
tragedvy in the Mersen.,  Aad Marley had
had sense enongh t¢ realise that thoe school
authorities would pgive ull irformmaticn to
the police—and thgr the pelies wonld take
action.

This simple iy dodge.  which  had
seemed so  easy to Marley, jucked like
developing into scmetling wrimly serious.

He felt it wag necessavy, in {act, tc get to
a place of safety v lent apy loss ef Lime,

It was o)l very con- |
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It was impossible for him to go back to
his own ship, so he took a step which, con-
sidering everything, was quite remarkable,
A small cargo boat was leaving within the
hour for the Isle of Man, and Mr. Marley
happened to meet one of the engincers. The
engincer was looking for a sioker to replace
a man who had failed to turn up, and
Marley promptly offered to go.

Thus it was that the raseal was on his
way to the Isle of Man long before the
police knew anything about the affair. Once
in the Isle of Man, Marley intended to lic
tow. He had an idea that the police would
not think of looking for him there. Te
knew some people 1n the Isle of Man--in
Douglas—and he could rely upon them fo
help him, = - ,

Ho didn’t realise that he was bound for

the one place on this earth from which he

should have kept away!

—— et

. CHAPTER 11,
An Unexpected Meeting!

ANDFORTH Church
H MeClure slept.

They did not look very dead, at

all events; and judging from
Handforth's snores, he, at least, was not
particularly hurt. As a matter of fact, none
of them was hurt, and they were only sleep-
ing so soundly now beeause they were
thoroughly tired out,

The rashness of Mr. Marley in going to
the Isle of Man will be seen whan it 3s
explained that Handforth & Co. were them-
selves on the night steamer which was hound
for Douglas. At this time of the yecar there
are plenty of midnight sailings by the
splendidly equipped boats of the Isle of
Man Steam Packet Company, Limited. It
was one of these boats, in point of fact,
which had run Handforth & Co. down, just
after sailing from Liverpool.

Rumour, as usuak was a lying jade. The
disaster to the chums of Study D had not
only been seen, but prompt measures had
heen taken by the ship’s officers to rescue
them,

The vessel's engines had been reversed.
lifebelts bad been flung out, and within a
very short space of time the three juniors
had been hanled on board, hardly any the
worse for their adventure,

And the steamer, without further delay,
had eontinued bher voyage. The eaptain saw
no reason why he should further upset his
schedule by taking steps te put these thiec
schoolboys ashore.  They could very well
go to Douglas and return in the morning.

And so, whilst the Removites and Fourth-
Formers were filled with anxiety and sus
ense for the three missing juniors, Hand.
orth & Co. were snugly asleep in three
exceptionally comfortable beds!

and and
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HBY George!” said Handforth,

It was morning now—quite early
morning, and the steamer was at
her berth against the landing pier
in Douglas, Isle of Man.

Very few people were about yet, and
Handforth & Co., as they stood on the deck
of the ship overlooking the sweep of the
harbour, were much impressed. The early
morning sun was shining gloriously, and
there was a keen nip in ihe air. The juniors
were not looking their smartest, sinee their
clothes had been dried overnight and were
now somewhat in need of a regular press.
E-.‘Jat that Handforth & Co. minded in the
east,

“We're iolly lucky te be alive, Handy,
old man,” said Church. *“What about get-
{ing back to the School Train, though? 1'll
bet Mz, Lee is in an awfnl stew.”

“Of course he isn't,” said Xandlorth,
“The eaptain told me that he has wirelessed
to the Steam Packet Company's agents in
Liverpool.”

“Thomas Orford & Son, I think,” nodded
MeClure.

“ Anyhow, Mr. Lee knows all about it by
this time,” said Handforth., “He knows
we're safe, and that giddy affair of last
night is over and done with.”

“Still, the sooner we can get back the
better,” said Chureh. “I'm told that the
boat for Iaverpool sails at nine o'clock thas
morning,” _

“Nine o'cloek?” repeated Handforth.
“What's the good of that? Now that we're
in the Isle of Man we want to bave a look
roy[nd- That’s a silly time for the boat to
satl, ™

“You'd better complain to the company,”
sard Mac.  “The next sailing Isn’t until
four o'clock 1 the afterncon.”

“That'll do!” said HMHandforth promptly,
“We didn't ask to be brought to the Isle of
Man, did we? And now that we're here,
nobody can blame us if we go back by the
afternoon boat instead of the morning boat.™

~ The captain was not at all sure about it.
These juniors were not ardinary passengers;
they had been picked up by mere chance,
and the eaptain felt that it was his duty to
take them back at the first opportunity—or
to sce that thex were taken back by one of
the other boats.

But Handforth would not hear of it,

“Not likely!” he said. “Jf we go by the
four o'clock boat this afternoon we shall
be back at the School Train before locking-
up, and vou're not going to diddle us out of
a whole day's holiday, are you, sir?"
# The captain laughed. i
f “That’s not the point,” he said. “Vour
schoolmaster will be anxious about wvou.”

“ITIl send him a wire,” said Handforth
brightly. , “I’'ll telegraph to Mre. Lee and
tell him that we're not coming back until
the four o'eclock boat this afterncon, That'll
put things all right. We'll pay our own
fares, of course.”
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In the end he got his own war. and after
they had bade the caplain and the cflicers
good-bye, theyv sallied out into Douglas to
have a look round and to searech for some
breakf{ast.

As a matter of fact, Hagdforth was very

anxious to get away from the ship, for the
captain had been rather too keen on fAnding

{ out what he and hLis chums had been doing

in the Mergey in a small boat. They had eox-
plained the truth—how they had been kid-
napped and thrust o the old warchoure
cellar, and hew they had broken out, but
somchow this yarn bad sounded so incredible
that nobody had quite believed it. The boys
were omiy too glad fo get by themselves,
away from the thip altogethier, whore they
f:?uld discuss things guietiy and make their
plans,

“My dear chaps. leave it all to me,” said
Handtorth, *“Woe'll sond that telegram to
Mr, Lec, and by this time he knows that
we're safe, anvhow. 8o what.is there to
worry about ¥

“Punishment, when wo get back!™ said
Church pointedly. * My dear ass, we shall
be gated for the rest of the tour if we take
Freneh leave like this.”

“¥French leave be blowed!” retorted Hand-
forth., “We're not in France. It's Manx
leave "

Handforth was not particularly interested
in the beauties of the Isle of Man: he was
merely curious. None of the juniors had
been to the Isle of Man before, and they
were greatly mterested. Chureh and MeClure
found much to adwmire in the expansive,
ereseent-shaped Biy of Douglas, They were
astonished, too, to find Douglas a place of
very considerable size. Douglas, in fact, con-
tains about half the population of the island.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth,
after @ while. “1 always thought that the
Isle of Man was a dead sort of place, bui
they've got railways and cleetrie trains and
bus services and—and everyvibing !”

“Ass!” gaid Chureh. “You didn’t think
that the Isle of Man was a kind of unin-
habited coral island. did you? lLook at
Douglas! Look at this promenade! T don't
think I've ever seen a better one.”

Douglas was beginning to awaken by now,
and as Handforth & Co. strolled along the
front they rould hear lots of genial Lanca-
shire and Yorkshivre talk—for the Isle of
Man 1s visited by many thousands of people
during the summer months from the northern
counties of England, and from Ireland and
Scotland, and ull other parts of the conntry,
too,

“It's a rummy sort of place. ¥ou know,"”
said Church, after they had breakfasted
in one of the splendid hotels. ““It’s hard to
believe. but the Isle of Man is a kind of
kingdom, although there's no king.”

“How the dickens ean it be a kingdom,
then 7" .

“Well, it's not under the rule of the
ordinary British Parliament,” said Church,

1

M It's got its own House of Keys,”



“ House of which ?”

“My dear chap, what do you go to school
for?” asked Church impatiently. “‘Every
fathcad knows that the Isle of Man's got its
own Parliamment. They make their own laws
here, and everything is—well, different. I
reckon it must be jolly to live in the Isle
of Man.”

“I don't like the eats,” said Handforth.
“The eats haven’t got any tails. They don’t
look properly balanced.” '

“0Oh, my hat!” groaned McClure. * Faney
abjecting to the giddy cats! I was talk-
ing to somebody in the hotel just now, and
he tells me that ‘there are some marvellous
castles in. the island—with dungeons and
evervthing. The trouble is, we shan’t have
time to explore them.”

“We don’t want to see any dungeons,”
sgid Handforth coldly. “That cellar last
night was too much like a dungeon for my
liking I

“There’s Peel Castle, and there's Castle
Rushen, and Castletown,” said Church.
“8till, it isn’t mueh good talking about
them—we can’t go.”

Ft was, indeed, a pity that Handforth &
Co. would not have time to explore the Isle
of Man—a wonderland of mountain and fell,
of flower-strewn wvalleys and  heather-
coloured braes. If they could have gone,
#hey would have seen the comfortable little
whitewashed villages, with the hedgerows of
fuchsiak, and the sandv bays with the ruins
of the castles on their shoulders,

And Snaefell, too, over two thousand feet
high—from the summit of which one may see
the Cumberland hills in the eastern distance,
misty and mysterious, One can also sce the
heights of Ayr, far away to the north, and
there, peering over the edge of the western
horizon, the %rish coast.

During the morning Handforth & Co.
took a trip out of Douglas on the electric
line, and they went as far as Laxey; and
even Handforth was enchanted by the
glories of the scenery.

One minute they were dipping through
glorious woods and pulling up at lttle
stations amongst the trees; then they would

o on again, whirling and twisting, with a
‘lower-decorated hotel near by, perhaps.

They had lunch in a guiet little inn near
Laxey; and, of course, they could not come
away without viewing the famous Laxey
Wheel—a gigantic structure designed by a
Manx engineor, and originally used for
pumping the lead and silver mines upon
whicﬁ Laxey was once dependent.

They had a fine view of Snaefell, at the
head of the Laxey Valley.

In fact, upon Handforth’s suggestion, they
not only had a view of it from a distance,
but they went on the electric ear from Laxey
Station and made the journey right to the
summit. From there they obtained some
glorious, never-to-be-forgotten views,

It was half-past three by the time they
ﬁat back inio Douglas, and Church and
MecClure were beginning to get a bit anxious
abount their hoat.
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“We'd better make straight for the pier.”
said Church, as they walked along the
Harris Promenade. *If we miss this boat,
Handy, we shan’t be able to leave until to-
morrow,”

“I don't think I should mind much,” suid

Handforth, “Still, I dare say we'd better
go back to-day. There’d only be a lot ¢f
trouble,”

They went along the Loch Promenade, and
arrived at the Vietoria Landing Pier. And
tfi:l_?irc, suddenly, Handforth came to a stand-
still,

“Great Scott 1™ he ejaculated, in o startled
voice,

“What’s the maitter?” asked his chums.

“Look!" whispered Handy. “That man
—leaning over the stonework, looking into
the harbour! Don’t you see him%”

“It’s—it’'s the rotter who shoved us into
that cellar last ni:%htl” ejaculated Church.

It was true. he man was Mr. Mariey
himself !

He had spent a very anxious day in
Doughas, and even now he was awaiting
some definite news regarding those thre.
boys who had been drowned-—or who might
have been drowned. Marley did not know,
and he was full of worry. J

Before 1ong he was booked to be even more
worried !

[ .

' CHAPTER 12,
Handforth’s Way!
& UST a minute, my beauty!” szaid
Handiorth agreeably. '

Mr. Marley spun round, gasping.

He found himself grasped by Hand-

forth and by Church and by MeClure. He
looked at them in an utterly scared way.

“Gosh!” he gurgled. “I—I thought you
were dead!”

“No such luck for you, my son!” re-
plied Handforth promptly. “We're very
much alive!”

“T'm glad,” muttered Marley, who was in-
deed intensely relieved. * 1 didn’t “like to

s

i

think of you kids being drowned in the
Merszey. heard that you'd been run down
by a steamer——"

“We awere run down—and that’s why
we're here,” said Handforth coldly. * We
were picked up by the might packet for the
Isle of Man. But we didn’t expect to find
you here.”

Marley cuvsed himself. If Handforth &
Co. were surprised to see him, he was ten
times more surpriscd to sec them. And.
somehow, he did not like Handforth's ex-
pression, o

“Well, what are you going to do?” he
asked uncomfortably.

“¥You kidnapped us last night, and vou held
us prisoners,” said Handforth. “If we
hadn’t been pretty lively, we might have
been down that cellar now.”

“No,” said Marley quickly. *“I went to
your train and got some of the boys to conn
to fetch yvou—but vou were gonc when we

| ot there.”
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“Why bring some of the chaps to feteh)
s ¥ asked Handforth suspiciously. **Oh, 1
hE}“P‘T You made them bring money. Ransom,
eh*"”

Marley was silent.

“You're a tricky rotter!” said Handforth,
with a glare, “It's a jolly lucky thing for
vou that we're alive, strictly speaking, or
vou might find yourself in the dock for
manslaughter, or something like that. It
was yvour fault that we had to row across
the Mersey 1n a small boat.,”

“¥ou can’t blame me for that!” blustered
Marley. “The affair's over now, any-
how-——

“No, it 1sn't!” sard Handforth,
over by long chalks!™

“Handy, don't forget the boat!"™ urged
Chureh. “We shall miss 1t unless we're

careful !

“Bother the boat!” said Iandforth.
“Plenty of time yet! Now look here, my
I’'m going to give vou your choice.

b

“1t isn"t

beauty !
Shall we hand you over to the police here,
and charge you with kidnapping us last
night=—or will you come with us quietly ?”

“I—I don’t know what you mean!”

biustered Marley, thoroughly scared. * You
can't hand me over to the police! You
can’t charge me with anything!”

“Can’t we?” retorted Handforth., “We

can charge you with conspiracy—and you
know it! You'd better decide within a
minute; because we're in a hurry., There's
a policoman within sight, so don't start any
funny business! Shall we eall him over,
or will yvou come with us?”

“Where to?”

“Never mind where to,” said*Handforth.
“Take vour choice! Come with us quietly,
or I'll call that bobby.”

“TI'll come—I'll come,” said Mr. Marley

hastily.
B and in the dusk of the cvening a
aumber of fellows were standing
about necar the train, taking the air. It was
after locking-up, but the feilows were not
compelled to remain on the train, for the
evening was warm.
“Still they haven't come,” said Nipper,
laneing at his watch. ““It was like Hand-
?nrth‘s nerve to send the guv'nor a wire
saying that he wasn't coming back until the

afternoon boat!”

“Just like Handy, though,™ chuckled
Travers, “Well, well! Why shouldn't he
have his fling? If I found myself in the
Isle of Man in the early morning, I'm |
blowed if I'd come back by the morning
boat ™
~ “Bame here,” said Reggie Pitt. "1 don't
blame Handy for staying behind to have a
look round.™ .

“Those Study D ohaps get all the luck !”
grumbled Bob Christine of the Iourth. |
“They go blundering about and get them-
sclves mmto an awful mess, and in the end

ACK in Liverpool, the School Train
was still standing on its quiet siding,

a3

they come out on top. We haven't had the

luck to get a trip 1o the Islc of Man!” ~
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Everybody knew the full details, of course.
In the very early morping the news had
come that Handforth & Co. were perfectly
safe, and that they were on board the
steamer for Douglas, having been picked up
after the accident. Nelson Lee, too, had
been in telegraphic communication with the
steamship authoritics, and he had also com-
municated with the police. Not that this
was really necessary now. The whole affair
had ended up satisfactorily, and tfiere was
3;0 need to make a police-court case out of
it.

Necdless to say, Captain Marsh was ex.
traordinarily upset when he heard the news,
For he blamed himself entirely for what had
happened; he should have sent onc of his
officers home with the boys.

“Here they are!” went up a sudden shout,
“Hail, the eonquerinf heroes!"” mur:
mured Travers. “Dear old fellows, it pays
to be naughty! We've been such good little

boys, and we don’t get cheered, do we?

Handforth & Co. had just been spotted.
They were coming down the road towards
the School Train., Presently they arrived,
and they were surrounded by a yelling mob
of Removites and Fourth-Formers, Then
it was seen that the chums of Study D
had brought somebody with them,

“Bteady on!” grinned  Handforth.
“What's all the fuss about?”

“Good old Handy !” shouted Jimmy Potts.
“We thought you were dead, you know.”
“It's not so easy to kill me,” replied

Handforth,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Thanks for what you fellows did last
night,” continued MHandferth. “1 understand
that you rallied round a good bit, and that
vou came along with some money. But we
couldn't wait for you.”

“You escaped, vou bounders!” said Nipper,
pushing forward. “Good luck to you,
Hundy! It was pretty wonderful the way
vou broke out of that cellar and got away.”

“It was even more wonderful the way ho
escaped being drowned in the Mersey,”
chuckled Vivian Travers. “Upon my
Samson ! Isn't this our genial friend, Mr,
Marley ?”

1t was. Mr. Marley, much against his will,

| had been compelled to come all the way homo

with Handforth & Co. He considered that
this was better than being handed over to tho
nearest policeman, Tor never once had
Handforth budged from his resolve. Either
Marley came quietly, or he would be handed
to the police.

UT before any of the fellows could maka
B any inquiries, INelson Lee arrived on
the scene,

“I am glad that you boys have re-
turned safely,” he said, as he confronted
them, *I shall not punish wou for this
escapade, because 1t was not entirely your
own fault in the first place. You were wrong,
perhaps, in going on board that cargo-boat
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without permission, but it was only a trivial
offence.” _

“Thanks awfully, sir!” chorused Hand-
forth & Co.

“It was Captain Marsh’s bttle joke which
led to the night’s incidents,” said Nelson Lee.
“Who is this man, by the way?”

“He's the rotter who tricked us, sir,”
replied Handforth. “He’s the man who
shoved us into that warechouse cellar, and
who came up- here to get money from the
chaps.”

“Oh!” said Nelson Lee, turning to Marley.
“What have you to say about this?”

“1 didn't mean awny real harm, sir,” mut-
tered Marley. “ I only thought I'd make a
bit of cash for myself and for a mate of mine.
It wasn’t a real crooked job. I’ve always
run straight until now. I've lost my work,
and 1 daren’t go back on board.”

“You deserve to be very
punished,” said Lee curtly,

-“That’s why I’ve brought him back, sir,”
sald Handforth cagerly. “We don’t want to
make a police job of it, do we? The rotter
didn’t make anything out of the game. It
fa:led horribly. We found him in the Isle
of Man—he'd gone there to keep out of our

wiay."”’ '

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And instead of that, we ran right into
him!" grinned Handforth. “ 8o we collared
him and brought him along.”

“Why did you bring him here ?”

“ Because we want him to be punished, sir,”
said Handforth. “And I want you to give
me your permission to punish him. Leave
it to the Remove and the Fourth, sir.”

Nelson Lee considered for a moment. Hae
quite agreed that there was no real case for
the police as things had turned out. It would
only mean a lot of eomplications and delays
E’ he gave Marley in charge and prosecuted

inl,

“Very well, Handforth,” said Lee dryly.
“Since this man attempted to victimise you
juniors, and came very near to succeeding, it
will only be justice if you juniors deal with
him. But don’t take too long over it.”

“Thanks awfully, sir,” grinned Handforth.,
“You're a brick!”

Nelson Lee made himself scarce, and Mr.
Marley looked round uncomfortably. He
now found himself surrounded by a shouting
mob of excited schoolboys.

“What—what are you going to do to me?”
he. asked, breathing hard.

“What do you suggest,
Handforth.

“Well, we can start with the frog's-march,
and then make him run the gauntlet,” said
Nipper thoughtfully.

“Hear, hear!”

“Grab him 1" _

" And after that we ecan take him to that
horse-trough. down the road and duck him,”
said Nipper. “Finally we can roll him in the
dust, and——" -

L

severely

Nipper?” said
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“You —you young rufflans!”  gasped
Mavley. “What kind of a game do you call
this? Twenty or thirty of you setting on onc
man? I thought you schoolboys weve famous
for your sportsmanship ?”

“It’s not a quostion of setting on you,” said
Nipper. ““You deserve to be punished, and
frog's-marching and running the gauntiet arc
two of our recognised forms of punishment.”

“Hold on!” said Handforth grimly, “If
this rotter is going to talk like that, I've gor
another suggestion to make. Hold my coar,
L!lzu:;::hy b |

“What are you going to do?" gmasped
Chureh, P o il

“Thrash him !" retorted Handiorth briefly.

“Hua, ha, ha!”

“A true Handforthian touch, by Samson '®
murmured Travers. “lle brings him all tho
way from the Isle of Man, and now he's
going to deal with him single-handed.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

A ring was quickly formed, for Nandforti
was determined. He was nofi going to have
this rascal telling everybody that ‘the St
Frank’s juniors were unsporting,

DWARD OSWALD HAXNDFORTH
E made o thorough job of it.
And Nelson Lee, as he watched
from the School Train was completely
satisfied. Marley was a full-grown man, but
he was very much out of condition. Hand-
forth, on the other hand, was as fit as w«
fiddle, and just wow he was feeling
righteously angry. Turthermore, whilst
Handforth had an excellent knowledge of
boxing, Mr, Marley was a mere exponent of
kick and rush methods,

And these were futile in dealing with a
fellow like Handforth—and particularly with
such a crowd of schoolboys surrounding the
fight. Marley was not allowed to adopt any
foul tactics,

The fight lasted for exactly five rounds, and
Handforth enjoyed himself immensely, At
the beginning of the fifth round Mr. Marley
was very groggy, and he went down like a
log after half a minute, knocked out by a
clean drive from Handforth's left.

“And that’s that!” said Edward Oswald
contentedly. :

“Hurrah !"

“Good old Handy I

“That's the way to deal with rotters of his
type !”

“YXes, rather!”

And Marley, after a bucket of cold water
had been thrown over him, crawled awayv—
with a great and lasting respect in his heart
for these teuring schoolboys!

‘THE END.

(fally fine yarn that, eh, chum=? There's
another corker coming wlong nexd week when
the cheery boys of St. Frank's are in the
Manehesier and Birmingham districts. Ti's
entitled “Willy Declares War!” Look oul
for it on the bookstalls next Wednesday.)
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E. 5 BROOKS

OU'VE been reading the St. Frank’s

h yarns for over eight years—M. J. C.

Walker (Bangor, Co. Down)—since

the first story you read, the title of

which you ask me for, wus ““Adrift in Mid-

Air.” and it appeared in No. 305, old series,

on April 9th, 1821,

stand, you haven’t missed a single copy.

Congratulations, old man! 1 am quite sure

that I shouldn’t have the courage to read

over four hundred stories, one after the other,
week after week, by the same author.

& e ¥

Those two League Application Forms you
sent me—Derrick Butts (Johannesburg)—
should have been sent to the Chief Officer.
And that wouldn't have been any good,
either, now 1 come to think of it, so they
shouldn’t have been sent to the Chief Officer
at all. You see, you used odd forms, and
that renders your application for member-
ship n.g. Yon must have two forms from
the same week's issue—one to be signed by
vourself, and the other by the person to
whom you introduce the paper. Please
wunderstand that this person is not required
to make any pledge that he or she will
become a reader, snd is under no obligation
to buy a single copy. We hope .that the
free copy he receives from you will make
himm a reader. Get the idea?

* w *

If it will fill you with joy—Lewis Huall
(South Bundaberg Queensland)—to send me
a full account of the manufacture of sugar, I
shall be most delighted to read it. I think
it is very sweet of you to think of me like
this !

+* ¥ £

Sorry—Alee Singleton (Egremont)—but I
can’t let you have my photograph until you
have sent me one of yours, That’s the rule,
you know, and 1 must stick to it. As soon
as you get vourself snapped, send me a print,
and you shall have my autographed photo
by return, 1f you haven't got a camera of
your own, I expect some of your friends have.
Perhaps one of them has a single exposure
left on a roll of six, and wants to find any
old thing to finish the lot so that he can get

reader
shall be pleased f!a_‘r Tmman: upon such
thely
All tetiers should be addressed,
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The E'f.rehuuy House, Farringden Streel,
London, E.C.4.

And since then, I under-

wirites o me 1
fo interest the
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BROOKS,

VERA COOFPER

the roll out of the camera, That’s just
where you'll come in, If not, there’s gener-
ally a photographer mnot far off, ready to
pounce upon a ltkely customer, You've only
got to give these chaps half a chance, and
they’ll have you in front of the studio camera
before you can say “knife.”’

* W *

You'll be pleased to hear—no doubt vou've
already seen announcements—Doris  Hill
(Melton Mowbray)—that a Portrait Gallery
is to be started next week. You'll find full
descriptions of Nipper and Vivian Travers
and Reggie Pitt in this.

* : *

Naturally, I can’t reply to every letter I
receive—VYera Cooper (Mitcham Junction)—
but 1 don’t pick one at random, you know;
I read every letter, and do my very best to
reply, either on this page or by post, to those
points which really call for an answer. Iu
just the same way, 1 can’t pass on every
readers’ photograph to the Editor for pub-
lication, Yours, which appears this week, i3
quite a good one, but a lot that I receive are
quite unsuitable for reproduction, being
either too dark, or too blurry, or too faint,
or too something else. That’s why 1 always
ask readers to send me clear photographs
whenever possible,

L ¥ E

So Vivian Travers ie your favourite char-
acter—" Supporter " (Barnsley). You're not
the only one by leng chalks who thinks the
same, I've bad numerous letters from
readers who tell me that they like Travers.
He was first introduced in the Boot-boy
Baronet series, which started in No. 90, New
Series, dated January 21st, 1928, Yes, I
should very much like to receive your
photograph, and if it is suitable it will cer-
tainly be published in the Old Paper.
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By STANTON HOPE

The Chase!

I' ecourse, Jack had not been robbing
O the poor-box, but all sort sof comph-
cations would arise if he fell into the

hands of the police. Doubtless he

would be able to prove his innocenee, but his
escapade In breaking leave would be dis-

covered, Worse still, the police nnght make
awkward inquiries about his past history,
and discover that cpisode of the reformatory
school which he had hushed up when he had
nined the Navy.

At all costs he must
keep elear of the law!

[ Jack, straining every muscle fo keep ahead

of his pursuers and evade any peupL who
appeared in hig path, got a very ifair idea
of what a fox fecls hke when it hmh the
hoofs of the hunters behind it and the air
ringing with exuberant * Yoicks!"”

An old gentleman, with gu"li presence of
mind, slung his rubber-ferruled stick. It
zot Jack across the legs, and brought him
headlong in the gutter.

A local lad, made over-bold by the fact
that there were abont two hundred people

coming up in the rear
to support him, leaped

ihf’-?eﬂ’ii . Ad g “ Breaking bounds” within a few  on to the boy as L
hills riole ’ 101 =~
thﬁii;n Ehrizlx of (Tha bOHf;g .Gf arriving a a N:‘{E’)ﬂf Of‘{frud\ !
whistle burst out on Training School is hardly the righl Jack’'s fist came
tho damp aie. "\ " way io create a good impression Toul in 8 o <o
navvies were coming with the authorilies. Yel Jack  feliow’s jaw, and as his
f»i:-‘;t OE - llfsiﬁlrlﬁ'k ealled  (Gilberl breaks boun_cis for reasons a_.-.ttlftﬁke‘:'o’) ff!“fl-ﬁ ?HL
T Shose Sl wn.  fhat o'l agre wilh, even f e o, % 1
“Time, -gen’leman!” &'Hfbf??'ffﬁﬁs dow’i ! A fine natural
“Stop kim!” bawled runner, Jack sprinted

the policeman, turning
the corner.

The burly labourers turned and flung oulb
their arms. Jack darted between them, and
the two comrades, lurching forward, found
themselves in a fond embrace.

The doors of two or three dwelling houses
opened and disgorged the ecenpants.

“What's up?” wl!ﬂd mmvbﬂﬂv

“That young sailor!” panted the police-
man. “Get a-hold of him!”

The spirit of the chase entered into the
householders and others in the sirect. And

as he had never done
helore, for the fear of being eaught winged
his feet, Though he had no intimate know-
ledge of this part of Porthaven, he had a
gmwm] idea in which direction Ll;t, the naval
training schools, Dodging down another
street, he saw a policeman hurrving from
the far end. |

“C-crumbs!” panted Jack, in di=may.

It scemed as though 1t was ail up, when
a narrow turming to his left hand caunght
his eyve. Tt p1med to be a lonz mews be-
tween the back gardens of two rows of
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houses., Racing up it he found himself con-
fronted by a six-foot wall at the far end.

Behind him rose the sounds of the chase,
perilously near, Thero was nothing to do
but take a chaunce eand shin over it, which
~he did with the nimbleness of an expert
Navy gym, instructor!

Blindly he crashed across a yard littered
with the boards, barrels, and other gear of
‘a contractor in a small way, vaulted another
wall beyond, and found himseclf in a narrow
passageway leading past a house on his right.

An elderly lady opened a side door, heax-
ing the roar of the pursuit, but at the
sight of the flying figure of the young bluc-
jacket racing past her abode, staggered back
velling for the police, and slamined the door
shut again,

The street in which Jack, hot and breath-
less, emecrged from the passageway was
deserted, save for two girls some

Taking the opposite direction which was
the way to the Rumpant, Jack put on a tinal
sf-urt and reached that street which passed
the high wall over which he had clunbed
less than an hour before. To him it seemed
that, although he had reached the wall, he
was just as badly “‘snookered ” as Busky
Smith would have been had he played with
thoso billiard sharks who had marked him
for their prey. Then a long object leaning
ngamnst the wall ecaught his eye, and a gasp
of relief lefv hig lips as he saw it was a
builder's scaffolding pole.

Obviously, what had happened was that
Busky Smmth, after leaving the vicinity of
the convent, had legzed it back as fast as
he could by a short cut, and had obtained
this pole from the hali-completed buildings
opposite.

Now it stood Jack in good stead, and he
shinned up 1t like a monkey. Very cauti-
ously he grigped the spikes and lowered him-
self on the far side. As he did so, he heard
the crowd begiinning to collect at the main
gales of the Rampant three hundeed yards
away round a corner. Of course, the police-
~man would bave known instantly that any
boy as young as. Jack must belong teo the

istance off. |

F
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Rampant training echools, and, having lost
sight of him, would naturally go there to
teport. It was up to Jack to get back to
his dormitory before the petty officer at tho
gatcah turned out the guard to make =
sCarch.

Jack dropped to the ground, noticing that
the rope was still hanging from the wall
farther along, and ran toward the shelter of
the gun-sheds. To his dismay ono of tho
Royal Marine sentries appeared, his rifle at
the slope, and his fixed bayonet gleaming
white as paper in one of the small electrio
lighta which were set at intervals through-
out the training school area.

Jack, who did not yet know the geography
of the schools, turned away to the right and
passed into the shadow of a- long shed as
the ecentry's challonge rang out:

“HaltT Who goes there?” .

With fast-beating heart, the boy raced
from out the shelter of the shed. and, to his
further consternation, found himself on a
broad walk facing the long and narrow pool
where ecertain  instructional exercises iIn
cutters and other boats were given to the
advanced classes.

The Marine who had challenged him ap-

ecared at the far end of the pool on his
eft; another Marine, attracted by the chel-
lenge of the first, came hurrying from the
other end.

The second sentry also let rip the chal-
lengo:

“Halt! Who goes there?”

Jack hesitated and said npothing. The.
two men raced towards him, and the second
fellow, who was little better than a recruit,
pushed down the safety catch of his rifle,
and, raising the muszzle, fired from the hip!
B As the report -burst out upon the

sleeping schools and a flath of flame
stab mF the night air, Jack stiffened
bimself, His hands instinctivély went down

The Get-Away!
ANG!

 p—

the course of one night.

to hiv doom
tells his story to his only friend,

o s e .

with a steamer,

Busky —is looked upon as a hero,
ferry eollection money.

escapes, and the policeman gives chase!

' HOW THE STORY STARTED,

LEW BONNER, asks the boy to burgle a certain place,
Ronner fallis through a trapdoor, end fs swept away by an underground stream—apparentiy
Juck thereupon decides to forget the sordid past and to start afresh,

BARNY MORLAND, who takes him under his wing. Barny gets Jack to Join H.M.8. Ram
a naval traiging school at Porthaven, along with his~—Barny's—nephew,

|  CLEM SMITH, & worthless individual, who hates Jack.
_ to leave a sum of £2,000 to the one who acquits himself best in the Service,
b by Jerry ecn the way to the school, the boat ¢n which the two boys are travelling collides
' Jack ts horrified to see his uncle on this tatier boat.
Jerry boat from sinking, but everybody thinks that Swmith is responsible for the heroic
action, and a collection i3 made for him. At the Rampant, Swmith—who becomes known asz
One night Busky ** breaks bounds,” taking with him the
He intends to have a * good time.”
Busky put the money in a convent poor box, alter which Smilth goea off in a rage,.
policeman then comes along and collars Jack, accusing him of robbing the boz.

w

JACK €ILBERT, a cheeri; youngster of some fifteen years, has his whole career changed in
It happens when his rascally uncle, and hia only iiving relative,

Jack refuses, 4 fight ensuzs, In which

He
pant,

Barny lells the boys that he intends
Crossing

The lad saves the

Jack follows him, and makes
4
The boy

i (Now read on.)
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his sides, as though secking to find where
he had been shot,

Then he realised it was only a blank
charge which had been used, and the recotl
of the gun had slewed the
round, and almost wrenched his nrms from
their sockets, The other sentry Dbellowed
some angry remark to his mate, and rushed
along the broadwalk.

Instantly Jack made up his mind. He
dared not retreat, and he was uvnlikely to
get past eitber of those armed sentries. He
took the only other course, and icaped into
a dinghy sonie feet below in the basin, and
moored to the wall by a rope,

As the Marines rushed towards him, he
whipped out his jack-knife, severed the
painter, and shoved off with an car.

“Belay!” bellowed one of the Marines.
“Put back, there!”

Flopping on to a thwart, Jack got out
the other oar, and, keeping his cap well
down on his forchead und his face averted,
vigorously pulled for the far side.

The two Marines hesitated for a moment
or two, and then began to run the length of
the basin.

Long before they could make the distance
Jack’s boat bumped against the opposite side,
and, without waiting te tie it, he gripped a
ring-bolt and scrambled ashore. Then he
sprinted for the gun-sheds, dodged among
them, and reached the Collingwood Block.

Here fortune favoured him. "The sentry he
had evaded on his way out was at the far end
of his patrol and gazing across to the main
gates which were beseiged by the uproarious
erowd, Thus the boy, almost dead-beat, was
able to stagger up the stairs without being
scen, and plunge into the darkness of the
small New Entries’ dormitory,

“Phew !” he panted. “Oh, m-my aunt!”

The whole dozen New Euiries were sitting
up in their hammocks. “They had been
awakcened by Busky's refurn a few minutes
before, and they peered harder through the
gloom in the attempt to sce who else had
come in.

Jack got a glimpse of Busky in flannel
vest swinging into a hammock, and then be
heard the tense voice of his new “raggice,”
(Ginger Jones, addressing him.

“Is that you, Jack?”

“ Aye, chum,” returned Jack hoarsely. as
ho tore off his jumper. “DBut I—I'H tell
you about things later. Pink me. I've roused
a fair giddy hornets’ nest to-night!”

As Jack rapidly stripped down to his blue-
ribbed vest, two or three of the other boys
recognised him and began firing efl a volley
of questions. Already they had questioned

Busky, who had responded only with angry |

snarls,
“Where’ve you been 7 demanded someone,
“What have you and old Busky been ip to?”
“Qh, dry up!” panted Jack.
He was in no mood for a cross-examination.
Nor was Busky, who suddenly sat upright
- in his blankets and roared with rage.
“Clew up your jaw tackle!” he bawled,

“Jolly 7 half |

£

b
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using a phrase he had borrowed from Poettv-
officer Teak., “I'll punch the heads of any-
one who says anythin® more about us leavin’
the dormitory to-night!"

The sounds of velees and marching feet
came from outside. It scomed as though the
whole of the traiming schools had now been
arcuscd,

Heavy footsteps sounded on the polished
slone stairs,

“We'll soon find out if there're anv of ’emn
adrift,” rumbled the gruff wvoice of Ietiy-
officer Teak,

A moment before the electrie light was
gwitched on, every head went down on the
hammock pillows.

“Shake a leg!” hellow the PO,
an’ shine!”

A “healthy chorus of snoves grceted the
order, )

“Tar me!” roared Teak. * Tumbic out,
there! Don't try ‘swinging the iead’ here,
me heariies! There's not a one of vou who'
aslecp !’

The boys sat up and blinked innocently.

“They’'re all here, sir,” said Teak,
addressing the licutenant who had followed
him up the stairs,

- ..:E.'I'E.Ql'-

Py

“Have any of you bors been adeils
to-might ¥ demanded the pettv-officer.
A chorus of “No, sir!” pgreeted the

remmark, and Jaek’s silence went unnoticed,

“It wouldn’t have been any of these
fellows, sir,” mumbled Petty-officer "Teak.
“None of 'em know their way around wvei.”

“Humph!” grunted the lieutenant, *“Well.
the whole matter will be investigated in the
morning.”

To the relief of the New Entries, especialy
Jack and Busky, the lieutenant and Petty-
officer Teak took their departure.

The authoritics apparently had the idea
that whoever it was who had cluded the
senirics was still lurking among the many
buildings of the training schools arca. It
catie as a surprise, therefore, when a swilt
examination of all the ofther dormitorics
revealed that every boy was in his hammock.

The crowd was dispersed, and the police
man sent away with the promise that be
might return on the following morning,
when the matter could better be investigated.

So onece more sleep descended on H.ALE.
Rampant, cxcept that it steadfastly elunded
both Jack and Busky Smith.

While the other New Entries were sleeping
the slecp of the just, Busky slowly and
silently swung down {rom his hammock and
crossed to Jack.

“What bappened ?” he growled. “Where'd
you get to, and what was all the bobbery
about 7

Jack, who was racked by anxicty, gritted
his teeth. He felt that he had bad quite
enough of Busky Smith durmmg the last two
days to last him a life-time.

“Oh, go and chop chips!” he snapped.

‘Busky swung his foot as though tn bring 1t
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up under Jack's hammock, but, thinking
“better of it, ambled back to his own sleep-
ing place and turned in.

Still sleep refused to come to Jack's heavy

eyes.

Had the policeman TE‘CDgl.'liSE‘{} him? Or
could one of those Marine fellows pick him
out from among his fellows? If so, his
carcer in the Navy would probably come to
an abrupt end.

So he tossed restlessly in that unaccustomed
bed which swung to Lis every movemont.
What would the morrow bring forth?

The ldentity Parade,

RAYLERS were over on the following
morning, and the bovs in their divi-
siong were standing motionless on
the parade ground, or “quarter-

deck,” as it was more often called.

High on the fagstaff the White Insign
drooped miserably in the damp, chill air.
And the chill of impending trouble was in
the heart of every junior present.

Presently Captain Hedworth Orr and
members of the staff, followed by a Port-
haven policeman, approsched. To Jack
Gilbert and Busky Smith among the New
Kntries, the crunch of their footsteps on the
gravel seemed like the approach of grim
Fate itself |

There was some small ceremonial when
the senior officer reported all present and
correct. Then the deep voice of Captain
edworth Orr boomed forth.

“I1 regret,” he said, “that a serious report
has heen made by the police aguinst a boy
of these training schools.”

He made an impressive
resumed :

“Some miscreant, to whom the honour of
the Rampant means little, was adrift last
night in Porthaven. Under cover of duric-
ness he scaled the outer wall of the school
by means of a rope, and. shortly after ten
o' clock, was scen by a policeman outside the
convent—robbing the box placed there on
the wall for the purpose of eollecting money
for necdy orphan children.” .

As he paused again, the assembled boys
drew a deep breath, and in almost every
face there showed a flush of shame that any
boy of the Rampant could have stooped lo
so foul a purpose.

“1 demand,” thundered Captain Orr,
“that the miscreant who has thus besinirched
the honour of the Rampant shall take a pace
forward !

The ensuing silenece—like Egypt's plague
of darkness—could be felt.

But not a boy moved. All remained so
still that they might have been carved out
of stone,

“Very well,” rumbled the commanding-
officer, “I will request P.-c. Nolan, of the
Porthaven Force, to identify the culprit.”

Jack Gilbert, standing between his pal,

pause and

Ginger Jones, and Busky Smith, felt a shight |

nudge.
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“Grrreh, take your gruel!” grunted
Busky in the faintest whisper. “D’you want
to get others “in the rattlef’ ”

P.0. Teak glaneed back.

“Clew up your jaw tackle. there!” he
rumbled. * Another sound, and, spike me,
T'il hot 1t up for the lot of you!l”

Qutwardly frozen, Jack inwardly was a
scething furnace of emotion, What was he
to do! The captain had demanded that the
boy- who had been interrupted in the act of
robbing the ccliceting-box at the convent
should step forth. Neither he nor Busky.
had done that.

He stood fast and said nothing.

Plainly the constable was in difficulties,
Starting with the senior classes, he peered
at boy after boy, and sometimes paused and
scratched his head under his helmet. Then,
accompanied by the captain, he came and
inspected the squad of New Entries,

Both Jack and DBusky tingled in every
nerve, as though galvanised by an eleetric
battery. They felt the eyes of their fellow
members of the squad upon them. They
saw the eonstable serutinising them intently.
Would he recognise him as the culprit?
thought Jack in palpitating suspense.

There was a respite as a “paybob™
approached and saluted.

“A telephone message has arrived from
the police-station, sir,” he said to the cap-
tain. “The convent people have opened the
vox and discovered no less than £8 in 1t
and a pencilled message. I have copied
down the words of it for you.”

Captain Orr glanced at the paper handed
to him, and gave a murmur of relicf,

“Then 1t was not attempted robbery, after
all,” he muttered.

The commanding-officer and the policeman
spoke together for a moment or two; then
the former addressed the divisions.

“1 have just received information,” he
stated, “that puts a wvery diffcrent com:
plexion on the affair. Step forward—
Clement Smth ¥

There was a general stir as Busky, red
as a lobster, steppod out of the ranks.

“You were the boy that put the ferry-
boat aground, Smith,” said the captain,
“and 1 understand a eollection was taken
up for you by the grateful passengers. I
have here a copy of the note that was put
into the collecting-box at the convent last
night. It reads: *“£7 15s. 9d.—IFrom the
boy who beuached the ferry.” Did you write
and leave that note in the convent collecting-
box last night 1"

Busky moistened his lips.

“Y-y-yes, s-s-sir I” he stammered.

Captain Orr addressed the constable,

“It appears,” he said, *“‘that, instead of
taking money out of the bex, this boy was

¥

{ putting funds into 1it.”

The policeman scratched his head.

“ITt's a fair knock-out,” he mumbled,
“Vot I'd ha' sworn in any court ¢ law
that the boy 1 saw was prising a "alf-crown
out of the box and not putting one in, Ilis
general behaviour was suspicious-like.”
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The constable locked along the line of boys ; his gaze rested upon Jack, who was palpitating with

anxiety.

Would the constable recognise him as the boy who had ‘‘ broken bounds »* Ifrom the

Rampant ?

“You mean he ran away "

“1 mean he butted me in the belt, sir.
The young varmint wriggled out of me
clutch like an eel. He laid out two navvies;
he hooked a local bloke twice his size to
the jaw, and put him in the gutter. ‘Then
he hurdled over scme garden walls and, run-
ning like a hare, got clear of a crowd of
more than two hundred people.”

“Phew 17

Sheer adwmiration was now .in the breath-
less gasp of the voung sailors.

“In addition,” added the captain, “‘the
culprit evaded two Marine sentries, cubl a
dinghy adrift on the basin, got across in if,
and escaped to his dormitory.

“And now, constable, do you recoznise in
this boy the one who attacked you?” asked
the captain.,

The policeman glanced over the New
Entries, and for 2 moment his eyes flickered
on Jack’s face. Actually, he had bnever
properly seen the features of his youthful
attucker, but he had imagined that the boy
was smaller and lighter than Busky Smith.
However, in view of this evidence, it must
have been Busky BSBmith, and, anyway, he
was a hefty lad, more likely to upset a

policeman than anvone else he saw, He
nodded.,
“Yes. 8o far as I can say, sir, this was

the voung ruffian.”
“Are these  allegations
dexnanded {‘aptain Crr.

Smith 7"

wrue,

It had been on the tip of Busky’s tongus
to deny vigorously everything, except thut
he had been adrift, but he recognised tiw
admiration in the general murmur of his
“shipmates,” and a cunning gleam came into
nis cyes,

By obtaining the credit for the herocic act

erformed by Jack on the sinking ferry-

oat, he believed he had made himself more
popular with his uncle, old Barny Morland.

{ And here was another heaven-sent chance;

this time to make himself popular with th:
Rampant fellows. :

“What he says is right, sir,” he answered
after a momentary pause,

“1 see,” rumbled the eaptain. “ 8o yen
broke out of the schools for the purpose of
putting that money in the convent hox 7"

“Exaetly, sir,” answered Busky cagerly.
“After all, it was only my duty to try and
save the lives of those people in the ferry,
and I couldn't a-bear to think of keeping
the money that they had collected for me,
when there were orphans and such-like in
more need of it ”

“But as yon put a note in the box with
it,” said Captain Orr sternly, “it was ob-
vious that you did not wish 1o remain
anonymous, Why, therefore, dida't you take
it to the convent on some occasion when
you had leave during the day-time ?”

(That’s a bit of o poser for Busky. Will he
get himself into trouble, wr will he Duwf it
out successfully? Don't miss next week's
grand instalment, chins.)
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HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGULE

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 105.

SECTION |

A

READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

I desire’ to become enrolled as a Member of THE 8T, FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges a3 are offered to Mewmnbers
of the League. I hereby deeclare that I bave introduced “THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY ®” and THE ST, FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, |
whose signature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto.
Will you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrvolment with the
Membership Number assigned to me, and Mambership Badge, :

BECTION

B

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS,

I, Member No......... {give Membership No.), hereby declare that I have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hercto. This makes me .., (stabte number of
introduetions up to date) introduelions to my credit.

SECTION

C

NEW

-

LIBRARY.”

I herchy declare that 1 have been introdnced by (give name of introducer)

READER'S DECLARATION.

to this isaue of “THE NELSON LEE

R R S S ——

ORI DRI oo S SR 0

e Y R T L]

s mnpar b apRgEEd s ap

INSTRUCTIONS,

INSTRUCTIONS —Reader Applying for Mem.
pbership. Cul out TWO complete Application
Forms from ‘Two copies of this week's issne of
Tug NEL8ON LEg Ligrany. On one of the forms
leave in Seetion A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full mame and address
at bottom of form., The second ferm is for
vour new reader, who fills in Section €, crosses
out Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The St, Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEX
Liguany, b6, Carmelite Street, lLondon, E.C.4
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It will be
necessary for you to obiain six pew readers for
this award. For each new reader TWO complete
forms, bearing the same number, are needed.
On one of the forms fill in Section B, crossing
ont Sections A and €, and write your name and
address at bottom of form. The other form
is for your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses out Sections A and D, and writes his

name and address at the bottom of the form.
Now pin both forms together and send them to
the Chief Officer, as above., One new reader will
then be registered against your name, and when
six new readers have been registered, you will
be sent the St. Frank’s League bronze medal.
There is nothing to prevent you from sending
in forms for two or more new readers at once,
providing that euch pair of forms bears the same
date and number,

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver medals can apply in the same way as for
the bronze wmedual, flling in Section B. Every
introduction they make will be credited to them,
50 that when they have secured the requisite
number of readers they can exchange their bronze
medal for a silver one.

These Application Forms can be posted for
id., providing the cnvelope is not sealed and uwo
| letter is enclosed.

e

You can write to fellow members living at
home or im the most distant outposts of the
Empire,

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or ealling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

If you want to form a sports or soelal elub,
'ou ¢an do so amongst local members of the

eague, .

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOININGC THE LEAGUE,

You are offered Ifree hints on holidays,
whether walging, biking, or camping.

You can qualify for the varions awards by
promoting ‘the growth of the League,

If you want help or ianformation om any
I subject, you will find the Chilef Officer ever
ready to assizt you,

NOTICE!

The 8t, I'rank’s League has now allained such proportfonsz that we are compelled to discontinue the

offer of gold medals in connection thercwith,
however, as heretefore, to those who gualify for

The silver and bronze medals will still be available,
them In accordance with the rules.
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St. Frank’s Portrait Gallery was ou

the way, and that a special prize-win-

ning scheme for members of the BSt.
Frank’s league would also be starting
shortly. I further intimated that a number
of other new features would soon be intro-
duced to make the Old Paper even hetter
and brighter than ever, and that this week
I would tell you all about them.

Right-ho!

The Portrait Galiery!

This will appear next Wednesday—begin-
ning with Edward Oswald Handforth. Good
old Handy, with his recklessness, his blunder-
ing methods, his good-natured disposition and
his amusing anties, 1¢ one of the maost popu-
lar characters in the St. Frank’s yarns. The
fact that he is to open the portrait gallevy
will meet with everybody’s approval, I'm
|re.

] AST week, chums, T announced that a |

The portraits, of course, are being drawn

by the same artist who does the sketches
for the stories, and you can take my word
for it that he has excelled himself in this
new feature.

Prizes for League-ites!

Last week I gave vou a brief idea of this
prize-winning scheme for readers of the
Nersoxn LeEr Lisrary who belong to the St.
Frank’s League, and FULL details will be
published next Wednesday. For readers who
missed my previous announcement, however,
T will repeat what I have already said.
Briefly, 1 want League-ites to write to me
and tell me anything interesting they’ve
done or heard of in eonnection with the
.LE&E{LH"!. ]

This should be quite easy, espeeially for
those of yon who are secretaries of St
Frank’s League clubs. The best and most
interesting of these letters will be published
week by week, and the senders will receive
handsome pocket wallets or penknives,

Wateh out for full details of this scheme
next week—and in the meantime, if you're
not already a member of the St. Frank’s
League, join now by filling in the Form
which appears on the opposite page.
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y
The KEditor.

Your Fditor welcomes lelters from all his readers ;
send hum one now. Addrvess i to: The Edilor
“Nelson Lee Library,” Flectway House, Farring-
don Sireet, London, E.C.A.

¥

“The St. Frank’s League Corner!”

By now the St. Frank’s League is a big
organisation; its membership numbers many
thousands of enthusiastic Nelson-Leeites.
And therefore it is only right that they
should have a page or two of the Old Paper
to themselves, so to speak.

Accordingly I have arranged for a new
feature to start next week, entitled: **The

St. Frank’s League Corner.” 1In this, as
Chief Officer, 1 shall chat to my fellow
League-ites on intervesting topics; here 1

shall be pleased to help and reply to members
who write to me. The *“Correspondents
Wanted ” feature will also continue to be
published regularly week by week,

Oh, yes! In future the 8St. TFrank’s
League will have its own little corner in
the NEeLsoN Lee lasnrAry!

“ Handforth Replies! ™

Edward Oswald Handforth has alwayvs been
an energetic sort of chap, and when he sug-
gested to me that he wanted to start a
little feature of his own in the Old Paper
I immediately assented. For I knew that

all readers would approve of it.

And =0 *“Handforth Replies!” is going fo
start next week. I want everybody to write
to Kdward Oswald—Iandy himself says he

(Continved on next page),

RO FURTHER PAY.
2’6 MENT FOR A Mﬁﬂ%g.

14 DAYS' FREE TRIAL with.
out obligation to buy. JUNO
CYCLES are British through-
out and sent straight te you
direct from our factory,

£3 w15 « (JCash, Perfect

in ever art.

Superb quallty an?l aafyprun-

CARBIACE ning, QCuaranteed for ever.

) Don’t delay, Write for Free
FREE Art Catalogue.

JUNO CYCLE CO. (Dept.U.2),

248 ¥ 250, Bishopsgate,
London, E.C.2. Estab. 51 wears.
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doesn’t eave how many letters he geis. 1rop
him o line now, elhums, % ean assure you

thiat his answers will be amusing, if nothing:

eleo !
“How | Keep Fitl™

Another contributor in the
Pakrary next week will he Fatty
the Bt. ¥Frank’s Remove! v, 8

Apparentty  Handforth  has  heen  going
round telling evervhody at the famous school
that he is writing for the Old Paper. . The
other fellows, not to be outdone, have  fol
lowed hiz example, with the result that @l

NErsox Lk
Latlle, of

have reeeived .articles from many of them
o many and vavied subjeets. - These will
appear m dune course, Jalty Little's eftort

i= the ene to bhe published next week, and
it’s entitled: “How I Keep Iat!”

So you can sce that next Wednesday's
issue of the Nerson Ler LIBRARY 18 going
to be a real bumper one, chums. Ceoder
vour eopy NOW to make sure of i, .

: : Tue lorron.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

w——y g o Rt S

T.. Vosper, DBadenseoth llouse, 6, Timber-
crofé Lane, Phunstead, London, S.E.1B, want:
correspondents interested in eonjuring.

(ieo. W. Moody, 4, Marshfield Road, Goole,
Yorks., - wants .correspondents  in Egypt,
China, Cuba, ete. -1 1 . ~ -

Raymond Dixon, 71, Bostion Road, Mt
Iden,  Auckland, - New Zealand, wants
members for his Kiwi Clab. * Also wishes to’
corvespond  with members and readers any-
where. i :

J. ¥ Gilbert, 8, Mavfield Road, Coventry,
wishes to correspond with stamp collectors,

Conrad DBasson, 84, Longfellow = Street,

=8 . -

Kast Loudon, South Africa, wants eorrespon-
dents anvwhere,

ML NPELSON LEE LIBRARy OF SCHOOL STORIES

G. F. Mills, Kelvin Holel, e Kuit, New
Zealand, wanis copies of the N.d.l, from
No. 1, new series, -

L. Iddison, 31, Drunswick Road, More.
cambe, has buck numbers of the N.1.). for
sale, . 4

“Jimmy W, Cook, elo 21, Rook BStreet,

Poplar, London, E.14, wanis fo hear Irow
veaders in Chrencester and  YWalionon-ithe-
Niuze.

Kevin MeMahon, 24, Murphy Streel, Rich
monel. Melbowrne, Vietoria, Australia, wishes
fo correspond with readers; he.is a process
engraver, and has pictures of all - Australior
dirt-track racers —a sport on which he is keen

CGr. Bradshaw, 33, Perry Road, Shepherd's
Bush, Londen, W.12, wants o corvespond
with aeaders in India, China or  Dritish
Gruinea; keen on stamps, - : :

Jack  Bailey, Gisborne, New Zcaland
(Poverty Dayx Club), wants corvespondents
in Amcrica, ' A

John DBlund, Mokeia Road, Birkenhead,
Auckland, New Zealand, wanls correspondents
anywhere, - W s

R. .8, Harris, 232, Gordon Road. Cam-
berley, Surrey, wants correspondenls any
where, ’ ; . e

(reo.  JFeather, ™ 107, Devonzghire Sireet,
Keighfey, Yorks. wanls comespondents in-
tevested In birds' eggs. - ., Wi~

J. Btanley, 65, Graham Street, City lload,
London, N.1, has films for sale. :+-

Misz Lothe Garvrad, 34, Northeote Avenue,
Southall, Middlesex, wunts gul eorrespon:
dents;, ages 10-18. w =l .

Ervie Duarvkiti, 30, Paley Street, Longsiglt,
Manchester, wants correspondents in Derby
shire, gt o mg - T
. Bydney . Nock, 4, Adrian Street, Mos-
ton, Manchester, would like to hear, from
those who would join a otor-eyeling ‘trip
from July J30th. :

" Clive Rosser (17), 13, Bishops Place, Ken. -
sington, Adelaide, $.° Australia, - wants cos-
respondents in South Afriea, U.S.AT7Y and
England,” L

B. Douniney, 85, King Richard Street,

Coventry, wants correspondents anywhere.

. L]

=
For 26 Down i

the Mead " MARVEL,” the most popular cycle
bargain of the year, is yours Nothing more to
pay for n month, Carringe paid. Other models
from £3 19s 6d cash 15 Days’ Free Trial
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded
Write to-duy Tor E'ree lllustrated Catalogue.

Ve L LIMITED (Dept. B8AT

BIRMINGHAM

E y worth cheap Photo Material arnd Films.
£2?OOO Samples eatalogue frco. 12 x 10 Eni;rg;
ment, any photo,8d.—Hacketts, July Rd., Liverpool.
FREE PASSAGES to Ontario,Canada forapproved
: boy farm learners,aged 15 to 19,

—~Apply Ontarie Government, 163, Strand, London, |

' BOYS (ages 14-19) WANTED

for CANADA,. AUSTRALIA and NEW
ZEALAND, Farm training, outfit, assisted
passages provided, The Salvation Army
keeps in touch with boys after Settle-
ment in the Dominions. Make immediatc

application—the Branch Manager, 3, Upper
Thames Street, London, E.C.4.
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