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Hipper & Co. gazed at the stranger curiously. He had jumped up from his seat anld was gazing

at somebody with intense interest. Then suddenly he cried : ‘“ My son ! My son!’ The

juniors looked to see who was approaching. It was Reggie Pitt; and yet the stranger was
calling him his sen !



]
The Boys of St. Frank’s in Wales ! Amazing Schoeolboy Adventure Yarn !
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Handforth turns *iec! Handforth on the trail of a missing schoolboy !

Need any wmore be said?  All readers will revel in this lopping fun,

mystery and adventure yarn—selile yourselves down {o enjoy it righ!
now I—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Man in Cathays Park!

“Just what T was thinking,”” nodded Tommy Watson.
‘“*He appears to be frightfully worried, dear old boys,” murmured Sir Montie
Tregellis-West, “Begad! He's holding his head in his hands now!”

The chums of Study C, of St. Frank’s, looked at the man who was the solitary occupant
of the park seat some little distance away. As Sir Montie had said, he was bending
iorward, holding his head in his hands, and rocking himself slightly to and fro.

“Oh, well, it's none of our business,” said the Remove captain, after a while, *I
mean, wo can't interfere, can we? We can't go up to the chap and azk him what's
vwrong. He'd probably flare out at us and tell vs to mind our own giddy business!”

Watson glanced at the clock tower of the mmposing Cardiff City Hall,

“Time Reggie Pitt was here,” he said, with a grunt. “In fact, he's late,”

“Well, we shall have to wait,” said Nipper. “If we move, he might come along,
and then we should miss one another. I don’t suppose he'll be long."”

The St, Frank's juniors were in Cathays Park, Cardiff, and the hot summmer’s sun
was beating down upon the buildings of the City Hall, and the National Museum of
Wales, ncar by. Nipper & Co., however, were in the shade, and they were feeling
rather lazy,

They bad had an afternoon of sight-secing—to-day being a half-holidar—and they bad
oily recently finished the tour of Cardiff Castle,

They had found much to interest thern in that unigue building—on tlie site of which,
during the first century, the Romans established their camp. Since then this site has
been 1 constant occupation,

“SliICMS to be something wrong with the man,” remarked Nipper, in a low voice.
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In Cardiff Castle one may see works cover-
ing a period of nearly twenty centuries.
The Romans, the Normans, and the builders
of the wmedieval age, in addition to the
builders of each successive century, have
all left their traces.

In this way alone, Cardiff Castle is a re-
markably interesting building.

The juniors had felt impressed when pass-
ing along the rcadway through the Nortn
Gate. For they knew that this led to the
Via Julia, along which marched the arme.d
men of the Roman legions,

And then, rather to the west of the
Roman Gate, there is the Norman Keep.
This was the castle of the eleventh century
and onwards. There is much to be scen
here of the massive, and perhaps crude, de-
fensive  works of the early Normans,

“The more we see of our own country,
the more we marvel at it,” remarked Nipper
thoughtfully. “ By Jove! Since this School
Train tour started, my sons, we've had a
really marvellous time. We've seen so many
historical places, so many great industrial
areas, that our knowledge has increased
enormously. The School Governors knew
what they were doing when they sent St
Frank’s on tour.”

“Rather!” agreed Tommy Watson.
shall be jolly sorry when the trip ends.”

Most of the fellows were of the same
opinion, A few, of course, were longing to
get back to the quietude and hum-drum
hfe of St. Frank's; but the majority were
keenly interested in this tour. The School
Train was on its way south now, after having
been as far north as Scotland, and at pre-
sent it was located some little distance out-
side Cardiff, on a comparatively quict siding,

#y

The train had been in Cardiff for several
days, and the fellows had found =omething
to occupy every moment of their spare time,
for, on the School Train, the usual work
went on in just the same way as at St.
Frank's.
that the fellows were permitted to do their
exploring. The gsuthorities allowed a few
concessions in this respect—a later hour for
calling-over, wholesale permission to be out
until supper-time, and so on—and only a
very few of the fellows had taken a mean
advantaco of these favours,

Cardiff had proved to be a wonderland
of fascination. There had been the old his.
torical associations on the one hand, and
the vast modern activity of the city on the
other, The docks themselves—some of the
most expensive and perfeet in the world—
had interested the schoolboys in a very
marked way.

They had watched the cricket, toco, in the
Cardiff Arms Park, they had taken exten-
sive rides on Cardiff’'s extensive tramway
system, they had explored the ancient cathe-
dral of Llandaff City, and they had been on
a special motor-coach trip to Caerphilly
Castle——an enormous rzin owned by the Mar-
qguis of Dute,

It was only during “‘off ” hours

This ruin covers an arca of over thirty
acres, and 1t 18 stated to be one of the most
extensive of the kind in the kingdom. Caer-
philly Castle was occupied alternately by
Romans, Normans, Welsh and English
forces, and played a very important part in
English and Welsh history., It will be re-
membered that King Edward II took refuge
in 1t from Qucen Isabella’s forces,

Quite a number of the St. Frank's boys
had gone out to Barry Island, with 1ta
beautiful bay and sandy beach; they had
enjoyed the bathing and boating, and, alto-
gether, they had decided that CardMf and
its surroundings were providing them with
somo glorious hours of enjoyment.

s HYERE'S certainly something wrong
I with the man,” said Nipper un-
casily.,

They were looking at that solitary
figure on the other park seat, not so far from
them. The man was sitting upright now,
staring straight before him, He had been
in this rigid attitude for some moments, Ie
secemed to be staring—staring far into the
distance,

“Here comes Reggie Pitt at last.,” said
Tommy Watson. *“ About time, too!”

The popular leader of the West House
juniors was in sight, and it seemed to Nip-
per that the stranger was staring at Reggio.
Indeed, there was positive proof of this a
moment later, for the man abruptly leapt to
his feet with a hoarse ery, and the boyvs could
seo that his face was flushed and his cyes
burning.

“My son—my son!” he panted joyomsly.

“Must be dotty!” said Watson, staring.
“There’s nobody 1n sight but Reggie!”

This was not literally true, since there
were quite a number of people within sight,
yvet thero was no other bov at whom this man
could possibly be looking,

He took a pace or two forward, and then,
as suddenly as he had staried up, he stopped,
His shoulders seemed to droop; the colour
fled from his face.

“No, no!” he muttered. “I was wrong!
And vet 1t zeemed to me—— Oh, T must
be ooing mad!”

He sank back on to the scat, groaning,

“Pon’'t you think we onght to do some-
thing. dear old bovs?" murmured Sir
Montie, in distress. “T'm frightfully upset
about this man—I am. really.”

“We'll see,” said Nipper.

They waited for Regeie it to come up,
and in the meantime thev glanced unosten-
tationsly at the strancer. 1Te was shill look-
ine at Regeole—still watchine him faseina-
tedly.  And there was such an expression
of misery and worry on his face that the
schoonlhoys were tounched., He waszs a man
of ahont middle age, very well dressed, and
obviously refined. There was something
about his face, too, which was extraordi-
narily likeable. He scemed to he a man,
who, in normal circomstances. wonld bhe
jovial and lovable. He was rather stoutish,

| not  very tall, and he was clean-shaven
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Reggle Pitt arrived, and sat down by

u*.}u'-t‘ juntors,
““ Late,
the City
‘“ About five
“That fathead,

said Roeggie.
“Ile’s coming
alonr soon, 1
believe. Said
Lhe wanted to
take a trip to
Ninian > a r k.
There's no foot-
ball  there, of
conrse, at  this
time of the year
—but it's the
ground where

the Cardiff City

tecam plays, and
Handy wants to
sce  1t.,”

“Well, he’
welcome to go,”

grunted ‘Tommy
Watson, “baut
he's not going

to drac us with
him,”

“I saxv,” mur-
ranred Hegeio
Pitt.  “Do vou
know  anything
about that man
just macross

there”
e 4a
straight
i came
wondered
the dickens
rhe matter.
keeps looking
at ne now, as a
matter of fact.”

He gave
Dregiy
look as
up. 1
what
Wl

e

They told him
what had hap-
pened a few
uoments ecarlier.

"Wel l I'm
jiggered!”  saud
Regeie. “Hia
son, oh? Il e
mistook me for
hits son®*  And
then  he  sud-
rh nly groaned

n d sat down
bz Vit ¢

“ He cm];: Iils-
took you at first
when you  were

at quite a

' f.lrrhtfulh
old bov,” said
"Better wui#

aren’'t 17
I{ﬂn (-]L?Ll:.
minutes,”’

distance,’
nost looks as thoufrh he's expeeting s sou.
I've a good mind to go ACross and ask him
1t we can be of any lm] ).

Sir Montie promptly.
il g
“Haudforth's coming.”

tle “Then we shall

GR L

he asked, glancing at
and the -11m|[{: I
pper. at these

topped me,” | now no flu

said '\
Handforth,

NewW-COMmoers.
sh on

WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANR'S.

NIPPER (DICK HAMILTON).

Remove Form. Study C.

Junior skipper at St. Frank's and de-
servedly one of 1he most popular boys 1
the school. Of sfmlmrr character, and as
staunch as they make ‘em. A born leader.

A brilliant all-round  sporismai, and
cqually clever in lhe class-roomi.
said Nipper. “It al-| “You silly chump!”

goml idea, Nipper, dcas
the

rummey

contre, and
| There's a

minute,” said Nipper.

old

have to
hour ! said Reggice Pitt tartly,

Five new fignres had ugjpr:ufd in sight,
was agaln staring—staring

his face,

wait about an

But there was
no gleam in his
eyes. e was

lookine at the St.
Frank’s fellows
dully, abstract-
cdly.

Handforth &
('o. were accoms-
panied by Archio
Clenthorne an d
Vivian Travers,
and they were
all walking
briskly.

OU lazy
bounders!”
sai1d JFd-
ward Oswald
Handforth, as he
Hp}lt‘ﬂ&f‘h[‘d.
“Haven't you
ot anvthing
hetter to do than
sit here?”
“We've
admiring
municipal
ings,”’
Nipper,
“Which —
these?" askeoed
Handforth, look-
ing at the City

been
t he
build-
s a1 d

Hall and tho
Muzeum w1t b
considerable dis-

&85 pD e ¢ &
“Nothing much
to look at there.”

“NYou'd better
not let any of the
Cardiff inhabi-
tants hear you
gaving that,” re-
marked Travers,
with a grin.
“Thev're rathes
proud of thetr
City Hall, dear
old fellow.”

“Oh, they're
not so bad,”
sald Handforth
condescendingly,

said Church.

“T'here's hardly another city in the kingdom
that possesses such wonderful civie buildings.

We came in from Park IPlace, and I couldn’t
help admiring the scene as we saw the Law
Courts on our left, and the City Hall in the
Museum

the right

Ol

thatelied place just
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beyond the Law Courts, too—and that looks
rather ripping amid thesu surroundings,”

Church was undoubtedly right. 'There arc
few cities that can boast of such an 1deal
spot as Cathayvs Park, with its dignified civic
buildings.

“Well, come on,” said Handforth briskly.
“Let’'s be going.”

“Back to the School Train?”’ asked
MeClure, the Scottish junior.

“No fear!” replied Handforth. “We're
going to Nimian Park.”

“You can go—but we'll trot along to
Queen Street for some grub,” said \1pp{.r
Kif \\’0 can pop in the Carlton Restaurant.”

“H'm! That’s not a bad idea,” admitted
Handforth, “I'm getting a bit penkmh now
[ come to think of it. All the same, Ninian
Park——

“Blow Ninian Park!” interrupted Regygie
Pitt.  “There’s no football at this time of
the year. Before we go, I'm going to have
a word with that man on the seat. I want
to know why he mistook me for his son.”

“Which man?” asked Handforth, looking
round in surprise.

They told him what had happened.

“Better not butt in,” adﬂsed Handfﬁrth
“He might jib, you know.’

All the same, Pltt decided that he would
not be catisfied until he had made a few
Inquiries,

CHAPTER 2.
The Missing Schoolboys!

i BEG your pardon, sir, but can 1 do
I anything "
The stranger looked up as he heard
Reggie Piutt’s quiet voice. He
seemed startled and coniused; then he slowly
shook his head. |
““No, my boy, I'm afraid not,” he replied.
“May I inquire what led you to assume
that I was in nced of any help?”

“QOh, I don’t know, sir, only you look so
worried,” replied Reggie. “And the other
fellows tell me that as I was coming up you
&tariis:d to your feet and mistook me for your
SO1.

“Yes, indeed,” said the other. *JFor a
moment I thought But did I exclaim
aloud, then ?”

“I believe so, sir.”

“I must be careful,” said the stranger.
“I am sorry if I have caused you boys to
concern yourselves over me. When I saw
you in the distance, T must confess that for
a fleeting moment 1 believed The same
figure, the same style of walk—— It was
very foolish of me.”

Reggie Pitt wondered if he should stay
loenger. The man was obviously distressed.
He spoko in a soft, gently modulated voice—
a typical Welsh voice, with just a slight
intonation to indicate h]s nationality.

“Were you expeclting your son, then, sir?”
asked Pitt tentatively. I don’t want to be
inquisitive, or anything like that——"

“I do not regard it as Inquisitiveness,”
interrupted the other quietly. *“You are
purff:utfj justified in taking this interest in
me. I realise that I have been—well, in-
disereet. But, my boy, I am worried. My
son has vanished. He is missing—my only
son.”’

“I'm awfully sorry to hear that, sir.”

“He ran away from school several ‘days
ago,” continued the stranger abstractedly.
“A foolish thing to do—and yet, as I under-
stand it, he was almost driven to do it.”

Reggie suddenly became more interested.

“Is your name Evans, 511 " he asked: :

“Yes—Llewellyn Evans,” said the other,

noddmg “No doubt you have scen my
son’s name in the mewspapers?”
“Yes, sir, I saw it this morning,” replicd

Reggie Pitt.
isn’'t it 1”
“Yes.”
“I remember
Trace of Missin
at the paragraph.
“Morgan 1s ahout

“Morgan Evans his name 1s,
g

seeing a headline—‘ No
Schuc}lbms '—and I glanced

yvour size,” said ' Mr.
Evans thoughtfully. “The same height and
build and colouring. A dark, slim boy—and
just about the same age as yourself, too.
He has been missing for several days now,
a.nd you can imagine my state of mind.”

“The papers don’t seem to think it’s very
serious, sir,”’ said Reggio. “I mean, they
trcat the wholo affair rather hghti;,—-mom
as a juke than anything else.”

“T wish I could bear my
lightly,” said Mr., Evans bitterly.

‘“lhe papers say 1t s only a kind of school-
boy escapade, sir,” said Reggie. ‘'They
reckon that your son is roaming about across

tfrouble as

country, and that he’ll soon be found. He's
got a friend with him, hasn’t he?”

“Yes, another boy; slightly older :han
himnself,” said Mr., Evans. “It was this

other boy—Rees—who
I shall not ecasily forgive him.’

He looked up, and noticed that Nipper
and Handforth and the others were hanging
bd[..-k

“Let your friends come,” he said, looking
at Pitt.  “I dare say they are wondering
what is wrong with me, too, eh ?”

Was tim ringleader.

Reggio Pitt  beckoned, and the other
juniors ecame up. _
“This 1s Mr. Llewellyn Evans,” :aid

Reggie. ‘““Ior a moment he mistook me for
his own son. He’s missing—the boy they've
been t-d]klr]"’ about in the newspapers, you
know.”

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Handforth.
“I was reading about that chap only this
morning.’”’

"”l‘l‘m;,' traced him to
ihr:w " asked Nipper.

“Beyond  Swansea — Mumbles, to be
exact,” said Mr. Evans, nodding. My son
and this boy, Rees, were first seen in Bridg-
end, and then again in Aberavon. All trace
of them was then Jost until somebody re-
cognised them at the Mumbles—a scacide
resort only a fow miles from Swansca, and

Swansea, didu’t
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rountd on the other side of the Bay.
are many witnesses who swear that my :on
and his companion were at the Mumbles.
Jut every trace of them has since been lost,
Nothing has been scen of them for al least
two whole days)”

i 317 ]tupmt- rcckon that they must be
‘khﬂldt‘l"!n” inland, sir,”" said I\l;np{i ““Per-
mqh tlmn ve got into England by this time

_

There

“Fi *1Itﬁf:~+[}Pr}14p=—pErllap~' " broke in

AMlr. Evans mmpatiently. “It is always per-
haps! 1If this and if that! Nothing definite
12 known—nothing definife ecan  be dis-

covered! At least, nothing definite except
the one solid fact that my son was last seen

at the Mumbles,'
He was on his feet now, excited and
worried

“What of the last two davs ?”" he went on,
“flas Morgan vanished into thin air? If he
and Rees were 1indeed tramping across
countey, they would certainly have been
seen. I bave a dreadful fear that some
disaster overtook them at the Mumbles,
There are many cliffs there—jageed,
riugged, treacherous eliffs. T was at the
Mumbles only yesterday, and I could do
nothing. 1 have left my wife and daughter
there, and thexr are still searching. I came
back—to myv business. Yet I wish that I
had remained. I cannot concentrate on my
work, and T cannot cease worryving. And
the police! Confound them, the police scem
t{o regard the whole affair as a joke, and
refuse to make any concentrated investiga-
tion.”’

“You can't very

well blame them. sir,’
said Nipper gently.

“It often happens that

a couple of schoolboys take it into their
l:cads to start off on a ramble, They
generally turn up safe and =0u:1d——p{'rinp~«

hundreds of miles from their starting point.

“If my son tramped on beyond the Mum
bles, how 18 it that he has not been scen—
and recognised " demanded Mr., Iivans,
“The papers have made much of the cas=e,

particularly here in Wales, IEverybody ra:
been on the look-out, I understand. And
vet  nothing  definite  has  been  learned.

Plenty of rumours—plenty of f.11~0 reports.
Oh, ves! But nothing certain,

“You've pot to remember, sir, that such

places as Mumbles are overcrowded with
visitors at this time of the vear,” eaid
Nipper. “There must be hundreds of
achoolboys there—and at other places along
thhe coast, too, and if the police aren't
making any determined search, it's quite
likely that your son will keep the game up

for a week or two.”

“I cannot believe it,” said Mr. Evans, “I:
1: good of you to try to comfort me in this
way, but T am dreadfully aftaid. Sometimes
T tell myself that T am foolish; but what if
some disaster took place? My greatest fear
13 that my son met with an accident on the
Mumbles eliffs, Perhaps he 13 dcad—
drowned ”

thing,

7

“You mustn’t think that,
Handforth tmpulsively.
evidence of a tragedy!

sir,” Interrupted
“Dash it, there’s no
If amih:ng“ like that

had happened, the—the body would have
been— mean, somebody would have
found That is——"

He paused awkardly.

“Perhaps you are right,” said Mr. Evans
slowly, “No doubt myv son's body would
have been picked up, 1iof, indeed, he had

fallen over the cliffs, as I fear. Yet I cannot
help thinking that there is something dread-
fully significant in the fact that neither of
these bovs have been gcen since they were

recognised a few days ago at the Mumbles."”

Why weren’t thev stopped and questioned
asked Handforth.
nobody

sir ?*’
at the

at the time,

“ Beecause, time, knew that

they were runaways,” replied Mr. Evans,
“It is only during the past two days that
the newspapers have published any details
of the story.”

“Well, doesn’t that give you a bit of hope,
sir?” asked Nipper.

“TTope #*

“Well, sir, your son has probably secen the
newspapers,” explained Nipper. “He and
this other bov know that there’s a big search
for them, and if they want to avoid being

collared they’ll naturally take care not to get
spotted.’

“That, I will admit, is a comlortiag
thoucht,” satd Mr., kvans,

“Why did they run awav from school, any-
wav ?" asked Handforth bluntly.

“Ir was a wrong thing to do—and yet I
cannot altogether blame them,” said Mr.
IEvans slowly. “ My son wrote me a letter on
the day he ran away, and it seems that his
Form-master had made what i1s called a dead
set, I believe, against him and this other
boy, Rees. There had been a lot of bullying
throucghont the term—undesecrved canings,
long detention, and so forth. Tt seems that
this Form-master was positively persecuting
the two lads. DMorgan did not like to come
home. because he feared that I should only
send him back to school; moreover, as 1
have told you, he was influenced by his
friend. Rees is one of these adventurous
vouths. Merely running home did not suit
him in the least. Ie wanted an adventure,
and Morgan was only too ready to {all in
with his ambitious plan.”

“It’s rather a frightfully difficult sort of
" remarked Archie. “I mean, it's a
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wonder that your son hasn’t written to you,

sir. I mean, written again.”

“That . is why I am so dreadfully con
cerned,” said Mr. Evans. “He has no reason
to believe that 1 shall turn against him, and
he could at least have kept lus parents
informed of his safety.”

“But is that reasonable, sir?” asked
Nipper. "A fellow who 1s running away
from school is pretty cautious, as a rule.”

“Well, he could have told me that he was
safe and well,” said Mr. Evans.

“But would a schoolboy think of such a
thing, sir?” went on Nipper. *‘ Besides, what
about the postmark on the letter? That
would give vou a clue at once.”

“An inquiry is now afoot at
school,” said Mr. Ivans, pursing his hps.
“This Form-master has been  suspended
pending the inquiries; and 1 have not the
slightest doubt that he will be dismissed.
There seems to be a tremendous volume of
evidence to prove that he has becen
persecuting his pupils for years.”

“1f that’s the case, sir, your eon and this
other chap were justified in bolting,” said
IHandforth,

“Whether they were justified or not makes
no difference to the present situation,” sad
Mr,  Evans, frowning. “My son  has
vanished. No word has been heard of him
for at least two days. e and Rees were last
seen at the Munbles, and since then they
have apparently vanished into thin air. Are
they wandering  somewhere about the
countryside—or did they mect with disaster
on that rocky coast? That is the thought
that T cannot get out of my head.”

“Well, you’ve been to the Mumbles, sir,
and yvou've found nothing,” put in Travers.
“And if the police are on the look-out

“The police!” broke in the distracted
father. “I tell you they are doing nothing!
Llow can we expect them to do anything?
There’s no direct evidence of anything
gerious. The police have mecrely been in-
structed to keep their eves open for two
wandering schoolboys. And that, as you
will probably know, amounts to nothing. 1
have been to the Mumbles, and T will con-
fess that I did not find anything of the
slightest value in the way of a clue. My
wife and daughter are there now, and 1
suppose I should settle myself to wait in
patience. But I cannot. Somewhere deeply
within me, 1 feel that my son is in deadly
danger.  Curiously enough, I cannot feel
that he is dead. No. Not dead. But
certainly in danger. 1 cannot explain why
this obsession has gripped me, but there it
is. No doubt I am a fool.”

“Nobody can call you a fool, sir, for being
worried about your own son,” said Nipper
quietly. “DBut as the police aren’t searching,
and as you have this—well, obsession, that
vour son is lost comewhere at the Mumnbles,
how would you like us to join in the hunt?”

“By George! That’'s a good idea!” said

my son’s

: R. LLEWELLYN
cheered by this
part of the St,

Handforth cagerly.

“I was just going to
suggest 1t myself.”

Mr. Evans took no notice of the siiles
that went round at this statement from
Ifandforth; he had only heard XNipper's
words,

“How can you boys help?” he asked in
wonder. It is some little distance to
Swansea, and-—" -

“We belong to the St. Frank’s School
Train, sir,” sald Nipper. _

“1 gathered that,” nodded Mr. lkvans,
“Yet 1 cannot see—— Ah, you mcaty that
the School Train i1s leaving Cavdifl 77 -7

“To-night, sir,” said Nipper. " We're
coing on to Swansea, and we shall be there
when we wake up in the morning. And it
1sn’t far to the Mumbles, is 1t ?”

“Only a matter of a few miles,” said My,

Iivans tensely. “1 see—l see! It 1s very
rood of you =
“Not at all, sir,” broke in Handforth.

“We'll get the whole school on the job—tha
Remove and the Fourth and all the rest of
the chaps! We'll comb the Mumbles from
end to end. We'll search the caves, and
we'll conduct a thorough mvestigation. And
if we don’t find these missing chaps you can
call me a Hottentot!”

CHAPTER 3.
Handforth on the Job!
EVANS was

promise on the
Frank's fellows.
1t  secmed that business  ties
rendered 1t 1mpossible for him to remain
constantly at the Mumbles. He was obliged
to keep in Cardiff. 1f there had been some
definite information, he would probably have
remained with his wife and daughter, but as
there was absolutely no positive clue as to
the whereabouts of his son, it was a needless
waste of time to return to the Mumbles,

It came as a great relief to him when the
St. Frank’s fellows offered to make a detor-
mined search. e was glad that he had
“wasted ” his time in coming into Cathays
Park. He had met these St. Frank’s boys,
and they were sportsmen. He felt, some-
how, that he could rely upon them (o do
their very utmost.

In Handforth, at least, he had an ardenut
worker. A missing schoolboy—a mystery—
the possibilities of something dramatic! The
leader of Study D was agog with excitement.
Here was a case after his own heart—a veal,
renuine, gilt-edged case!  And Handforth
rather fancied himself as an amateur detec-
tive. Evervbody eclse knew that he was a
hopeless muddler, but this made no difference
to Handforth’s enthusiasm.

“All of you other fellows can leave the
case in my hands,” he said, later on that
evening in the School Train Common-room.
“I'm in charge, and T dou’t any
assistants.”

Walll
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““ We're looking for a chap named Morgan Evans,’” sald Handforth to the girl behind the counter

“Do you know him ? ' The girl laughed.

that there are hundreds of Morgan Evans, in Swansea,”’ she said.

““If you look in the telephone directory you'll find

Handforth gulped. The search

[or the missing schoolboy was not going to be an easy task, obviously !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You can’t grab the case like
¥landy,” said Nipper, shaking his head.
was my idea in the first place——"

“Rats! I thought of it at the same
ouly vou happened to speak first!”

*Ha, bha, hm!l”

“We won't argue on that- point,” said
Nipper gently. “We'll all go into this -
vestigation together; we'll do it systematic-
ally and thoroughly. We'll divide ourselves
into small parties, and make an intensive
search.”

“Oh, all right!” grunted Handforth. “I
suppose I shall have to agree.
the Mumbles from end to end.”

this,
i ll,

time,

“He thinks the Mumbles has got hair on |

1t 1" prinned Reggie Pitt.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Combing is the right word!” retorted
IMandforth coldly. “When the police are
scarching for a desperate eriminal, they comb
the district. Yon can’t teach me anything
about the methods of detectives.”

We'll eomb.

| “Ha, ha, hal"

“We'll form ourselves into a schoolboy Fly-
g Squad,” went on Handforth enthusi-
astically. “ By (George, that's a good 1dea !
Pitv I haven’t got my Austin Seven here—
and a pity that Nipper and Travers haven't
oot their motor-bikes! We could form a
genuine Flying Squad then.”’
| Nothing could dampen Handforth's ardour,
| He was thoroughly excited at the prospect
| of searching for the missing Morgan Ivans,

and a night's rest did not reduce his
enthusiasm.
By the morning the School Train was

ideally sitnated from the point of view of theo
would-be detectives.  The railway company
had shunted the School 1'rain on to a siding
within a stone's throw of Swansea beach,
Actually, the siding was one which belonged
to the quaint little Mumbles Ratlway—one of
the most curious railwavs, perhaps, in the
| United Kingdom. In spite of its smallness,
| however, this railway uses the standard
gauge, so the School Train was able to use
1ts track.
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And now, ncar St. Helen's Road Station,
the School Train was “f parked.” In one
minute the fellows could be on the beach;
they could get into Swansea itsclf with
equal ease, for a tramecar would quickly take
them into the centre of the town—into Oxford
Street, with 1ts busy shops, 1its bustiing
throngs, and its continuous traflic.

During the dayv the juniors were rather
ing~tient; they wanted to get olt to the
Mumbles so that they could start their in-
vestigation,  But 1t was a five-mile journey,
and there was no hope of going uutxl lessons
were over.

However, some of the fellows seized an
opportunity at midday to have a quick run
mto  Swansea. And MHandcforth, at least,
siw no reason why he should not commence
his inquiries at once. He and Church and
McClure happened to be in a confecltioner’s
shop in High Street, not far from the corner
of Alexandra Road, and near to Swansea's
main railway station.

"We're looking for a chap named Morgan
Iivans,” he remarked casually to the girl be-
hind the counter.

She laughcd.

“Morgan Evans?” she repeated., “T'here

e lots of Morgan Evanses in Swansca.”

‘My only hat!” said Haudforth,
‘ Lots of them?"’

“"Yes, indeed,” laughed the girl, *“If you
look 1in the tLinhmm dlnctnn youwll find
hundreds, I expeet. Morgan Lvans is a very
common name,”

“We could have told him that,
in Church tartly. “It's a
want.”

“Oh, you mean that missing schoolboy ¥’
asked the girl, nodding. *I don't ht.lll_.‘."l*
lie's in the town, or any where near. He and
the other boy are probably hundreds of miles
away by this time.”

Church and McClure got their leader out
of the establishmoent.

staring,

miss,”
schoolboy

put
Ve

“You chump!” said Mac. " Don't you
know that Evans 1s about the commoncest

name in Wales? And don't you know that
Morgan 1s rwurly as couumnon

“Well, it’'s hard luck,” said Handforth,
fmwnmg', “How the dickens can we find the
chap now ? If there are thousands «f Morgan
Iivanses about everywhere, we're in a mess!”’

“No, we're not,” said Church. *“The
Morgan Kvans we want is a schoo'boy. and
once wo get on his track we shall casily be
able to locate him. 'The trouble is, there's
not much chance of getting on his track.’

“Well, let's go to the docks, to start with,”
said Handforth briskly.

Church and McClure exchanged g!anr:p.-:.
They had vivid recollections of Handforth's
visit to the docks at Liverpool. There had
been quite a lot of trouble that time. Hand-
forth seemed to have a fascination for the
docks.

“"Why go there?” asked Church., “We
-han’t find him there.”

“It’s my belief that those two chaps have
bolted to sea,” said Handforth, “That's why
they’re missing and there’s no trace of them,
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inding themsclves in Swansca, they got on
a ship and became stowaways.™

“0Ob, my only sainted aunt!’ gro.nced
McClure. *“ What cvidence is there of tlhis,
Handy "’

" lividence 1

LR E’EEI.‘J

‘“There’s no cvidence,”
Oswald.. “But I've got
head —

Then et it out !
detectives don't take

adwtted l':‘du‘nl‘d
an dea 1 my

napped Chureh, ** Real
any notice of chance
ideas. They only go on cluces—on evidence.
Why, if you go down to the docks with the
idea of inquiring about all the shap: that
have left during the last week, you'il be
kept busy for a month! Don't vou unders
stand that Swanseca 1s one of the busiest

ports in the country?”’

‘“We might pick up
forth obstinately,

“Yes, and we might pick up a swishing if
we're late for lunch,” said McClure impa-
tiently. *“We shall have to hurry hke the
dickens, o

a clue,” said land-

even as it 1s!

They went through Castle Street into Wind
Strect, and soon found thenisclves—to the
dismay of Church and McClure—in the dock-
Jand area. It was all they could do to drag
Ilandforth along until they got to the Oyster

mouth Road, alongside of which ran the
Mumbles Railway,

They only just managed to reach the
School Train in time for the midday meal,

Afternoon lessons promised to be a frightiul
bore, for the day was hot and fine, and tho
sca was calling to the schoolbovs., A\ crowd

of them went over on to the beach .;1~ sOun
as the meal was over, and Handlforth was
inclined to be mdignant.

“1t’s all ret!’’ he said. "Why bothei about

afternoocon lessons to-day?
rive us a holiday,
this chap Evans.”
‘Why not o and ask Mov.
IHarry Gresham, grinning.
“T will ' siad IMandforth promptly.
“Don’t be an ass !’ chuckled Nipper. “ You
know as well as I do that the ordinarv school
routine i1s 1n foree on the train. Besides, il':i
about timme that vou cane to carth, Haudy.’
“To earth 1’
il e
‘What are you talking about—I1'm on thoe
carth, aren’t 1?”
“Don’t get any dotty
about these missing schoolbovs—Evans and
Rees,” said Nipper “We promis=ed Mr.
Evans that we would keep our eves open for
his son, but vou know jolly well that there's
hardly any chance of us finding him.’'
Handforth stared.

“Hardly any chance '’ he repeated. “ You
blithering ass! We've got to find him ¥
“There’s only the barest possibility
he's anywhere in this district now,” continucd
Nipper. “We'll do all we ean, of course. hut
we're not magiciaus, If Evans and Rees have
got up into North Wales, or over into Shrop-
shire, or something like that, we shall be

helpless.”

They ought to
s0 that we can scarch for

Lee 77 suggested

ideas into your head

that
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said llandfoirth

Py

a fine chap!”
sternly., “Didn’'t we promise” Mr, Kvans—-

“We promised him that we would do all we
could in the Swansea district,” put in Nipper,
“but there’s no certainty that Morgan Iivans
15 here now. Don't take things for granted,
Handy. As I said before, come to carth, old
man. As soon as lessonz are over we'll take
a trip to Mumbles and we'll have a look
round. We'll make some inquiries, too, But
I'm jigeered if I can sce what else we can
do.”
~ Everybody, with the exception of lHand-
forth, was of the same opinion. No definite
clue existed, and that was the difficulty, It
was only known that the missing schoolboys
had been last secen in Mumbles, The very
fact that no trace of them had since becen
found clearly indicated that they were no
longer in this district,

Not that Nipper's advice had the slightest
¢feet upon Edward Oswald Handforth,

“I'm going by what Mr. Evans said,”’ he
declared, ““Mr. Evans 1s certain that his son 1s
utili at the Mumbles. He doesn't know why

“You're

he's certain, but he's got a—a hunch.”
sald Cliurch.

“Well, let's hope he's right,”
“ Anyhow, we can’t do
more than keep our ears
openn  and our  eyes
skinned.”

During the afternoon
Church and  Mce(Clure
were looking anxious and
harassed. Somchow they
had a hunch, too. But
their hunch was a dif-
ferent one. It amounted
to a certainty.

Tn their bones, they
felt that Handforth would
zet himself into a whole
pile of trouble before the
day was out!

CHAPTER 4.
The Mumbles Caves!

[PPER organised the R?mm'ires _and
the JFourth-Formers into various
groups as soon as afternoon lessons

were over, In the absence of any
definite starting-point, nothing could be done
except make a general kind of tour. Kach
party would concentrate upon the task in
hand, bearing in mind, at the same time,
that the Mumbles was an interesting place,
and that there was no reason why they should
Liind their eyes to the beauty spots,

So they got on the Mumbles Railway, which
carried them round the Bay, practically
alonzside the main road. There was a halt
at Sketty Road, and then another at a little
place called Blackpill. Here the railway left
the road and wandered off on its own,
keeping closer to the sea.

Arriving at Ovstermouth Station the crowd
of follows alighted. Handforth wanted to go
o until the train reached Mumbles, but,
as Church and McClure pointed out, the

| ding.

train didn’t go any further than Oyster.
mouth, and, as thev further pointed out,
Mumbles really 15 Oystermouth, being a part
of 1it.

And Ovstermouth itself is within  the
Borough of Swansea, although 1t 1¢ quite
w little town itself. The coast just bevond

runs to a point, Here there is o great de-

tached rock, and this is crowned by tho
famous Mumbles Lighthouse, :
Near by there is Muwmbles Pier, with

Pavilion in which concert parties gave their
entertainments. There was also a large band-
stand, and any amount of attractions for
thie swnmer visitors,

“What was that old ruin we saw as we came
along " asked somebody, as they all walked
awny from the little station,

“Oystermouth Castle, T expect,” said Nip-
per. “It's an ivy-covered ruin, just on the
top of the rise at the back of the town.”

*By George!l” suid Handforth with a start.
“I wonder if those two missing chaps are
there?”

“In Oystermouth

"

Castle 7" asked Church.

“Why not?” retorted Handforth. * Per-
haps they went explor-
ing; perhaps they went
into a dungeon, and the
door closed upon them.
"‘.11 mlh hat ! q}ll!lll{laiﬂj_ﬁ

they’re imprisoned?”’
“Summumnt{ yvou talk
scnse !’ asked N;p;wr
pelitely,
“You siily ass—"’
“QOystermouth  ( {Lnt‘n:'

is a regular show place,’
continued Nipper. *l ex-
pect there are people in
charge of it, and they
Lkeep their eyes open for people who wander
about in the dungeons—if there are any. 1
dou’t think we IIP{‘{i waste any time in
Oystermouth Castle.’

“We shouldn't be wasting our time, you
chump,” said Reggie Pitt. *I love looking
over old castles.”

“We'll take our pleasure after this duty
is finished,” said Nipper. “I shall enjoy
going over the Castle, too—but at the moment
we're looking for clues concerning theso
chaps, vans and Rees, and we shall be
wasting our time if we go there expecting
to find any.”

“In fact, we shall probably be wasting
our time wherever we go, dear old fellow,”
said Vivian Travers, “We'll just wander

about. and make a few inquirics hLere an.
theve.”
They did not get much encouragement

from the local inhabitants,

The first man they spoke to was a bit of
a pessimist, He knew at once to whom they
wero referring when they mentioned Morgan
Fvans's name.

“Indeed to goodness, yes,”
“The boys

he said nod-
were here at the beginning
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of the week, but they haven’t been scen
since.  And if they were alive we should
know something about it., lverybody here
has been on the look out,”

“You don’t think they're dead,
asked Handforth staring.

“Look you,” said the man impressively.
“There are many caves round the coast from
the Mumbles Head.”

“Caves!"” said Handforth, with a start.

do you?"

“Yes, indeed,” replied the man. “And
don’'t schoolboys enjoy exploring caves!?

Some of these caves are filled with water at
high tide, and if those two boys were ex-
ploring, and if they got trapped, what hope
would there be for them?”

“Were they scen
asked Nipper.

“They were seen on the beach, walking to-
wards Langland Bay,” replied the other.
“TLangland Bay is round the headland, and
there are many cliffts and many rocks be-
tween.”

“But if they

near the caves, then?”

had been caught by the tide

and drowned, their bodies would have been

found,” said Nipper impatiently. “There's

no nced to fear such a tragedy, is there?”
‘The man shook his head.

“They're dead,” he said with convietion,
“Sometimes the tide brings lots of seaweed,
and 1t’s so easy for the seaweed to bury those
two drowned boys—perhaps in one of the
caves, or in a gully, or a pool. 'They werea
seen on the beach, and then they vanished.
Sooner or later, of course, their bodies will
turn up.”’

“Well, he's a littlo ray of sunshine, T must
sav,” romarked Nipper. after they had walked
on. 'Of course, there's a certain amount «of
justification for his theory—but it's absurd to
take anvthing for granted.”

“Well, supposing we i“"s.'['t]f,}lﬂ these caves to
start with—just to satisfly ourselves?” sug-
gested Reggie Pitt,

“Before we do anvthing else, 1 think we'd
better introduce ourselves to Mrs. Kvans,’
said Nipper. “Mr. Evans said that he was
going to write to her and tell her that we
should he here. Tt will look impo!itn if we
don't all go along and see her.’

HIE next move, therefore, was to find the

I hotel where Mrs. Evans and her

daughter were staying., This was easy

enough, and within ten minutes Nip-

per and Handforth and the crowd of others

were temporarily forgetting the real object
of their visit.

Mrs. Evans was a sweet, motherly lady;

but with the daughter also presnt, it was

rather difficult for the St. Frank’s boys to
confine their attentions to Mrs. Evans,

For Frances Evans was not only a remark-
ably pretty girl, but she was cheerful and
Ingh-spirited, too. She was typically Welsh
~—dark, with flashing eves. Her age was not
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more than

veehool.

lifteeen, and she was srill  at

“I don’t think therc’s anything to worry
about at all,” she declared.  ** Morgan is
quite safe, and he'll turn up soon—you mark
iy werds. Father's all wrong when he
nnkﬂ that something awful has happened.”

“I wish I eould share your optimism, dear,’
saltd Mrs. Evans worriedly.

“Oh, but vou know that Morgan is a splen-
cid swunmer,” protested the girl. *“He can
swim like a fish,” she added, twning to the
jumors, ““He'’s a clever climber, too—the
Alps wouldn’t scare him in the least—and
he’s self-reliant and strong. He's not the
kind of bhoy to get drowned.”

“Have yvou any theoryv, Miss Fvans?” asked
Nipper.  ““Any idea where he might be?”

“Not the slightest replied the girl,
shaking her }ma,d. “But I do know that ia
hasn’t been  silly enough to get himself
drowned or lost, He's too good a swimnier,
and too level headed.”

Having met Morgan Evans's
lows were keener than ever to undertake
their search. She was such a really ripping
girl that’ they now had a greater incentive.
Handforth, indeed, showed alarming signs,
and but for the fact that he was des-
perately anxious to get busy on the investiga-
tion, he would undoubtedly have succnmbed
to Frances's charms,

"By George!” sald the leader of Study I,
with gleaming eyes. “I'm gmng to be the
chap to find Morgan Fivane! I've got to, my
sons!”

“Why have vou got to?

sister, the fel-

" asked Church.
“Because he's got such a topping sister,”
replied Handforth, “I'm going to be the
chap to carn her gratitude, By George!
Thinlk of 1t! And after he’s found T can

find time to—to—-"

Spoon?” asked MeClure helpfully,
“Ifathead !” said Handforth, colouring.

“As soon as wo got into Wales 1 knew
that we should have trouble with you,”
went. on Mae.  ““These Welsh glrls are (oo
bright-eyed—too lively and pretty.”

“No girl can be too pretty!” said Hand-
forth coldly.
“Oh. I don't mean they're too pretty ‘n

that sense,” said MecClure. “'They're too
pretty to be safe with you roaming about
amongst them. You'll fall in love with two
or three girls at a time. Of course, they're
not so nice as the Scotch girls i

“Rats!” said Handforth. “The English
girls are the best.”

Church grinned.

“Well, we won't argue about 'em—they're
all ripping,” he said diplomatically. *'How
about going along to Mumbles Pier? 1 hear
they've got some decent attractions——"

“Blow the plerl” put in Handforth.

“We're going to explore those cav es The
other chaps are setting out already.”
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A amusing article by Archie Glenthorne—in which the genial ass of St. Franlk’s

discusses the ““ most priceless subject on the dashed universe >—:clothes,

Readers

are advised not to take too much notice of bis ideas on the said subject, for they
cerlainly are priceless—in more ways than oue.

DDS vawns and snores! It's a {lushpd
fag having to sit down and write

ttus effusion, but it's got to be donec,

I mean to say., @ matter of vital im-
portance is on the agenda, and even at the
loss of forty winks on the good old lounge
thiie article's got to be written.

But it's alwayvs the way with we Glen-
thornes, We never fail to rise to the
occasion when duty calls, however great the
¢ffort and sacrifice. Absolutely ! Cheers and
all that sort of thing!

About this jolly old matter of import, It
concerns clothes—clothes, the most priceless
subject on the dashed universe.

I've just managed to stagger in from the
Juntor Comunon-room, and—odds horrors
and nightmares!—never have I cast my
onties upon a more scarccrowish collection of
chiappies,

Hardlv any of them have got a crease in
thicir trousers: their coats are rufled and
covered with thousands of ink spots; their
coliars are appallingly grubby, their tics all
askew, and-—well, I mean to say, 1it's all
wronge ! Absolutely!

Why don't these chappies realice that their
clothes are the most important point about
them ?

Yet

Lanpens?
AP NeINs .,

when T gently remonstrate, what
I get insulted; that blundering,

blithering blighter of a Handforth biffs me
on the jolly old Grecian probozeis,

VERYBODY ought to realise that
E clothes make a chappie. Without
them—ahem, that 1s to say, impro-

perly dressed—oh, what I mean to

say 1s, imperfectly dressed—one becomes a

mere blot upon the landscape. Absolutely,
with ten thousand knobs on!

St. I'rank’s needs reforming, if vou get
what I mean. I'd have formed a Dress
Reform Society myself, only the good old
tissues wouldn't stand the terrible strain
entailed. Anyway, I shall certainly have to
speak to Phipps about 1t when I get back
to St. Frank’s.

I have often been asked by sundry
chappies how manv suits and ties one should
possess, I never have less than seven suits—
oune for every day of the week, don't yvou
know—and about fifteen shirts and at least
thirty ties, There's nothing more priceless
than variety in dress, you know!

And now I propose to give you a litile
advice about selecting fancey waistcoats——

(Oh, no, vou don't, Archiec! We've had
quite enough of your nonsense alrveady,

thank vou.—ED.)

(IF. tide was well out—although not
('nt'ui:!wlf'l_‘n.' out—when the Jll!liﬂrﬁ ar-

rived on the rocky beach, beyond the |

headland.,  The general idea was to
work round as far as Langland Bay, and then
compare noies.

The boyvs divided themselves into various |

groltps, and CVery narrow opening amongst
thie rocks was explored and examined. Hand-
forth & Co. kept to themselves—for Hand-
forth was determined to be the one to dis-
cover thoe first elue to Morgan Evans's

whoreabouls, Church and MceClure, in s

opinion, did not count,

The scenery round that part of the coast is
really magnificont—great rocks, with many
caves, and with the coastline stretching
round in picturesque beaulyv. Above the
cliffs there 1s plenty of grassland, and ono
can take a fine invigorating walk along (hoso
cliff-tops.

Thoe schoolboy investigzators did not got
much cncouragement  from  their  quest,
There was plenty to interest thwerm, of course,
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but by the time the conference took place,
at Langland DBay, there was nothing to
report,

Group after gmuﬁ came in with the same

story., No result whatever. Not a clue—not
&4 trace. : : ,
Handforth & Co. were last, Handforth

being the most obstinate fellow in the whole
party. But even he had to confess that the
whole thing was a failure.

“0Of course, we didn't expect anything
clse,” said Nipper. ‘Those two fellows have
been missing for two or three days, and
there's not much chance that they're any-
where near Mumbles now.”

“Unless they're deliberately hiding in a
cave,” said Reggie Pitt thoughtfully.
“There's always the chance that they're
playing some sort of game, you know.”

“But would they do that?” asked Nipper.
“What about their parents? Would they
allow their parents to be so worried ¥

“Well, there are some chaps who don’t
think much on such points as that,” said
Reggie. “'They're careless and thoughiless
—so keen on their own giddy alfairs that
they don’t think of other people. And then
you've got to remember that they're run-
aways.”’

“Yes, there's that,” admitted Nipper.
“They may be thinking that their school
authorities are scarching for them—ready
to give them some extra heavy punishment
when they’'re found.”

“We've only just looked into the caves
<o far,” remarked Gresham. *“I mean, we
haven't had time to explore them
thoroughly.”

“That's just it,”” said Nipper. “I think
we’'d better fix on some theory, and then
conduet our investigations accordingly. li
they fail, we can get hold of another theory
and sece where that leads us.”

“How do you mean?” asked Reggie Ditt.

“Well, supposing we assume that these
two chaps are deliberately hiding—say in
one of these caves,” said Nipper. “Well,
in that case, they'll need food, and as they
haven't been seen for a day or two, it stands
to reason that they must have enough food
to last them for some little time. So we
shall have to go about Oystermouth, in-
auiring for a scchoolboy who bought up a
lot of grub two or three days ago. If we
can find traces of such a chap, then we shall
be on the right track,” _

“Tt's a good idea,” said Reggie promptly.
“Thers aren’t many food shops, so we can
coon put that theory to the test.”

Handforth scoffed at the whole idea.

“I'm not going to waste my time messing
about like that!” he said tartly. “I'm going

back along the coast—to look for clues
again.*

“Iine!” said Nipper. ‘“‘Perhaps you'll
heat ns all yet, Handy.”

“There mno *perhaps’ about itl” re-
‘orted IHandforth,

He went off with Chureh and MeClure,

and Nipper grinned.
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“We shall get along more comlortably
without Handy,” he said complacently.

CHAPTER 5.
The First Clue!

" Y Jove! Come and have a look ab
this!” said Chureh cagerly.
He was standing on the edge of

a rock pool, locking into the hmpid
depths of the sea water that had been iefg
behind by the recedmng tide. It was a deep
pool, and the water was of a crystal green-
ness, and deep down there was a glimpse of
sand and seaweed and rock.

“Weo can’t waste time like this,” eaid
Handforth impatiently. “We've got to find
something before we go back into the town.
We can’t go and tell Frances Evans that
we've failed.”

“But we can't do miracles, old man,” said
Church, *If there isn’t any clue there isn't,
and there’'s an end of it. Still, you never
know. There might be something here.”

“Where 7

“In this pool.”

“A clue?”

“1 shouldn’t be surprised,” said Church,
with  exasperating calmness. “ Anyhow,
come and look.”

They bhad left Langland Bay behind now,
and were making their way round the head-
land towards Mumbles once more. And
Handforth was feeling 1mpatient and
irritable. He quito failed to rcalise that this
quest was a most dublous one. He quite
took it for granted that something tangible
would turn up during the first hour. Of
course, nothing tangible had turned up, and
nothing seemed likely to do so.

And then, just at that time, it was Church
who made an interesting discovery.

- OME and have a look into this
‘ pool,” he repeated, his voice full
of intensity.

“Rats to the pool!” snapped
[Mandforth. *“ Blow the pool! What do vou
think I care about pools just now? We're
looking for Morgan Kvans—not for tiddlers!”

“Well, I'm not asking you to look at Mor-
gan Kvans in this pool,” retorted Church
tartly. *‘*He's not here. DBut there’s some
thing else—something that doesn’t really
belong to the sea. Still, I'm not getting any
dotty ideas into my head; there are thou-
sands of holiday makers on this part of tha
coast, and any one of them might casily have
dropped a cap.”

“A cap!” yelled Handforth.

“A Sf:EnnI cap,” nodded Church,.

“Where 7’ roared Handforth excitedly.

“Here, at the hottom of this pool.”

“(Great Seott!”

Handforth was like a bloodhound just
taken off the leash. He bent over the pool,
and' stared down into its green depths.
McClure was, looking, too, and Church
| pointed.
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“Can™ vou see it?"” he asked,

“No, I'm blessed 1f I can,” panted Hand-
forth,

“Tiere—just against that tangle of sca-
weed.”

“By George, ves!"” said Handforth, breath-
ing hard., “How can we fish 1t out ?”

e was tremendously exeited by this time.
Dut, as Chureh had said, it was more than
likely that this cap would prove to be a mere
dereliet, in no way assoclated with the
missing Morgan Evans., Still, it was just
as well to make sure,

Handforth was reckless. He had no stick,
and so he dived his hand into the pool,
bending close over 1t.  His jacket was con-
siderably soaked by the time he had grasped
the cap, but he didn’t care. »

“Got it!" he said tensely,

It was a green cap, with a cloth badge
sewn into the front of it. The colours had
run into one another, but even so 1t wnas
possible to distinguish the lettering.

“Look here!” gasped Handforth hoarsely.
“Clardiff !  Here's the word
can't make out the pame of
Dt p

He turned the cap over, and then he fairly

{_';"IF-E!}'

the school,

gulped. For, on the lining, printed with
indelible  ink, was the name—*Morgan
Evans |

“Tt's his!” muttered Handforth., *“It’s

a ciue, my sons!”
“ A pretty rotten clue, too,” said Church
soberly,
“You mean
AMeClure paused, and his face was grave,
A!l three Removites were rather shocked at
ihis discovery., Neither Church nor McClure
Lad believed that the cap
vwould prove to be a genuine
clue. That it was so took
them completely by surprise.
“1 don't believe it!” said
Iandforth stoutly.
“Don't believe what?”
“That's he drowned,” said
Handforth. “That's what
vou meant, Mac, wasn't it,
when you paused just now 7%
“Well, doesn’t 1t look

L

significant 27 asked McClure. “We find nis
cap in this pool F
“That doesn’t mean anything,” inter-

rupted Handforth., *“Any chap might lose
hi~ eap in the wind. There's no evidence
that Fvans was drowned. We mustn’t jump
to conelusions like that.”

“That's pretty rich—from you!” =-aid
Cliirch tartly. “You're always jumping to
conclusions, you ass!”

“He's somewhere along this beach!” de-
clared Handforth, looking up and down.
“1 don't care what you say! He's here—
somewhere between Langland Bay and
AMumbles Head!”

“In one of the caves, do you mean?'

“Where clse ?”

“But we've loocked into the caves—~—

‘Cardiff '! I

“Not thoroughly,” said Handforth. “ And
there are some of them that we couldn’ even
enter, The water goes right in—even at low
tide, I believe. Those two chaps are playing
a game of their own, and I'mm going to beat
them! It's a dirty trick for Iivans to keep
hiz parents in a state of suspense hke this!
When I find him, I'll jolly well tick him

| off 1

“The poor chap may be dead,” grunted
Church. “1It’s all very well for you to talk
in this wayv, Handy, but there isu't a shred
of evidence to support your theory.”

“A  real dotective doesn't neced any
evidence,” replied Handlorth, with a wave
of his hand. “He forms a theory—and, if

he's a good deteetive, it’s a correct theory.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“We must get a boat,” said Handforth
suddenly.

“A boat?”

“A rowing-boat.”

“What the dickens for?"

“So that we can conduet this investigation
thoroughly,” said Handforth. “So that we
can o right into these other caves—the oues
wo had to miss during the first scarch.”

“My dear old ass, there isn't time,”
protested Church. . .
“What do you mean—there isn't tirne 7"

“We're due back at the School Train for
calling-over :

“Calling-over?” echoed Handlorth in
amazement. “Who the dickens cares about
calling-over at a time like this? I'm snr-
prised at you, Churchy! We've got to go
o with this ecase until we bring it to a
successful conelusion!”

“Oh ecrumbs!” said Church helplessly.
“And you fellows are going to stick to
me, too!” continued Handforth arimly. “No

assistants,
you start
I'll bash

backing out, my sons! You're my
and vou've got to help. And if
talking about calling-over again,
vour heads together!”

ANDFORTH was so thoroughly
worked up that the St. Frank's rules
and regulations struck him as being

ridiculous and preposterons. As for
earning punishment, he didn’t care a jot.
“What'’s more,” he said, “we mustu'’t say
anything to the other fellows.”
“Why not?"
“Becanse I say so!”
“But why do you say so?”
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“This i1s our discovery—and we'll keep it

dark,” said Edward Oswald. “See? We
don’t want Nipper and Travers and the other
chaps to queer our pitch.”

“You're talking rot!” said McClure tartly.
“We agreed to investigate as a crowd, and
the first fellow who makes a discovery ought
to tell all the rest. 1 vote that we find
Nipper and show him this cap, and

“We'll do nothing of the sort!” broke in
Handforth, “We're going to get that boat.”

“But, dash it, I found the cap!” protested

Church. “You'’ve got nothing to boast
about, Handy.”
Wi Eh ?JJ

“You heard what I said.”
“l know I did, but you’re a member of

the Co., and your finding of the cap makes
b ARNR | S e | R P Ry i g . PEN L PRSI | 0 Aol
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I’'m not going to say anything to the other
chaps. You're not going to say anything,
either—unless you want a couple of black
eyes each.”

Church and McClure gave it up as hope-
less. There was no arguing with Handforth
in this present mood. It wasn’t much good
arguing with him in any mood, if it came to
that.

Church and MceClare could not share their
leader’s optimism. In their view, the find-
ing of the cap was significant nf tragedy.
Perhaps they were wrong—they hoped they
were—but they certainly could not see how
any good could come of pottering about
these caves, IFar better take the cap to
Nipper, and for Nipper to inform the police,
and for the police to commence a really
intensive search. So far the police had re-
fused to take much notice because there
was really nothing for them to go upon.

The finding of the cap, however, would
make all the difference.

Perhaps Handforth saw this;
thought that the “case” would be taken out
of his hands. At all events, he was
determined to carry on in bhis own way.

And, having come’ to a definite deeision,
he wasted no time. Ile marched off
vigorously, and it wasn’t long before he and
his chums arrived at a spot where they could
ohtain a small rowing-boat.

“1 don’t think we ought to do it, Handy,”
said Church with a glance at the sky. “The
conditions don’t look any too hu.tlth:, to me.”

ILmderth looked np.

“What’s the matter he asked. “It's
fine enongh. No wind, and thundering hot.”

“You've used the right word-—thunder-
ing,” gaid Church, nodding. “In my
opinion, there’s a storm brewing somewhere.
It'’s been tremendously hot all day, and 1
don’t Jlike the look of those clouds over
towards Swansea.”

“Rats! We're not going to be stumped by
the weather,”

“And we ought to be getting back to the
School Train——"

“If you say tlmt again,
Walter Church!” said

perhaps he

I’”

I’'ll iff your face,
ITandforth thickly.

SCHOOL STORIES

“Bother the School Train!
this case, and I'll conduct it in

I'm conducting
my own

H'ﬂ_‘)?.”

“You couldn’t conduet a tram-car!” said
Church bitterly.

“Look here &

“Oh, all right—kecep wyour hair on!” said
Church. “Mac and I will stick {io ¥you.

Where you go, we’ll go.”

He did not think it wise to explain that
they would only stick to Handforth because
they feared for his safety.

They were quite right, of course, in deecid-
ing that it would be better to tell all the
other fellows of their discovery. But Hand-
forth was making sure that they did not go
anywhere necar the other fellows.

He did not leave the beach.

3 ND at that particular time Nipper &

Co. were in Oystermouth, comparing

notes after having visited most of the

grocers’ and confectioners’ along the
front and down the minor streets.

The only mformation they had obtained
was that two schoolboys, in the earlier part
of the week, had purchased a good supply of
biscuits and sardines and cheese from one of
the grocers. This gentleman was quite sure
that those two boys had been LEvans and
Rees.

“But we’re really no further,” said Nipper.
“If the chaps had been tramping on they
micht have bought biscuits and cheese.
There’s nothing to prove that they meant to
make a camp somewhere here, and lie low.”

“The rummy thing is, everybody hers
scems to treat the affair as a joke,” =aid
Buster Boots of the Fourth. “I've spolken
to lots of people, and they’ve all smiled and
chuckled.”

“There’s more interest In Cardiff than
there is here,” said Nipper. *“That’s because
Mr. Evans is a pretty prominent Cardiff
man. The case would naturally be of more
interest to Cardiff people than to Swansea
people.  Everybody here is ahsolutely
tain that those two chaps are playing a
game.”

“Yes,” nodded Reggie Pitt. “When we
suroest that there might be something tracic
in it they scoff. Nearly everybody is thoe
same. That first man we spoke to is about
the only exception.”

“And =0, of course, nobody has troubled
to make any inguiries, or to put two and
two together,” said Nipper. “There might
have been lots of significant incidents—bnt
none of these Oystermouth people know it
because they have taken no interest. Tt's a
pretty honpeless job  for wuws—coming along

Cors

two or three days after the chaps have
vanished. 1 don’t really see what we can
du b |

“Well, supposing we get something to eat

to start with?” said Tommy Watson, eyeing
a handy restaurant, “Might as well fortify
ourselves, and then we can continue with the
cearch afterwavds.”
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Handlorth eagerly examined the cap he had taken out of the pool of water.
and Inside was the name :
We're on the trall all right now!"

the badge of a Cardiff school

he cried excitedly. *‘It's a clue.

On the front was
‘““ By Goorge !
““ Yes, but it’s a pretty

Morgan Evans !

rotten clue,”” sald Church significantly, looking at the deep pool of water.

“Anvbody seen anything of Handforth?"
asked Nipper, looking round.

“Goodness only knows where he is,"” said
Travers languidly. “Why worry about
Handforth? Hece's  probably scarching for
footprints in the sands!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Or turning over the seaweed and looking
for the bodies,” continued Travers, “Per-
sonally, decar old fellows, I think we're
making mugs of ourselves. I don’t believe
those two chaps are here at all.”

“Well, we promised Mr. Evans that we’d
do all we could, and we must keep that
promise,” said Nipper. “After tea we'l
have another scarch, and then get back to
the School Train. I really think that we
ghall have kept our word then.”

But a lot was to happen before thev re-
turned to the St. Frank’s School Train!

CHAPTER B6.
The Unrehearsed Effect!
o ETTER be careful, young gentle-
men,” said the old boatman.

“There’s a good deal of shallow

water round here—particularly when
the tide's going out. You'd better keep
fairly close—and mind the rocks, too.”

“All right,” said Handforth., *“No neced to
tell us that, old chap. We've handled boats

before.”

m L] -

T'hey were just setting off, and the
boatman gave them further warnings

regarding the shallow water and the tricki-
ness of the tides. Churech and MeClure
listened, but Handforth was impatient to be
off and hardly paid any attention.

“I shouldn’t be too long, either,” continued
the old boatman, “The sky don’t look any
too promising,”’

“That's what we thought,” said Church,

“Storm coming up, 1 think,” said the boat-
man.

“Do thev com: up suddenls here?”

“Yes, indeed—as suddenly as they do in
other parts,” said the old fellow. “There's
never any telling with a thunderstorm, It
may pass over, ol we may get it again.'’

“We haven't had it once yet,” satd Hand-
forth.

“He didn't mean again in that sense,” said
Church, as’they were rowing away. “Theso
Welsh people say ‘again’ when they mean
another time, or later on.”

“I can't help their troubles,”” said IHand-
forth absently,

“Better mind where you're going,” eaid
McClure, “There's a big mudbank in the
distance, and I think we shall have to go

r
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right round it—there doesn’t seem to be any |

channel nearer the shore.”
Handforth glanced round, and grunted.
“You're right,” he admitted, **'We'll get
out into the bay a bit, and then work round,
It might be a good idea. I'rom a distance
we shall be able to see the mouths of the
caves better. We can take a sort of survey

and then deeide which caves we ¢hall
explore.”
“I'm glad you haven’t thought of cx-

ploring the lot,”” said Church sarcastically.
“We shall do them in turn—one after the
other,” said Handforth calinly. “ But we
naturally want to explore the most likely
ones first,”
“We look like being in this boat for a week
or two!” said Maec.

ANDFORTILI always di1d things
H thoroughly; and he wasn’t satished
with merely just passing beyond that
mudbank. Ile went farther out,
right into the bay, so that he could get a
long-distance view of the clifis. As he
pointed out, the cave-mouths would stand
out darkly from that distance.

He entirely overlooked the fact that the
tide was going out, and this resulted 1n an
entirely unlooked for effect.

Before Handiorth had rowed out over
these smooth waters of the bay he had taken
a good look at the shore, and he had noted
a wide channel just beyond the headland.
It would be easy cnough to get close to the
beach by means of that channel.

But Handforth was ignorant of this coast,
He did not know, for example, that a very
large portion of Swansea Bay becomes com-
pletely drained when the tide 1s out. OUne

can walk for miles across these sands and
flats. It is even possible to cross on foot
from Mumbles Mead to Swansea under

favourable conditions—right over the bay,
with the coastline, in the region of Blackpill,
quite a mile or two away.

“I’1l just make a rough sketch,”’ said
Handforth, pulling out some paper and a
pencil.  “We'll mark the most likely cave
entrances. ltold up, you chaps, and kecp the
boat still. In fact, you'd better cast that
anchor overboard.”

Church and McClure held up, and they
cast overboard the anchor which had been
Iying in the bottom of the boat. Then they
glanced rather anxiously at the sky, which
was now becoming dark and forbidding far
down on the southern horizon. Dense masses

of clouds were collecting; there was an
ominous stillness, and a hot, close atmo-
gsphere.

“I don't think we ought to have come
out,” remarked LChurch. “I believe the
tide’s gone out, and this water’s beginning
to look jolly shallow. Just now I touched
the bottomm with my oar—and I thought it
was fairly deep here, too.”

“We shall be all right,” said Handforth.
“Leave it to me.”’

He finished his rough sketch, put his paper
and pencil away, and glanced round,

“Now we'll go into that channel, and
Hallo, where is 1t? Well, I'm jiggered!”

His expression was blank.

“The tide's gone out,” said Church, with
a sniff. *“The old boatman warned you——"

“But where's all that water?” demanded
Handforth, in dismay. "There was about a
wile of it here not long ago! Well, I'm
blessed! There are lots of mudbanks he-
tween us and the shore now—over the very
places we rowed.” '

“Iallo!” said Mac.
bottom.”’

* Here, quick !"" gasped Handforth., “ Haul
up the anchor and grab those oars, you
chaps! Unless we're careful, we shallibe
stranded out here! There’ll be no way of
getting back |”’

Chureh and MecClure were equally startled
—for they, too, had been taken by surprise,
The tide had gone out with astomishing sud-
denness, leaving nothing but exposed flats
where they had expected to see sea.

“W've just touched

Really, they were not to be blamed. They
had had no previous experience of this
coast, and 1t was ounly natural that they

should assume that the water would remain
in the bay, instead of draining completely
out. '
Church hauled up the anchor. Handforth
grabbed the oars, and commenced rowing

frantically., It was a rash thing to do, for
suddenly one of the oars caught n the
sand, or on a scrap of rock—just when

Handforth was pulling his hardest,

Crash !

There was an ominous snapping of wood,
the oar broke in balves, and Handforth
sprawled headlong in the boat, with his legs
kicking up in the air,

“That’s done it!” said Church, in alarm,.
*“*Oh, Handy, you ass! You've broken onc
of the oars! How are we going to get
back now 7"

Handforth serambled hastily to his feet
the boat.

“1'he water's
“And when we
deep 1’

“It seemed to be fathoms—but 1t must
have only been pretty shallow then,” caid
Mac. “We're stranded now!”

There wasn’t a doubt of it. They were
stranded sure enough. IFor within the next
few minutes the boat grounded completely,
and there was no hope of moving it. The
water trickled away on every hand, leaving

not a foot deep !”” he gasped.
stopped 1t was [fathoms

them high and dry on a sandy bank, The
cshore was quite a good distance away,
Iigures could vaguely be scen, looking

ridiculously small, on the cliffs and on the
beach, but nobody was taking any notice of
these schoolboys in the boat. 1f anybody
thought anvthing at all, they assumed that
the boat was out there for some purpose—
probably dredging for oysters, or some-
thing like that.

“Pity we didn’t go somewhere and have

some grub,” said Church disconsolately.
“We shall be half starved by the time we
ot hack."
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will keep you breathless with excite-
ment.  Two British lads in quest of
a sacred city in the wilds of the
Amazon go to the rescue of an ex-
plorer held captive by a sect of sun
worshippers | When the city 1s
reached at last our heroes disguise
themselves and then {follow thrills
galore as they enter the sacred temple
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“What do vou mean—half starved ?"” asked | " (Give us your hand!" ejaculated Church,
IHandforth, staring. “"We're going back | Handforth was dragged back into the
now. If wo can't go by boat, we'll walk.” | boat, and he was by no mcans so confident

“Across these mudbanks?” asked Church, | NOW. .

“You're dotty! I'll bet they're not safe. | My hat!” he breathed,
We shall have to wait here until the tide | These sands are semi-liquid!

“It's awful!
I was being

torns—until there's enough water to float | dragged down!”

us,  liven then it'll be a bit of a job, be-

cause we've only got one oar.”
>ut Handforth was not so pessimistic as |

this,

“Oh, rot!” he said.
easily enough.”

He stepped over the side into the shallow
sea, and almost immediately a startled ex-
pression sprang into his eves. For a moment
ke had felt himself to be standing on what
scemed a solid surface; then, in a most
uncanny wayv, his feet began to sink quiver-
ingly into the sand. He felt himself being
dragged down, as though by some hidden
power.

“Great Scott!'"

“We can get back

he gasped. “It must be

(BB

a quicksand! I'mm going !

“Then we can't get out and walk,"”” said
McClure decidedly, “We shall have to wait
here unfil the tide turns, Handy—and that'll
be hours.”

“More trouble,” said Church, with a
grunt, ‘“There'll be an unholy row when
we get back to the School Teain.”

“Who cares about the School Train?"
asked Handforth, exasperated. “What
about our mvestigation? What about ex-
ploring those caves? It looks as though
we're going to be dished !

“We are dished!” said Church pointedly.
“There's no looking about it,”

“But it's all rot!” said Handforth,

glaring round. “I'd made up my mind Lo
explore these caves one after the other.
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What rot! llow long do you think 1t'll be
before the tide turns?”

“ About an hour, perhaps,” said McClure,
“and then it’ll be another hour before the
water gets to us. B'y that time it’ll be nearly
dark, and u.hun we get back to the train we

shall have a nice, juicy little interview with
Mr. Pycraft

“Don’t keep talking about the train!”
roared Handforth., “A fine pair of assis

tants ['ve got—I don't think!” he went on
bitterly. “What the dickens was the good of
bringing you with me?”’

“Are you trying to blame us for this
mess ! asked Church indignantly.

“Yes, I am!” replied Handforth, “As my
assistants, 1t was your job to keep your eye

on the tidc >
sl
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McClure.
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“We did kec
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we spoke to it severely, too—but it took no
notice. It went out just the same. It’s time
somcbody like you, Handy, took them in

hand and made them obedient.”

*“If you're trying to be funny——

“Don’t let’s squabble,” put in Church
hastily. “Let’s make the best of a bad job.
I've got some chocolate here. Who wants a
bit 7"

Handforth was too disgusted to cat any
chocolate, and said so in the plainest of plain
terms, So Church and MeClure consumed 1
with gusto—only to find. after they had eaten
the last bit, that Handforth desired choco-
lage more than anything else on earth.

tE ]

“It’s all gunn.” satd Church. “You're
too late, old man,
“You greedy gluttons ! said Hmulfmth

witheringly,  “Wolfing the whole giddy 't
without ¢ven offering me a bit!”

“Why, you silly ass, you refused it!"” said

Church glaring.  “You told me to chuck
it into the sea! You told me to bury it!”

“Oh, all right—it doesn’t matter,” said
[Tandforth gruffly. “I hope to goodness some-
body comes out to us,’ he added, scanning

the shore.  ““Dash it, they can’t leave us
siranded like this,”

“How can they get out to us?” asked
MeClure.  “If we can't walk on these quick-
sands, neither can they. I tell you, we shall
have to wait until the tide comes in, and
then trust to luck.”

A puff of hot wind came over the boat,
and although it was noticeable that the black
clouds were increasing and becoming more
menacing, nobody said anything.

The air was fairly quivering, and now anai
again there came a low kind of rumble-
far distant growl.  Undoubtedly, the ele-
ments were preparing for some violent dis-
play.

‘" CAN'T understand it at all,” said Nip-

per, frowning. ‘“Where on earth
can those idiots have got to?”
“We'd better not waste any more
time,” said Reggie Pitt. ** We've been round
the headland,

LH

and some of us have been to | ““Bother the pierrois!
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La:lglam] Bay. Others have gone
and along Ovstermouth beach,
no sign of them.”

They were talking about Handforth & Co.

i 1ne

and

pier
there's

There was a large group of 31m1u1:, on the
front, opposite a big pierrot pavilion on the
front at  Oystermouth, The evening
had become lowering, and a premature dark-
ness was descending, There was every
evidence of a gathering storm- and a vieleng,
e, 100,

All the Remove and Fouirth farecs had
gatnered, but  Handforth, and Charch and
MeClare were  missing., There wasn't a

chance that they had gone back to thce School
Train. They were somewhere ahout, for
Handforth was known to be as keen as mus-
tard on this investigation,
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Study 1D chaps,” said Nipper. “I don't
mind admitting that I'm unecasy.”

“No need to be uneasy, dear old {ellow,”
said Travers. *‘Whatever trouble Handforth
gets into, he gets out of. He bears a
charmed life.”

“And Church

generaily
the charmers,”

‘"They got

and MeClure are
said Reggie Pitt.

him out of more trouble than providence
does. ™

“Well, well, 1 dare say you're right,” ad-
mitted ‘I'ravers. ‘“What do you think has
nappened, Nipper?”

“They're probably exploring the caves,”

replted Nipper., “Once Handforth starts en a
came like this there’s no stopping him, Thoy
mlght be trapped in a cave when the IiLiﬂ
comes in.  You know how reckless Handy is.

“It seems to me, dear old screams, that
we're between the devil and the deep sca, a3
1t were,” remarked Archie Clenthorne. 1
mean to say, if we go back to the School
Train now we shall feel frightfully uncomfort-
able: and if we remain behind we shall be
just as frightfully uncomfortable later on.
I mean, a swishing always makes a chappie
uncomfortable.”

“T don't think we shall be swished,
Archie,” said Nipper. “In fact, T’ll go to
the nearest telephone box, and have a word
with Mr. Lee. Pl tell him what’s happened,
and that Handforth & Co. are mlsqng
and he'll probably give us extra leave
to stay out F’l’w to search for them.

“That’s a brilliant suggestion,” declared
Reggie Pitt. ““I didn’t know you had it in
you, Nipper, old man.”

“If it's going to mean extra leave for us,

then I'm ready to admit that Handforth
has his uses, after all,” said Travers com-
placently.

Nipper phoned up, and got the necessary
permission, and the other fellows were duly
pleased. *

““Now we can go to the pierrots,” said
Tommy Watson contentedly. “No need 1o
worry about Handy and those other chaps.
I'hey’'re bound to turn up soon,”

“I'm not so sure of that,” said Nipper.
We came here to
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and now we ro
What a chap he 1s

scarch for. Morgan Fvans,
~earching for Handforth|
for finding trouble.” ;

But lots of the others refused to take Hand-
ferth’s  disappearance seriously, and they
hghtheartedly went off seeking pleaszure.
They felt that they bad done enough search-
ing for the day.

“The bounders!” said Nipper indignantly,
“Taking an unfair advantage of this extra
Yeave !

He protested with some of them, but they
only laughed. In their view, it was ridiculous
tc worry about Handforth. Didn’t he always
turn up like a bad penny?
~But Nipper, of course, had every justifica-
tion for Deing uncasy.

CHAPTER 7.

The Coming of the Storm!
#h l ISTEN to that!” said Church uneasily.

Far away across Swanzea Bay, in
the neighbourhood of Briton Ferry
or Port Talbot, there sounded a low
rumbling, growing louder and more men-
acing."
- “That's nothing,” said Handforth, glanz-
iz round, ‘“‘Only thunder.”

“T know that, ass—but it's getting louder.”

“Well, what of 1t ?" asked Edward Oswald.
"3.'01;1"1.'9 heard thunder before, haven't
vou”?

“I don’t like it,” said Church. *“There's
a big storm coming up—and with a thunder-
‘storm there's gencrally a lot of wind., We
shall be in a fine mess, shan't we, if the
storm happens to break just when the tide's
coming in? The sea will be rough as the
dickens, and we shall be helpless with only
onc oar.”

“And there are lots of rocks on this coast,
too.” said McClure,

Handforth made no comment. He wasn’t
worrying about the storm, or at the possibili-
ties of wind. He was exasperated because
his precious investigation had fallen through.
Optimist though he was, he knew perfectly
well that there would be no investigation
that evening. For by the time they got
ashore the hour would be late, and it woulrl
be necessary for them to make all haste back
to the School Train,

“It's rotten!” growled Handforth. *To-
morrow isn't a half holiday, and we shall
ba kept at lessons until the middle of the
a‘ternoon. How can a detective follow up
his elues if he's hampered like this? Whoen
T'm on a case, they ought to give me special
leave!”

Church and McClure were of the opinion
that Handforth ought to be permantly lockad
away, but they did not voice these views.
They didn't want any further arguments.

It was growing dusk even now—a rathor
premature dusk, perhaps, brought on by the
heavy clouds that were now rolling up over
the zenith. A little earlier it had secmed

that the storm would break at any moment;

3
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The clouds had
out somewhat, and had lost their
massed appearance,

A little wind had sprung up, too—a cooling,
grateful wind,  Perhaps, with luck, the
thunderstorm would pass away inland some-
where without touching Swansea Bav at all.
In that case, Handforth & Co. would not bo
it any trouble, Once afloat, they could man-
age to get the boat ashore somewhere with
comparative ease.  They would only be in
difficulties if a strong wind came up, causing
the sea to roughen with the rising, incoming
tide.

Handforth was usually to blame for any
siich predicament as this, but in the present

but nothing had happened.

case he could not be justly blamed. Church
and McClure had been equally surprised,
for they had had no suspicion that their boat
would be in any danger of stranding. When
thev had started out, the sca had looked
quite deep. Yet it was an undeniable fact
that this boat trip was entirely unnccessary
—a mere whim of Handforth's.

So far there was not much sign of the tide
turning. The water was some little distance
away still, although it was now very different
in appearance, Previously the surface had
been calm and unruffled, but now the sca had
sprung to life and was active, vigorous, pur
poseful,

“It's on the turn all right,” said McClure,
a~ he glanced round. “Thank goodness for
that | Once it starts really coming in it’ll go
o big move on. It won't be long before we're
afloat now."”

“It's a funny thing the other chaps haven’t
come to look for us,” said Handforth, frown-
ing at the chffs. “I've been expecting tc
sc¢ some of them waving or signalling.”

“They don't know we're here,” Churceh
pointed out. ‘“Have you forgotten that you
carcfully avoided them ?”

Handforth grunted.

“They've got eves,”  he
“Couldn't they sce us out here?’

“We're a mere speck—practically in-
visible against the background of the flats,”
zaid Church. “It's .dusk now, too, and 1
don't suppose we can be seen by anybody,

reforted.

L]

We're a good way from the shore, you
know." : +
They tried to make themselves believe

that everything would be all right. Yet the
sky was becoming more lowering than ever;
more clouds were rolling up, and every now
and again there was a blinding flash in Lhe



There was the

Crash !

Suddenly a huge wave surged forward and sent the boat hurtling agalnst the rocks.
rending sound of shattered woodwork, and next mqg}lnt Handlorth & Co. were pltched into the angry sea !

The boat containing Handforth & Co, rocked and swayed perilously as it was tossed about on the storm-swept

5ea.
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distance, accompanicd—or, to be exact, fol-
lowed—by a deep rumbling.

They're getting it bevond Swansea,” caid

Church, as he looked. "My hat! Did you
see that flash just then? Regular forked
lightning. Tt split the whole sky for a

gecond.”

Boom-oom !

The peal of thunder this time was distinet
and positive; loud and aggressive, followed
by a deep, rumbling echo.

“That storm’s coming
coming right overhead, too,”
with conviction. ““You can’t fool me!
Within half an hour we shall be in the
middle of it. The wind's getting up stronger
every minute. Can’t you feel 1t ?”

“Only a bit of an evening brecze,”
Handforth.

But he was wrong—and he knew
it. The wind that was now swcep-
ing across the bay was a forerunner
of the squall that was to come.
The tide was now tumbling 1n.
The waves, small and unimpressive
at first, were now making quite a
lot of noise. The sea was becoming
turbunlent, as though uneasy.

“Nhan't be long now,” said
Handforth, tryving to speak cheer-
fully., “By George! Look at the
water coming in ! |

.
1IN 8§

nearer—and
said MeClure

| i'u]

It's not merely
ecrecping up—it's racing., Pity we
broke that oar, Everything would
be smooth-running but for that.”

Church and MeClure did not
oint out the injustice of Hand-
orth’s “*we " in that last remark.
His own ramheadedness had been
responsible for the loss of that oar

“Of coursc—there's no danger,”
continued Handforth lightly. **We
can casily get the bhoat round to a
safe piece of beach, Plenty of day-
light vet. Silly, when vou comae
to think of it—us being in this fat-
headed position.”

E 1 1
1sn't the

“oully word,”  mur-
murcd Church.

The darkness was creeping on
with astonishing speed. As the

olouds gathered, so the pall of

I{}UIII grew thicker and I.hic.‘k{‘r,
rom the sea, the wind was coming
in gusts—uneasy, uneven bursts. Now and
again a dead calm would fall, only to be
succecded by a sudden whirl of atmospheric
aotion.

“I1 reckon the water will be deep enough
for us to float the boat long before the storm
breaks,” =aid Handforth. “JTook! Tt’'s
ooming round the boat now. It won't be
long before we're afloat.”

“The waves are pretty big,” said Church
dubiously,

“That’s nothing,” scoffed Handforth.
“We're not afraid of & few waves, 1 sup
pose .,.s

And now,

A tremendous flash of lightning blazed
out into the sky, nearly overhead, to be in-
stantly followed by a roaring, devastating
clap of thunder. It was deafening in its
intensity.

“Here she comes!"” said Mae, glancing up.

There was no rain just yvet, however. 'I'he
wind {reshened, dropped for a moment, and
then came sweeping over the sca with great
force. Like magic the waves rose higher,
noisy and The boat bLegan to shift

resiloss,

The boat containing Handforth & Co, rocked
sea. Suddenly a huge wave surged forward anc
rending sound of shattered woodwork, and n

a trifle, rocking from side to side as the
foaming sea struck it on the quarter.

There came another lull, and a large
number of enormous raindrops fell, pattering
noisily upon the woodwork of the boat. the
impact being audible even above the swirl-
ing and foaming of the sea.
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“The
ninute,”’
calmly,

rain will come in earnest in half a
said  Church, trying to speak

E was right.

H There  came another .lightning
flash, another thunderclap—and then
the rain, pelting and pouring down

with inecredible violence. In a flash, Swan-

sca Bay was completely blotted out; the
Was

headland lost to sight. Only the re-

yusly as it was tossed about on the storm-swept
lling agalnst the rocks. Crash ! There was the
'orth & Co. were pltched into the angry sea !

flection of the light from the Mumbles Light-
house gleamed out vaguely amid the

smother. The gloom now hecame so intense
that complete darkness seemed to have
fallen.

“Whoa!” gasped Handforth <uddenly.

“Here we go! Off at last!”

“Right in the middle of the storm!”
panted Church., “I knew what it would be !”

A succession of fairly big waves had lifted
the boat completely, and 1t was now being
tossed away, broadside on, and practically
out of control. Handforth was frantically
attempting to steer her by means of the one

oar, but he was not accustomed to this sort
of work,

The three juniors were already drenched
to the skin, and they were bewildered by ihe
thanderclaps, the rushing of the wind, and
the swishing of the spray. The rain, too,
only added to the general smother.

[iverything had happened so quickly.

At one moment it seemed that the boat
was still aground, with little chance
of getting afloat. Now, all in this
minute, the storm had broken, the
rain had commenced, the wind was
howling, and the little boat was
being caught up by the vicious
waves of the incoming tide.

One would hardly have believed
that such a sea could rise in so
short & time—especially on a sum-
mer’'s evening such as this. But
the sea, already vigorous with the
incoming tide, was lashed higher
and fiercer by the storm.

And in the gloom and the pelt-
ing rain, the boat was tossed at
random, with Handforth & Co.
entirely helpless!

CHAPTER 8.
Another Clue!

. HEW ! This is pretiy sud-
den, dear old fellows,”
sald Vivian Travers,

y He and a crowd of
sther St. Frank’s juniors were
sheltering in the big doorway of a
shop on the Oystermouth Front.
Not many of them had spent any

time on pleasure. On second
thoughts they had decided that
such a misuse of this special leave
would be rather mean.

So parties of them had gone up
and down the front and on the
beach, seme of them as far as

Mumbles Head, DBut not the shightest sign of
Handforth & Co. had been discovered.

“What are we going to do now?”
Harry Gresham.

“Stay here for a bit,” replied Reggie Pitt,
“If we go out in this we shall get drenched
through. I'm getting fed up with looking
for Handy, anyhow. I don’t suppose he’s in
any danger.”

“He might not have been ordinarily, bud
with this storm coming up I'm not so sure,”
said Nipper, in an uneasy voice. “ But sou

asked

know what Handforth is—always on the
look-out for trouble.” ‘
Just then Bob Christine, of the Fourth,

came TuUnning up.
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) ‘:?_ﬁlf}'ilt.]:\"f" c¢jaculated Jﬂimmy Potts,

You're soaked, you ass! You're spraving
water like a dog shaking himself after a
bath!"”

“Can’t help that!” gasped Bob Christine.
“I've just heard something about Handy.”

“Anything alarming 7" asked Nipper
quickly,

“Well, it’s not very comfortine,” said Bob.
“Handforth & Co. went out in a boat, and
they haven't come back.”

*¥hat "

It was a general shout.

“I was having a word with one of the
watermen on the front,” said Boeb Christine.
“He said that three chaps had hired a boat
and lhad gone out. They couldn’t be any-
body but Handforth and Church and
McClure.”

“When did they go?” asked Nipper.

“Oh, hours ago—before the tide was fully
out,” replied Christine. “The old fellow
says that they got stuck on a mudbank, a
good way from the shore. He'd got the
wind up, I believe. I'm not sure whether
he's thinking about his boat, or about thosc
chaps."”

“Rats to his boat!” said Nipper, frown-
ing. “The sea must be pretry rough, ard
tne tide's coming in, too.”

“Well, we can't do anything, can we?”
aszed Travers, “I'd be the first to sugzest
helping, but I'm bothered if I can sce what
we can do.”

Nipper nodded.

“I suppose vou're right,” he added. *“We
can't do much, and that’s a fact. YWe can't
take another boat out, and there's not much
sense in going down to the beach in this
rain and standing there in the dark. Ve
shall simply have to wait until the storm’s
over, and then rush round and make all the
inquiries we can,”

“In the meantime, what's wrong with
dodging into the tcashop about two doors
away " asked Buster Boofs. “ Better than
sticking here, anyway—and we might be
able to get some i1ce-cream or ginger-pop.
Great Scott! That was a pretty brilliant
fAash!”

Boom-onom!

A tremendous clap of thunder rattled and
rolled overhead, and the hissing of the rain
made quite a roar on the pavements and on
the roadway,

Somebody started running towards the tea-
shiop, and the others quickly followed.

*H+*4--++++ > v )
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Within a couple of minutes they were inside,
rather wet but cheerful. Not many of them
believed that Handforth & Co. were in any
danger.

“Don’t look so worried,” said Bob
Christine, as he glanced at Nipper. “Those
chaps aren't very far from the shore, and
even if the worst comes to the worst, they'reo
jolly good swimmers.”

“That’s what I've been thinking,” nodded
Nipper, with a sound of relief in his
voice. “The water's pretty shallow out herae
—in the bay, anyway—and with the tido
coming in, I "expect they’ll be all right.
Still, T can’t help worrying just a bit, you
know."”

A man came into the shop, and he was
lookine at the ecrowd of juniors rather
severely as they gathered round the counter
waiting for their ice-creams.

“Was it one of you boys who ran helter-
skelter across the road a minute ago?” he

asked.

“He must mean you, Bob,” said Buster
Boots.

“] ran across the road,” said Bob
Christine, looking at the man. “What ol
it ?"”

““Nothing, as it happens; but you migh!
not be so lucky another time,” said the man.
“A bov nearly got killed like that on
Tuesday.”

“Oh, draw it mild!” protested Christine,
“There wasn’t any traffie.”

“That boy thought therc was no trafhe,”
retorted the other. “He ran across in just
the same wayv as vou, and a motor was down
upon him before he could dodge. ILucky
thing he wasn’t killed on the spot.”

“Was he hurt much?” asked Nipper.

“No bones broken, I believe, but he was
unconscions when they took him off to the
Swansea hospital.  Haven’t heard anything
about him since.”

“Who was he—some local chap?”
Regeie Pitt.

“Don’t know,” replied the man. “They
couldn’t tell who he was, as a matter of
fact. Just a youngster wearing shorts and a
kind of jersey. Wasn't a visitor or a
resident.”

“Well, he must have been
other,” said Nipper, smiling.

“I mean, he wasn’t a visitor that anybody
knows,” amended the man. “Hadn't got
any friends or relatives here, because when
there were some inquiries about him nobody
camo forward. They took hun to hospital

r

asked

one or the

“I say,” broke in Nipper. “You say this

happened on Tuesday "
i 1“?5 L3

“ About what time?"”
“In the evening—some little time before

- dark.”
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Edward Oswald Handforth undertakes lo answer, in his own unique fashion, any

question ** N.L.”

readers care lo submil to him.

But, although of a ceriainly

the resulls will be amusing and enlerlaining, the Edilor takes no responsibilily

for their veracily.

T.R. (Manchester),
letter. You say that if you met Gore-Pearce
and Gulliver and Be!ll yvou'd give them a
thorough good hiding to cure them of their
bad habits, You'll be pleased to know that
I've just been round to Study A and done

it for you. No, don't thank me; 1it’s a
pleasure!
W.B.R. (Portemouth) asks who 1s the best

athlete 1n the Junior Schoel at St, Frank's.
Nipper is the second best; I'm not going
to tell you who's the best, because you ought
to know such an obvious thing.

“INTERESTED " (Manchester) wants to

inow how many people there are in Ban-
ington.,  YWhat do vou take me for? If you

hink I'm going round counung them all
sne by one, you're jolly well mistaken, my
lad !

“"ADMIRER " (London). You'd like to
meet me, ¢ch? TI'm a jolly fine fellow, am
[: and good-looking and GENEROUS?
Oh, I've twigged vour game now. Well,
['imn not going to meet yvou. You're not
roing to get any five bobs out of me. It's
like vour cheek, indeed!

B.S. Albans). Thanks for those
riddles you sent me with your letter. You

(51,

Thank you for your ! bet I don't solve them, do you?

— .

Wrile to Handforth, Clo the Nelson Lee Library, lo-day.

Write to
me again, giving the answers, and I'll =oon
see if they are right or wrong !

“AQUATIC " (Hounslow)., Why don’t I
have a go at swimming the [inghsh
Channel ? Well, I've often thought about it,
but that’s as far as I've got, old man. Of
course, 1 could do it—easily. As a matier
of fact, T was speaking to Ulysses Spencer
Adams, the American junior, about this
subject some time ago. He says he’d hke
to do it himself; he would, in fact, if he
could buy up the English Channel and take
it home with him to practice in during his
summer vacation!

“SUPPORTER " (Swansca) would hke
to meet Archie Glenthorne., What the
dickens for? 'That lazy slacker 13 a disgrace
to St. Frank’s. Why, I have to go into his
study about six times a day to punch him
on the nose and stop him snoring. Speaking
of Archie, this laziness seems to run in the
family. Only the other day, in an unusual
spasm of wakefulness, he told me that cne
of his uncles takes a ride in an old Ford
car to save himself the trouble of shaking
the ash off his cigar!

Epwarp OswaLD.

‘. HA'T does the meddling old chap
W take me for?” mumbled Bob
Christine, after the man had gone
out. " Does he think I don’t know
how to look alter myself? And does he
imagine that I'm gomg to stroll along at
leisure in the middle of a rainstorm ?”
“Never mind him,” said Nipper, with a
keen light in his eyes. **Something has just
struck me, you chaps.”
“About what that
Tommy Watson.
“Yes,” replied Nipper. “Since Tuesday
nothing has been heard of Evans and Rees—
and it was on Tuesday that this unknown

man said ?7 asked

boy was run down by a motor-car, and taken
to hospital. I am wondering if he was either
Evans or Rees.”

“Oh, I say!” protested Tregellis-West.
“Cheese it, old boy! I mean, really!”

“Well, it's not so far fetched,” argued
Nipper. “ According to what that man said,
nobody knew the boy in Oystermouth—
nobody came forward to claim him after the
accident. I think we ought to make some
inquiries.”

“But if one of those chaps was injured
like that, the other would have shown him-
self,” eaid Buster Boots.

“Not necessarily,” replied Nipper.
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“Well, anyway, there would have been a S it happened, there was a telephone
lot of talk,” continued Boots. “You can't A at the back of the teashop. Nipper
deny that. And considering what a hulla- was soon using it, and it was not
balloo there has been about these missing long before he got through to the
schoolboyg——" hospital.

“That's where you’re wrong,” interrupted “Yes, the boy is still here,” said the house-
Nipper., “There’s been very little hullaballoo | surgeon, when Nipper got through to that
here. Most of the people smile when we ask | gentleman and made his inquiry. “ Rather
about those two chaps. They think there’s | a bad case of concussion. The poor
been a lot of fuss over nothing. Nobody | youngster has been unconscious for three
cver thought of connecting this accident with | days.”

the two missing chaps. It was one boy who “Do vou kunow who he is, sir?” asked
zot run over—not two. I don't suppose the | Nipper.
people associated the two thiugs at all” “1 didn't until this evening,” replied tho

“I don’t associate them, ecither,” said | doctor. “He only recovered consciousness
Reggie, shaking his head. “No, Nipper, old | this afternoon, and now he has taken a
matn, it's rather too thick.” decided turn for the better. I understan:d
that his name is Rees."”

iiI I L Z s i, } e ti eyt | N L
don't agree with youn,” said Nipper. : b =
: “Rees!” yelled Nipper.

“Who was this boy? Nobody knew him— |
nobody claimed him. There aren’t many | Tallo!  Why the shout?” came the
boyvs like that in a scaside town. Anyhow, | doctor’s voice over the wire. Do you know
I''m going to telephone the hospital.” { him 7

o p— = m— e —————— B —_— - ————
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“No, sir; but isn’'t Lhe one of those boys)

who have been missing for the hest part of
a week 7" asked Nipper.

“Missing 77 came the voice. “Y don’t
scem to remember Oh, yes, of course!
There was something in  the newspapers,
wasn’t there? Two boys ran away from
school, didn’t they? Last seen at the
Mumbles. Yes, I remember now., H'm! |1
must admit that I hadn’t connected this boy
with those two.”

“Well, 1it’s the same name as one of them,
sir—Rees.”

“I believe vou're rvight, now I come to
think of 1t,” said the doctor. ** Possibly he .s
one of those boys. But you mustn’t take it
for granted. Rees is rather a common name
in these parts.”

“Common or not common, sir, it's too
much of a comncidence. It must be one of
those chaps, and perhaps he’'ll be able to
explain where Evans is. You see, Evans 1s
still missing.”

“Well, I'mm afraid the boy cannot be dis-
turbed now,” said the doctor decisively.
“"He has dropped into a sound sleep, and he
needs complete rest. I think he’ll be out of
hospital in a few days now that he has
taken a tuwrn for the better. There’'s no
bones fractured.”

“T think something ought to be done, sir,”
urged Nipper. “Finding Rees in  the
hospital clearly proves that the two boys
can’t be tramping over the countryside. Tt's
pretty  alarming. I mean, what can have
happened to Evans? It’s a funny thing
that he didn’t come forward after the
accident.”

“1’ll tell you what T'1] de,” said the doctor.
“T'Il have to loock at the boy soon, and if
he’s awake, T'll ask him a few questions.”

“NMay we come to the hospital, sir?” asked
Nipper eagerly.

“You may come, but T won’t gunarantee
that you can see the youngster,” replied the
doctor. “Much will depend upon his con-
dition when T examine him in about half an
hour’s time.”

“Thanks awfully, sir,”

He hung up almost immediately after-
wards—before  the  hounsze-surgeon  counld
change his mind. When he returned to the
other fellows he told them of the information
that he had gained.

“We’ve got to go!” he said, as the juniors
buzzed with excitement. ““We'll eall at the
School Train on the way and tell NMr. Lee.”

“But about Handflorth?” asked
Gresham.

“T suppose some of vou had better stay
here, to have a look round when the storm’s
over,” said Nipper. “It's getting hetter
alreadyv—the rain’s near]y stopped. There’s
no need for the whole drowd of us to go to
the hospital: just oue or two will do."”

And so, five minutes later, Nipper and
Tregellis-\Weet  and Watson  <tarted off for

said Nipper.

what
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Swansca—hotfoot for the hospital. The rest
of the juniors remained in Oystermouth, to
be handy in case some news turned up with
regard to Handforth & Co.

As Travers remarked, their first day in
the Swansea district was proving to be fairly
skrenuous.

CHAPTER 9.
On the Rocks!

i O0OK out!” yelled Handforth.

I Crash!

The little boat, with its occupauts,

was flung with tremendous violence

upon a half-submerged rock. In a second
the boat splintered up, and the three boys
were flung headlong into the foaming water.

IFor some time Handforth & Co. had known
that only a miracle could save them from
being pitched into the seca. What with the
storm  and the rising tide, the seca had
gathcred tremendous foree, and it was nu-
possible to control the boat with that one
oar. -

She had tossed about, had pitched peril-
ously, and a great deal of water had come
aboard. The three juniors had known that
they were getting nearer and nearer to the
treacherous rocks which abounded on that
section of the coast.

And now the disaster had happened.

The thunderstorm was passing; the sky
was lightening a trifle, and was showing
reddish towards the west, where the clouds
were broken.  Only an occasional flash of
hghtning came, and the thunder was distant,

But the storm had done its worst; it had
causcd Handforth & Co. to be flung out of
their boat and to be tossed into the foaming
waves of the heavy sea.

It was not so heavy as 1t looked, Well
out from the shore it was only just a lhttle

broken. But here, amidst the rocks, the
waves came charging in with  thunderous

cerashes, sending the spray vards into the air.
And lIHandforth & Co., struggling in the
water., had an idea that a veritable hurricane
was raging,

As 1t was, they found themselves swim-
ming, lichting against the force of the seca.
And, as luck would have it, they had been
pitched into a kind of channel or gully,
which penctrated between two walls of rock,
apparently right into the face of the cliff.

The waves came sweeping in, breaking
unevenly, and the three boys were lifted up
again and again, to bhe thrown ncarer to tho
rock wall, which appeared to be an impenec-
trable barrier just ahead.

“We're safe so far!”’ gasped Handforth.
“Keep close to me, yvou chaps! Thank
goodness the water’s pretty warm !”

“But what are we going to do?” n:ked
Church, as he looked wildly round. * We
can't climb these rocks—they’re sheer! And
we can't swim out of this place—the tide's
too strong. We're caught in a trap.”
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“We shall be drowned in the end,” said
?»I{éi(_‘lur?’. “We shall get  exhausted,
anag-———

“Look out for this onel” panted Hand-
forth warningly.

Another big wave was coming up behind,
and it caught the three juniors in its grip,
and eent them hurtling forward—right to-
wards that rock-face which they could dimly
see in the dusk,

Yet, curiously enough, the waves failed
to break on that chitt; they failed to come
surging back, bafled by the barrier.

And a moment later Hand{orth
tinderstood why.

Foi they felt a kind of force tugging at
thetr legs and bodies, under the surface.
In spite of themselves, they were pulled
down—dragged under. There was socme
strong  undereurrent  here—some  opening
through which the water was surging.

They all went under together, gasping, un-
prepared.  One and all, they thought that
chieir last moments had come.

As Handforth had been dragged under, he
had instinctively clutched out, and, more by
luck than by anything else, he h'zd slC-
ceeded in grabbing Churceh’s clothes with one
hand and MeClure's with the other. Even
in that dramatic moment Handiorth's Grst
thought had been for his chums,

But really be could do nothing,

He felt himself dragged down, down, and

& (_'DI.

then flung forward. Tho water was all
round them, tumultuous and thundering.
Church had already gulped a good deal

down, and he was confused and nearly panic-
stricken.

Was this the end? Were they to be
sucked under like this. to be drowned in
this cul-de-sae of the rocks, like rats in a
trap ?

ND then, almost before thev realised
A it, they felt their {fcet touching
bottomn.  They heard a tremendous

roaring in their ears, like the break-
ing of the sca on a shingle beach., They
were flung forward in a heap, battered and
buffeted. Yet Handforth continued to grip
his two companions. Nothing could make
himn release that vice-like clutch.

IHe felt the sea tugging at him, trving to
pull him back. And quite suddenly his head
came out of the water—into the air, He
opened bis eves wildly, but an utter and
absolute blackness eonfronted him.

His ears were filled with that terrific roar-
ing, and he could hear Churchi and McClure
spluttering notsily just near hun.

"“’»‘.‘Tna all right!” he gasped. “Come
on! There's a beach of some sort lm:e'
I'm jiggered if I can understand it, though.”

Thev all exerted their strongest efforts,
and they charged up through a mass of
spongv seaweed, and then on to some shingle.
Behind them the sea was breaking with a
great  noise, echoing and re-echoing, as
though there were confining walls all round.
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“I thought it was all up with us!” gurgled
MceClure.

“A bit farther!” urged Handforth. *“ By
(reorge, that's better! The sea's behind us
now—we're on the beach. But it's a5 black
as vour hat.”

“1 don't believe we're on the Dbeach!”
amie Churceh's voice. ' It's too dark for
that—and, besides, listen to our voices,
Thev're echoing so rummily tlmt o

“1I know!" shoated Ilandfort! “We'ro
in one of those caves!”

Handforth had bhit on the truth.

Qutside, 1t seemed as though the cliff was
solid,  Yet, under the surface of the water,

there was a cave entrance., And the threo
uniors bad been drawn down, and then
Hung forward through the submerged cave

entrance, and beyond. They were now on
the shelving  ftloor of the cave, having

crawled out of reach of the water,

“It’s a submermed cave!” sauid landforth
tenselv.  “That’'s 1t! No wonder we were
confused for a bit!”

“But we're trapped ! gasped McClure 1w
a horrified voice. “The tide's coming iu,
Handy ! It'll probably fill this cuve com-
pletely ! There'lt be no excape for us at all!
We snall be done for!"

Handforth caught his bLreath in. He had
forgotten that the tide was still coming in.
The possibility that this cave was one of
those which completely filled at full tide
was one which could not be overlooked.

“If we had a light, we might be able to

vot our bearings,” came Muac's voice. * Bug
all our u:at{-hae;-_» are ruined, and
“A light!” ejaculated Handforth., “ Dy

r.l

George! What about my electric torch?

He was very proud of his electric torceh.
He never failed to carry 1t with him when
he was on one of his “detective cases,” It
was an extra special toreh. too. When he
now pulled 1t out of his sodden pocket, and
pressed the switeh, a beam of light shot out,
and plaved on a rock wall closo by.

“Thank goodness!” said Church fervently.
*h, I've never been so pleased to see a
ll”llt before !

“It only shows you how sensible it iz to
be prepared,” said IHandforth with satisfac-
tion. “Ilallo, no nced to worry, niy sons!
Look up there! This cave goes up for
vards and yards—and therc’s plenty of dry
sand at the top. The sea doezn’t get up as

far as that, even at high tide.”

“Well, that's a relief,’”” said McClure
breathlessly. |

They crawled higher up, and satisfied

themselves that the sand was, indeed, per-
feetlv dry. They sat there, Handforth turn-
g his torch about and revealing the cave
as fairlv low and long, and with jagged
rocks on every hand. cven at low tide
there was a big pool of water left outside in
that gully, so this cave had been missed
duum:.r their earlier 1nvost1g4tmns.

“We shall be all right now,” said Hand-
forth.  “Better get up soon, and move
about, so that our wet clothes won't do us
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Handforth stepped over the side of the boat confidently.
secure enough ; then he felt them gradually sinking down into the soft sand.
I’'m sinking !’ he exclaimed in alarm.

you chaps !

We've got to wait until the tide
beforo we can get out! By
[ thought it was all up at

any harm,.
goes down
George, though,
first 1"

“Listen !’ said Church in a scared voice.

“Kh? What the dickens i

“1 thought I heard something just then
—before vou started speaking, Handy,” went
on C(Church hoarsely. “From back here—
behind ws, among the rocks, up that
crevice |’

“You're mad!” said Handforth. “ There
can't be anvthing there——"

*Liasten ]

They all
then

Thud-thkud!

Unmistakably there eame the sounds of
knocking, as though from the very bowels of
the ecarth,

“Help! Help !

The voico was =0 fainf, so vague, so
ghostly that Handforth & Co. felt their skin
tingling.  They ecould hardly believe that
they had really heard the ery.

became pericetly still,  And

“Ihd vou hear a—a voiee 7™ whispered
Mae.
Itl} b 3 . | — r
Yes—shouting for lLiclp! sald Hand-

‘T thought it was

forth, his eves burning.
my imagination at first

“Tt wasn’t!” said Church. <1
too.”

Handforth lost no further time. He went
scrambling up to the top of the cave, where
the crevice was so narrow that he could
hardly squecze through. Church and McClure
were obliged to come behind, in single file.
And Handforth secemed to be going on for
ever, He crawled and crawled, twisting
this way and that way, right amidst the
crevice of the rock.

heard it,

For a moment his feet seemed to be
‘“ Help I Quick,

Then abruptly he checked. He found a
yawning hole right in front of him, pre-
venting any further progress, He shot his
hght down into it, and he could sce a great
cleft, an abyss, descending far, far down,

“Hey!” he shouted. *“Anybody there

“0Oh, thank goodness!” came a voice.
“At last! I had given up hope! Is it you,
Rees 17’

Handforth started violently,

“Rees?” he gasped. “Who are you?
What's vour name?”

“Fvans!” came the weak voice.

“We've got him!” yelled Handforth ex-
citedly. “It’s Morgan Evans! Here in this
cave—imprisoned at the bottom of this
hole 1"

Stariled exclamations came from his rear;
but neither Church nor McClure could come
up, owing to the narrowness of the approach.
Handforth was now bubbling with triumph.
All along he had had a “hunch ” that Mor-
ran Kvans was in one of these Mumbles
caves. And now, by the sheerest chance,
he had found at least one of the missing
bovs. The fact that Evans bhad asked him
if he were Recs proved that the other Welsh
schoolboy was not here,

And in that dramatic moment Handforth
thought of Frances. As he had hoped, he
was the one to find -her brother! This was
topping !

1t took him scarcely any time to unwind
the rope from about his waist. Knowing
the nature of his quest, he had preparcd
himself with everything-—rope, electrie torch,
water flask, and one or two other first-aid
articles,

“Grab hold of this rope, you chaps!” he
said brisklv., “This fellow down here secms

EH
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I'd better go )
Go eazv—let

to be pretiv well exhausted.
down and make sure of hum.
me down foot by foot!”

“Right-ho!” came Church’s voice. “Go
aircad. We've got the rope!
I+ was quickly done. Handforth went

<'ithering down into the abysmal depths,
The rope was a strong one and a leng one,
but cven so he helped himself by as many
projections as he could find, and lLe shouted
up to Church and McClure to go casy when
the end of the rope was drawing near. But,
as 1t happened, ]Fm got to the bottow with
blenty of rope to spare. And he was im-
mediately clutched by a pair of quivering,
cager hands,

“It's all right,” said Handforth, bLreathing
Lard. “You're safe now, old man. You're
Morgan Fvans, aren’t yvou?”

“Yes, indeed!” breathed the other. I
want water! Oh, if you can let mo have
some water——"

“Here vou arc!” said Handforth briskly.

He unsecrewed his flask, and Morgan Iivans
drank greedily. As Mr. Evans had said, his
son was of about the same build as Reggie
Ditt—dark-haired and shim. Now he looked
pale, haggard and drawn, in the glaring
light of Handforth’s electric torch.

“We've been  searching for vou,” said
Fidward Oswald, eyeing the youngster eritic-
aiv. “By George! You scem to have been
Lhaving a pretty rough time of 1t,
itave vou been down here?”

“1 don't know,” muttered the
clutching at Handforth. “It scems weexs,
but 1 suppose it's only a few days., Indeed
to goodness, I have had a terrible time!”

other,

““Have you been alone ever since Tuces--
dav " asked Handforth, aghast. * Alone n

thiz place—in the darkness and the silence *"

““The darkness!” panted Morgan Ivans.
“It has been terrible. Look you, 1 can

seareely see now, Your light 15 so bright for

me, But I am saved—I am saved!”
CHAPTER 10.
The Truth!
IEN minutes later, Morgan Ilvans was

in the outer cave, sitting witli Hand-
forth & Co. The electric torch was
propped in the sand, casting a re-
Aected light upon the little group.
“We'll soon be out,” Handforth was say-
. ““When the tide goes down we can
c<cape and climb the rocks, and scon be in
Oyvstermouth. Your mother and sister are
there, you know, and I'll bet they'il be
pleased to see you!”
“But how did "you find me "

Lngr.

azked the

"r‘rt_'].'rh l)Df'. _
“Well, I'll admit it waz a bit of an
accident,” econfessed Handforth. “We've

bheen looking for you half the day, recally,
but we chaps had a bit of a game in the
storm. We were only thrown into thiz cave
by chance. Funny how these things
happen.”

How long |
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Evans. “Then
Rees meant what he said! Perhaps morel
Oh, the hound—the rotter! Yet 1 can’t
believe it, beecause he has always been such

a pal of mine.”

“Why, what happened ?” asked Hand-
forth, staring. “Did he leave you down in
that shaft deliberately 2"

“Yes!" whispered Evans,

“My pgoodnesd!” said Church, aghast,
“PBut no chap could do such a diabolical
thing as that!”

“He did!” insisted Evans, “Yes, indced!
We came to the caves because we Leard that

COMING NEXT WEEK!

“By  chance!” muttered

people were looking for us.

We thonght we

should be safe. We found that shatr, snd
there was an argument. T said that it would
|

be possible to live down there for a week in
the darkness, without food or water. Ree
sard 1t eouldu’t be done.”

“Well 2"

“It was silly of us, WWeo argued until we
got angry,” continued Evans. “Then we
had another argument about how deep the
cleft was. Like a fool, I said that I would
ro down, and Rees lowered me on a rope
that wo had.”

“And what then?”
“No sooner was I at the bottom than he

threw the mrn down after me!” panted
Evans. *He laughed, and said that he was
going. He said that he would make me

prove myv words! Ie would leave me here
for a week—without food or water—and then
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come back to find out what had happened.

He was in a ternper, I think, and he sounded
awful.”

“And do you mean to say he went off--
leaving you there like that 1" asked Church,
in amazement, ““Why, the chap must be a
perfect devil 1”

“T can’t understand it! Indeed, I can’t
understand it1" saild Evans, who was
obviously weak and exhausted. “It has only
been three days, but it seemed like three
weeks! If I had remained there for the tull
week, I should have died. Rees meant to

Vi AfANAN ARARAN

“TEHE RIVAL
SPORTSMEN!"

All aboard for Bristol next week !

The St. Frank’s Schoo! Train moves on
from: Bath to Bristol, At this port on the
Avan, a ship arrives with a contingent of
American schoolboy tourists. They have
queer ideas of English schoolboys, and the
startling reception they receive from the
St. Frank’s juniors is amazing to them !
But it’s only a jape.

Then comes the climax, when they
accept Nipper’s challenge to play them at
cricket and baseball !

Don’t miss this amusing and exeiting
yarn, chums, it’s a winner !

“RIVALS OF THE
RAMPANT!"

Another rousing instalment of this
stunning serial of the Navy.

Also many cther humorous and popu-
lar features.

nwwnavnn ORDER IN ADVANCE!

kill me. It's a horrible thought, but what
else can I beheve 1"

“Well, 1t's jolly rummy,” said Handforth
grimly. **Recs bas vanished, too. Nobody
has seen any sign of him.”

“Ho is lying low—perhaps in one of the
other caves,’” said Evans. “He meant what
he said, you see. And, look you, he left me
with only a bottle of water and a few sand-
wiches. They lasted me over the first day,
otherwise [ might have been unconscious by
now.”

“Well, checer up!” =aid Handforth
brightly. “We'll soon have you out, old
sot, and baclk with your mother and sister,
It won't take you long to get strong again—
only a day or two. And you can bet vour
boots that we'll find Rees and make him pay
th*ul']j_«' for this ﬁ“}‘!}' []iff'ﬂ of work.”

“But if you had the rope, Evans, why
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couldn’t you escape?!” asked Church,
“Couldn’t you manage to throw it up and
hook it on to a piece of rock 1”

“1 tried,” muttered the other. “I tried
until I was exhausted—until I was nearly
mad with desperation. The sides have pro-
jections, but 1 could not catch the rope on
one. So at last I gave it up, and waited—
waited for unconsciousness. Oh, 1 can never
tell you of the awful time that I spent down
there in the darkness!”

ELSON LEE glanced at Nipper and
N Tregellis-West and Watson.

“ Perhaps you had better come up
with me, Nipper,” he said. “You
other beys remain hero until we return.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tommy Watson and Sir
Montie,

They were in the hospital, and the houge
surgeon had just given them permission to
go up to seg the boy Rees. He was better,
and, &ucurt?ing to the nurse, very excited
over something. This was not doing him
any good, so the doctor thought it just as
well for Nelson Lee and Nipper to go up and
soo him. Perhaps his excitement would then
subside.

I.ee had heard the story from Nipper, and,
although he was concerned about the dis-
appearance of Handforth & Co., he was nof
worried. Handforth had led him a dance on
too many occasions !

When they arrived in the accident ward,
they found Rees in bed, propped amongst a
lot of pillows. His head was bandaged, but
otherwise he scemed to be fairly normal.

“Are yvou the doctor?” he asked eagerly,
as Nelson Lee stood beside the bed.

“No,” replied Lee. “I am Mr. Lee, of the
St. Frank’s School Train. I think you are
one of the two boys who have been missing
for some days? You ran away from school

13

e —

“Yes, sir,” said the boy in the bed. “I’ve
just remembered—only a little while ago.
How about Evans? Is he safe, sir? Have
vou got him out, sir?”

“I don’t understand you,” replied Lee
quietly. “You must not get so excited,
young man. Unfortunately, we have seen
nothing of Evans. Perhaps you know that
vou have been unconscions for three days

3

“Then he’s still in the cave!” panted Rees.

“Oh, pleaso go at once, sir! Please bring
. . * 1

him out! 1 only meant it for a joke!
“Only meant what?” put in  Nipper.

¥ What are vou trving to get at? We heard
that vou had been knocked down by a car,
and I wondered if you were one of those two
bovs from the Cardiff school. So I mads
inquirics, and found that your name wis
Rees.”

“Yes, ves!” said Rees.
time, please!
cave—at the
helpless "

“But don’t wa-fo
Iivans is in danger. He’s in a
bottom of a great eclelt,
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“But why?” asked Lee. "“If vou knew)
this before you met with the accident, why
did you keep quiet? Why did you leave him
there 2"

“I tell you, it was a joke, sir!” panted
Rees. “We had had an argument about
that deep gully, and Evans said that any-
body could live there for a week without
food or water., I didn’t believe him, and
then I got him to go down on a rope—and [
threw the rope after him, so that he could
not cscape.”

“An extraordinary thing to do, my boy,”
snid Lee gravely. “A dangerous thing.”

“I didn’t mean it to be dangerous, sir,”
:aid Rees. “1 only meant it as a joke.
told him I was going to leave him there for
a week—but I meant to go back after two

hours. DMy idea was to give him a bit of a
scarc. I was feeling wild, and I’'m ashamed
of it now. But, honestly, sir, I didn’t mean

to keep him there'”

He spoke so earnestly, so sincerely, that
Leeo and Nipper were obliged to believe him.

“As soon as I got out, I lost my temper,
and I laughed,” continued the boy. "WF
were Loth running away together, and——"

“Yes, ves, I know that. But what of
Fvans?" asked Lee.

“I meant to po to a shop and buy some
food,” replied Rees. “Then 1 was going

back with the food, and I meant to bring
Evana up out of that pit. I just remember
running across the road, and hearing a shout.
And—and after that I don’t know anything,
until I woke up in this bed.”

“I sce—1 see,” nmrmured Nelson Lee,
pursing his lips. “An extraordinary mis-
chance, my boyv. You meant to go back to
Iivans, and then you were knocked over by

that car—and you bave been lying un-
conscious 1n this hospital for three whole
days. In the meantime, that unfortunate

companion of vours has been a prisoner in
that black cave. I hope he is still alive.”

“I didn’t mean anything wrong, siv,” said

Rees desperately. “Oh, I hope you believe
me—-"
“I do,” interrupted Lee. “I can see that

15 rather
not

vou are telling me the truth. It
strange that your own relatives have
made inquiries

“They're abroad, sir, for the holidays,”
put in Rees. “That was one reason why I

ran away from school—because I couldn't
appeal to my people. It was my fault that
Evans came. I influenced him. Oh, but
won't you go at once, sir? Tl tell you
where the cave 1s. I wish I could come with
you & J

“INo, you must remain here,” said Lee.

“You won’t be well enough to leave the
hospital for some davs yvet. We will take
immediate steps to find your friend, and to
rescue him.”

They received full
anxions Rees, and

instruetions
the

from the

doctor was
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cnough when ther had gose. For the
patient was doing himnselt no good Ly all
this excitement and perturbation.

However, the little mystery was solved,
and now i1t remained to be seceu whether

Morgan Rees was still alive iu that black

prison of his. Little did Nelsou Lee and
Nli.‘rﬂf‘t‘ realise that they had Dbeen fore-
stalled.

’ ETTER bLe going now!” said Iland-
fortly briskly. “The tide's gona

out, and we’ve only got to splash
through this pool, and we can get
round the rocks.”

He and Church and I
ing in the entrance to t}m cave.
tide had receded. The prisoners could
escape, although they would have to wade
through a good deal of water before they

McClure were stand-
At last the

could get round to the higher rocks. Not
that this worried them in the least.

Evans was looking stronger now. The
water had done hin good. and the know-
ledge that ke was eate had restored his
nerve.

Handforth & Co. were secthing with fury
against  the unfortunate Ree ?:—1\1‘{.11‘.11'1""

nothing, of course, of the real facts. ’l'he_\f'
were d{?termine_d to find that wretched boy,
and to make him suffer dearly for his brutal

trick.

“Come on!” said Handforth.

“Wait a minute!” ejaculated Chureh in a
startled voice. “What are thosc lights?
Can’t vou see them twinkling just by that
rock? And voices, too! My only hat! Iu
must be a search party looking for us!”

“Good egg!” said Handforth
“Hi, this wayv, you chaps! Here we are!”

A seriezs of yells sounded, and a moment
later there came a great eplashing as Nipper
aud Travers and Watson and a lot of others
came into sight, Nelson Lee was there,
too. much to Handforth's consternation.

cagerly.

“The chopper!” he muttered, looking
round at Church and MeClure., *“It's Mr.
Lee! We'll probably be sacked for this, my
sons !'?

The rescuers came plungiog round through
the water,

6i S, (W T . v -

Upon my word!"” ejaculated Nelson Lee.
“*You here, Iandforth! And Church and
McClure, too! Well, I'm exceedingly glad
to find voul”

“You bounders!
voir were firat, after
Evans, haven't vou?”

“You bet we have!"
proudly,

They were soon surrounded by the whotle
crowd, carrvine lanterus and torches. And
Morgan Evans was given into Nelson Lec's
charge.

“We've got to find that ch 1ap, Rees, sir
said Handforth fiercely. “ He's a brutr. ! Ha
deliberately left Evans Liere to starve in the

1

ehouted Nip per, “So
You've found

“.-:I.li. ll

replicd Handforth

e
-

glad | darkuess—="'
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“1 do not blame Evans for thinking such
harsh things of his friend,” interrupted
Nelson Lee. " But there happens to be no
truth in that aceusation. Rees was knocked
down by a car an hour after he had left you,
Svans, and he has  been unconscious in
hospital until this very everning.”

An expression of relief and then consterna-
tion passed over Evans' face.

“ I knew that he could not be such @ cad!”
he =aid ecagerly. “*Look you, Rces has,
always been my firiend, sir. Is he hurt
much? Is he in danger?”

“He suffered rather scverely from con-
cussion, but he 1is munding rapidly now,”
replied Lee, smiling., "So, you see, every-
thing 1s quite castly explained. You were
left m that cave by mischance. There was
nothing deliberate about it, my boy. How-
ever, you have to thank these St. Frank's
youngsters for their very excellent help.”

“QOh, rats, sir!” said Handforth. “We

did a bit, but we only found him by aceci- '

dent. One of the rummiest things I know
of I

EEDLESS to say, Mrs. Evans and

N I'rances Iivans were overjoyed when

the missing boy was brought to their

hotel. There was quite a scene, and

a good deal of excitement throughout the

whole hotel. The story got about rapidly.

And the look of gratitude that Irances

flashed at Handforth was quite suflicient
reward for the leader of Study D.

The next day Mr. Evans himself arrived,
and all the papers were full of the remark-
able case. Mr. Evans came to the School
Train, and personally thanked the juniors
for their part in the whole affair.

“I am glad to tell you,” he added, “that
my son's IYorm-master has been dismissed
from his school. It was proved that he's a
bully—a tyrant. The boys were justified in
running away from their school, and they
will receive no punishment w llE’lt‘-DLfﬂr-”

“Why send him back, sir?” asked Nipper.
“Whv not let him join our School Train and
come to St. Frank's? We like him tre-
mendously.”

“Yes, rather!”’ said Handforth. * Evans
is one of the best. And we can do with
a Welsh chap in the Remove. We've got a
Scottish ass, as it 1s.

““A splendid idea !” said Mr. Iivans enthu-
siastically.  “You St. Frank’s boys have
provtd yourselves to be generous and sport-
ing. I should very much Jike my son to be
in such a ﬁnu ﬂcﬂnal—-“here they produce
geuch types.

So the Remove felt that it had gained
over this adventure—for Morgan Ivans did
become a St. Frank’s fellow—and more will
he heard of him 1n due course.

By ‘“Rhymster’’

3!

The St. Frank’s Skipper !

OME, here’s a toast to Fenton, E,

A captain staunch and true.

The 1dol of St. Frank's is he,

And British schoolboys, too.

With beef and brawn, as tough as nails,
“ straight,”

He stands for all that's

A " winner " all along the rails,
And always up-to-date,

* * *

Hats off, you men, he's worth his weight

In gold, you will agree,

But woe betide you if you're late,
And been out on the spree.

Such habits turn away the smile
Upon his handsome face :

He does not think it worth the while
To go the gic!cly pace.

" - p

A whale at sport of every sort ;
He's always up to scratch,

With nerve and sinew keen and taut,

Throughout a thrilling match.

And in the Form he does his whack ;

At classics he's no fool,
At work or play, he's never slack—
A eredit to the 5c|wcrl.

On f{ooter fields his ball control
[s canny to behold.

The fags his praises tht}; extol
In manner loud and bold.

“ Good man!"

“ Oh, that's hot!"

The fags vell out in glee.

For Fenton's scored a ripping shot
And won the match, you see!

% . = 3 X

Come, fill the cup with ginger-pop,
And be upstanding, too ;

And drink his health—Ileave not a drop—

Such chaps as he are few.

“Well played!" and

St, Frank's is proud ; they bless the Fate
That placed him 'neath their wing.

Then give three cheers ; that’s good, first-
rate—

We've made the rafters ring!

THE END.

(Watch out for next Wednesday's Lively
yarn! It's entitled “The Rival Sportsmen!”
and it hits the bulleyel Order your copy tn
advance to make sure of reading it.)
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Things Heard

and Seen By

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

FOPLE are too fond of complaining
P about their bad luck. There's an

example of it at St. Frank's just now,

for most of the fellows who failed to |
gualify for the School Train trip bitterly
speak to me of their “bad luck.” If they
had had more “luck ” they would have been
with the rest of the chaps in Swansca this
week.,  Now, in my opinion, this is all non-
sense. Gordon H. Sewell, of Southampton,
mentioned this point in a letter to me, and I
am in full agreement with him. In fact, he
accuses me of bringing too much luck into
my chronicles of St. Frank’s, and quotes an
instance where Nelson Lee goes off on a
hazardous  adventure, I was misguided
enough to say that Lee mneeded plenty of
luck on that trip. After due thought, 1 think
that Mr. Sewell is right in saving that the
word “Providence ” would have been the
maore appropriate  word.  We all  want
Providence to look after us, but I'm afraid
we shall fave pretty badly if we count on

lucl.
L L 3

AKIL the fellows at St, Frank's, for

I instance. What’s the good of them
telling nie that they were unlucky in

being left behind? They know jolly

well that they failed to qualify for the trip
because they were slack, or lazy, or in-
different. It was the industrious chaps—
those who sccured the most marks in the
eliminating exam—who were sclected for the
School Train trip. Were they Incky ? I don’t
think so. They just earned their right to
go. And it's generally like this in every
other walk of life, I find. There's no such
thing as luck. Put a “p" in front of it,
and you get the right word. The people
who get on are those who have plenty of-
pluck., I've becn telling this to Doyle and
Freeman and a few other juniors who are

now lamenting their lot at St. Frank'’s. And
the wyoung idiots seem to think that I'm

lecturing them. So in case vou readers think
the same, I'd better change the subject,

ANDFORTH'S a good chap, but he
sometimes makes me impatient. He

takes evervthine so literally; and if

vou don’t know him as 1 do, vou
micht think that he’s trving to pull vour leg.
Only the other day, when 1 saw him in
Cardiff, he wanted to know what the printers
meant by running out of ink. It seems that
he wanted to get hold of a back number of
the Old Paper—one in which he prominently
appearcd—and the newsagent told him it
“was out of print.” And the fathecad jumped
on me and said thaet the publishers had no
right to run out of print like that. Rupert
F. O'Brien, of Invercargill, New Zealand,
asks the samne question—although I don't for
a moment call %n'm a fathead, or liken him to
Handforth. When a paper is “out of print,”
it simply means that the supply is ex-
hausted, and that no more copies of that
particular edition are available—although, of
course, there mav be plenty of copies knock-
ing about in seccond-hand shops, or on the
bookshelves of readers who would be willing

to sell them.
. * %
I in the East House. Kenmore is a very
quiet sort of fellow these days, and I'm
glad to say that he's showing no signs of
backsliding. When I went into his study, he
jumped up and looked suspiciously guilty. I
thought for a moment that he was reading
a racing paper, but it turned out that he
had merely bagged about a dozen “ bloods
from Churchman of the Fourth, and, instead
of tearing them wup, he had decided to read
themm himself, and was jolly interested in
them. Of course, they weren't bloods at all,
but merely wvarious copies of the “Gem”
and the “Popular,” etc. Just a wheeze of
Kenmore's to get some good reading on the
cheap. 1 was glad when he told me that he
intended giving the papers back to Church-
man when he had finished with them. As a
prefect, he couldn't verv well lower his

HAD a good laugh the other day when I
chanced to stroll into Kenmore's study,
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diguily by opeuly reading these journals—
the silly chump!—but as he had confiscated
them, 1t was his duty to read them in order
to give them his official O.K. He’s not the
only prefect who does this sort of thing.
Leslie A. N. Muddell, of Farnham, tells me
that the same sort of incident happened at
lus own school before he left. You may not
helieve it, but he actually states that the Old
Paper itself had to be read on the sly, as
“bloods ¥ were prohibited. Bloods, indeed!
And one day he found a prefect with about
[ifty confiscated copies of the Old Paper,
reading them on the guict—when he thought
nobody was looking. Well, T don’t blame
him, really. That prefect wasn’ such a
“highbrow " as he pretended to be.

* #* k]
UR old friend, George Seaman |
Hunnable, who lives in Mistley,
Essex, has asked me where the St.
Frank’s fellows are going for the
summer holidavs. How should T know? 1

had a word with Nipper and Handforth and
Travers and o few others, and none of them
scemed 10 know what they're
going to do in August. Any-
how, this School 'Train trip
will come to an end when the
term Hnishes, The fellows
won't he so keen on the Train

during the holidays, They'll ;
want to go farther afield, T ex- /
pecet. landforth has some |

hope of making a irip to Mars,
or the moon. But as I told }
him, until there's a pretty big
improvement in our prosent-
day flying eraft, he'll have to
keep on hoping.  Archie Glen-
thorne says that all he wants
to do 1s to relax, at Glenthorne
Manor—just as if he ever does anyihing else
but relax. Perhaps I am gifted with a sixth
sense, for although these fellows haven't the
faintest 1dea where they've going, I scem to
have an inkling that they'll ‘be destined to
spend their summer holidays abroad.

name'’s Philip or Bertramm or Plan-

tagenet or Bartholomew.  But that’s his
fault—and the fault of lots of other readers,
too. Nometimes I don’t even know whether
theyv're male or female. T wish all you
readers would sign vouwr full names when
vou write to me. How would yvou like it if
I always referred to the St. Frank’s chaps
as E. O. Handforth and A. W. D. Glen-
thorne and W. N. Browne and V. Travers
and R. L. Fullwood? And how would vou
like the Moor View girls referred to as 7.
Manners and D. Berkeley and M. Summers
and W. Pitt? You'd think it a pretty rotlen

T e

UR photograph this weck (which you
sec here) 1s of P, B. Saunders, ol
Chiswick. I don’t know whether his

OUR READERS’
PORTRAIT GALLERY

T T

P. B. anders.

!
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stato of affairs, wouldn’t you? Jist ook at
this, for example:

“R. Hamilton came along Bellton Lane

with T'. Watson, and when they got o the
stile they met D. Berkeley and 1. Manners.
“*Hallo!” said D. Berkeley. * Didn’t ex-
pect to meet yvou herel’
“*1f 1t comes to that, we didn’t expect to
meet you,” rephied R. Hanvlton, glancing at
I. Manners.”

Awful, isn’t it? I don’t mean the writineg

—that’s taken for graunted—but the uze of
initials instead of names. Any new iveader,
glancing at that bit, couldn’t possibly 1ell
which weYe boys and which were gils. So

I hope that P. B. Saunders will be the first
one {0 take the tip when he next writes to
me.

* #+ k

ND here's a chap named Maurica
A Stodel, of Shoreditch, who tells me
that he didn’t like it at all when 1
failed to acknowledge a letter that
wrote to me some months ago. e
oughtn’t to grumble, really, be-
cause I haverepcatedlysaidthat
1 eannot poszibly answer, or
even acknowledge, a tenth part
of the letters that reach me. 1
can only choose those letters
which scem to call for an answer
more than any of the others,
Maurice wants to know when
Archie Glenthorne first cane to
St. Frank’s. Now, here’s some-
thing definite. I spoke to
Archie about it the day after
I got Maurice's letier, and he
jammed his monocle into his eye
and told me 1 ought to know
better than he does. Too much
frightful fag for him to Lkeep dates
and things in his dashed head. As a
matter of fact, Archie burst into prominence
i the story called **The Coming of Arvchia,”
which appeared in No. 352, Old Series.
Nipper's advent at St.  Frank’s—which
Maurice also wants to know—was deseribed
i No. 112, Old Scories.

he

~

* * #*

HERIE’S been a lot of dizcussion about
I those empty studies in  the IEast
House—18, 19, and 20. So [ asked
Mr. Coole, the Housemaster, why
they had no occupants. He said it would he
possible, of course, to take some of the fel-
lows out of some of the other studies—most
of which contain three each in the Fourth—
and rearrange them. But he doesn’t like to
do this because it might have the effect of
breaking up some friendshipe. So I hope
that G. J. Gilmour, of London, E., will see
this little explanation, and look upon it a:
an answer to his letter.

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
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By STANTON HOPE

Aboard the Target Ship!

LINGING his legs over

F the target ship, Jack rapidly shinned

down the sea-gangway, and Ginger
started to follow him.

“Stay there, chum!” Jack ordered. “We
shall have to get Teak out of it, and you
can help better up there.”

Evidently, what had happened was that a
sl.arp fragment of shell had beaten down-

ward after the explosion, then ricochetted
from the surface of the sca and plunged
through the motor-boat below the water-
line. To Jack’s relief,

Petty Officer Teak him-

self had not been hit,
“}“t he was lying with — qpif)) the mighly guns of the Flect
H at ng
Tonls over Hhw SIS hurtling shells al it as fast and as
Splashing down into ﬁi—f"'fhﬂﬂ as H—f’f ycan ! .
tho water in the bot-  perilous postlion in which

tomm of the motor-boat,
Jack splashed some of

the side of |

Stranded on board a target ship—

Gilbert finds bimself. Read all

Fortunately, the motor-boat was to leeward
—-on the blind side of the ship—so that the
target wvessel herself provided a shelter to
the boy as he rapidly set to work in the boat.
All the time the Thunderous was moving
through the water dnc-f‘tt-d by wireless from
some distant destroyer, and the rapidly filling
motor-boat was towing by the rope alfmg:
side.  Already, lmum:_r the target-ship wus
altering course, and scon she would come
round, r:«'pnsing the side where Jack was
working.

Jack rcasoned that he would then be secen,
but possibly not before
more guns of the Fleot
had hurtled their steel
messengers  of death
over the lcagues of

heaving Channel,
That's the It took bLut a few

jﬁ'd{ moments to hiteh tho
rope with a bowline
knot round Teak's still

it over the P.0.'s face abont it in this week’s _fbr:!img formm, and as he did so,
in an ceffort to rouse instalment. Jack’s mind reverted
him, and failing to for a fraction to dear
bring the victim of old Barny Morland,

Busky's awkwardness back to his senses, he
dragged open a locker in the stern of the
boat.

Ho wasted no time in attempting to stop
the leak, for he had no means of doing this,
and instead dragged out a length of thin
rope.

Whizzzzz—CRASH ! Whizzzzz—CRASH !

Two more shells came over, one thumpiag
into the Thunderous astern, and the other
bursting over the bridge super-strueture, and
showering the deck with wmetallic hail,

who had first taught him how to tie nautical
knots on the fire ﬂoﬂf station by the Thames.
“Catch, Ginger !” eried Jack, and he flung
the loose end of the rope upward, to be
caught in seamanlike manner by his pal.

The sea in the motor-boat was burbling
round his calves, and a moment later he
swarmed up the sca-gangway {o lend a haund
with the hauling of Teak aboard the
Thunderous.

In the meantime,
getting busy.

the distant I'leet was
The flagship had rapged, and
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other battleships and battle cruizers were
etarting to fling sudden death across the

waters by the hundredweight., Great armour-
piercing shells hammered into the target-
shitp, making her reel drunkenly on her pro-
gress through the sea: others burst short,
over,ahcad or astern, their detonation marked
by leaping columns of spray.

Flinging himself over the side, Jack took
the rope from Ginger's fingers.

“Kick that worm into life!” he roared into
the din of bursting high-explosives,

There were no cleats or bollards near for
Jack to take round a turn of the rope, and
he braced his feet against the bulwark and
held taut on the rope, ready to take the strain
of Tetty Officer Teak’s body as the motor-
boat dipped lower into the sea.

The Thunderous shivered and rocked; it
was like the steel hammer of some Olympian
giant relentlessly erashing down upon her.
There was  little enough wrong with this
long-rango gunnery, and Jack, with the per-
spiration  breaking in beads from his fore-
head through his exertions on the rope, knew
that, as they could not possibly be scen
from the ships ef the Fleet, this bombard-
nient would assuredly mean injury or death
to some of them unless they got below,

That was their only chance—to got Teak
aboard as quickly as possible and get under
cover, considering there was no cscape now
in the damaged motor-boat, He had heard of
target-ships before, and knew that they wern
t0r conditioned for this special serviee that
they were unsinkable, no matter how badly
battered
~ Near to him, Ginger was vigorously striv-
ing to rouse Buskyv to some semblance of
comnion-sense and regard for duty.

“Get up and lend a hand, you lobster!”
howled Ginger.

Thump! Thump! The square toe of his

boot thudded against the coward’s stern-
sheets,
“Qoch ! Groogh!”  spluttered  DBusky.

“Lemme alone!”
e cyinged against the bulwark, and Gin-

37
ger beeame fighting mad.  This fool was
jeopardizing not only his own life, but the
itves of them all !

Savagely gripping Busky at the back of
his white-ribbed satlor's collar, he dragged
him rcund and drew back his left [list,

In a Iull between the firing, his voice
rasped cut with a savagery that drained the
blood from Busky's cheeks as the shells had
done,

“lLav on to that rope!” snarled Ginger,
gritting his tecth. “If you don’t, I'll douse
both vour lamps and turn you adrift on this
here deck to get what's coming to you!”

“Lemme alone!”

It was no time for kid-glove tactics, and
Ginger slammed his knobbly left to Busky's
right eve. Crack]!

Alinost simultancously, a shell carried away
some fragments of the deserted bridge m
twisted metal, and Busky, recling back with
a gasp, seemed to associate the burst of the
shell with the vicious stab in his right eye.
For a fraction he became limp in Ginger's
erip, but the red-haired boy had no mercy.

“Lay on that rope, I tell you, vou big
skate!” he howled. *‘Or shall I douse that
other lamp o vours?”

Recovering  temporarily, a fresh fear as-
sailed Busky’s craven heart. To be turned
adrift blinded upon that shell-swept deck
was unthinkable, and, emitting a whine like
a whipped eur, he groped with his hands.

Tmmediately, Ginger flung him just astern
of Jack, and thrust the rope between his
clawing fingers, and then laid on to it him-
self.

“Oho, heave!”
Aeain together—heave
" In a brief respite, Jack pecred over the
side while the others took the strain of the
petty officer’s bulky form, and he :aw that
the motor-boat was completely awas<h, with
onlv the rail of her bows showing, and had
onlv been prevented from cinking to the
<ca-bod by the rope to which she was moored.
Teak. held by the rope tightly fixed round
his chiest and under his arm-pits, was slowly

gulped Jack. “Yco-ho!

|'.I:I

a naval training school at Porthaven,

the Navy along with

BARNY MORLAND, who has just died.

best in the Service.

GINGER JONES.
motor-boat to retrieve a torpedo.
of the occupants as his rascally uncle,

Jack, Ginger, and Busky go aboard,

shrapnel!
(Now

CLEM SMITH, or Busky, as he becomes known at the Rampant,
type, and is very jealous of Jack's friendship with his—Busky's—uncle,

It was Barny who got the two boys to join the Nary,

and in his will he stipulates that a sum of £2,000 is to go to the boy who acquits himzelf

Both settle down at the Rampant, and Jack makes a friend of

One day the three lads, together with Petty Offier Teak, are sent out in a
Another boat makes off with it, and Jack recognises one

Just then a thick mist sweeps over the sea,
Jack and his companions lose their bearings.

P.O. Teak gtrikes his head on a gunwale and becomes unconscious,

—

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
JACK GILBERT, a cheery youngster of some fifteen wears, has just joined H.M.S, Rampant,
Itis only living relative is his scoundrelly uncle,
LEW BONNER, and the lcss he sces of him the better Jack will be pleased.

The boy joina

Smith 18 of the bullying

and
All night they drift; to make matters worse,
Then a warship looms up.

Suddenly shells begin to burst around them, and Jack
realiscs that they are on board a target ship, and that the Fleet is firing at it.
over the side, and, to his dismay, sees that the motor-boat has been holed by a piece of
Their only way of escape from the target ship iz thus gone.

read

He looks

ani.)
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swaying against the warship’s grey side, and |
Dlissfully unaware of the hazardous efforts
of his juniors on his behalr,

“B—buck up!” hooted Busky in despera-
tion. ‘“Make 1t slippy or—yvow ! S—sufterin
shrimps 1"

A hundred fcet above the now speeding
Thunderous, a shell burst into a white wool-
pack of smoke, and a snorting ruin of leaden
pellets descended Iitke miniature thunder-
bolts hurled by the gods! In the very nick
of time, Jack braced humself against the
steel side, and clung on to the rope with Gin-
gor as Busky slackened his grip.

“Shrapnel!” erred Jack., "'L'his is getting
a bit too hot! Oho, heave!l™

To do him credit, Busky now worked like
a nigeer in an effort to get the job done as
soon as possible, because he had a sharp
reminder about his slackness from the boot
of Ginger who, with commendable strategy,
had posttioned hiumself belhind him,

Again there was a lull 1n the firing. Jack,
as he worked, wondered why no ‘plancs trom
some naval aircraft-carrier were observing
the results of the shooting from high over-
head., Instantly, however, he remembered
the treacherous weather conditions and that
there was a great deal of mist still about
overhead and over certain areas of the sca,

No doubt the respite in the firing was due
to some technical reasons conneeted with
the practice, for in a rcal fight an cnemy
ship could have becn accounted for long
before this. It was a foretaste to the lads of
the terror of a real sea battle!

A last titanic effort, and the trio hauled
Petty Oflicer Teak over the side. 1he shell-
ing had stopped, and DBusky, breathlessly
spluttering something about going to see 1f
anv hateh were open, recled hurriedly aft,
lecaving his two comrades of the Rampant to
get on with it. Jack dragged the rope from
Teak's body and jerked a finger toward his
fcet.

“Get hold, Ginger he said briskiy.
“We've got to get him sowmewhere under
cover!” ;

The Thunderous had swung round, the
wake from her propellers cutting the olive-
green hillocks of the Channel in a broad arc
that resembled a dusty white lane.

1The grey horizon was stabbed again with
orange light.

“Crumbs ! ejaculated Ginger, who had
hoisted the P.O. by the feet while Jack
supported him under the shoulders.  “ Here
comes another cart-load of old iron!"

It proved to be a ruking broadside from
one of the practising ships, and it arrived
like a tropiec typhoon! Two of the shells
glazhed the water into fountains astern: one
ricochetted from an old gun casement and
ripped up five yards of steel deck like shears
cutting through paper. The remaining
missiles punched into the hulk’s starboard
side. listing her sharply over ten degrees,
from an even keel to port, swith tbe sheer

fr

Danger!
HROWN off their balance, Jack,
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Ginger and the blissfully unconscious
petty oflicer went hurtling over the

deck and brought up In a confused

heap at the foot of the bridge ladder. Then,
as the Thunderous rolled back, the two boys
scramnbled to their feet, hoisted their burden
again, and staggered aft.,

There was no sign of DBucky, but one
circular steel hateh had been unscrewed and
opened. A ladder led below, and it was
obvious that their mate of the naval schools
had taken this way into the wnterior of the
ship.

Ginger got down on to the companion
ladder, and Jack, gripping the P.O.’s wrists,
helped to support the dead weight as he
followed down,

Directly Teak had been got without mishap
tec the deck below, Juack darted up the
ladder and lowered the steel hatch-cover;
then he rejoined his chum. Below, under
hatches, 1t would have been in pitch dark-
ness but for a mellow glow of light from
deeper down in the ship, where the dyvnamos
and engines were running, It was all posi-
tivelv uncanny, this crewless ship that was
vet vibrant with life,

Jack remarked on the uncanny fecling it
gave, and added:

“It's as well that Busky lefi that hatch
open, although there was the danger of a shell
finding its way right into the ship.”

“There they go at 1t again!"” exclaimed
Gringer, as another stormm of steel hit the
vessel,  “We can thank our stars, Jack, old
pal, thev're keeping it to fairly small stufi!
If the Terror, f'r instance., starts getting
fresh with a broadside from those sixteen-
imnch pop-guns of lers, thiz hooker's going
up like a nest of rockets in the giddy Crystal
Palace fireworks display!”’

“"They're not likely to fling about much
sixteen-inch  stuff,” returned Jack, “The
Terror has nine sixteen-inch guns, and it was
only the day before vesterdav that I2. O,
Teak mentioned that it cost a ship like that
a couple of thousand guids to fire a broad-
side of H.E. shells. Jelly good luck for us
that they're vsing smaller stuff for practize
purposes and the old kind of armour-picrcing
ammunition.”

Both the bovs, in the short time thes had
been in HLM.S. Rampant at Porthaven, had
seen guns fired, and knew what tremendous
difference there was between the missiles
flung from secondary armament of 6-inch and
d-inch guns, and the tou-weight shells which
could be hurtled threugh the air for tiwentv
miles from the monster guns of goliaths such
as the Fleet flagship.

Before going on a tour of inspection
aboard. the two bovs staggered to a cabin
formerly occupied by a senior officer, and
stowed Petty Oflicer Teak in a bunk. So
deep was it that he would be safe from fall-
ing out unless the ship almost turned turtle,

Jack made a further examination of the
petty efficer, and made certain that there

farce of that metallic punch.

‘was no fracture of the skull through his
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contact with the motor-
boat's thwart., It was a case of severe con-
cusston, and he was convineed 1t would
only be a matter of a short while longer be-
fore Petty Ollicer Teak came to his senses.
The only thing was to let him remain lying
down, so they tied a handkerchief which had
been wetted with sea-water round his fore-
head, and removed their own jumpers to
pack round his feet and legs for warmth.
Crash! Thud! Again the Thunderous
reeled like a stricken ox, and the {wo chums

head coming into

found themselves spreadeagled upon the
deck.
“Cigars or n-nuts?” queried Ginger

shakily, as he forced a grin., “The chaps
out vonder have got our range all right!”
Owing to the necessity for rescuing Teak,
there had been no chance to seek some
way of making a signal to the distant Fleet
that the Thunderous had been boarded. Iad

Crash! Thump! Crash! The shells

hurtled aboard and around the farget

ship, but still Jack stuck gamely to

his task and moved the semaphore

arms. Would the other warships see
his signal ?

the motor-boat remained afloat, the powerful
glasses of the confrol oflicers or signallers
must have noticed the eraft when the target-
ship was turned by the wireless operating
her sleering mear. As it was, the ships
across those miles of sea were in complete
ignorance that there were human beings in
the old hulk that they were hammering with
such hearty good-will.

What had happened to Busky, Jack and
Ginger neither knew nor cared. There were
scores of compartments in the after part of

the Thunderous which he might have con
verted 1nto a funk-hole. Back in the
Rampant, he had been a lion among his
nava: schoolfellows since his supposed ex
ploits on that momentous night of the
bounds'-breaking. IHere, though, in the test-
ing-time of danger, the straw of his moral
make-up was ruthlessly exposed.
Instinetively the two boys turned toward
the light that led from the engine-rooms, and

Jack felt Ginger’s hand upon his avm.
“Bee here, raggie,” murmured Gingoer;

“what was back of all that bizny of the
ferry and the nmight you and that big skate
got adrift from the schools? Busky Smith—
the cowardly lubber-—no more beached that
boat than I did! He could no more have
butted a bobby and slammed fellows bigger
than himself than my old aunt could go rat-
catching, The way I've sized 1t up 18 that
it.’si more likely vou that beached that boat
and——
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“Ginger!” broke in Jack earneszily, *'If
vou want to be a pal o' mine, you'll dry up
about those things. You've seen how the
giddy hero acted aboard here, and you can
draw what conclusions you jollv well [ike
from it. I'm saying nothin',”

The little Cockney shook his head. His
keen wit had told him that for some reason
or other Jack was nursing a secret in con-
nection with the affair of the ferry; he was
certain now, but his chum’s attitude about
it torbade further questioning.

Making- their way through the ship, the
pals clung to every hand-hold they could
find. The Thunderous rolled on her course,
not because of hecavier secas but from the
momentum given her by the pounding of
shells, Extreme caution was  necessary
because at anv moment another broadside
might come aboard and the jolt fling them
from their fect. Ilung hecavily a;iraiust the
stec! bulkheads, they might easily sustain
fractured skulls.

Hearing groans, they turned aside and
found DBusky Smith lying full-length next to
a bulkhead, or steel wall, for safety, his boots
braced against a locker and his hands grip-
ping an iron ring-bolt.

The ship shivered and lurchied under the
shock of fresh explosions,

“We're done for!” moaned Dusky, at the
sight of his comrades of the Rampart.
“We're going down! Oh, corks!”

Jack released his grip on a rifle-rack
[ormerly uscd by the Royal Marines, and
wedged himself in a narrow doorway, which
was onc of the entrances to the engine-room,

“Corks!” he echoed with a laugh. “There
are thousands of ‘em aboard here, and
they're the very things that aro going to
keep us from going down; so don't worry!”

He indicated some compartment along the
side of the ship, and through the broken port
of ono could be seen part of a great square
chunk of cork. Those compartments were
tightly packed with such s=quarcs of cork,
part of the means adopted for converfing
the Thunderous into a target-:zhip and to
render her unsinkable. Without such pre-
caution, the target-ship would quickly be
sunk by the battering of the guns, and
another hulk required—a policy too expen-

sive for the modern Navy, which has to
cconomise,
Leaving the abject Dusky, Jack and

(ringer made their way below, awhere special
clecetric lamps in  wire cages afforded
illumination, gripping each steel rung of the
ladder firmly to prevent being bhurtled down
by any further jolts of the warship.

Deep down in the Thunderous, the shock
of the discharging shells was not felt co
much, but it was far more ecrie than else-
where aboard. The turbines were roaring
unattended, and the indicator needles quiver-
ing with life on the various dials: oil-fuel was
being fed automatically into the furnaces.
The engine and boiler-roomis pulsated with
life, and yet not a living soul was in attend-
anoe.
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DBut, scveral miles away, a destroyer was
controlling the engines, furnaces and steer-
ing-gear of the obsolete battle eruiser by an-
scen  eleetrical power. By the marvels of
wireless, the target-ship was changing her
course and altering speed in the manner of
a ship secking to evade enemy guns, and
to Jack and Ginger it scemed almost incredi-
ble that there was no one at all on board
save themselves and the other two fugilives,

In the boiler-rooms which they visited, (he
din was deafening.,  Overhead roared giant
steel fans driving air down., for terrific
draught was needed to feed the flames of
the furnaces. The oil-fuel was being sprayed
in the form of vapour into the furnaces, and
the heat of the fires was =0 great that the
voung bluejackets were glad to get out and
bhack to where thev kad left 1,0, Teak.

“I s'pose, Ginger,” panted Jack, mopping
his face, ‘“‘that the engineers and stokers
attached to the old hooker get the fires going
and so forth and then push off 1"

“That’s about the ticket,” agreed Ginger;
“and then some other ship, specially fitted,
takes over control by wireless, old sport.”

Together they clung to the edge of the
bunk, gazing at Teak, who was still breath-
ing hard but showing a little more colour
and other faint signs of returning conscious-
ness.

While they stood there. the bombard--
ment of the target-ship became intensified,
and, from the gigantic blows, the pals began
to suspect that the Terror and other shaps
were getting busy with bigeer guns.

Time and again thev were almost flung
from their feet, and the musecles of their
arms ached from the wrenchings sustained
as they frantically strove to hold on.

“T-tar me!” breathed Jack, “If that last
wallop wasn’t from a 16-anch  chunk of
sudden death, I'll eat my boots! The giddy
IFleet’s out on  holiday—and hang the
expense !’

“Jiminy! I believe you're right, raggie!
gurgled Ginger. “Cork or no cork, ilis
hooker's going to meet a stickv end! She
won't sink; no—the old box-o’-tricks will be
smashed into bits of scrap-iron first!"

Thero was a respite, and Dusky came
squirming into the cabin, raised himself up,
and gripped the bunk., He appeared to be
past speech; his cheeks were safiron, like old
parchment, and he seemed to have aged

vears since he gaily set out aboard the
destroyer Iiredart to watch the torpedo
practice. Unlike other animals of the lowcr

order, he did not seek loneliness and dark-
ness in what he believed to be his last few
minutes of life; he wanted the company of
his fellows 1in nusfortune,

There was a flickering of Teak's eyelids,
and the petty officer moaned shightly, Ior
a brief interval, he looked up in an unszeeing
kind of way.

““Thank goodness, he's coming to,” mur-
mured Jack fervently.

Intelligence dawned in the P.0.’s look,
and his lips moved slightly,
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“Hallo!” he mumbled weakly. “Whereo
did you spring from, Boy Smid; o

Busky moistened his dry lips, but there
was no need for him t{o find response, for
Teak lay back quietly and breathed more
casily.

“Don’t try to rouse him,” said Jack;
will be better if he can sleep.”

Crash! Thump! Wallop!
- The thunder of sound and the terrific jar-
ring of the ship was nerveracking beyond
description, 1t seemed as though Ginger’s
grim prophecy might well come true—that
the Thunderous would be hammered to
picces, and they with her.

Between the shattering roar’of the shells,
another sound percolated to their ears, a
sound more smister and terror-breeding
even than the bursts of the explosives, It
was the hissing and burbling of water inside
the ship!

“G-good-night!” exclaimed Jack, hurling
himself out of the cabin, “Things are get-
ting a bit too unhealthy, Ginger! Look at
this, chum?!”’

His plucky Cockney pal reeled cut of the
cabin after him, and found himself among
swirling wisps of steam rising from the
boiler-rooms below.

The same thought occurred to both boys
simultaneously. One of the big shells must
have holed the Thunderous in some weak-
ened part of her hull below the water-line.
The sca was rushing in, and if it got to the
flaming furnaces and the steam-filled boilers,
the Thunderous and themselves would go up
in a final big burst, like the eruption of a

voeleane !
ilW
Jack beat his way to the hatch
that led to the engine-room, but
hastily drew back again as the steam burst
in white clouds about him.

His mind reverted to what old Barny Mor-
land had told him of terrible things that
happened during naval fighting. e had
heard that a shell through a boiler-room
would kill every stoker instantly; he had
heard of men scalded in an inferno of steam
when the water in a leaking ship had reached
the furnaces and boilers.

Undoubtedly, the Thunderous had been
holed below the water-line, and, as there was
no means of getting the pumps to work, the
boilers would blow up when the encroaching
sea got high enough to reach them.

Whether the water pouring into the ship
was rising fast or slowly, he and Ginger had
no means of telling. To attempt to beat
their way below ang gshut the valves that fed
tho oil-fuel to the fires was out of the
question; and, even if it were possible, it
would not prevent the final catastrophe.

“Hang 1t!" exclaimed Jack in desperation.

ll-i,[_

Jack's Plucky Action!

HOOH! What’s to be done?”
Ignoring Ginger’s hoarse query,
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“We can’t stay to die here like rats in a
steel trapl”

“Better to go above,” panted Ginger.
“At any rate, we could chuck ourselves into
the sea and swim for it.”

This seemed to afford little enough chance
of escape when they thought how the watoer
round the target-ship was lashed by the
shells of the Fleet. Also, they recalled
Petty Officer Teak lying in that deep bunk
and still unable to help himself. Another
problem was Busky Smith, who was in the
cabin with Teak.

“We can’t do that!” bawled Jack above
the hissing of steam. “We can’t get Teak
away except in a boat, and there aren’t any
boats aboard this blessed old Aunt Sually of a
ship.”

“And I'm jolly sure,” groaned Ginger,
“that nothing short of a red-hot poker astern
of him would drive Busky up on deck!
Where the® thump’s all that steam coming
trom, I wonder "

“I should think,” answered Jack, “that it’s
from water getting to the hot steel plates o’
the deck below and spattering against the
bulkheads. But this is only like mother’s
scullery on washing-day to what it’s going to
be!  There’s only one chance, Ginger;
somehow I've got to make it known to those
ships blazing off their pop-guns that there
are- chaps aboard here.”

(iinger made toward a
ladder.

“I'll come on deck with you, Jack,” he
volunteered.

His chum thrust him aside.

“One at a time!” he hooted. “There’s no
need for the pair of us to go oub into that
giddy thunderstorm of ecrap-iron. Give me
ten minutes, and if I don’t come back and
report by then, you can come out and have a
go.”
The plucky little Cockney protested that
he might be of help, but Jack persuaded
him that their chances of success would be
better if one went at a time. Judging by

(Continued on next page.)
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(Continved from previous page.)

the racket and the drunken lurching of the
Thunderous on her track, the Ileet were

making good guunery practice, and, if they
wero together, a single shell might wipe out
tho pair of them.

“Right-ho, Jack!” agreed Ginger re-
luctantly, giving his pal a hand-grip. 1
Lhaven’t got a watch, but I'll count up the
minutes and follow you out if you are not
back pretty prompt.”

Thrusting up the circular steel hateh, Jack
wriggled out on to tho deck and dropped
the cover after him.

To an extent, the roar and detonation of
the shells had been muffled to their cars
below decks, but out here the din was ear-
shattering.

The mist had cleared and visibility had
become good. The Thunderous was steam-
ine on altered courses in a general sou’-
westerly direction. The grey bulk of battle-
ehips and battle-crusiers could be seen four
or five miles distant, steaming in line ahead
and with the smoke pouring away from their
funnels.

Miles awayv on the target-ship’s starboard
guarter was one of the giant aircraft-carricrs
of the Fleet—a floating wasps’-nest from
which the fighting ’planes of bher brood were
leaping into the air alternately from her
flight-declk.

“Qufferin’ Mike!” gulped Jack, steadving
himsell momentarily. “A few bombs from
acroplanes would just about put the tin-hat
on us!”

A whole broadside from the Terror leaped
into Bame, and, noting the simultaneous flush
of fire, Jack flung himself to leeward of the
after super-structure and lay full length, with
hair all a-tingle, awaiting for the big punch.

The thunder of the guns burst upon his
ears a second before the arrival of the severa
tons of steel which hammered into the
battered old target, listing her so sharply to
port that Jack took a swift slide into the
scuppers. Fortunately, on this ocecasion, the
shells were not filled with explosive, doubt-
less for the sake of economy, and as the
target-ship recovered, the youngster leaped
to his feet and raced for the bridge. Several
stnaller shells roared into or over the ship,
and one carried away part of the bridge
ladder in twisted metal,

Without waiting to go round to the other
side, Jack took a flying leap from the deck
upward, and, gripping the upper part of the
i;aclder, hauled himself up with the nimble-
ness of a monkey. A flying fragment ripped
the sole from his left boot, and for a moment
ha thought that he had been wounded.
When he reached the navigating bridee, he
paused, and found to his relief that ile was
unharmed; and then he beat his way aloft
again to the signalling bridge.

A glance told him that the locker conszist-
ing of a number of pigeon-holes in which the
signal flags were normally kept was empty,
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but tlus he lt'd cxpected, There still re-
mained the old w a{'ml*h.m mephol‘ ¢, much
riddied with shrapuel, but still erect like a
great, gaunt hnfrn

The firing had become subdued,
few small shells that came over were un-
pieasantly well-aimed. It was Jack's dread
that at any titne another broadside of “big
stuff " would come over, and ever present in
his mind was the dauger that the water
would reach the boilers and an explosion li¢
the decks out of her.

Hurling himself across the biidge, he
gripped the handles that worked the sema-
phore. The apparatus, rusty though it was
from disuse, responded aflter one or two
desperate efforts on his part.

Then suddenly the chains and wires beran
to operate, and the two arms leaped outward
to right aneles at the top of the semaphore
post.

At first Jack made no altempt whatever fo
semmaphore by the usual code, which he had
made an effort to learn at the Rampant, and
knew but very imperfectly. All he did was
to wield the handles and cauvse the two arms
of the semaphore to wave violently.

His job was to attract attention and causze
the signallers of the Ileet to take note that
there was life aboard the target-ship, for,
although the wvessel herself could be moved
by wireless control, the semaphore could not
pnossibly be worked except by hand.

but the

Crash! Thump! Crash!
Shells hurtled aboard the Thunderous, but
Jack gamely stuck to his post, striving to

think of how to spell out the word “Help.”
Strangely enough, all that he could think of
in this desperate predicament was the simple
trick word most easily learnt and signalled
by a youngster new to the code—
“B-A-N-A-N-A." Still, he made the curious
signal after one or two attempts, and was
sharp enourh to realize that the very in-
congruity of it would be bound to rouso
instant comment by the expert signalmen of
the Fleet.,

Crump! A shell earried away part of the
bridge rails, and a fving fragment cut away
the top part of the semaphore as though it
had been smnitten with an axe, and sent it
hurtling through the air.

All Jack was aware of at first was a
hurricane of wind, and that he was picking

himself up from the deck and feeling his
body gingerly for wounds. Again furturi”u
had favoured him, and he had escaped

physical harm; but Jack's gratitude for this
was marred In the sight of the twisted chains
and wires hanging from the broken post of
the semaphore. They were doomed unless
the one word he had signalled had been
received !

(Has Jarsk's signal been read? In any case,
he and the others are tn a dangerous posi-
tion, for the target ship 13 Likely to blow up
at any moment! Be certain to read next
week's rouzing  chapters, chums, they're
packed with thrills!)
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THE CHIEF OFFICER,

e e———

The most interesting w

ue Ire invited to send to tm Chief omur letters of ﬂltlrut cnnurning

will be published week by week, and the senders will receive pocket wallets

It you don’t belong to ﬂu League, look out for the entry form which will appear next week -

and then join immediately.



It qidr.

* PP PSP RS S S S

" CORRESPONDENTS WANTED i

:ﬁ: PUPE PSS S A 8 S

the “(‘n’ll']""-':rfir'ltgl‘tliﬁ Waunted Ilﬂﬁi‘t‘-:
coutinue  to pour in, This featurve, smali
thoueh 1t i~" must b onie of the most i}ﬁplllnll
e the Old Paper. [ do want to mpress
npote readers,  however, that  theiv notices
catmol  appear nmnediately upon receipt,
They will be published in strict rotation,
O Leagueite in Salfovd has writien me a
doleful letter bewailing the loss of s
Frauk's leagne hadge, - Cane he have
auarheyr one, l]fnxw? Most {(r1.lir|!}'. I have
lreaddy clh[:m hed him another, in fact,
Orbee Leagueites =honhld note this, If they
L=t their badwe I am "alwayvs willing to
them, B please don't make a habit

ot i 0 |

I!::H'
i'l'{r! (e
(it 4

L)
[ w

Dirixion
roaciors
Sont
fFootha!l,

Cornwall Raoad,
to . hear  frén

Auvtitalin - and

HL >pringall, 74,
fii. -Lendon,  want's
i Canada, o Clina o
Avdrici, o any " sobjeet,” cespeeially
Al cliwers vanswered: -0 0 L.

Neo Cieoss - JJun <110, Corimercial - Road.
Sl}aldln[j Lines., rrifl-:'hE{}Dt’)h'{_:ﬂ-rirr b, 759 P [
all aew reries, Wi-hes to
e l'lpJ- anywhere,
Ix LYixon. |1 1: wron Ioad,
rt',uuT New Zeéaland, wishes
aith readers" anvwhere.

“.HU\ 5-1 NLH‘:;IIH:-{_HI
Snuth

l =k ({irlt*~l‘fﬁﬂfn

xuq LS :
Tad o,

i

3.
' \ 6

L

IFJ {F p
. Irllllt"'r

* Hw.” ”rl

: Road. Dot
vants'io corr %-'[r’p-"*

ST
Sy i

L the Mead " AMARY DL the most popidar crcle
Larenin of the vear, 1@ yours Naotldng inore to
(ay for a mont i, Oarriige paid. Otber models
[rom £3 198 6d cash 15 Days' Feee Trial,

Afrn:*l.

B Satisfet Irun wipnnnteed or mouey refunded
i \Wiite ln-n:m. fu* I ree INMustrated Catnlovus,

LIMITED (Dept. €847
BIRMINGHAM

REMANGG PISTGL

Pl Anie i :
]_|=-f- ! H '-.'l.'.|l.{|\J||l1l_
Foarere Leooelh focdr Fipes 20
PEas v LU un !nm ng. Lot
R [ A 'lltt N ”Ht”lkr‘l
AL U B e it (L Goe!
TXEL L LT, :
€ttt peesiiare, SHE o oxlen.
17-Shot “Wilad West" ‘Pvn Pistol, 1'- post free,

NDRWCDDS (Dept, N.L.y, 16, Cullum Strect,
. London, E.C.3. -

A genm ne cure.

S H‘AMMERING Particulars free.

A.T. BURTON. 5. Rossendale Rd., St. Annes-on-Sea,

NELSON LELE LIBRARY

or SCHOOL STORILS

with readers; ages abour 1214 Hoblio sy
dampe. reading and woodwork.

Arthur Lonnguist (agce 17), 28, Nuirph,
Street, Richimond, E.1, Melbourne, Vietoci,
Australia, wishies to hear from readers snv-
where., particularly T8, A, Canada, Inidia,
Singapore and T'iji. . o

H. W. Addison, 80. John Street, I'e¢.rv-
shan, "ﬁuhvh N.S.W.. Australia, wishes (o

(nnmpond ulth m’ulmﬂ- .um ‘nhf‘l(‘ _
lh*gnmm (. Pienaar, :m. 10 783 Jolanncs-
birrg. Transvual, South Africa,” wishes to oo

| respond  with lc*’itt(t- in China, India 2o
Australia, .- -z == B

D, DPowell. 1. 'Wiilir- Street, KNimbeelew,
South Afnca wishes  to  correspond  with
readers i mrr'idml ages 15-16, -+ -

William James Hooper,” 20, : Elam Strec:,
fumlmn{” london,” S.E.5," wizhcs to cor-
lt‘-pn| i witn 1'1-:?:](1!'.- ovael ﬁE*u.u

Michael  Kenefick,™ 18, Murtagh  Rond,
Dublin, W.6, wishes to  corvespond  wirh
readers. in Spain, Portugal aud Flovida, iti-
rerested  In eveling,” reading and  meodd!
making: ages 14- 1{1 -

Miss  Annie - Anderson, Palh  Head.
(‘fowden, Dollar, Clackmannanshire, N.B.,

wants to fmuu]mnrl with stamp colloctor «

in Sovtl Awmoeriea, ]m.uud and "-ﬂymm
Tom anunmi. 24, THudswell  Siree:,
Sandal. Wakefield, Yorks.. wishes in ITERY
from  readers who have a paiv of goodd
binoculars to scll,

Ronald Bodingion, 193, Ordnance T’
Enfield Wash, Middx., wanis to heav {1
readers whe can :tell him what the &t

[Firank's League 1% Hﬂin” i has distviet,

e —— e e e ——— v —————lly

XMAS CLUBS

" Chocolates, Toys, Fancy Goods
SPARE TIME AGENTS WANTED

Excellent Commission, Art Catalogue
and particulars FREZ

SAMUEL DRIVER, LTD.,

BURTON ROAD, LEEDS

HEIGHT INCREASED!

Your Height Inerased in 14 days, or Money
Bark! 3.5 inches gained, health and streng! iy
Lnproved, Amazing Complete Conrse sent fo!
5. PO, or STAMDP Inings Tree Book with
testitmonials,  Wriite NOW to—-STEBBING
SYSTEM. 28, Dean Rd., London, N.W.2.

FREE PASSAQES fo Oufario.Canada forappron i

hoy farm learners Aged 10 to 4y,
—Apply Ontario Government, 163 Strand, Tondorn,
Handsome Men Are Slightly Sunburnt, ' s
bronye.”” 3'-, remarkobly improves appearance. 6,000

Testitnoniale, (Booklel, stamp), Sunbronze Laborae
tories, Colwyn Bay, Wales. (Lst. 1902)
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Al' applications for Advertisement spaces in this pub-
lication should be addressed to the Advertisemen:

im.

Manager, ‘‘ The Nelson Lee Library ** The Fleetway

£2 000 yoih cheap Thoto Material and Tilrs, House, Farringdon Street Londen, E.C.4.
ﬂn||r|i' catalocue free, 12 x 10 Enlavec- ;
1 ri. Rt -.l ]1rtr‘ .”.'l nckatt;‘ J‘lu_ly Rﬂ.,LivﬂrpGDL AEFsEEEEERFdENENEERFEANEENEEREAEEREE RN ERERE R EENEAERREEN TN
‘f‘rf--wcl .‘.:ui publishied every Wednesday by the Propricrops, The Amalzamated I'vess, Ltd,, The Fleetwaxr Boos
Tarvincdog H[It-{'l lLonden, E.C.4. Advertisement Offices ;. The Fheiway House, Farringdon Street, k(L4
Yl ste *tfl for 1 runsmission by Canadian magazine post. Subscription Rates: Inland and Abe oad, 110 per annim,
B oo T i mchths sode Ascnts [or South Afrien : Central News Agemey, Limited, Sol¢ Aeentls for Austra’ o
and Xow Zealand @ Mossrs, Gordon & Gooch, Litmited
New Ser::s No. 167. TR July 13th, 1929,



