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A Punch and Judy show 1s a commonplace thing ; it is 1o be seen on the beach

of dractically any scaside resort.  That a Punch and Judy show sbould be the

sieans of tnvolving anybody 110 a Series of the most amazing and exciling adven-

[nies seems rather tmprobable, howcever.  Buf thal's what happens lo the cheery

Chums of St Frank’s this week—antd as a resull il will be many a long day before
(bey forget their——
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CHAPTER 1.
Breaking Up Week!

UST our luck!” said Handforth the evening was young, and outside the rain
disconsolately. was pouring down in a steady, depressing
“What’s the matter now?” asked | torrent. .
Church. “So this is Brighton!" remarked Vivian

""Ii.vervthmgﬁ the matter!” growled Hand-
forth. “We shall miss Irene and the other

girls by just one day. Sickening, isn't it?”

If you'll tell us a few more details, we
might be able to understand what the
dickens you're driving

Travers, as he stood at one of the windows,
looking out over a vista of wetness. “ Well,
well! ‘I can’t say, dear old fellows, that
am particularly bucked.”
“You mustn’t blame Brighton because of
the rotten weather,”

at!” put in McClure, ~ said Nipper, the cheery
with & touch of im- A Grand Topical Complete captain of the Remove.
patience. “We can't “It rains at Brighton
read your thoughts, Yarn sometimes—and in the
Handy—although  you middle of the summer
‘apparently take it for by your Favourite Author, season, too. Let’s hope
granted that we can!” it'll be a fine day
The famous chums of EDWY SEARLES BROOKS tomorrow.!
Study D were in the "Nﬂ harm in hop-

Common-room, on the
celebrated St. Frank's School Train.

really the Junior class-room, but in
hours it was used by tho fellows

It was
13 {jff "
a3 a

Common-room. :
Just at present it was fairlv crowded,

for

ing,” nodded Travers.

r”But by the look of the sky at present, this
rain will continue for about three months!”
He strolled away, and Handforth’s glum

face caught his eye. He paused sympa-
thetically.
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“Feeling a bit blue, dear old fellow?”
he asked. " For the love of Samson, don’t
look at me like thut! I’m not responsible
for the weather!”

“Blow the
grullly.

“Ixactly! But do you think that would
really do any good?”
“T'm not thinkin
confinued I—Iundfnrtﬁ

letter.”

Travers bent over, and glanced at it.

“A fair handwriting, I observe,” he said,
nodding. “I can even detect a faint odour
of Lily of the Valley. The young ladies
again, ch? Well, well! What a gay dog
you are, Handy!”

“Rats!” said Handforth.
from Irene.”

“Apparently she has imparted some bad
news?”

“Yes,” replied Handforth, with a
“*She’s coming to Brighton!”

““And do you call that bad ncews??”

“Of course I do, ass!”

“Then I can only assume, dear old fellow,
that you have fallen in love with some

weather !”  sawd IHaodforth

about the weather,”
coldly, ““It’s this

““This letter 1s

grunt,

Brighton lass,” said Travers sternly. ' Quite

naturally, you wish to avoid these two girls
mecting—-"

“You—you funny fathcad!” roared Hand-

forth. “1 don’t know any of the Brighton
girls! I haven't fallen in love with any-
body! But it's just our luck that Irene

should come to Brighton this weck | Just our
rotten luck!”

“Don’t take any notice of him,” advised
McClure, the Scottish junior. ‘‘Ile’s been
going on like that for about ten minutes—
over since he got the letter, I think he's off
his rocker!”

“Think !”” sniffed Church.
anything about it—I know }”
IHandlorth looked round with a glare.

““To-day’s Wednesday, isn’'t it?” he de-
manded,
“I believe so,” said Church.

“And to-morrow the school breaks up for
the summer holidays?”

“Well, yes.”

“That means that we leave the School
Frain and go home,” continued Handforth,
“And here's a letter from Irene saying
that she’s coming down ta Brighton on
Friday " '

“Oh!” chorused the others.

“Do you call that bad news or good news?”
demanded Handforth. ‘““Irene and lots of
her friends will be here on Friday—the day
after we've gone!”

“Why didn’t you say so at first?” asked
McClure. “Of course, it's bad news, We
can understand now. Pity that the girls
couldn’t get here at the ﬂeginning of the
week, so that we could see something of
them before the school broke up.”

“I don’t think

“That’s what I've been thinking,” said ]

Handforth, frowning. ‘'Beastly, isn’t 1t?”

-Brighton had let t
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for nearly two days, and the St
Frank’s fellows were getting a bit fed
up. Unfortunately, they had struck
a bad patch of weather. It had been rain-
ing, on and off, ever since they had struck
the famous South Coast watering-place. Ta-
day had been particularly wet, and, as it
was a half-holiday, the juniors had felt pro-
perly swindled. here was no fun in going
on the beach, or in strolling along the
promenade in the pouring rain. Kven
cricket had been ruled out. .
And to-morrow the school broke up. Those
fellows at St. Frank’s would go off to their
various homes as usual; and, naturally, all
those fellows on the School Train would do
precisely the same thing. They had had two
or three days in Brighton, and they felt that
iem down. Which, of

course, was most unfair to Brighton.

Their interest in the seaside town had
dwindled completely to-day, for their last
chance of enjoying themselves on the beach
had gone. 'To-morrow ecverything would be
hustle and bustle.

An added aggravation lay in the fact that
the School Train itself would not shift until
after August Bank Holiday. KEverybedy had
been expecting that the School Train would
steal into London during the night—Wedncs-
day night, to be exact. In this way, the
feilows would be saved from the trouble of
making an ordinary railway trip.

But it had been learned that the School
Train would be left on this out-of-the-way
siding, not far from Hove, until after the
holidays. There was a great deal of extra
traffic just now, and the railway authoritics
had found it impossible to fit in the School
Train., So here she would remain, on this
siding, until the worst of the hohday trallic
was over.

It didn’t make any real difference to the
touring school, except for the fact that every-
body would have to pack their things and
go home by an ordinary train. This seemed
silly, after travelling all over the country
in their own special train; but the railway
company had issued its decree, and there was
no appecal.

. oW ﬁmn of the
H with Irenef??”
terestedly,

“What does 1t matter?” replied

THE School Train had been in Brighton

%irls are coming
asked Nipper in-

Handforih, as he glanced at the letter., “ We
gshan’t see them.”
“We might.” _
“How the dickens can we?"” demanded

Edward Oswald, staring. ‘‘“We're going
home to-morrow, and the girls don't get
here until Friday. We shan’t even see them
in London, unless we look prett alip&:y."

“It's certainly a bit a.wkwarc{” admitted
Nipper.

“Irene says that her people ‘have taken a
big furnished house in Hove—not half a mile
from this giddy train!” went on Handforth
disconsolately. " Al owhacking great place,
you know, where theyiil hold receptions, and
all that sort of thing. And Irene 1s bringing
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-
with  her.”

asked Nip-

lots of her chums to stay
“Including Mary Summers?”
per, with interest.,

“Yes; her names’s on the lisit.” | be rather a ripe scheme to sling a hammock
“And Doris Berkeley ?"” asked Reggie Pitt [ in the good old garden at Glenthorne
cage rly. Manor, and spend the day relaxing——"
*“Yes,’ “That's how you would spend the day,
“'Lgnod gad! And what about dear old | Archie,” growled Handforth, “"I've got
Marjorie 7" inquired .imh:{, (lentiorne, joit- | nothing on for Mondayv, ecither., Dut what
ing the group. ure you trying to get at, Nipper? What
“Marjorie are vou leading
']L‘lrlplt‘. 1*I.nll btf up to?”
with  them, “It's simple,”
t!i.]:til{,” 8§ 4 1 d wno‘s WHO AT STc FRAN“‘So rgplied N|I[:p{-r
Handforth, con- “Quite a few
sulting tho letter/ of wus haven't
again., “Xog— made any ar-
and vour sister rangements  for
Winmwe, too, August Bank
I’itt. And my Holiday, or for
own sister KEna, any part of next
and Tessa Love, weclk, if it comes
and B ylvia to that.”
Cilenn, and one “I've made no
or two others. arrange -
And we shan't ments, but my
see one of Tem! people have,”
Don't vyou call put in Jack
that tou g b Grey. “We're
luek #7 all poing off to
*AREiall™ Norwav on Bat-
went up a urday.”
chiorus, “Well, you'll
**Abso- be out of it,” re-
lutoly all plied Nipper. “If
wrong," said vou're going to
Archie, shaking Norway, ¥ o U
his  head. . can’t be here.”
mean, can’t “Here?"” said
something b e Handforth, star-
done about it, ing., “On  Sat
lacddies 7" us (l:n ' i
“How t h e “Yes,"”
dickens can we “low the dic
d o anything?" }{(-ns can *.:e be
vetorted Hand- wiere  on  Satur-
f[“-'[ h. DR- MORRISON HIGHOLLS. {[u}y 1 1*‘%1[}11 thf_g
Nipper sud- : school 18 pgoing
{ivnh'lgrizlnﬁi. Dr. Nicholls bas OI'??}-' been headmaslter {}f N1, to break up ”tu-
Listen —t o Erank’s a shorl while, but already be bas ™oV, as? ' -
vour uncle, my ; : 4 That’s just
children,”  h e Made hbimself thoroughly popular wilth the it » said Nipper.
f:n{i_d 1 chem-fuil}i- school—seniors and juniors althke. He is a {‘Th{g school f
“(rather round, W AT sesm. . AT weak  up, ut
i aee. TG F 1n¥nsuaf perbaps sta:ﬂzfrg tdeas, (he"  Ehouldn't
lie well back. Oul be bas the welfare of St. Frank’s at hearl.  we stay on?”
L’ ve got Briliantly clever—and the ideal beadmaster, " Good gad!”
a4 wheeze."” “My only
The Juniors sainted aunt!”
crowded round eagerly. Nipper's wheezes “The School Train isn't going to be
were usually good. <hifted from this siding until lhe end of
“Ount with it!’ said Handforth. next  week,” continued Nipper. “The
“Right!” grinned Nipper. *Well, to|general idea, I think, is to shut it up, afmr

begin with, how many of you chaps have
nwade mraugenmnt: for the beginning of the
tolidays? August Bank Holiday, I mean,
“%‘hat’s next Monday,” said Reggie Ditt.
ik r[:':"\_"
“Well, T haven't made anv arrangeroents
for Bank Holiday,” said Reggie.

!

““Neither have I,” said Travers.
“Absolutely not,” put in  Archie Glen-
thorne. “I mean to say, I thought it would

we've all gone, But it’ll still be here.”
“Nipper, dear old fellow, there’'s some-
thing in this thing besides water" declared
Travers, placing a hand on Nipper's head,
“This isn't merely an idea of yours, it's Y
gilt-cdge wheeze,"
Handforth was looking excited.
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“You—you mean to stay on here—on the
School Train?” he asked. “Spend August
Bank Holiday, and a part of next week, in
Brighton 7" ¢

‘“‘ Exactly !”

“By George! If we do that, we shall
have a royal time!” saild Handforth en-
thusiastically. *““The girls will be here, and
Irene will invite us to her place, and we
can have the girls here on the train and—
But it can’t be done!” he added, with a
sudden note of depression in his voice.
“They won’t let us stop on like that!”

“Why not? said Nipper. “We shan’t
do the train any harm, shall we?”

“But it’ll mean that one of the masters
will have to stay behind to look after us:”

“Do you think we shall need any looking
after 7" asked Reggie Pitt “ After to-mor-
row the holidays will be on.”

“That’s true,” admitted Handforth,
brightening up again. ‘““All the same, I
don't suppose Mr. Lee will allow us to
remain here entirely on our own. He might
think that we should get up to mischief—
not, of course, that there would be any
chance of that.”

“Perish  the
solemnly.

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“It’s certainly a snag,” said Reggie Pitt
thoughtfully. “None of the masters will
like remaining behind—and we shan’t get
any of the prefects to help us, Yet the
authorities will insistt upon somebody
remaining in charge. How do you think
it can be worked?”

“It doesn’t need any working,” replied
Nipper coolly., "“Of course, we shall only
be able to use the Scheol Train as a kind
of headquarters. The entire staff will clear
off to-morrow, so we shan’'t be able to get
any grub on board, unless we bring it and
prepare it ourselves,”

“Well, that’ll be easy
Buster Boots of the Fourth.

“Quite easy,” agreed Nipper.
it'll be all to the good.
like being free and
holidays.”

““But that snag’s there, just the same,”
insisted Reggie. “We know well enough
that we don’t need anvbody to look after
us, but will Mr, Lee think the same? You
know how these masters get quecer ideas
into their heads——"

“My dear chap, I happen to know that
Mr, Lee isn't leaving to-morrow,” said
Nipper sweetly.

“What !”

“Of course he isn't!” grinned Nipper.
“That’s the card I've been keeping up my
sleeve, my sons! The guv'nor told me only
to-day that he’s staying in Brighton until
the School Train moves on. In other words,
we’'ve only got to put the thing to Mr., Lee
and he’'ll probably agree in a flash. He's
the Head of the School Train, and he
doesn’t want to leave until the train is
finally stowed away 1in its garage, or

thought!” said Nipper

enough,”  said
“In fact,

There’s nothing
easy during the

} wherever they're goin

to put it. Besides
that,” he’s got a special reason for staying in
Brighton over the holidays. I don’t exactly
know what it 1s, but that doesn’t matter.

He'll be here.”

“You silly ass, why didn't you tell us
this before?” demanded Handforth indig-
nantly. . “Let’s go along and see Mr. Lee
now. Let’'s get it fixed up!”

“Rather!” said Reggie Pitt. *“‘It’ll be
ripping, you chaps! * Bank Holiday in
Brighton—with the girls to help us to enjoy
the holiday. It’s a corking stunt!”

Nipper went off to Nelson Lee’s study
soon afterwards, and he put the thing to the
School Train’s Head in as few words as
possible.  Rather to his surprise, ‘Nelson
Lee raised no objections, T

“If you'd like to remain, Nipper, all well
and good,” he said, “The train will he
here, so there’s no reason why you shouldn’t
take advantage of the fact. But, of course,
there won’t be any meals served, as there
are now, and I'm a bit uncertain as to the
arrangements——"’

“Don’t worry about ihose, sir,” inter-
rupted Nipper. ‘“We can get our own
grub, and do everything like that. The
main thing 1s that we've got your permis-
sion to stay. Thanks awfu%ly, uv’'nor !”

“How many of you do you think therc’ll
be?” asked Lee smilingly.

“Oh, I don’t know—perhaps a couple of
dozen,” said Nipper. “TIll dash along and
tell the chaps. They'll be delighted.
You're a brick, sirl”

And when the others heard they fully
agreed that Nipper’s description of Nelson
Lee was accurate.

—_——— —_——

CHAPTER 2.
A Near Thing!

b REN'T the girls here yet?” asked
A Reggie Pitt, looking round.
He and a crowd of other juniors
were on the Brighton beach, It
was Bank Holiday—although, judging by
the look of the beach, it might have been
a particularly mild morning in mid-winter.
Hardly a soul was in sight.
This was accounted for, perhaps, by the
fact that the hour was just six-thirty a.m.
All the 8t. Frank’s fellows were in swim-
ming costumes, and they had just trotted
down to the front from the School 'Train.
They had only worn wraps for this purpose.
They had arranged with Irene Manners
and her friends to go for an early morning
swim, and the girls had promised to be on
the beach on time. They, too, would wear
only their swimming costumes and wraps,
It was so much easier—and, of course, it
was quite permissible at this carly hour of
the morning.
Everything  had
 smoothly.
On tge previous Tharsday the School
Train had “broken fip,” and most of the

been

going very




THE NELSON LEE LIDRARY OF SCHOOL STORILES T

seniors and juniors had goune off to their
homes. About two dozen members of the
Remove and Fourth had remained behind,
and of these about a dozen had decided
upon this carly morning swim,

The girls had arrived on Friday, accord-
ing to the information contained in Irene’s
letter to Handforth, and, ncedless to say,
Irene & Co. had been delighted to find a

crowd of their schoolboy  friends in
Brighton, and they were  even more
delighted when they learned that the

fellows were to stay on for practically a
week,

The weather was now doing its utmost to
.make amends for its bad behaviour of late,
and there had been two or three days of
glotious sunshine,  This morning was no
cxception; the sun was beating down with
quite a lot of warmth, although the hour
was so early. 'The sea was looking Dbluc
and sparkling and cuticing.

: : 1
“Here they come!” said Handforth, wav-

ing his hand.

. “Late, as wusual, but we forgive 'em,”
satd Travers.  “*Bless their little hearts,
it's their privilege to be late!”

The girls came running down the beach,
laughing and merry. They flung their wraps
and shoes into a heap and were ready for
the water.

“Let's sce who'll be first in!”
gailv,

“Here, I say, wait a minute!” “proiested
Handforth, “We didn’'t know you were
going to do anything like that!: I've still
cof myv shoes on!”

“ Absolutely !” ejaculated Archie. I mecan,
dash 1it! Good gad, they're off!”

There was a kind of a race, but the girls
were in the water first. Evidently they had
been planning that little dodge on their way
down to the beach.

“Who won?” asked Irene, as she came to
the surface, the water streaming from her
orange-coloured swimming-cap.

“Nobody won, of course,” said Handforth.
“It wasn't a race at all. By George, 1:n't
the water ripping "

“There’'s nothing like an early morning
bathe,” said Doris DBerkeley., “Whoever
wonld think that this was Bank Holiday "

They swam about, thoroughiy enjoving
their dip, The tide was nearly in, and the
great expanse of the Brighton front looked
splendid with the sun shining on it. Tar in
the distance, towards Kemp Town, one or
two other bathers could faintly be seen. But
on the promenade, and on the beach, there
was hardly a sign of life.

The St. Frank's fellows were exceedingly
glad that they had stayved on the School
Train after the holidavs had officially be-
gun. They had been thoroughly enjoying

cried Irene

their frecedom, and Nelson Lee had impaseuj

no restrictions whatsoever.

There had been some good fun on the
School Train, for the girls had been over
more than once, and there had been two
or three big feeds, with wireless and gramo-

phone music afterwards. In just the same
wayv Irene’s pcople had had the boys over
to their house. But the free and easy
spirit on the School Train had been enjoyed
most,

& ALKING about a race,” said Hand-
I forth, “let’s sce who can get out to
that buoy first.”

He pointed to a little black spot
in the distance, out to sca, and Travers
shook his head.

“It wouldn't be fair, dear old fellow,” he
said, “The girls are bound to win!”

“What!"” said Handforth. *“Do yvou admit
that vou can be beaten by a girl?”

“JIt's a sad admission, but it's a fact,”
confessed Travers. *“And vou'll be beaten.
too, Handy, if you are rash enough to try

it on. Evervbody knows that girls can swim
better than boys. Look at the way they
attack the Channel!”

“Rats!” said Nipper. “I'm willing to try
my luck in this little race, anvhow—and I'll
only make one stipulation.”

“What's that?"” chorused the girls,

“That Marjorie is left out of it,” grinned
Nipper. “I don’t mind pitting my swimming
ability against vou others, but Marjorie must
be disqualified.”

Marjorie Temple swam up, chuckling.

“Then Travers is right,” she said mis-
chievously., “We pgirls ean beat vou.”

“You can, but 1'm not saying anything
about the others,” said Nipper. “Your a
kind of champion, Marjoriec. You've wou
all sorts of prizes, and you're more at home
in the water than you are on land.”

This was practically true, for Marjorie
was never happier than when she was swime-
ming or diving.

So it was arranged that she should be
a kind of umpire, going on ahead, and
arriving at the buoy in time to give her
decision as to the result.

The swimmers started off enthusiastically,
and for the first twentv or thirty yards there
was very little to choose between any of
them. Then Handforth, much to his
astonishment, found that he was slightly in
the rear of Nipper and Travers and one or
two others. He was even in the rear of the
girls.

“This is all rot!" he spluttered. “I'm the
best swimmer, and vet I'm behind!”

Church.

“Don’t talk, ass!” gurgled
“Swim!” _ §
Even Church was beating the astonished

' Edward Oswald, and most of the girls were
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now well ahead of him.
always fancied himself as a swimmer, but
he quite overlooked the faet that in swim-
ming, as in everything else, he was clumsy.

They kept at 1t strenuously, going as hard
as possible. And subconsciously they all be.
came aware of a strange roaring sound,
which scemed to increase with every second,

It was Vivian Travers who gave the first
real warning.

“For the love of Samson!” he ejaculated.
“I say! Stop, you chaps! Wait a minute,
girls! This doesn’t look very healthy !”

“Great Scott!” shouted Nipper.

He, too, had secn something,
others, scnsing that all was

and the
not right,

abandoned the race and raized their heads |

out of the water.

“What's wrong ?”’ asked Handforth. *'Is
comebody in difficulties? One of the girls?
By George? What the dickens—""

He broke off, aghast. The reason for that
roaring noise was now apparent. Com-
jxurutiveljr near to the group of young swim-
mers, and swooping down upon tf’lem with in-
credible speed, was a powerful racing motor-
boat. .

It was tearing through the water in a per-
feetly straight line, following the coast, and
it was on precisely the same line as the
swinmmers. It was, indeed, coming straight
for them, the cnormously powerful engine
roaring all out. |

“She’ll run us down!” eried
“Quick | We must get out of the way

“There’s no time !’ shouted Nipper. “ We'll
never do it—not all of us. anyhow! Dive,
cverybody—dive as deeply as you can, and
keep down as long as possible |”

It seemed to be the only thing to do.

But Handforth, as usual, did something
clse. This was not because he ignored Nip-
per's advice, but because he did not even
hear it, And, as the others were all diving,
IHandforth leapt as far out of the water as
possible, and waved his hands wildly in the
alr,

Then he went back with a I}lungu and a

Irene.

»»

splash. He did not even realise the peril
of that moment; for if the man in the
racing motor-boat had not seen him, he

would undoubtedly have been run down, and
that muight have meant instant death.

As it was, something happened with be-
wildering abruptness.

The motor-boat swerved. Going at full
speed, she cut in towards the shore., The
man at the wheel, evidently realising that
he was about to run down a swimmer—or
some swimmers—changed the vessel’s course.

He must have wrenched at the steering-
wheel with tremendous viclence, for the boat
hterally leapt out of the water, her engines
still roaring at full speed, and for a moment
it seemed that the craft would capsize.

In any case, she was completely out of con-
irol.  Veering off at right-angles, she headed
«traight for the beach.

“Hurrah!” yelled Handforth., ‘' She's
missed us!”

But he was the only one, except Marjorie,
who knew how close a shave 1t had been.

Handforth had

The others were coming to the surface now,
and they found thoemselves in a smother of
foam, and the wash from the motor-boat
wae causing the sea to become quite rough
for & moment or so. The specding boat had
missed Ilandforth by feet only,

“Great Scott!” he cjaculated, staring.
“Look at her! The driver must be mad!
He's going straight for the beach-—and he
hasn't even shut off his engine!”

Everything was happening at lightning
speed. In the first place, the boat had been

travelling at something near cighty miles
an hour, and although the beach looked
some little distance off to the juniors, it
must have scemed right under the motor-
boat’s nose to the pilot. -

As a matter of fact, the pilot had been
unseated by the giddy swerve, and by the
time he got back into a position where he
could manipulate the controls, several
precious scconds had elapsed.

Only seconds—but they counted in a crisis
 like this,

The watching boys and girls became aware
of a dead silence—sudden, abrupt, and rather
startling. The engine had been cut off com-
pletely. DBut it was too late. DBefore the
man at the wheel could make any attempt
to steer his boat, she was ashore.

She simply leapt at the beach, sending the
sand and the shingle flying in cascades.
There came a kind of crash, comparatively
trivial, and then silence again.

“My only aunt!” ejaculated Handforth.
“I thought she was going to smash herself

to smithercens! And yet she doesn’t scem
- to be damaged at all!”

| “The madman !” said Nipper angrily. * Ho

might have killed us all [”

“I don’t suppose he knew we were here,”
remarked Mary Summers,

“That doesn’t excuse him,” said Nipper
VYA fast boat of that kind ought to keep well
out from the shore, and not come dashing
along where there might be early morning
swimmers. It's not so bad along the open
coast, but here, on the Drighton front, it’s
positively dangerous !”

“Let’s swim ashore and find out who he
” suggested Reggie Pitt briskly.

“Good egg! Come on! Let’s make a race
of it again.”

Off they went, eager and keen, with their
hearts beating rather more rapidly than
usual. Perhaps they were just beginning
to understand how narrowly they had

escaped disaster,

18,

CHAPTER 3.
Not a Sportsmanl!

- UST my topboots!" said Joe DBriggs
B blankly.

Joe Briggs was one of Brighton's

leading lights. He was, in fact, the

owner of several little pleasure-boats which
he hired out to holiday-makers. Lo had
been engaged in thoy task of preparing his
craft for the day's work. Lizzie needed a

little touch of paint here and there, -and
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Just in time the powerful motor-boat aveided running down
doing so the pilot lost control, and it went hurtling towards the shore.
There came a crash as the boat plunged ashors,

watched.

Martha Anne had one of her rowlocks out of
order. But Mr. Joe Briggs was not attend-
iug to his boats now; he was gazing at that
speed monster which had leapt ashore, only
fiftecen vards away from him, _

“ Lucky thiug you wasn’t killed, Joe !" said |
a voice.

Mr. Briggs looked round and found his
friend and rival, Bill Robbins, close at haud.
Mr. Robbins was the owner of another sct
of little pleasure boats, and he was pre-
paring for Bank Holiday, too.

“Never scen anything like it!" said Mr.
beiges, removing his ancient peaked cap, and
scratching his  iron-grey head.  “Come
ashore like a bullet, he did. Must be that
furriner from Shorcham.”

“That’s what I was thinkin'," agreed Mr.
Jobbins. “Somchow, Joe, I don't think that
old Hookey will like this mueh.”

““Poor old feller—he'll be tearin' his hair.”
said the other. *“That stand of his don't
look much class now, does 1t?"

They were regarding some wreckage which
Iny under the bows of the motor-boat. It
was the remains of a Punch and Judy outfit.
The motor-boat had struck it fair and square,
after leaping ashore, and reduced it almost
to matchwood, The tide being fully in, the
Punch and Judy stand had been only a few
feet away from the gently breaking waves,
During this calm weather it was only neces-
sary to place such things just out of reach
of high water mark.

The erash that the St. Frank’s fellows and

the Moor View girls had heard had not been

the swimming boys and girls. But in
Fascinatedly the swimmers
and then—silence !

caused by any serious damage to the motor-
boat, but by the collapse of that fragile

stand, Apparently the racer had come to no
harm at all, ;
“Hey! Youmen! You help me, yes?

The two boatmen exchanged glances. -
“It's that furriner, surce enovgh, Joe,”
murmured Mr. Robbius.

They lumbered along, and found a young
man standing beside the racing motor-boat.
He was attired in flannel trousers and pull
over; he was dark-haired and slim, and his
complexion was rather sallow, erbaps at
was more sallow than usual just now owing
to the recent incident,

“Those swimmers!" said the young man,
glaring out to sea. “It was their fault.
They wight have killed me!”

“What about vou killin" them, mister?®”
asked Joe Brigegs. “You didu't ought to
come tearin’ along the front like that, yvou
know, T'ain't the right thing to do.”

“ At this early hour—no danger!” snapped
the other. “How could I tell? Those
swimmners no right to be in my way. Help
me to shift this boat.”

He produced a ten-shilling note and thrust
it into Mr. DBriges’ ready palm, whoereat Mr.
Briggs rather chianged his mind about the

“furriner. He wasn't such a bad sort
after all.

And Mr. Robbins, who counted upon
sharing  that ten-shilling  note,  helped

valiantly in the work of shoving the motor-
boat back into the water, It wasu't such a
difficult job for the three of them, for the
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beach was shelving just here, and the bhoat,
in spite of its power, was not excessively
large.

The foreigner was looking rather uncasy—
indeed, almost scared. He kept casting
glances up the beach, to right and to left,
and out to sea, too. It was evident that he
wanted to be off before there could be any
inquiry.  Fortunately for him, there was
«till hardly a soul on the beach, while the
promenade was also practically deserted.

Once the motor-boat was in the water the
foreigner lost no time in starting up the
engine, and almost immediately he was olf,
ghding away close inshore with the motor
throbbing at quarter power., Iven at this
power, however, the craft shifted with extra-
crdinary speed, |

. I1" roared Handforth, waving a
hand. *“Wait a minute!”
“It’'s no good, old man—he's not
taking any notice,” said Chureh,
“The rotter!” saild Handforth fiercely.
“Ie's i%xmring us on purpose! Ile knows
jolly well that he nearly ran us down, and I
expect he's ashamed of himself!”

The boys and girls were quite near the
shore now, but the foreigner had beaten
them. He was off hefore they could finish
their swim, And this is exactly what he had
desired; for ho had had no wish to meet
the swimmers who had had such a narrow
escape,

“Don’t make a fuss, Ted,” said Irene.

“We're all safe, and nothing serious has
happened., I expect the poor man had a
fright, and it will teach him a lesson. We
don’t want to be vindictive.”

“That’s one way of looking at it, of
course,” admitted Handforth. “All the
same, the chap ought to be ducked! Coming

along at that speed! He might have known
that there would be swimmers in the way.”

“It i1sn’t seven o'clock yet, Ted,” Irene
reminded him.

“By George!
I1andforth, with a start.
it was so early.”

Their feet touched bottom, and they came
walking out of the water. Not that they had
finished their bathe. They merely wanted
to make some inquires; there were two old
hoatmen just there, and these boatmen had
"helped the culprit to get away.

“Who was that chap in the motor-boat ?”
demanded Handforth, as he strode up to Joe
Briggs and Bill Robbins. *““What do you
mean by helping him to get away?”

“He didn’t do you no 'arm, did he, young
pent?”” asked Mr. Briggs.

“Oh, didn’t he ?” retorted Handforth. ‘“He
nearly killed some of us—that’s all 1

1 ain’t surprised,” remarked Mr. Robbins,
removing a small pipe from the corner of his
inouth, “Dangerous cove, that furriner.”

“Foreigner, ch?” said Nipper. “Do you
!.now who he is, and where he comes from?”

That’s right, too!” said
“1'd forgotten that

“Shorcham, I think, young gent,” said
Mr. Robbins.

“And what’s his name?”

“Popotf, or Pop-somecthing or other, [
think,” said the old boatman. *Some such
cranky name as that., Been over there for
some little time, We often sce him come
dashin’ along, onlv he ain’t never come s0
close inshore afore. That boat of 'is 13 a
reg’'lar demon.”

“And what's all this?” asked Handforth,

as he looked at the wreckage on the beach.

“That was Hookey Webb’s Punch and
Judy show,” said Mr. Briggs, shaking his
head. *‘It ain’t nothin’ now, ’'cept a ’‘cap
of rubbish. Pore old Hookey will ’ave a fit
when he sees this,” L

“Burely that foreigner didn't go off with-
out making some arrangement about com-
pensation?” asked Irene in wonder. “E
was he who smashed this Punch and Ju
strow, and he ought to make things right.”

]

“He never said nothin’ about it—all 'e
wanted to do was to get off quick.” said Mr.
Briggs. ‘‘Scared, I reckon. HHe nearly run
you down, ch?”

“He was coming straight for us, and if
Handy hadn’t leapt out of the water he
might have killed some of us,” said Church
indignantly,

“So that’s why he come swerving towards
the beach, Bill,” said Mr. Briggs. “It only
shows you what these 'cre motor-boats are
once they get out of control. Give me one o’
my boats, with a pair of oars. Quite fust
enough for me!”

“Me, too,” said Mr. Robbins heavily.

The boys and girls, forgetting their bathe,
gatbered round the wreckage of the Punch
and Judy show,

“Well, something’s going to be done about
this, of course,” said Nipper. ‘‘Not that it's
anything to do with us. I expect that motor-
boat man will come back after he's got over
his shock, and do something in the way of
compensation,”

“It’ll be bad for pore old Hookey if he
don’t,” sald Joe Briggs. ‘“The pore old
feller ain’t done much this season, and he
was countin’ on to-day to make up a bit,
Bein' Bank Holiday, he was reckonin’ on
collectin’ a nice few bob.”

“Who 1s this Hookey ?” asked Handforth.

“I don’t know ’is proper fust name,’” said
Mr. Briggs. “We've always called him
Hookey Webb., Been 'ere for years, in sead$n
an’ out o' season. Why, 'e must ’ave run
this ’ere Punch an’ Judy show for fourteen
or fifteen years. Never did much good at
it, though. He's 'ad some rare ’ard times
durin’ the winter.”

“And now this rotter comes along and
busts the old man's show up on Bank
IHoliday !" said Ilandforth indignantly. “It
wouldn’t be so bad if he had acknowledged
his responsibility—"

“That furrin chap said it was your fault,”
said Mr. Robbins; looking at the schoolboys
and schoolgirls,



THE NELSON LLEE LIBRARY O SCHOOL STORIES

“Qur fault?” cried Marjorie.
all the impudence 1"

“Said you was in ’is way,” nodded Mr.
Robbins. _

“And he lives at Shoreham, does- he?”
satd Handforth grimly. “All vight! After
we're dressed, you chaps, we'll make some
inquirties about this Mr., Pop-something or
other! Our fault, eh? Of all the giddy

nerve |

HEY didn't feel like completing their
- bathe now. They had had a good
swim, anvhow, and this other affair

: had taken up a lot of time. The
girls decided to don their wraps and got
back to Irene’s house, and the boys, of
course, followed the girls’ example. The sea
had lost its interest,

“We'll be out on the front again within
twenty minutes,” promised Irene, as the two
groups parted on the esplanade. ‘“We shan’t
tuke long to dress. and then we'll come out
again before breakfast.” _

“All right,” said Nipper. “We'll see if we
can race vou, but I doubt it, because we've
got a fairly long run to the School Train.”

They went off, and by the time they
arrived at the train they were in a warm
glow. It only took them five or six minutes
to dress, for they merely donned flannel

‘bags and open-necked shirts, with blazers and
white shoes to complete their attire.

Although they hurried back at full speed
Irene & Co. were on the frout in advance,
looking wvery charming in their summer
frocks. They were hatless, aud thev cvi
dently regarded stockings
as superfluous for the seca-
side.

“Come

" coaches!”
~chievously,
“Well, 1

slow-
mis-

along,
said lrene

like that!"
protested H an d -
forth. “We've been rush-
ing like the dickens!”
“Only my fun,” laughed
Ircne. “1 say, there’s a
queer old man over by that
Punch and Judy show. 1
Lielieve he's the proprietor, .
“we ought to go and have a word with him?
“Yes, rather!” said Nipper. “We'll teil
him that we'll stand by hun, if necessary. It
-was that foreigner’s fault, and he'll have to
be made to pay up.”
* Thev all went down on to the beach, and
as theyv approached the wrecked Punch and
Judy show they saw that an elderly man was
scated on the shingle. near by, He was con-
templating the debris in a melancholy sort
"of wav., By this time there was a fair
number of people about—on the promenades
and on the beach. Scores of people wera 1n
the water, too, Half an hour made all the
difference. .
AMr. Briges and Mr. Robbins had evidently
gene. off for breakfast, so that they would
be fortified for a busy morning. Defore long

Don’t vou think

"
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“Well, of)the day-trippers would be coming in—chara-

banes and motor-coaches and motor-buses
would be arriving by the hundred every
hour, and further crowds would ecome by
train. DBank Holiday at Brighton is generally
an exccedingly busv. day.

“T say, just a minute,” said Nipper gently.

The old fellow by the Punch and Jud:
show looked up.

“Speakin'  ro
drearily,

“Yes,"” said Nipper,
trouble, aren’t vou?"

“This ain't trouble—it's lots wuss than
trouble,” said the old man, “I'm sunk—
that’s what I am! Clean sunk!”

“It's not so bad as that, 1s 1"
Irene,

“I can’t do nothin' with the ¢ld show now,
missyv,” said Mr. Hookey Webb, as he dole-
fully shook his head. * Look at it! Nothin'
but matchwood! I can't give no show to-day
—and Bank Holiday, tco! DBut there'! I was
allus the most unlucky bloke under the sun.
And me knowin' where there's tons an’ tons
of gold, too!”

“Gold ?” said Nipper curiously,

“Red gold!” said Mr., Webb 1mpressively.
“Tons of it! I know where it iz, and if I
could only get there I'd put my 'ands on it.
But who'll believe me? That's what T asks
vou, matey. Who'll believe me? Nobody.”

He sunk into a state of depression again.

“And now mo old show's busted,” he went
on. “Can't even make a few bob on DBank

o

me, matey?” he asked

“You're 1n a bit of
»

aakvd

Holiday !”
“Why talk like this if you can put vyour

haids on tons of gold?” asked Handiorth
practically,

Mr. Webb looked up sgain.,

“The gold ain't ’ere, young gent—that's
the trouble,” he said, in a mournful voice.
“It’s thousands of miles away. That's where
it is.  DBut it's there all riglt; nobody ain't
touched 1t since old Den was there forty
vears ago,”

He evidently noticed
girls were regarding
eXPressions,

“Think I'm baimy, don’t vou®" he con-
tinued.  “Well. that won't be no change.
Most people thinks T'm a bit off somewhere.
['m used to it. But I ain’t balmy,” he added

the bhoys and
with sceptical

that
Litin

defiantlyv.  “Ap' that gold o mine is as
real as this ‘ere busted Punch and Jude
show, An' that's real encugh, ain't 1"
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HERE was something fascinating about
I this quaint old man., He was small
and wiry, and, although his hair was
perfeetly white and his face lined with
i thousand wrinkles, he looked virile and
slive.  His eyes were like little glittering
beads, full of sparkle and activity. He
glanced from one boy to another, and from
one girl to another, and he seemned to be
taking stock of them., There was really
something remarkable in these bright, gleam-
eyes, set 1n such a battered old face.

For surely Mr, Webb had been through the
wars. An old secar could be discerned on his
right cheek, his left ear was not quite com-
plete, and there was a sort of depression left
in his chin—a reminder, no doubt, of an old
mjury.

He was dressed in nondescript garb—a
shabby old pair of trousers, a jacket that
was far too large for him, and his grey
flannel shirt, open at the neck, appeared to
consist more of darns than shirt.

“Hasn't that foreign chap done anything
for you?” asked Reggie Pitt. “It was he
who smashed up your show, you know——-"

" Joe Briggs told me all abonut it, matey,”
interrupted Mr, Webb., *“But what can I
do? If I complain to the p’lice they won't
¢lp me. Leastways, they won't do nothin’
to-day, will they? An’ it’s to-day that
matters. Being Bank 'Oliday, I thought 1'd
get a bit o’ custom,”

“"Have you alwsys run
Judy show 7" asked Mary,

““Not allus, missy,” said the old man.
“It's a sort of new line for me, I ’aven’t
been at it so very long.”

“\Why, one of those boatmen said that
vou'd run the show for fifteen years.,”

“So I 'ave, but that ain't long,” replied
Hookey Webb. “’Tain’t long in my way o’
thinkin’, anyway, I'm a seaman, missy.
Leastways, I was. 'There ain’'t many parts o’
the world I ain’t been—not as 1 crave to see
'em agin. There's only one place that I
want to go to, an’ thera’s gold there.”

“QOh, rather!” said Nipper hastily.

He and the others had already concluded
that Mr. Webb had a “bee in his bonnet ”
comewhere. It was obviously absurd that
such a battered piece of human wreckage as
this could really know anything about a
hoard of gold. No doubt the old fellow was
eccentrie.

“1 suppose you gave up the sea, then?”
asked Doris.

“1 didn’t give 1t up, m'ssy—the sea give me
up, in a way of speakin',” replied Mr. Webb
dolefully. “ Able-bodied seaman—that’s what
I was until I lost me left ’and. Then they
wouldn’t take me no more.”

He exhibited a large hook ai the end of
his left arm. Until now, the boys and girls
had not, rculised that Mr. Webb was a
cripple. They now understood the meaning
of his nickname.

“I'm awfully
didn't know "

this Punch and

corry,” <aid Irere, “\We

—
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“There ain’t no call for you to be sorry,
missy,” grinned Mr, Webb, *‘This 'ere '00k
18 just as good as any 'and. I'm used to it.
There ain't many things that I can’t do with
it. Ah, well! I s’pose I must make the best
o' things. Not as T can repair this ’ere
damage in time for the crowds. It’'ll take me

two or three days, by the look o' things.”

- Evidently the schoolboys and schoolgirls
were having a cheering effect upon him. He
was of a philosophic turn of mind, too. He
had had troubles all his life, and he had
found that they were easier to bear if he
made light of them. Unquestionably, how-
ever, the shock of this morning’s discovery
had been a great blow to him.

“Look here. Mr. Webb,” said Nipper. *“ Wa
feel that we're somehow responsible for your
trouble. We were bathing, you see, and that
motor-boat swerved in order to avoid us.”

“Then it wasn’t your fault, young gent,”
protested Mr. Webb. “It was the fault o’
that bloke in the motor-boat, confound ’im!
Like the nerve of these "ere furriners to come
bustin’ people’s property up!”

“Well, if we hadn’t becn swimming this
wouldn't have happened,” sargued Nipper.
“So we're going to see that you don’t
suffer.”

Hookey Webb stared.

“And ’ow?"” he asked.
think you can do, matey

“Well, we'll go along to Shoreham and put
the whole thing before this foreigner,”
replied Nipper. “We'll tell him bow you're
placed, and if he's got any deeeney in him
at all he’ll whack out a few quid as com-
pensation. That’s wha. I want to ask yon
now. How much did you reckon to take
to-day with vour Punch and Judy show?
And how much do you think 1t'll cost to-
repair your stand ?”

Mr. Webb removed his battered headgear
and scratched his white head.

“Well, I dunno,” he said. “It’s mighty
kind of you young gents an' you young ladies
to think o' me like this. Maybe I'd tako
a quid or two durin' the day—if T was
lucky. An’ 1 dare say I could get the old
show repaired for about ten bob.”

“Well, supposing we say five pounds?”
acked Nipper., “Do you think that would
put things right?”

“"Iive gquid?” said Mr. Webb. ammy !
I wouldn’t know what to do wi' five quid,
matey! An’ that's queer, too—with me
knowin’ where I can put my ’ands on five
million quid!™

“All right, then,” =aid Nipper, with a
chuckle. “We won't say anything about the
five milion quid—we’'ll stick to the five. The
owner of that motor-boat ought to whack

“What do ye

aQ "

L1

out, and we’'ll sce that he does it. Don't
you worry, Mr. Webb.”
“Not mel” said Hookey Webb., “I don't

worry. Never did. Lor’, if T was a one
for worryin’ I'd ‘ave been in my grave vears
ago.” 4

(Cantinued on page 14.)



NIPPER. An all-day cricket match and a
rcal summery day. What better than to hear
the clack Df ball meeting willow? What
more exhilarating than to see the ball speed-
ing away to the boundary? Then, again:
what a glorious feeling you evcperlenoe when
vou send down a real “stmger ' and sce the
stumps at the other end somersaulting out
of the ground, the batsman gazing on in
rueful dismay. Yes, sir! (ive me a day's

.,

George! Jt'd need a pantechnicon to hold
all the coco-nuts I should win. However, |
shouldn’t want the bcastly things, so 1'd
give them away to all the children in Bun-
nington and Bellton, and—if there were any
lefh—the remainder to those in Caistowe as
well.

FATTY LITTLE. A comfortable avinchair
in a shady spot; s constant supply of grub,
inteyapersed with ices and large 1ced drinks

cricket and I'd be supremely happy. ~—that’s my ideal Bank Holiday.
CLARENCE FELLOWE  will spend his
holiday differently WILLIAM NAPO-
from the other chaps LEON BROWNE,
at St. Frank’s, Listen Al of you bave probably gol  Browne, of course.
to what he says. your own ideas on how to spend  gave l'fﬁ. opinion i
. ris  subject  n 1E
It is my wish to write "4”3?"5": ‘_Ba”k Hoigday M{)ﬁd‘?}t usual long - winded
an ode This mterestzﬂg fﬁﬂfﬂre fashion. By the tune
Upon a poor misguided tells you how your fﬂi’{}ﬁfffé he had finished “guas
toad, , : ok sing ' the interviewer
Who strayed bencath characlers at St. Frank’s would was considerably  weak
a tyrant's foot like to Spﬁ?fd Ihetrs. Wilh some and exhausted, but he

When foraging for food
and loot,

Poor toad! No longer
will he croak

And please the gentle
cpuntryfolk.

He's gone and all the world seems grey

To me this August Holiday.

you’ll agree ;

EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.
C'ricket in the morning and afternoon, and
then a trip in my Austin Seven down to the
Bannington Fair, where 1 should have a jolly
good time on the swings and roundabouts,
(At this Junctum MeClure interrupted v.lth
the amusing information that Handforth is
keen on donkey-riding—brotherly interest, he
supposed. He also stated, most ompimtw-
ally, that as a rider I"Idmh is a complete
wash-out, usually ending his “ride " by
being tossed by a fed-up animal. Here
Handforth showed signs of becoming war-
like, so Mac beat a hasty retreat.) Then
I'd make a tour of all the coco-nut shies
and show people how to win coco-nuts. By

others will amuse
you, while still others—but read
them for yourselves, chums !

themselves

gathered that Browne's

ideal Bank  Holiday
would be to take
Dora Manners for a

trip to the country ox
seastde 1n his car.

ARCHIE GLENTHORNE. Odds calamities
and catastrophies! It's a bit oll the mark,
laddie, your disturbing me when I'm rest-
ing the good old tissnes. My ideal Bank
Holiday ? Oh, a spot of hammock in the
jolly old gmunrh of Glenthorne NManor.
where I should indulge in a EE"J.i{"- of forty
winks, with a cup of l‘lnp;r:uc: priceless brew
to liven up matters periodically,

WILLY HANDFORTH.
a long “hike " into the country. There's
nothing more enjoyable. In the evening, if
I eot back in time, T should go down to the
fair—just to let Chubby and Juicy enjoy
in their own childish ways, It
they were ill after the swings and round-
abouts, serve ’em right !

I should go for
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BANK HOLIDAY IN BRIGHTON!

(Continued from page 12.)

“You leave this thing to us,” said Hand-
forth,

“It’s very kind o' you young gents to
think ©° me in this way,” said Hooke
Webb, glancing from one to another witﬂ
his keen, beady cyes. “You're reg’lar young
sports, that’s what you are, an’ I thank ye

' »

BIT cranky, isn’t he ?” asked Sylvia

kindly for what you're doin’.
Glenn, when they had all got out
of carshot.

(X1 S
“IHe must be,” said Irene. **How

caihm.]’ old man like that know anything about
old 1
” “1le’s an old scaman,’
haps he's had some big
‘shock earlier in life,
and it’s left him with
a sort of delusion.
But why bother about
it+? The main thing is
to sce that foreigner
and get that five
pounds . out of him.
The rotter ought to be
only too glad to whack
out,"

“Supposing he won't accept any responsi-
bility #7° asked Doris.

“ By George! Then we’ll jump on him!1”

]

]

said Nipper. “‘ Per-

replied Handforth aggressively. *“We'll
take the money out of his giddy pockets!
Ife smashed up that Punch and Ju Y show,

and he'll have to do the right thing !
“We don’t even know who he is yet,”
said Winnie Pitt,
“Don’t. you worry,
out,” said her brother.
will know, Irene?”

sis—we'll soon find
“Perhaps your pater

“Yes, that’s uite likely,” said Irene,
nodding. “I hadn't thought of asking my
father. KEet's go- along straight away; he’s

bound to be up by now.”

The big house that Mr. IHobart Manners
had rented was quite close to the sea-front,
and the boys anLé girls waited whilst Irene
went Indoors. She soon reappeared, and she
nodded as she joined them.

“Tather knows all about him,” she an-
announced, **His name is Popodos, and he’s
satd to be a millionaire.”

“Sounds like a Greek,” said Nipper.

“1 believe he is a Greek,” replied Irene,
“ Anyhow, he's from Central Kurope, some-
where. Perhaps he's a Bulgarian, though.
Father says that he’s a young man who
had. a fortune left to him, and he’s mad on
motor-boats. He’s been challening all sorts
of people to races, and he’s got this hoat
of his at Shoreham, and it’s a regular speed
demon,”

“Don’t we know 1t7” murmured Travers.

“His name is Alexis Popodos,” laughed
Frene. ‘“Did you ever hear such a name]?
Father says that anybody in Shoreham will
know where his place 1s. Ile's got _'_'_ﬁn'
enormous honse there, I believe.” "

“Good enough,” said Nipper briskly.
“You girls go into breakfast, and we'll go
to Shoreham to make inquiries. If we don’t
come back with five quid from this giddy
Bulgarian millionaire, you can call me a
Czecho-8lovakian 1"

HE St. Frauk's fellows had a rather
. I hasty breakfast in one of the restau-
rants along the front., They were
not very kecen on food this morning.
They wanted to see Mr. Hookey Webb
through his trouble. There was really no
reason why they should coneern themselves
in this way, for Mr. Webb’s misfortune was
not their responsibility. They had every
reason to bear a grudge against Mr. Alexis
Popodos themselves. Still, they argued that
if they had not been bathing just at that
time the Punch and
Judy show would not
have been smashed up.
So, to an extent, they
felt themselves re-
sponsible,

They went to Shore-
ham by motor-bus, and
they soon located the
big house where
Popodos lived. It was
right on the front; and there, on the beach,
guarded by a little army of mechanies, was
the motor-boat. Not merely one motor-boat,
but two or three. Mr. Popodos evidently
believed in quantity,

“We’ll go on the beach first,” said Nipper.
“Those mechanics might be able to put us
in touch with Popodos, Come on!”

“Just what I was going to suggest,” said
Handforth,

They went along the beach. and, in answer
to their inquiries, the mechanies informed
thein that Mr, Popodos was at home, and
would not go for amother trip until mid-
morning.

“He had a bit of a scare this morning—
early,” said one of the mechanics confiden-
tially. “He wouldn’t exactly tell us what
happened, but——"

“We can tell you,” said Nipper grimly.

They did tell, and the mechanics gathered
round, listening interestedly. One or two
of them were foreign, but the majority were
Englishmen.

“Just like him,” said one man, at length.
‘““Reckless young fool! We've often warned
him against flying down the sca-front too
near to the shore. You youngsters are jolly
lucky ; yvou might have been run down.”

“Is he always doing that sort of thing?”
asked Reggie Pitt.

“Not always, but we’ve had the very deuce
of a job with him,” said the mechame. “1f
he wasn't paying me a jolly good serew, I'd
clear off. But a chap can’t afford to pick
and choose nowadays; he's got to stick to a
good job when he gets one.”

“Are all these boats his?” asked Hand-
forth, looking at the-high-speed craft.

- “Not all of themi}” said the mechanic.
“The "big "one—that“beanty—belongs to an
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Fiuglish chap. They're going to race, I be-

lieve, Quite a private affair.”

“Who's the Englishman?” asked Nipper,
smiling.

"I forget his name now,” said the
mechanic.  ““Some titled fellow, I Dbelieve.
Anyhow, he's got pots of money to buy

these sort of toys. Gosh! I wish I could
afford one a quarter as good!”

The juniors thanked their informant, -and
went off to the big house. Here they were
iformed that Mr., Popodos was engaged,
and could see nobodv.

“I suppose we can send him a message?"”
asked Nipper, looking at the butler who had
delivered the ultimatum,

‘1 suppose so, young sir,” said the butler.
“But if it's not very important, I should
advise you to put 1t off. Mr. Popodos is
not in the mood to spend any of his time
on schoolboys. This 1s going to be a very
busy day for him.,"”

“Busy be blowed!” said Handforth
ageressively, “He nearly killed us this
morning, and he smashed up an old chap’s
Punch and Judy show. We're going to sce
that he pays proper compensation. Why
not barge in, you chaps, and take the rotter
by storm 7"

“That wouldn’t be the right thing,
Handy," said Nipper, shaking his head.
“Two wrongs don't make a right, old maun.
No; we'll send a message.”

Nipper quickly wrote a few words on a
slip of paper, and the butler vamished. Dut
e soon reappearcd. :

“Mr. Popodos has read your message,
~voung sir, and he tells me that there iz no
answer whatsoever,” said the butler coldly,

“By George!”

“No answer whatsoever,
“' said Nipper grimly.

CHAPTER 4.
Doing Hookey a Good Turn!
g M getting fed-up!” said Handforth,

I In exasperation,

Ile and the other fellows had been

wailting within sight of the Greck’s

house for a full hour. And nothing had hap-

pened. Handforth, always impatient, could
contain himself no longer.

“I'm afraid you won’t make a good de-
teetive, Handy, old man,” said Nipper, shak-
ing his head. *You mustn't give up so
casily as this”

“Who's talking about giving up?" de-
manded IHandforth. “My idea is to force
Popodos into action. If he won't come out,
why shouldn't we go in and fetech him?”

Before any of the others could reply, they
heard a curiously loud purring noise from
the direction of the sea. They glanced at
one another, rather startled. "Then they atl
sred down the front, and they halted when
thev saw a fast motor-boat putting out over
the blue expanse of the Channel,

“Well, I'in jiggered!” said Reggie Pitt.
“He must have gone!”

“Leoks like 1t,”  said Nipper gruffiy,
“Some of you fellows stay here and watch the
house. The rest of us will go down to the
beach and have a word with those
mechanies,”

Thev hurried on to the beach, and the
mechanies shook their heads when the boys
inquired for Monsicur Popodos.

“He's gone,” said one of the men.
“Didn’t you see him two or three minutes
ago?”

“Was that Popodos himself?” asked

ch’
is the message

“That

which Mr. DPopodos wished

nie to econvey,” said the
hutler, “I would like to
add that Mr. Popodos

seemed very highly incensed

when he read your mes-
sage,” .

“Oh, did he?’ pgrunted
Nipper. “All right—we'll

leave it at that."”

He turned aside, and the
butler closed the door before any of the
others could szay anything.

“What's the big idea, ass?” demanded
Handforth, glaring. “You're not going to
be satisfied with that rot, are you?"

“Well, hardly,” replied Nipper. “DBut we
shan't do ourselves any good if we ercate a
commotion here. We shall have to wait for
a better opportunity. Popodos is Lound to
come out sooner or later, and then we'll
grab him.”

“H'm! That's not a bad wheeze, either,”
admitted Handforth. “Better than foreing

our way into his house, I supposec. Good
0
man .

And the juniors prepared to wait. Evi-

dently Mr, Alexis Popodos was not going to
escape his responsibility as he imagined!

Nipper,
“Of course.”
“Where's Lie gone?”
“It was very careless of him, but he forgot

to tell us,” said the mechanic dryly. *‘ He'll
probably  be _cruising about for hours,
There’s no telling when he'll be back.”

“Well, I'm hanged!" said Nipper,
annoyed, ‘“‘He must have given us the slip
somehow,”

“He’s a tricky beggar,” said the mechanie
confidentially., “Treats us like dogs, too.
After this week I'm going to get another job.
And 1if that greasy blighter talks to me
again as he did this morning I'll let him
feel the full weight of my fist!”
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It was quite evident that Monsieur
Popodos was not popular with his employecs,
In fact, it was fairly certain that the gentle-
man was very much of a bad ecgg.

‘“ ELL, we'd better get back to
W Brighton,” suggested Nipper,
after he had reported to the

others, and after there had been
a general indignation meeting,
“And allow that Greek rotter to go scot-

free?” asked Handforth, with a sniff. ‘‘Not
likely! He’s got to pay——"

“But what's the wuse, Handy?"” asked
Nipper. *“These mechanics say that Popodos

might not be back for hours. We don't
want to waste the whole morning here,
Besides, I'm thinking of Hookey.”

“So am I,” said Handforth,

“It’s Bank Holiday, and he was reckoning
to make a good bit of money to-day,” con-
tinued Nipper. *“As we've failed to get
compensation from I’opodos, it might be a
good idea to get that Punch and Judy show
repaired. Itven 1f it's only a temporary
affair, 1t'll do for to-day. Then Hookey will
be able to get on with the business.”

“Good gad! A somewhat priceless scheme,

old dear,” said  Archie, nodding.
““Absolutely! Let's do a bit of dashing
about.”

Even Handforth had to admit that this
idea was sound. And very soon the juniors
were on their way back to Brighton.

When they arrived they found a wvast
difference 1n the famous seaside resort. The
sun was shining gloriously now, and the day
was becoming hot. Many thonsands of
holidaymakers had arrived by road and by
rail, and the beach was becoming thronged.
Hundreds of people were bathing, boats
were to be seen by the score, and there was
an air of activity and bustle and joyous
happiness, Fverybody was™ enjoying them-
selves, Brighton on a Bank Iloliday is no
place for the melancholy.

“Hallo!” ¢#1d Nipper, as he stared down
on to the beach from the promenade near
the West Pier. ““There’s-another Punch and
Jndy show there!”

“Where 7" chorused the others.

Nipper indicated it.

“Somebody must have known of old
Hookey’s misfortune, and they’ve usurped
his place,” said Handiorth indignantly.
“Come on!l We'll go and clear this bounder
off the beach!”

“Rats!” said Nipper. “This man may
have a perfectly legitimate licence for giving
his Punch and Judy show.”

“Here?” asked Pitt keenly. ““Don’t for-
get that it’s exactly on the same pitch as
Hookey’s.”

“So it is,” admitted Nipper, frowning.
“That doesn’t scem right now you come to
mention it. By Jove! The girls are down
there, too—looking on!” -

“Let’s go!” said Handforth. Gl

 causing plenty of  agtention.

b,
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They went hurrying down to the sands, and
they found quite a big crowd round the
Punch and Judy show. Children were
screaming with merriment, and the squawky
voice of the Punch and Judy man could
be heard plainly above the yells of laughter,
It was not until the St. Frank’s fellows were
at close quarters that they noticed that the
outfit was rather patched and decrepit.
Nipper caught in his breath, suspecting the
truth, but Handforth noticed nothing in
particular :

“1 say, girls!” he exclaimmed, as he burs

upon Irene & Co. “What's the idea of
allowing this?”

“ Allowing what?” asked Irenc. *‘‘Hallo,
Ted! You've been a long while in
Shoreham 3

“I know,"” said Handforth. ““We couldn’t
find that rotter, Popodos. But what about
this Punch and Judy show?”

“It’s not bad, is it?"” asked Doris.

“Tt oughtn’t to be here at all!” said Hand-
forth severely. *“This is Hookey's pitch.
Why didn’t you tell this man that he hasn’t
any right on the sands? He's taking
Hookey’s business away.”

“Isn’t that too bad?” asked Irene, looking

at tho other girls. ““You silly, Ted! This
ts Hookey!”
“Eh?” said Handforth with start.

a
" .

“You—you don't mean
“Of course,”” said Irene,

“We managed

to repair his stamd, and he’s giving his
show.”
IIIE St. Frank’s fellows were rather

I startled to hear this. The girls, during
their absence, had performed the very
service that they themselves had
hurried back to perform. Theso Moor View
girls ware pretty useful, it seemed!

“How did you manage to do it?" asked
Nipper.

“You speak as if we've done something
marvellous,” laughed Mary Sumimners. “We
only took the Punch and Judy show up to
Irene's place.”

“By George! What did Irene’s people
sav ?” asked Handforth.

“They didn’t say anything—they didn’t
know about it,"” replied Mary. “We managed
to get it r1ound the back, where there was
a kind of workshop. We just got busy and
patched up the whole contrivance.”

“We've warned Hookey to be ecareful,”
smiled Irene. “If he makes Punch a bLit
too violent, or if he causes Judy or Toby 1o
dodge nhout too much, the whole contraption
might collapse on the top of him. Tt's dread-
fully weak.”

“Well, 1t wouldn’t hurt him,” said Hand.
forth. *“It's only a wooden frame with somae
old canvas wrapped round it.”

“But the show would be ruined.” said
Irene, "“‘and we don’'t want that, do we?
Hookey is doing big business.”

The Punch and ,Judy man was indeed
He was an
unuspally good Punch:and Judy showman;
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Thinking the motor-boat contained the unpleasant Mr. Popodos, the juniors surged lorward. The

bogoggled occupant was seized by strong arms and pulled bodily out into the water,

““ Duck him !’

yelled Handforth. The juniors little realised that the man was not Popodos, but—Lord Dorrimore !

liis voice was pitched in exactly the right ! bathe. It's getting jolly hot now, and the

key, and his enunciation was good. Most
surprising of all, however, was his manipula-
tion of the dummy figurces.

The St. Frank’s f{ellows wondered how he
contrived to do it, considering that he merely
posscssed a hook instead of a left hand.
There was not the slightest indication that
Hookey was in any way haundicapped. His
manipulation of the puppets was uncannily
clever, Ile could get roars of laughter from
the audience without uttering a word—Dby
merely moving his little duommy figures,

“Personally.” said Travers, “I'm not alto-
gether erazy about a Munch and Judy show,
Perhaps my taste has changed, dear old
fellows, but =zomehow I can’t scem to geu
really enthralled.”

Nipper chuckled.

“A bit above vour head, old man, eh?" he
asked blandly.

““A nasty one that—and quite uncalled-
for,” said Travers sadly. *“However, we'll
let it pass. Well, welll  All the kiddies
seern to be pleased, so why should T object?
At the same time, Brighton surely offers fare
that will appeal to us in a more satisfying

way.

“Oh, absolutely!” said Archie. “I1 quite
agree, dear old seream. Wouldn't it be a
dashed ripe scheme to trickle awav now that
the old chappie is set up? I mean, there are
sundry deck-chairs dotted about, and unless
we're  dashed slippy  we shall lose our
chances,”

“Bother the deck-chairs!” suid Handforth.
“You can go and sleep all the morning if
vou like, Archie. I'm in favour of another

CRE
.

water looks ripping. Who savs a dip

“Rather!”  chorused the others—girls
included.
“We can't spend the whole of DBank

Holiday looking at a giddy Punch and Judy
show,” continued Handforth. *““Hookev 1s
all right now, and we needn't bother about
him any longer. Good for you givls! We
can deal with that Greek rotter later on.”

“Talk of the fellow with the spiked tail
and he appears!” murmured Travers., “ By
Samson! What's more to the point, he's
coming up to the beach! Well, well! 1o
surely cannot realise that we are here ready
to pounce!”

The 8t. Frank's fellows bod drawn aside,
leaving Mr., Hookey Webb fo get on with
Liis basiness, and they were staring out over
the sunlit sea. They had all heard the deep,
pulsating throb of a powerful motor-boat :
now they could sce the eraft some distance
out. Her eneine was throttled down and
she was gliding in towards the beach.
Monsicur Topodos had come—and he had
cither forgotten the existence of the 8i.
I'rank’s fellows, or else he did not think
that they were worthy of consideration.

But Nipper® & Co. were a grim-looking
knot of fellows as they picked their wav
through the ecrowds on the beach and
approached the spot where the motor-boat
was likely to strike the shingle. Ilookey
Webb might be giving his show, but this
was solely because of Irene & Co.’s timely
help,

Alexis Popodos had done nothing Ly way
of compensation—but it was more than
probable that he would do something now!



-

18 THIZ NELSON LEE LIDRARY OF SCHOOL .%"I‘fi’lﬂi‘l’?ﬂ

CHAPTER 5.
A Slight Errorl

[PPER uttered a note of warning as

N they waited for the motor-boat to

come ashore. Irene & Co. thought

it advisable to keep in the back-

ground; somchow they had an idea that a

fev unpleasant things—for Mr. Popodos—
were about to happen. :

“Don’t forget, you chaps, that this is
Brighton beach,” said Nipper. “It’s
crowded with holidaymakers, and all these
people are enjoying themselves, There aro
plenty of kiddies, too.”

“What about it 7"’ asked Gresham.

“Well, we don't want to do anything
thai’ll scare the kiddies,” said Nipper. ‘‘So
I suggest that we put it to Popodos quietly
and calmly., We don’t want any violence.”

“Of course not,”” said Ilandforth at once,

“Oh, you agree, then?” asked Nipper,

“Of course I agree, ass!”

“That's good,” said Nipper. *“I was
afraid that you might do something drastie,
Handy, and if you led the way the others
might back you up.”

“Rats!” said EKdward Oswald. *“I should
hope I know how to behave myself, I don’t
believe in violence, anyhow. All we've got
to do 1s to wait until Popodos steps out of
his boat and then we'll grab him, throw him
face downwards in the sand %

i Ehl?il‘ f

“Irog’ss-march him up
beach P

“What!”

“And after that chuck him in the sea!”
said IMandforth grimly,

“Well, well!” murmured Travers., “lIs
that what you call treating Popodos calinly ?
Don’t you think it’s a bit—well, drastic?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Of course not!” said Handforth, staring.
“Popodos needs a lesson.”

“So do you, you ass!” growled Nipper.
“* Not that you will ever learn it! Here am 1
trying to impress upon you the necessity for
going casy, and you suggest an assault,”

““And why not?” said Kdward Oswald.
“What's the good of gentle methods with a
rotter like that? He wouldn’t see us at
Shoreham, and if we go up to him quietly
he’ll probably tell us to go and cat coke.”

“Well, the boat’s in now—so vou'd better
not argue any more,” said MoClure, ““ By
jingo! He's eoming ashore, too!”

The powerful racing motor-boat had
gronnded gently, with her nose in the
shingle. And now the begogrled ficure of
the driver was elimbing out of the cockpit.

.6, OME  on!”  shouted Handforth
excitedly. “Don't give him a
chance to dodge back! If he spots
us  he'll

HOW

grab
“Hurrah{”
“On the ball, you chaps!”

and down the

. bolt! = Let's him

“Uthing familiar

‘“Hear, hear!”

They went rushing pell-mell into the water,
and Nipper, after the first moment, was as
keen as any of the others. Perhaps it would
be better to give PPopodos no chance what-
ever. The man was evidently a rotter, and
he deserved to be handled roughly.

Popodos himself had not the slightest 1dea
that he had come into danger. Now, as he
was standing up in the cockpit, preparing to
remove his big goggles, he paused. Some-
how, these schoolboys did not seem any too
friendly, Perhaps "{1& recognised them-—or,
at least, he sensed that they were unfriendly.

He did not need to be very acute to scnse
that. ‘ :

The fellows cared nothing for their shoes
or flannel trousers. Sea wafer would not
hurt them in the least. They just plunged in
through the gently-breaking surf, and before
the startled man could even protest he was
seized by strong arms and pulled bodily out
of the cockpit.

“Hey!" be gasped. ‘““What the—"

“Duck him!"” yelled Handforth,

“ Absolutely ! said Archie Glenthorne with
unusual enthusiasm,

The unhappy man was jerked out <o
forcibly that he arrived in the water on his
back before anybody could leap to his assist-
ance. There was a mechanie in the boat with
him, but this young gentleman had no eppor-
tunity of coming to the rescue.

Splash !

The begogeled figure disappearced into the
water, and Ilandforth cheerfully sat on his
chest, holding him under,

“Another little drink won’t do him any

harm!” said Edward

Oswald, grinning.
“Let’s keep him under for about two
minutes, you chaps! That'll teach him a
lesson |

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You silly ass, Handy!” said Chuareh in
alarm.  "1If you keep himn under for two
minutes he’ll be drowned |

“By George! I'd forgotten that!” said
Handforth. **Still, we’ll show him that we
don’t hke Lim!”

“I think we've shown him that already,
dear old [ellow,” chuckled Travers. “I'm
quite sure he guesses that we're not well
disposed towards him.”

The unlucky man managed to shove the
juniors off, and he sat up dazedly, the surf
from the breaking waves foaming all round
him., Iverything had happened so quickly
that not many people on the crowded beuach
had gathered round. Iowever, they wero

coming up now, curious to know what all
this mecant.

“By the TLord Harry!” ejaculated iho
begoggled figure in a gasping voice I

say, steady, you young idiots!”
Nipper started violently, and the other

boys, too, were suddenly stricken. That
' ¥ ot

voice! That expression! There was <ome.
I
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“I believe

“Hold on!" gasped Nipper.
1 It isn’t

vwe've made a mistake, you chaps!

'opodos ! It's—it's »

Ile reached forward and grabbed the
rogeles,

“Dorrie ! he yelled.

Lord Dorrimore looked at Nipper. and
then he looked at the other fellows. He

shook his head rather sadly,

“If this is vour idea of welcoming me to
DBrighton, young "uns, I don't think much
of it,” he said complainingly. “I'm a great
beuever i a friendly spirit, but you can go
a bit too far with these things, you know.
This cxcess of exuberance 1s too con-
foundedly thick.”

“ My only sainted aunt!” ejaculated IHand-
forth blankly. *It's—it's old Dorrie! And
ve vo ducked him !

“1t wouldn’t be so bad if you had merely
ducked me,” said Lord Dorrimore. * You've
done far worse thun that, I beliove I've
swallowed about Lialf a dozen pebbles, and 1
koeow for an absolute fuet that 've swallowed
half the Lngiish Channel. It's very good of
vou to be so enthusiastie, but o

“Dorrie!” yelled Nipper, grabbing his
lordship and Lelping him to get to his feet,
“We—we didn’'t know, sir! Great Scott!
You don’t think that we deliberately chucked
vou into the sea, do you?"”

“I1 don't think aunvthing
kunow !"  replied Lord
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certainly did deliberately ehuck me into the
sea.

“But we thought you were somebody else,”
explained Nipper frantically.

“Well, of course, that makes it a bit
better,” admitted Dorrie. “In fact, I'm quite
relieved.,  You ought to be a bit more care-
ful; it's risky to go about grabbing pcople
before you can identify them.”

“We thought you were that rotter
P'opodos!” put in Handforth. **We couldn’t
see you properly with those goggles on, sir.
We're most awtully sorry, Dorrie!”

ORD DORRIMORIE, the famous sport-

l ing mllionaire peer, was soon grin-

ning with all his customary geniality.

He knew, of course, that the 8St.

IFrank's boys hud made a mistake; and

when he had beard a few words of explana-

tion he appreciated how ecasily the blunder
had been made.

“That's all right then,”
need to apologise any more, my sons,
Let's forpet all about it. I'm to understand
that I haven't been ducked, eh#”

“Yes, of course, sir!”

“All right—we'll leave it at that,” grinned
Dorrie. “I rather expected to see some of
vou fellows here to-day, although vou took
e by surprise. I ought to have conie ashoro

he said. “ No

| furthier along the beaci”
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“What are you doing in Brighton, sir?”
asked Nipper ecagerly. “We hadn't the
faintest 1idea. Did Mr. Lee know 7”7

“Of course.”

“I'he bounder!” suid Nipper. *1lle never
told me anything about it, Dorrie!”

“I think your respected guv'nor meant to
keep it as a little surprise,” chuckled Dorrie.
" (roodness only knows why it should be a
surprise—or, at least, why you should regard
it as an event,”

“But it is an event!”

“Yes, rather!”

" Absolutely !”
~All the fellows were delighted—and by this
time Irene & Co. had comme up, and they
were just as excited as the boys. Lord Dorri-
more was exceedingly popular Hadn't the
St. Frank's feliows and the Moor View girls
had many an adventure with this genial
sportsmman? ITe was such an old friend that
they regarded him as a kind of genia! uncle.

Dorrie, too, was responsible for the famous
School Train. It was he who had thought
of the iden—he who had provided the money
for the train itself. It was little wonder that
the schoolboys and schoolgirls were en
thusiastic in their reception.

"We thought you were over on the other
h-l'l..]E of the world somewhere, Dorrie,” said
.\'lp{}er. “By Jove! This 1s great! I'm
glad the guv’nor didn't tell me anything be-
forchand—it's come as a ripping surprise
now 1”

“You certainly surprised me,” admitted his
lordship.

“There's no telling where yon'll bob up,
Dorrie,” grinned Handforth. *“And who
the dickens could have guessed that you
would go in for motor-boat racing?”

“I'm always ready to try something that

promises a few thrills,” said his lordship
complacently.  ““This motor-boat stuff 1s
pretty good.”
- "“It's a wonder you don’'t go in for try-
ing to break the world's land speed record,
sir,” said Reggie Pitt., “ Perhaps you could
beat Major Scagrave’s Daytona Beach per-
formance?”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I’'m having a
special car built. But that doesn’t matter
now,” said Lord Dorrimore hastily. * No,
my sons, we'll leave it! I ought not to have
sald anything.”

“Are you reall
world’s land spee
cagerly.

. “ Not yet—if at all,” said Dorrie.. * Not
until next year, anyhow. I was a chump
to say anything. How would some of you
like to come Efn:»r a little trip in the old
tub ?”’

“Hurrah |”

“I'll take a few of you at a time—mixed,”
said Dorrie, glancing from the boys to the
girls,. “I’'m having a race to-morrow—with
this merchant, Popodos. liuita a private
affair, and I'm hoping to knock him into
the middle of next week. He's a boastful
sort of bounder, and he makes my flesh creep.
If T can get him to sing small, I shall. feel

IH

protested Nipper.

going to try to break the
record, sir 1" asked Nipper
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that I have done sowething really worth
while.” _

“We've been trying to get hold of him,
sir,” said Nipper. “We've told you how he
nearly ran us down while we wcere bathing
this morning—and how he smashed up that
Punch and Judy show. He ought to be
made to pay full compensation.”

“He will be made, too,” said his lordship
grimly, ‘““Leave this to me, my lads! In
fact, you might as well give the Punch and
Judy gentleman this fiver straight away. ['ll
collect it from Popodos later.”

Nipper shook his head.

“I know you,. Dorrie!” he caid, grifining.
“You're such a good-natured chap that
vou'd bid good-bye to the fiver and forget

all about collecting it from Popodos. You'd
consider it too much bother. No; we want
to grab Popodos himself, put it te him

straight from the shoulder, and make him
shell out !”

*“ Hear, hear!”

“That's the only way to do it, sirl”

“Oh, all right—I'll leave it to you,”
said his lordship. ‘“ After all, it’s your affair,
and I won’t butt in. Now, what about this
trip? I have an idea that the crowds are
becoming curious.”

And so, for the remainder of the morning,
the St. Frank’s fellows and the Moor View
Firls enjoyed themselves tremendously. They
1ad expected to have a fine time 1n Brighton
on Bank Iloliday; but Lord Dorrimore’s
unexpected advent had made all the differ-
ence,

They went for long trips in that glorious
motor-boat, five or six of them at a time.
They were exhilarated and exeited and
thrilled.

And as Mr, Hookey Webb, in the mean-
time, was making good money with his
Punch and Judy show, everything, as Hand-
forth put it, in the garden was ?m'elyl

CHAPTER 6.
~Hookey's Little Delusion!

OTHING was seen of Mr. Alexis
Popodos during the day. And Nip-
per & Co., on the whole, were rather
relieved. Mr, Popodos could easily

wait until the morrow.

Lord Dorrimore, who was nothing but a
big, overgrown schoolboy himself, insisted
upon the fellows and the girls joining him at
luncheon. He engaged a whole dining-room
at one of the big hotels, and did the thing
in style. Giving pleasure to the young
people was one of his greatest joys, and
there was not the slightest doubt about the
pleasure of Nipper & Co. and Irene & Co.

Then, in the afternoon, came more motor-
boat trips, and bathing, and similar seaside
joys. Every member of the party voted that
this was one of the most enjoyable Bank
Holidays that they had ever spent.

In the evening Dorrie sprang another little
surprise.

‘““How about dinner.eon the Wanderer#” he
asked casually.
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THE ST. FRANK'S QUESTIONNAIRE!

Here are fwelve testers for you, chums—questions which refer to St. Frank’s and

1ts micmbers.

Give them the *“ once-over,” jol down the answers to those which

voir know, and then compare them wilh the correct list which will be given,
together with another

1.—If there is a big fight at St. Frank’s,
where does it generally take place?

2.—What is the name of the school porter?

3.—Who are the occupants of Study A, in
the Ancient House?

4.—What are the colours of the West
House?

5.—Who is the best footballer in the Junior
School?

6.—What colour are the eyes of 1rene

Manrmers, of the Moor View School?
1.—~How is St. Frank’s lighted?
8.—What position did Mr. Beverley Stokes
occupy when he first arrived at St.
Frank's?

9.—Has Nipper a pet? And, if so, name it.

sel of questions, next week.

10.—How did Sir James Potts, Bart., of the
Remove, first come to St. Frank's?

11.—Who is the laziest junior in the school?

12.—0On which House is the Clock Tower
situated?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS

1. Red. 2. Working 1in -sealing-wax.
3. Tommy Iobbs. Willy is the most 1in-
genious, but Lommy invents something, on
the average, twice a day. 4. Green and gold.
5. Miss Charlotte Bend. 6. Kbenczer Binks.
T. Just under @ mie. 8. Horace Stevens, of
the Fifth. 9. Lhe School House. 10. Chest-
nuts, 11. Hal DBrewster, of the Fourth.
12. Professor Sylvester Tucker.

“The Wandercr!" yelled half a dozen ex-
cited juniors,

“But—but the
¢yaculated Nipper,

“No: she's in Newhaven at present,”
rodded Dorrie. “T can easily send a mes-
sage to the skipper, and the old tub will be
brought rouuc{ and anchored off shore,
hundy. If you boys and girls would care to
join me at dinner, yvou've only got to be on
the pier at eight o'clock sharp, and I'll have
some boats ready to bring you aboard.”

There was great excitement, Dorrie’s “old
tub,” as he called it, was one of the most
magnificent steam yvachts in the world, Most
of the St. IFrank's fellows and the Moor
View girls were familiar with the Wanderer,
Nie was not only a wonderful yacht with re-
pard to her equipment and gencral luxury,
bat she was the fastest thing of her type
afloat, Dorric had enough money to indulge
his own fancies, and the Wanderer was
nearly as fast as « destrover. She could cross
the Atlantic with ease in about four days—
{ir=ter than any of the famous liners,

Naturally, the boys and girls jumped at
the chance; dinner on board the Wanderer
xi.nuId bring an cnd, as it were, to a perfect
day.

“But is there time, Dorrie?” asked Irene
wonderingly, “I mean, it's not fair to
spring this on vou so suddenly.”

“There's no springing about it,"” grinned
his lordship. *“I gave instructions to the
licad steward in the early part of the after-
noon, and he's preparing a feed for a party
of about three dozen, There's nothing like
being on the safe side, you know.”

“You bounder, Dorric!"” said Handforth,
“Then you knew that we'd accept?”

“Once,” replied Dorrie, "1 was a boy
myself,”

Wanderer isn’t here, sir!”

“And you're still one!”
conviction.

[S lordship went off in the motor-boat,

H and the girls hurried away to Irene's

temporary home, in order to get

readv for the dinner. It wes only

a little past five o'clock now, but. as Hand-

forth remarked, girls always needed two or
three. hours to get dressed for dinner.

“There's no need for us to bother yet,”
sgid Nipper. “The School Train's handy,
and we can be ready comfortably if we start
dressing at about half-past seven.”

“And what shall we do until then?”
Tommy Watson.

“Well, I was thinking that we might as
well give Hookey a hand,” said Nipper.
“Perhaps we can boost up his business,
Let's go and find him, anyvhow !

“(iood wheeze!" said Handforth approv-
ingly. “I was just going to suggest the

BL

same thing !

But when they arrived at the Punch and
Judy show they found Mr. Hookey Webb
packing up for departure. His stand was
looking rather the worse for wear; 1t was
crooked and twisted, and the gentle even-
ing breeze was causing the torn fabric to flap

said Nipper, with

asked

about,

“"You haven't finished, Hookey, have
vou?" asked Nipper,

“I've 'ad a good day, mateyv,” replied

Hockey complacently., A very good day.
Ain't 'ad sueh a good day, in faet, since
this time last year.”

“We're glad to hear 1t,” said Keggie Pitt.

“Ain't no sense in keepin' ’'ere any
longer,” went on  Hookev, “The ecrowd
ain't on the beach now. Might as well pack
up-an’ get ‘ome.”
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ITe regarded the decrepit stand In a
thoughtful way. He was looking as alert
and as keen-eyed as ever—although he had
had an extraordinarily tiring day. With
hardly a pause he had carried on, giving his
show again and again and again.

“ Feels like a bit o’ wind comin’ up,’” went
on Hookey, turning his face to the breeze.
*1 ain't so sure o this old stand o’ mine.
She ain't any too safe. I'll ’ave to take ’er
'ome wi' me, else she'll be blown to bits afore
the mornin’.”

“Can't we help?” asked Nipper.

“1 don’t like to ask ye,” said the old
man. “You’ve bin ’‘elpin’ me ever since
this .mornin'—an’ I'd like to tell you ’ow
much [ appreciate it. Them young ladies,
too—they’re reg’lar sports, they are. If it
wasn't for them I don’t s'pose [ could bha’
given my show at all.”

“They've patched up the old
show pretty well, but I'm afraid
their work isn’t permanent,” saud
Nipper, with a chuckle. “T’ll tell
you what, Hookey. You lead the
way, and we'll follow—bringing
the stand with us. DPerhaps we'll
be able to help you when you get
home. \We've got an hour or
two fo spare.”

“ [{ecar, bear!”
the others, :

» Absolutely !” said Archie Glen
thorne. “ At the same time, lad-
dies, let me remind you that we've
got to be on the priceless old pier
at cight o'clock. Even if we start
dressing now, we shall only be

!

chorused some of

ready in the nick of time.”

“Rats!” said Handforth. * You
can buzz off, Archie, if you like.
You take as long to dress as a girl—and
longer! If we're at the School "Lrain by
hal{-past seven, we shall be 1n plenty of
time.”

“Good gad! Ab=olutely imposs!” pro
tested Archie. ‘I mean to say, balf-past
seveu, what? It doesn’t give a chappile a

chance even to select a dashed necktiel”

However, Archie was ¢xcused, and one or
two of the other fellows, too, felt that it
was unnecessary for them to accompany
Hookey Webb home. Nine or ten fellows,
ineluding Nipper & (o. and Handforth &
Co., took on the job. Hookey was voluble
in his expressions of appreciation.

His home was as curious as himself.

It was an old boat-—-a barge, apparently—
turned upside down, It was situated some
little distance from the beach, in a quiet back.
water of the town, only reached by a narrow
alley. Hookoy Webb had lived in this queer
old place for many years, and, indeed, he
was a well-known character in the district.

During the course of the vears he bhad
made additions to his strange home; he had
built the windows, some with little gables,
and he had placed a porch over the low

doorway.
“By George: How topping!” exclaimed
Handforth., ** Flower-beds and roses round

l
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the door'and everything ! Reminds me of one
of Charles Dickens’ books—Oliver Twist, I
think. Old Fagin had a home like this.”,

“Fathead!” scid Church witheringly.

“You're thinking of Daniel Peggotty, the
old fisherman chap in David Copperfield.
Ie lived in an old barge like this—only I

t don't think

it was wrong side up—near

Yarmouth.”

forth

“Well, what's the difference?” said Hand.
impatiently. *“I was right about

Dickens, wasn’t 17"

“Let’s give Handy the credit ,of having

The junlors gladly carried Hookey Webb’s Punc
then, when they ecame within sight of his home, tl
George, how topping 17’* exe

mentioned Dickens, dear old fellows,” said

Travers,

“I was expecting /nm to name

Joseph Conrad as the author of Qliver Twist

—0r

Thomas Hardy, or possibly Edgar

Wallace.”

d

*“Ha, ha, hal”
"“Well, we won't argue,” said Nipper, with
chuckle. “T.et’s ree if w: can ¢+ ome-
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thing with this old Punch and Judy stand.
Have you got any tools, Hookey?”

“Don’t ye bother with that now, matey,”
said old Hookey. * Come inside. It ain’t
much of a 'ome, but it’s good enough for the
likes o’ me. Bein’ an old sailor man, I
naturally feels more at ’ome in a place like
this ’ere,”

The fellows were curious enough to inspect
the interior of Mr. Webb’s abode. They
found it quite fascinating. There was one
big apartment, with a low roof and sloping
walls. Little windows were placed here and

they were only too pleased to help the oid man.
surprise. For It consisted of an old, upturned barge.
as Hookey invited them into the place.

there, so that of daylight was
admitted.

There was an ancient kind of stove in the
very centre, with a crazy chimney penetrating
the roof. The air was thick with the odour
of tobacco smoke avd tar.

There were crude tables and chairs, and a

rongh hedstead along one side. Everywhere

plenty
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there was a litter of old magazines and
papers—ropes and nets. Up one corner there
was a little kind of workshop where Mr.
Webb sometimes manufactured little models
for his Punch and Judy show.

“By George! It’s not so dusty!” said
Handforth, as he looked round. * Wouldn't
mind living here myself! How long have
you been here, Hookey ?"”

“Nigh on twelve years now, young gent,”
sald the old man thoughtfully. “It ain’t
much of a place for the likes o’ me, wot
might 'ave mansions o’ me own.”

“Ahem!” coughed Nipper.

uh‘?ut repairing the old show.”
. "Ay, that's right!” said old Hookey, look-
ing at Nipper keenly out of his bright, beady
eyes. “Think ye can put me off, eh? Think
I'm barmy, don’t ye? Me talkin’ about
mansions an’ such like. But if I was to anly
find somebody who'd grubstake me, I'd show
ye something |”

“I don’t gﬂubt it, dear old fellow,” mur-
mured Travers.

“I'd show ye gold !" said Hookey. his eyes
burning more brightly than ever. “Red

gold—yellow gold—sparklin® an’
glintin’ in tons. Ay, an’ I mean
it!  Tons, young gents! I know
where it i1s—an’ I can put me ands

on it, teo. Only it's so durned
far away.”

“That's the worst of gold,” said
Traver,s. “It’s always so far
away.

Mr., Webb sat down on a keg.

“Reckon it’s five thousan’ miles
away,” he said, as though talking
to himself. “New Mexico, young
gents—or Arizona. I ain’t quite
sure which, seein’” as my geo-
graphy ain't very good. Still,
once 1 got over there, I'd find my
way sure enough, though I ain’t
bin there for forty years.”

“New Mexico,” said Nipper,
looking interested. ““ Arizona!
I've been' in those parts of the
United States, Hookey."”

“Ye have?” said the old man
eagerly. “Then mebbe ye know
that wot I'm sayin' is the truth 1"

“Well, of course, everybody
knows that gold has been found
in some of those districts,” said
Nipper guardedly.

“Durin” my time things was
pretty  wild,”  said Hookey.
“Injuns was roamin’ about. That
was in '89, or thereabouts. Reg’lar
wild country in them days, with
them Injuns takin’ as many scalps as they
could find.”

“Things are dilferent now,” said Nipper.
“The Indians are kept in their reservations.”

“But they're still Injuns,” caid the cld
man grimly. “An’ Injuns is Injuns—an’
allus will be. Pertic'ly the Apaches, Nar:ty
and trecacherous, them Apaches.”

“ Let’s

Lo

And-
ik By
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It was quite evident that Mr. Hookey )
Webb knew what he was talking about, Thas
was no mere yvarn., In the old days, appar-
ently, he had actually been in New Mexico
and Arizonaz, And as he sat there on that
keg he somehow looked different. His eyes
were brighter, and his expression was more
alert.

“If ye're interested, young gents, T'll tell
ve the yarn,” he said, l,oking round fro .o
boy to boy. “I'll tell ye a yarn of gold—so
much gold that it's lil-ly your bramns will
reel.” .

“Go aliead!” said Handforth engerly, “If
it's a varn about Indians and gold, we're
ready for it!”

CHAPTER 7.
Handtorth is Convinced!

OOKEY WEDBB cleared his throat,
H and he proceceded to fill an ancient
pipe with black twist.

“I'm a sailor man, rightly
speakin’,” he said thoughtfully  “Back in
'88 1 was aboard an old wind-jammer wot
struggled inter New Orleans arter a pretty
rongh vovage across the Gulf. An' it was
,while T was in one o' them New Orleans
lodgin’’ouses that I struck up with old Ben.”

“I think vou mentioned his name once
Lefore,”' said Nipper, nodding.

“0Old DBen Dalton,” said Hookey. A
regtlac pal’ 7o was.  Scems 'e was struck on
cotng’ West, "avin' ‘eard tales of gold, Well,
v ship was so busted up that all "ands was
piaid off, and there wasn't no other ship "andy.
And mo havin® a bit o' money put by, 1
went shares with old Ben. We bought our
outfit, an’ went West.

“Ben, o' course, knew the
ook, an' it was 'is tdea to
desert, an’  amongst  those
Arizony, Reg’lar  wild  country—wildest
I've ever sce'd. T won't tell ve of the
troubles we 'ad. Wot with thirst an' losin'
orr way, an’ one thing an’ another, it was
nigh on :ix months afore we got to the
place whera old Den thought there might be
vold. Right up there on the Mosa, it was.”

“The Mesa?"” repeated Handforth,

“Kinder bng platean,” explained Hookey.
“They allus eall 1t the Mesa out in Arizony,
Protty 'igh up. but nearly flat—"undreds o’
miles of it. You can go for days without
soein’ a tree, 'ceptin® a bunch o' cacti now
an' agin. The kinder country wot migzht take
ihie "ecart out of anybody straight off.”

country like a
go-onut on the
mount'ing  1n
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“It's pretty rough out there.” said Nipper,
nodding. “Some parts of Arizona and New
Mexico are practically & wild to-day as they
were then 1n '88."

“I was only a youngster in them days, but
that trip fair took the spring out o' my
museles,” said Hookey, shaking his head.
“There was one bloke wot wouldn't come 1n
with us. I remember 'im now—reg’'lar
desert feller.  Dicky Siggers, that was i
name—Dicky Siggers, an' his pals called him
“the Rat,” ’eause 'e wouldn't live nowhere
else but on the desert. On'y a young 'un,
same as ourselves. DBut when we asked 'im
to come along wi' us, he wouldn't 'ave
nothin’ to do with it. Said ’¢ hadn't no
‘ankerin’ arter losin' his scalp.”

“But you and Ben Dalton went on, eh?”
asked Reggie Pitt,

“We found the gold.” said Hookey im-
pressively,  “Tust of all we come across a
creek, an' there was so much gold in the
bed o' that blamed little stream that we
could run it through our fingers. Then wo
found tho real gold—clifTs of it !

“Draw it mild!” protested Handforth.

“1 ain't exaggeratin’,” insisted the old
man, his eves burning, “1I tell ve there was
cliffs of it, matey! We filled our pockets,
an' it was our wlea to come back agin with a
big ontfit. But the Injuns got arter us, an’
pore old Den was winged,”

“Killed " asked Nipper. _

“Pretty migh.” said Hookey., “DBut Ben
was a good plucked "un, If it wasn't for 'im.
I'd bin lost in that blamed desert—an' killed
by them Injuns, too. Ben stuck it, an' it was
owin' to "is knowin' the country so well ihat
we ot out, DBut the dayv arter we reached a
township old Ben was took i1ll an’ died.”

“Poor chap.” satd Handforth, “That was
pretty rough luck.”

“Ay, matev, 1 ean still rernember pore old
Den as "¢ lay there a-devin’,” said Hookey.
“Reg'lar pal, e was”

“What about the gold you took?’ asked
Handf{orth.

“There wasn’t no gold by the time we got
to that blamed township,” said the old man,
shaking his head.,  *“Gold didn't mean
nothin” to us en the desert—when we was
dyvin' from thirst, It was so "eavy that we
chucked 1t away—an' mebbe it saved our
lives.  We only kep' a few bits o' quartz—
an’ we on'v kep' those ’cause we forgot al
about 'om.”

"1sg

“Bo you were practically broke?” asked
Reggie.
“I Jdon’t remember wmuch wot really

"appened,” admitted Hookev, " Somchow or
other, I gnt anav., Old Den's death shook
me up proper, an' I didn't want te see that
blamed dosert no more. The place "aunted
me. Dot vears arter, when I was at sea
agin, I kep’ thinkin® about that there gold,
i‘m'”wnt a fool I''l bin to let the chance go
",

Why dido’t you ge back?” asked Hand-
forth.

The old man gave a bilter laugh,
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Edward Oswald Handforth underiakes to answer, in his own unique fashion, any

question ** N.L.” readers care to submil io him.

Bul, although of a certainty

the resulls will be amusing and enterlaining, the Edilor lakes no responsibilily

for their veracily.

GEORGE W. HARRISON (Harrogate).—
Your letter was remarkably short—it con-
sisted of only three lines—yet searching for
answers to your two questions has caused
me no end of trouble. 1 looked through
my history books and none of the beastly
silly things seemed to tell me what causes
an carthquake and where they most fre-
quently occur. I shall write a strong letter
to cach of the authors and tick them off, 1
think. So I was reduced to asking Churchy,
and he told me to tell you that an earth-
quake is an internal disruption, and that
such things occur most frequently in Study D.

ARTHUR SMITH (Wigan).—QOch aye,
but ye’re a cheeky wee bairn! (How’s that
for a good spot of Lancashire dialect,
Arthur?) I don’t know how you can assert
that Willy writes better stories than 1. My
minor writes utter pifie—and I jolly well
know I can beat him at it every time,
(Hear, hear!—Ep.) Sorry I can’t get that
copy of the Nerson Lee Lisrary for you.
Apply to the Editor, and perhaps he’ll help
you.

WILLIAM KITCHEN (Buxton).—Thank
you for your kind words concerning myself.
I regret to say it i1s somewhat unusual for
me to receive compliments from readers of
the Nerson Ler LiBrary., Most of them
are positively insulting towards me. Yes,
1 have been captain of the Remove. During
my term of office I introduced all sorts of
wonderful reforms. Never before had the
Form been so much in the limelight, and

Write to Handforth, Clo the Nelson Lee Library, to-day.

everybody agreed that as a captain I was in
a class of my own. Yet the ungrateful
rotters kicked me out! I was cast out like
a—like a Yes, I was cast out of oflice.
Ah, ’tis a hard, hard world!

DEZMONDE DALLEY (Epsom).—This
bright lad has the cheek to ask me a mere
twenty questions. Twenty, mark you! 1'd
like to poiat out, Dezmonde (I don’t believe
you when you say that your Christian name
is Yugo-Slavian) that the Editor has ouly
given me a stingy half a page for this
feature, and so pcu’re going to be unlucky.
How about asking me your questions on
the weekly instalment plan?

WILLIAM R. OSBORNE (Leicester).—1
gave Church and McClure your kind regarde
as requested, and they wish me to return
theirs to you—also their sympaihy, and they
trust that you’ll still be alive when you’ve
read this reply. Cheeky asses—but I’ve just
given Church a black eye and Mae a swollen
nose, 8o I’ll let them off. I can’t say I am
keen on fishing, Bill—the ordinary kind of
fishing, that 1s, such as catching tiddlers.
Now big game fishing is all right. 'm going
to do a lot of it when I get older and go
exploring the mighty oceans. There’s plenty
of excitement in fishing for whales and
sharks and octopi, I can tell you. Just o
word of advice if you contemplate doing the
same. These denizens of the deep are rather
strong and heavy, so don’t forget to provide
yourself with a strong fishing rod and tackle.

EDWARD OSWALD.

“I'll tell you why,” he replied. *“'Cause I
’adn’t got the money. Me an’ old Ben
Dalton spent all we 'ad on that fust trip,
an' arter Ben died I was broke. You can't
go into the desert wi'out burros an' a proper
outfit. Leastways, you can’t unless you wants
to commit sooicide.”

“Couldn’t you get anybody to
you?” asked Reggie Pitt,

“You mean grub-stake us?” asked Hookey.

finance

“Didn’t I try? But nobody wouldn’t be-

lieve me. They just laughed, an’ said I was
crazy. Wot did I know about the desert,
anyway? Me, a sea-farin’ man? Wi'out
old Ben, I was lost. If ’e ’ad lived it
would ’ave bin different.”

“Yes, I can see that,” said Nipper, nad-
ding.

“So I just drifted back to the sea, natural
like,”” said the old man. *It was twenty
year afore I found myself in New Orleans
agin, That would be in the year ninetecn
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'undred an’ eight, or nincteen "undred an’
:1itw I d:.':rnt rightly remember
'ad a bit o' money, so I went on the train
as far as Phoenix, in Arizony. An' believe
me, or believe me ot, almost the fust man
I met was Dicky bl"‘”:.l»- "

“That was queer, wasn't it?
fort‘a

* Not so queer,” said Hookey., “Dicky was
still  the same—didn't look much older,
neither, "eeptin that 'e was a bit shreivelled
up, wot w1’ the sun an’ the desert air. Still
searchin’ fer gold, ’e¢ was, but when I sug-
gested that we should be partners 'e wouldn't
take no notice.”

“Didn’t he believe your
gold 7"

“Mebbe 'e believed it, but 'e was broke,
an' I hadn't got 'nufl moncy to supply the
outfit,” replied Hookey, “ It was allus money
wot stopped me—an’ me knowin' where all
that gold was, too. Ay, an’ I was prelty
sure I could find my way back to that same
spot up on the DMesa.”

There was something quite convineing in
tiie old man’s etory.

““And what about the Indians?®”
Handforth.

“The Injuns was in a reservation by then,
satd Hookey.,  “Leastways, I think so.
Dicky Siggers said they was just as danger-
ous, thouch—them Apaches an't like other
Injuns, They're allus tricky an’ treacherous.
Dicky reckoned as "ow they'd get narsty even

" asked Hand-

story about the

asked

- - - == - -

y if that gold strike o'
which, 1|

"him
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mine wasn't on the
reservation, Sort o jealous, like. Don't
want no white folks prowlin’ round, as yo
nught say, Anyvwavs, I couldn’t do no good
in Phonix, so I drifted back to the sca
agin,”

He sighed, knockea out his pipe, and com-
menced filling it aguin, The juniors watched
with nterest as he manipulated the
pouch with his hook. Aud suddenly he held
the hook aloft.

"It wasn't many ‘vears arter that that I
niet wi' my accident,” he continued. **Then

I wasn't no good for the sea no more. An'
now 1I'm a Punch and Judy man,” he said
bitterly.

“Didn’t you ever ask people to put up
enough mouncy to wmake another trip?” 1n-
quired Handforth.

“1 asked until T was 'oarse,” replied old

Hookey. “But I'm allus laughed at. }olks
think I'm barmy, T tell ve. “0ld Hookey
an' s gold '—that’s wot they say, an’ then
laugh fit to bust,”

“How do you know the
found by somecbody else’”

Mr. Webb shook his head,

“If that there gold 'ad bin found, the
'ole world would a-known of 1it,” he re-
plicd.  “You couldn’t ’ave kep' it out o
the newspapers, an' I can tell yeo I've "ad
my cyes open pretty well.  The gold aiu'r
bin found—an' won't be found, until I gocs
back to the spot. Them mount'ins keep

gold hasn’t been
asked Nipper.
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their secret—pertie'ly when
prowlin’ around.”

“Well, it’s a pity you can't get somebody
to put up some money for the trip,” said
Handforth indignantly. “I've a good mind
to speak to my pater about 1t.”

“It wouldn't be no good, matey,” said
Hookey, shaking his white head. " People
don’t take mno notice o me. I'm an old
scaman—an’ old Punch and Judy man. Wot
do I know about gold? Wot do I know
about Arizony an’ the desert? Folks think
that I'm jest yarnin’—that it’s a pack o
lies from beginnin’ to end. Any’ow, when
it comes to puttin’ up any money, why, they

just smile an’ go away.”
S feeling rather sorry for the unfortunate
Punch and Judy man. His story had
sounded very convincing while he told it;
but only a very few minutes after they had
left his prescnce they felt doubtful. Edward
Oswald Handforth was the only one who saw
no reason to change his first 1mpression.
“The old boy knows what he’s talking
about!” he =aid, as he and the others

there's Injums |

OON afterwards the St. Frank’s juniors
took their departure. They were all

paused in the Ilittle alley near Iookey’s
curious home. *‘'Gold, by George! Tons
of gold! And nobody will help the old
chap to find 1it! Tuo jolly mean to risk their
money |

“Don’t be an ass, Handy!” protested
McClure. ‘It wouldn't be risking money

to ‘ grub-stake > old Hookey."”

“Eht™

“ It would be throwing money away!” said
Mac.

“You're Scotch—and that’s just the sort
of thing you would say!” retorted Hand-
forth sternly.

McClure flared up.

“Why, you rotter! The Scotch people are
jolly keen on finding any sound proposition!”
he said hotly. * But they're careful, too.
They won't throw their money away!”

“ Peace, my children!” murmured Nipper.
“We' don't want any arguments here, do
we? My mind is quite open about old
Hookey. 1 belicve therc’s something in his
story—and perhaps he did find a lot of
gold out in Arizona. But don’t forget that
it happened forty years agol”

‘““And the gold hasn’t been discovered by
anybody else since,” put in Handforth
quickly. “That’s the point, my sons!”

An old boatman, in wide, blue trousers and
2 blue jersey, panszed as he was about to
pass the group of schoolboys.

““What's that ve're sayin’ ?” he asked, with
a twinkle in his eye. ‘“Gold? I reckon
you’ve bin talkin’ with old Hookey, eh?”

“What of 1t ?” asked Handforth.

“Don’t you believe his stories about that
there gold, young gents,” said the boatman.
“Old Hookey is a bit touched in the 'ead.
Why, ’e’s bin tellin’ that same story for
nigh on fhiteen years—ever since he come
to these parts.”

“And hasn’t anvbody ever taken any notice
of him?"” asked Nipper.

D

-

=

““Tain’t likely!” said the boatman, with
scorn. ‘““Who'd take notice of an old Punch
an’ Judy man like 'Ookey Webb? I tell ve
he's a ﬁit wrong in the 'ead. ’Tain’t "
fault, pore chap. He can’t help it. But
you be careful, young gents; don't take no
notice of ’'is yarns. Old ’Ookey 18 a
caution!”

CHAPTER 8.
Lord Dorrimore’s Promise!

ANDFORTH, of course, took no notice

H of the old boatman. He preferred to

believe Hookey Webb’s story. It was

just the kind of story that Hand-

forth loved to believe. A story of hidden

gold—of wild desert places—of Indians! It
was a story that stirred his blood.

Nipper and Travers and Pitt and the rest
were rather amused. Handforth becameo
more and more cxcited as they were dress-
ing, and he was still Jooking flushed and hot
even after they had got on board the
Wanderer. Hookey Webb's story was throb-
bing through Handforth’s brain. .

For a time, before dinner and during
dinner, he managed to keep himself sub-

dued. There was so much to see—so much
to do. And the girls, of course, kept him
busy. Irene & Co. were all there, and they

were merry, bright-eyed, and gay.

“It's really too bad of old Dorrie to
invite us on board like this,” said Doris
Berkeley, after dinner, as she and some of
the others were strolling on the promenade
deck. “It makes us long for another voyage,
and we know there can't be one.”

“Perhaps there will be one,” said Hand-
forth mysteriously.

“Why; whatever do you mean, Ted ¥’
in Irene, open-eyed.

“Oh, nothing!” replied Han
careless wave of his hand. ‘‘Nothing!
you never know!” _

“Dorrie hasn’t said anything about going
on another voyage, has he?” asked Winnie,

“Not that I know of,” said Handforth,
shaking his head., ‘‘But after I've had a talk
with him-—" ;

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“Cheese 1t, Handv!” grinned Church.
“If you've got any idea like that in your
head, you’d better get rid of it. Dorrie won’t
listen to you, you ass! I expect he’s got hig
plans all cut and dried. le’'s probably sail-
ing for some odd corner of the world within a
few days. You know how he dodges about.”

“T know!” said Handforth grunly. *‘ And
I know that Dorrie doesn’t care twopenco
where he goes—as long as there's adventure.”

“Quite right, young "un—in fact, absolutely
right,” said Lord Dorrimore, strolling up.
“And where, pray, is there adventure to be
found? I must confess that I have exhausted
most of the supplies. There aren't many wild
corners of the earth nowadays.”

Handforth took a deep breath,

“What about Arizona, sir?"

1

put

dforth, with a
But

he

asked

' trivmphantly.
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ILord Dorrimore stared.

“Arizona ?” he repeated politely.
corner of tho carth?”

“*Yas, gir."

“My poor, deluded young man, you don’t
know whut you're talking about,” said
Dorrie. “ Arizona is in the United States,
And surely we all know that the United

tntes are thea most law ‘Ihulmg. peaceful,
lmmdtum conventional

*Cheese it, sir!” protested Haudforth,
“There are parts of the United States that
are as wild as ever.”

There were many chuckles.

“It’s all very well to chip me like this, sir,
but I'm in earnest,” said Handforth, rather
aggrieved, “ You remember that old chap—
klookevy Webb?”

“I am not likely to forget him easily,” said
Dorric. ”A most interesting specimen of
humanity.’

“He told ns a yarn this eiening, sic.” went
on Handforth, his eyes gleaming., “ He said
lic knows where he can find tons and tons of
vold !"

“Mr. Webb is a showman,” satd Dorrie,
“ A modest showman, I will admit, but, hke
the rest of his tribe, he evidently has a vivid
imagination,”

“I don't believe it!”™ said Handforth
stitbbornly. “He didn't ask us for any
money—didn't expect that we should give
him any. He's not that kind. In fact. he's
long ==1ncn given up all !m[m of getting any-
body to ‘ grub-stake ' him.’

“Do you know what * grub stake
asked Trene, with interest.

“Well, it means monex,” said Handforth
vaguely., “You provide a chap with enough
monev to get him grub.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’s partially true, old son,” grinncd
[.ord Dorrimore, “In the sense that Hookey
Webb means it, however, T think it's a bit
different. I, for example, vou had enough
money fo grub-stake him and the gold was
found, you would have an equal share in the
spoils. Youn see? But for yvour money he
{nlldnt get the gold at all—and so you
receive half,  Or. if there are five or six n
the grub-srake, the booty is shared.”

“Why don’t you grub-stake him,
asked Handforth tensely.

He had been angling to say this over since
he had, coine on board, and now thai he hLad
vot 1t out, his face was red with excitement,
and his eves were burning with eagerness,

“Why don’t you grub-stako him, Dorrie?”
he repeated. ““You've got pots of money—
rtons of it. It won't matter to yvou whether
lie finds this gold or not! But it'll mean a
tremnendous thing for him.”

“My dear chap, I don't know what vou're
talking aboat,” protested Dorrie.  “There
can’t be any truth in old Hookey's yarn—"

“But there 1is, sir!” interrupted Hand.
forth. “I know it! And I thought it would
e a good idea for us to spend the summer
holidays—— I mean— vas going to
sugoest—-=""

“A wild

"' means 7"

gir ?"

‘are In reservations now

“Ah, now we're getting at it.” grinned
Dorrie. ** You want me to grub-stake the old
fellow so that we cau ail go ov a trip to
Arizona, eh?”

“That's it, said Handforth
lessly,

“Not a bad idea, younz "un,” said Dorrie,
te the astonishment of the others. “1 daro
say there is plenty of aaventure to be found
in Arizona—cven to-day. And as the suinmer
hoddms for you fellows are just beginning

gtpl" breath-

*“Don’t forget us, Dorrie,” put in Irene.’
“Good glory, no!” said Dorrie hastily.

“A thousand pardons, young ladies! Why
shouldn't you comne, too?” . N
“Dut  you don’t mean 1it, Dorrie!

cjaculated Nipper, staring., “You're not
going to take any notice of Handy's rot, are
you "

“It's not rot!"” roarcd Handforth.

“Easy—casy !"” chuckled Dorrie “No
need to get excited, Handy ! Supposing you
give me the varn that old Hookey told yon?
Then T shall be in a better position to
‘udge.”

“Rather, sir!" said Handlorth excitedly.

And there, standing in" a group on the
deck, the boys repeated Hookey Wrebb's
remarkable story. The girls listened with
interest, and Lord Dorrimore nodded every
now aund again as he took in the details.

“It's plausible enough.,” he admitted at
length.,  ““Hookey isn't the first man who
has been in such a position—providing that
his story is true., There's many a gold
strikke been left for vears because the first
discoverer was unable to get enough money
for another outfit, These remote spots in
the desert cannot be reached easilv. Even
to-day they are wellnigh inaccessible,  As
Hookey has said, money is m.cu.ﬂmn—'md
before you can get moneyr you’ ve got to get
somebody to believe your yarn.

“Oh, but it raust be all bunkum, sir 1"
Reggte Pitt sceptically.
forty years ago!”

“Torty years is as nothing in the Arizona
desert,” replied Dorrie promptly.,  *“I'll
warrant that this Moesa, or plateau, that
Hookey talks about i1s exactly the same to-
day as it was when he was there in ’89, The
desert doesn’t change much. We don’t know
very much about the region—the old man
wasn't oxplicit—but I gather that he must
mean the extraordinary barren wasteland
near the Great Colorado Plateaun.”

“Tt's not in Colorado, sir—it's in Arizona,”
said Handforth.

said
“1 mean to say—

“T'he Great Colorade Plateau is in
Arizona,” nodded Dorric. “1 haven't
actually  been there—but I've been very
close.  And I ecan assure you that the
country is not only wild, but difficult, and
not without its dangers. Hookey is qnito
right when he talks about the Apache
Indians.’

“Quite right, sir?” said Nipper. “ You
mean that he was right® The Indians

they're peaceful.”
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With a tremendous roar the two motor-boats hurtled through the water.

29

Slowly but surely Lord

Dorrimore was galning on his opponent, and the excited boys and girls let out a rousing cheer.

‘“ Come on, Dorrie !

“Many of them are peaceful,” agreed
Dorrie. ‘' But the Apaches, in particular, are
a grim, treacherous race, and up there, on
tho Iringes of their reservations, who is to
know what happens?”

“By (George! Will you do 1it, Dorrie?”
asked Handforth, clutching at his lordship’s
arm. ‘“Will you go out there with Hookey?
Think of it! For forty years he’s been try-
ing to get sonmebody to grub-stake him. He's
given 1t up as hopeless. It won’t cost you
much money—only a few pounds——"

““Perhaps a hundred — perhaps two
hundred,” said Dorrie, nodding. “But that’s
a trifle to me, as you youngsters know.

"That's not the point at all. I'm wondering
if I should get any excitement by taking this
trip. I'm always looking for excitement, vou
know. I'm pretty well case-hardened, and
it needs something cxceptional to tickle my
palate. However, I dare say you boys and
girls would enjoy the trip, and I've nothing
clse on the stocks at present.”

““Oh, ®orrie!”” went up a breathless chorus.

“Anyhow, I'll give you this promise,
ITandy,” said Lord Dorrimore. *“To-morrow
I’ll see Hookey Webb, and I’'ll hear his story
myself. If I’m satisfied with it, I’ll make a
bargain with him, and I'll take you out to
Arizona for the fun of the thing.”

“Hurrah !»

“(Good old Dorriel”

“Dorrie means it! We’'re going on this trip
as sure as my name's Jack Robinson!”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I mean, we'll be -gone before you can
say ‘Jack Robinson,” as sure as my name is

: { in the trip.
“It's a cert, you chaps!” yelled Handforth.

You'll win! Hurrah !”

Handforth ! said Edward Oswald, with a
gulp. “By George! A fellow can’t help get-
ting mixed, can he?”

LELE took Lord Dorrmmore's

ELSON .
armm rather sternly, some minutes
later, as they strolled on

another
part of the deck.

“What’s the idea, old man?’ asked Lee,
“You're not fooling those youngsters, arc
you 7"

“Perish the thought!” said Dorrie.

“Then you actually mean to go to Arizona
on this trip?”’

“Why not?”

“If you think you can get any pleasure
out of it—and if you think you can give
the young people any pleasure—go night
ahead!” smiled Nelson Lee. “If you mean
to use the Wanderer, you'll soon be across
the Atlantie, and the trip won't be such a
very long one. But surely you don’t expect
to get any gold ?”

“Did 1 say that I expected to get auy
gold 7" grinned his lordship.

“You gave those girls and boys to under-
stand——""

“My dear old sleuth, what's become of
your deductive powers?” asked Dorrie. ™ Ii
these youngsters think that I've got no
faith in the gold, they'll lose their interest
Handforth was the only onc
to be keen on it at first, but all the others
are on the jump now. They're simply dying
to go on this trip, and it’ll be one of the
safest, tamest things that ever happencd. At
least, I'm afraid 1t will be from my point

1; of view—and perhaps from yours,”
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“Am I going, too, then?” chuckled ILce,

“I'd like to see you try to get out of it!”
retorted his lordship grimly. “You nced a
holiday, old man! The .desert air is first-
class, and it'll put new life into vou. You'll
get back to St. Frank's for the new term
bubbling with health, and ready for another
spasm of school life., I wouldn't have your
job for a million pounds a year! It's a
wonder to me you're not grey and wrinkled.”

Nelson Lee pressed his companion’s arm.
“You're a good sort, Dorrie,”” he said

dryly. “You're not thinking of yourself at
all, but of these young pcople. You don’t
believe  this yarn of gold and hostile

Indians, do you?”

Lord Dorrimore looked across thie stretch
?f sca to the twinkling lights on the Brighton
ront..

"Charming view, that!” hLe drawled
languidly.
CHAPTER 8.
The Decision!
HE two motor-boats sped over the

smooth water with almost incredible
velocity. They were going neck and
neck, and the roar from their open
cxhausts was deafening, Behind them
strcamed two great lines of curling foam.

“Dorrie’s winning!” said Nipper  con-
fidently,

“Oh, T hope he does win!” said Mary
Summers, clasping her hands,  “dt’ll be a
:i"-l_lam:: if that wretched Popodos should beat
um!’

“Blow Popodos and blow the race alto-
gether!”  said  Handforth  indifferently.

“What does the race matter !

He was not the only one who had lost a
great deal of interest in this sporting event.
It was Tuesdav now, and Handforth had
hardly slept a wink all through the previous
night; he had been living 1in Arizona. on
the desert, with hostile Indians on every
<side of him. In his 1imagination, he had
passed through all kinds of perils; he had
peopled Arizona with Red Indians of the
niost ferocious tyvpe. Handforth had read
a great many stories of the old-time pioncer
days, and he seemed to have a curious idea
that the conditions in Arizona were precisely
the same to-day,

Some of the other fellows had spent a
restless night, too, and mnow that it was
Tuesday morning, and the biez motor-boat
race was on, they only displayed a feeble
interest in it.  There was the greater 1ssue
in their minds. Lord Dorrimore had not
vet seen Hookey Webb, and the summer
holiday trip was not vet a certainty,

Everybody on the Brighton front was
watching the race—which was taking place
at a safe distance out. The two motor-boats
had appeared from the direction of Shore-
ham., They were to proceced to a point
bexvond Kemp Town, on the other side of

Brighton, and then return—the finish being
the Palace Pier, on the Brighton front.

“By Jingo, they're shifting!” said Tommy
Watson, as the speeding eraft receded into
the distance. “I say, let's get on to the pier
so that we can be on the spot when they
shoot past the finishing-post.”

“Hear, hear!”

They were privileged people—Dorrie had
seen to that—and thev were allowed to go
to the extreme end of the pier, where they
could wateh the finish in comfort.

“"Here they come!” xclled somebody.

They had only just arrived in time.

CO

The

racing motor-boats were on their way back
now, shooting parallel with the Brighton
front, and it seemed that they were still
fighting onc another for supremacy,

“Dorrie's leading—look !" eri>d
“Come on, Dorrie! You'll win!"

“Hurrah!” @
“Dorrie’s creeping ahead!”

x>

“Oh, good man!

It was a fact. Lord Dorrimore's powerful
craft was proving the better of the two.
Gradually he was forcing his wav ahcad of
the other. They both came hurtling along,
and the air was filled wilh the tremendous
noise of the engines., As they shot past the
Palace Pier it was scen that Lord Dorri-
more's boat was a clear length ahead of the
other, but it had been a very near shave.
Alexis Popodos had been beaten, so to
speak, by a head.

Irenc.
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& HEY'RE both eoming inl” said
Nipper. “They’re coming to the
pier. I say, what a chance to grab
hold“of Popodos and make %im shell

out }’

‘““Rather !’ said some of the others.

‘““Oh, bother Popodos!” said Handforth.
“We want to grab Dorrie. We'll take him
to Hookey Webb, and Hookey will tell the
yarp——" :

“1 thought you wanted to see justice
done 77 asked Church sternly,

i Eh?u

“Yesterday you could think of nothing
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else but making Popodos pay Hookey Webb
for the damage he had dono to the Punch
and Judy show,” said Church., *“Now you
say, ‘bother Popodos.” T surprised at
you, Handy!”

“Rats!”? said Edward Oswald. “Hookey
ncedn’t bother about his silly Punch and
Judy show any longer! Dorrie is going to
grub-stake him, and we shall all be off to
Arizona before the week is out!”

“That doesn’t make any difference to the
justice of the thing,” said Nipper. “If
Popodos shows his face here, we'll nab
him 17 :

And Popodos did show his face.

IEvidently he thought that the St. Frank’s
fellows would overlook that little affair of
vesterday. But the St. IFrank's fellows
didn’t, and when it came to the point Hand-
forth was one of the first to go to the
attack.

31

Popodos had hardly set his feet on the
pier before he was surrounded by a mob
of schoolboys. He looked at them, his face
full of alarm, and he was flushed with anger,
too.

“What is this?” he asked impatiently. "1
cannot be bothered. I sign no autographs.”

“We wouldn’t have your silly autograph
as a gift!” said Handforth scornfully. “You
were beaten in the race anyhow——"

“It was I who won!® broke in Popodos
excitedly. ‘“ Ask my mechanie! A cylinder
was mis-firing, and but for that I should have
won the race.”

““He’s not even a sporisman !’ said Nipper
contemptuously.

Alexis Popodos flushed, but before he
could speak Handforth pressed forward.

““Never mind the race,” he said, “Yes-
terday, Mr., Popodos, you smashed up a
Punch and Judy show on the beach, after
nearly running us down in the water. What
about it? It’ll cost you ten pounds to repair
that damage and to compensate the old
showman. Are you going to whaex out now,
or shall we turn wvou upside-down 7”

“I will pay nothing!” shouted Popodos.
“This is an imposition! I will not suffer it!
Go away! I will appeal to the police!”

“Grab him!” said Reggie Pitt grimly.
“He’s not going to shell out, so we’ll tip
him up!”

Popodos was seized -by all hands.

“Now!” said Nipper. ‘“You've got ten
seconds, Mr. Popodos. Are vou going to do
the right thing1”

- “Help!” screamed the Greek.
an outrage! T will not submi

“Over with him!"” roared Edward Oswald.

And Mr. Popodos was violently turned
upside-down. ' '

Apparently he did not like being stood on
his head, for he struggled frantically and
uttered all sorts of wild threats.

“Let me go, you young ruffians!” he
shrieked.

Obligingly the juniors granted his request,
with the result that the Greek swayed over
and crashed to the deck. But they hadn’t
finished with him yet. The man was an
out-and-out rotter, and he thoroughly
descrved drastic punishment.

Once more the 8¢, Frank's fellows swarmed
round their vietim. Handiorth sat on hi’
head, Nipper deposited himself on Popodos
chest, while the others squatted themselves
on various parts of the struggling man’s
anatomy.

“Aro vou going to pay that money?”
demanded Nipper.

“Gr-r-r-oooh !”

“If you don’t we'll frog’s-march you!”

“@Gr-r-r-oooh!”

‘“And bump you

“Gr-r-r-oooh!”

“And then we’ll duck you in the sea!”

Mr. Popodos uttered another ‘' Gr-r-r-oooh I’
He was unable to utter anything else, Hand-
forth, sitting on his head, prevented that!

“This 1s
13

I”
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AOQORTUNATELY for him, Ne¢lson Lee

F and Dorrie and some of the pier:
officials came along at that moment,
Popodos was released, and now he

was onlv too willing to hand over the money
that had been demanded, - A

Dorrie took the two five-pound notes from
the Greek. "

“You'd better take charge of these,” he
said, turning to tho leader of the officials.
““Send them to one of vour local hospitals.
In the meantime, I'll sce that old Hookey
Webb  is compensated with the samo
amount,”

He pressed the two notes inte the sur-
prised man’s hand, and promptly fergot the
whole incident. '

So it was really Dorrie who compenzated
Hookey Webb—and Mr. Alexis Popodos had
contributed ten pounds to a Brighton charity.

The St. Frank's fellows took Dorrie and
Nelson Lee in charge, and they cscorted
them to Hookey Webb's curious home. In the
meantime, Irene & Co. had been to fetch
Hookey himself, and the two parties arrived
almost at the same minute,
- Hookey’s home was packed to overflowing
when they were all inside, and the old man
hardly knew whether he was on his head or
nis heels,

“It's all right, Hoolkey,” said Handforth,
“This gentleman is Lord Dorrimore. He's
interested in your story about the gold, and
if you can satisfy him that it’s true, he'll
probably grub up some stakes. I mean, he'll
grub-stake you.’

“This ain't a joke, i3 it, voung gents?”
asked Hookey, looking round, his bright,
beady . eyes aglow with suspicion. *“It
wouldn’t bo the first time as I've been
fooled—an’ I don't take kindly to thut sort
o' thing.” _

“We're not trving to fool you, Hookey,”
said Dorrie. “This youngster is quite right.
['m interested in your gold story, and
should like to hear it from your own lips.
If you can convince me, I'll fit out an ex-
pedition, and we'll go to Arizona!”

ORRIE and Nelson Lee exchanged
D glances after Hookey Webb  had
finished. They, like the younger
people, were impressed byv the old
man's carnestness—by his ‘convinecing story,
Somehow, it scemed to ring absolutely {rue.

“And look ve here, mister!” woent on
Hookey, pulling an  old leather purse
from his pocket. “Look at these! They

ain’t much, but if vou knows anvthin' about
gquartz maybe you'll think I ain’t such an
old fool, arter all.”

He produced some small fragments of milky
quartz, and tipped thewm into Lord Derii-
more's palm. They were white and as erisp
as sugar, and they were veined with dull,
vellowish streaks.

. “By the Lord Harry!” cjaculated Deorrie,
as he held out his palm to Nelson Lee.
“Those veins are gold, sure cnough!”

Lee nodded,

“Where did you get this from, Webb?"”
he asked.

| girls,
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“There's a wall of it,"” said Hookey Webk
dreamily. “Reachin’ up” as far as you can
sce—an’ stretchin’ in both directions,” Tons
of it, mister! An' it ain’t all white quartz
like that, There's gold—solid !”

““And you've kept this for forty years?”

“May I never breathe agin if that's a
lie!” said Hookey impressively., *‘Ior forty
years I've kep' that quartz—the only proof
o' that big strike o' mine, back in ’eighty-
nine, I've shown it to others, but they
wouldn't believe me. Said I was tryin’ to
pull some sort o' confidenco trick on 'em!”

“Well, I don't think so,” said Lord Dorri-
more. “‘I'm with you, Hookey. Partner,
shake !’ . - _

Hookey made a elioking sort of ery.

“Ye mean 1t?” Le gasped. *“Ye mean
that ye'll tako me into Arizony, an' pay for
the outfit?” :

“I mean it," said Dorric quietly. “Here's
my hand on it, Hookey !”

They shook, and Hookey’'s hand was
quivering. His eves were agilow, and his
whole frame tense.

“Partner, I won’t let ve down,” ho said,
in a whisper,

ELSON LEE slapped Lord Dorrimore
on the back when, later, they found
themselves alone, i

“Of course, old man, there'll be no
pold,” he said. *“Buat vou're a regular
gportsman! You're not only pleasing theso
boys and girls, but you're giving new life
to that unfortunate old man.,”

“Rubbish 1" growled old Dorrie. *“You
may think I'm several kinds of an ass, but
I do believe that Hookeyv's story is genuine,
and that we shall find pgold.”

“It's madness, man!"” said Lee. “Forty
vears ago—="

“I don't care if it was four hundred!”
broke in Dorrie. * Out there, in the Arizona
desert, forty years iz just a minute ! Hookey
gave us all the detaiis; the location is quite
near the Indian reservation, and I don’t sup-
pose any prospectors have been there since
the old days. Those Apaches are too in-
fernally treacherous and dangerous. I tell
vou Lee, I've got faith in this thing.”

* Lice chuckled.

“Go ahecad, then,” he said drvly. “The
bovs have faith in 1it, too, and so have the
I'm all for it because it will be a
perfectly safe undertaking, and it will pro-
vide the voungsters with a really splendid
holiday.”

‘BUT for once Nelson Lee was wrong.

That trip into the heart of the
desert regions Arizona was to
prove the very opposite of safe!

Liltle did the party realisc what perils it

was setting out to face!

(Z'he Doys of St, Frank's scarching for gold
in the heart of the desert! Doesn't that
sound thrilling, chums? Make sure you don't
miss reading the next yarn tn this wonderful
new holiday-adventure serics. It's entitled :
“The Aricona Gold Qucst!" Order your

of

| next week's copy of the Old Paper NOW /)
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Things Heard

and Seen By

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

saw him the other day. He was a

bit mysterious, too, and told me to

keep my eyes on the Palladium, in
Bannington. 1 asked him if he thought it
was liable to get lost if it wasn’t watched;
but he scorned my feeble attempt at humour,
and told me to loock out for the great
new fAlm-—and a talkie flm at that—in
which he himself would be appearing, |
couldn’t help chuckling. Of course, 1 knew

HANDFORTH was very excited when I

been a little too careful, though, and when
the Trotwood twins get mixed up in an ex-
ceptionally diverting incident I'll record it

in one of the stories,
tells me. Of course, cedn't :ay

that K. O. 1l. is responsible. He's

-

* * »

HERE'S been a regular nightmare up
at the office just Ia.teily. the Editor
n

been pestering the IKditor for some letters

all about that little affair 1in from }'?u rvaiﬂrs. 50 J;}mt ne
the Isle of Wight, when a . can reply to them in that new
crowd of the juniors had OUR READERS feature of his, which has been
appeared in a crowd scene for PORTRAIT GALLERY in the Old Paper for some
a new ta'king film. I ought weeks now, He had been

to know, considering that 1've
written all about 1t! [ told
IHandy gently that he mustn’t
expect to see that film in Ban-
nington for quite a few months.
I belicve he thought I was
mad, He had been expecting
it immediately. The silly
chump didn’t know that there’s
a pretty big gap between the
making of a film and its public
exhibition. It'll be getting on
for Christmas-time, I expect,
before the Bannington publie
has the doubtful pleasure of
seeing the St. Frank’s juniors
on the film. According to all
I hear, the Bannington public
sees more than enough of the juniors in the

flesh |

» ™ “

EVERAL readers have asked me why [
S don't relate more adventures of Nico-
demus Trotwood and his twin brother,
Cornelius. They grumble because the
twins are hardly ever heard of. Surely,
they say, there must be many misunder-
standings caused by the uncanny likeness be.
tween the two. Well, yes, that's true. But
if I featured all these incidents, instead of
ignoring them, you would very soon get fed
up with the Trotwood twins. Perbaps I've

Freda

pestering me first, and I had
point-blank refused to sur-
render any of your letters into
his carcless hands, DBnut the
thing became so acute that the
liditor and 1 had a confab, and
Handforth had his way—as
nsual., I’ve never known such
a chap for getting his own way.
And the rummy thing is,
although you get so wild with
him, you still like him. Any,
how, he's been dealing with
some of your letters recently,
and if he's made a 1ess
of the job—which we can
take for granted he has—
I know ywyou'll take it in the

Finney

right spirit. You can be quite certain
that all your letters—those addressed to
the Editor and myself—will get back
into our hands in due course. Before

Handy was entrusted with a sincle letter,
he gave us his solemn word that he would
return thein to us after he had finished with
them. Church and McClure are keeping their
eye on him, too, so it's all right. I had
a letter from Church the other day, and
he tells me that he found Handy using some-
body’s letter as a jam cover, to keep the
wasps out of the pot. 'The letter was
rescued, but I'm afraid it's a bit jammy.

Handy is_so absent-minded! But I've never

&
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known lim to break his word, so I'tn really
quite coinfortable about the safety of all
the letters, And by vnow, of course, he'll huve
his own correspoudents to deal with,

» * *

1112 charming voung lady whom you
sc¢  here this week 1s AMiss Freda

Finney, of Fast I'remantle, Western

Australia. She doesn't say so in so
many  words, but I believe she’s really
Lnglish, as she tells me she'd like to sur-
prise her father and mother in England—
who are both readers of the Old Paper—
with the sight of their beloved daughter’s
fuce on this page. Jerry Dodd was rather
dished when I showed him the photograph.
He stuck his chest out proudly, and remarked
that the Australian girls are the prettiest
in the world, I didu't actually deny it, but
I pointed out that Miss Finney is, as far as
I know, a native of the homeland. If I'm
wrong, it's up fto Miss TFinney to tell me
so—aud then Jerry will have a real laugh
over me, But for the present I'll continue
to think that England’s loss is Australia’s

ain.
g L #* #*

Y memory isa't ecast-ivon, but I ean't
M recolleet ever having caid that Nip-
per i1z the champion boxer of the
Junior School. H. C. Woodard of
Cheshant. tells me that T did say this, Per-
sonally, I think I said that Nipper is the
champion boxer of the Remove—which is
quite true. Ernest Lawrence is unquestion-
ably the best Junior boxer at St. Frank’s,
but he's in the Fourth. By the way, about
this H. C. Woodard merchant. How am 1
to know whether this correspondent i1s 4 boy
or a girl, or a man or a woman? [I'm not
a magteian, and I can't fill in the “H. C. "
from my own imagination. Sometimes the
handwriting gives me a clue, but even this
cannot be relied upon, and certainly 1 mustn't
jump to conclusions. It would help a lot if
all yvou readers gave me vour full names, If
vou ltke to add an indication of vour ages,
all the better.

* * #*

HERIE'S hkely to be a bit of trouble

I over & footpath ncar the River Stowe,
jlust before you get to Bellton. When
was down at St, Frank's the other
dav 1 found that this footpath had been
blocked up. Some sort of quarrel has arisen
between the owner of the land and the
local' council. The council people say that
the footpath 1s a public one, and the
landowner maintains that it isn’t.  So it
looks like trouble. The St. IFrank’s chaps
are quite keen about it, aund, of course,
they're using the footpath just the same as
ever. The fact that it’s blocked up doesn’t
“make any difference to them, As Crowe,
of the Fourth, remarked to me, it only takes
them about five minutes to remove the
obstructions, and 1it’s very interesting to
sce how long it is before the barrier is
built up again. This squablle has nothing
to do with St. Frank's, but the chaps have

taken sides with the ecouncil, I‘ut'en‘t met

the gentleman who owns the land, and at
the moment I don't quite know who he is.
But there's bound to be an awful bother
about thiz later on—especially when land-
forth gets back to the old school.

# ¥ N

OHN T. POTTER, of Weston-super-
Mare, rather thinks that Core-Pearce

should have becn expelled long ago—

particularly for his part in trying to
get Nipper expelled, some time back., Well,
of course, I can do nothing but agree with
this reader. IlU's always been a mystery to
me why Gore-Pearce still remains at St.
Frank's after that affair. It isun't as though
he has a redeeming quality. As far as |
have been able to discover, Claude 1s a rotter
through and through, I'd very much like
to see the last of him. And, following John
T. Potter's letter, I made a point of having
a word with the Ilecad, T asked him why the
authorities allow Gore-Pearce to remain,
Dr. Nicholls reminded me that Gore-Pearce
had been so conscience-stricken by his dirty
work that he had become positively ill; he
had shown full evidence of regretting his

villainy, If he had been expelled, he would
have gone cowmpletely to the bad. DBut by
giving him another chance, there was always
the hope that he would redeem himself.
Well, T think the Head has got a wrong
idea about this. 1 don’t sce any hope of
making a decent chap out of Claude, and
hyv letting him remain at St. Frank’s Dr.
Nicholls is taking a big chance. DBut Dr.
Nicholls 1s a man of unusual ideas, and
there is no question about his kindliness of
heart., I awm quite sure that any other head-
master would have pitched Gore-Pearce out
long ago. - "

WAS troemendously surprised to run
I across Lord Dorrimore this week, 1

thought Le was out in Datagonia, or

Chili, or some scuch outlandizh spot.
Ee's a regular bounder for blowing in un-
expectedly.  Cluriously enough, T was in the
Iditor’s oflice at the time, having a jaw with
the Ed. about that Scctional Map. Well,
perhaps I'm putting it rather mildly when
[ sav that I was having a jaw with him,
To tell you the truth, he was going for me
bald-headed. And the worst of 1t was, 1
couldn't say much, bcecause 1 know I'm
frightfully to biame about it. 1 was just
teliing him that I am on the last lap of
that map, and he was looking at me with
a doubtful eve, when in blew Dorrie. I've
ne.z2r been so pleased to see anvbody., Dorrie
saved my life, because the Editor was so
pleased to see himm that he prompily forgot
about the map, and the whole subjeet was
snelved.,  Of courvse, we all went out to
lunch, and Dorrie tells me that he’s as keen
as mustard on motor-hoat racing just now,
and he wants to take a crowd of the St
Frank's fellows on a summer holiday trip
somewhere, By tho time these lines appear
it ie quite likely that he'll have fixed up
something.,  Old Dorrie 15 a  pretty  fast
worker.

Epwy Srartes Brooks.
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By STANTON HOPE

The Undersea Mystery !
OLLING over on to his back, Jack
R vigorously slashed the water into
foam, and Ginger joined battle.
“Whooh ! Steady on, J-Jack! Fainits!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Jack in sheer
high spirits. “Bet you can’t do this!”
And he proceeded to turn a back somer-
sault twice.

“Jolly good !” applauded Ginger. " Now
clap your lamps on
me.”

Lying on his back,
he propelled himself
along feet-first until
his toe touched
arainst a passing
jellyfish, which set
him into vigorous
motion in the oppo-
site direction.

“Stung ?” queried
Jaek.

“N- nc}, spluttered Ginger; *“but the
feel o' that sort of thing makes me o all
cold and goosey. Race you to the shore 1”

The chums had been some minutes in the
water, and they beat their way shoreward,
using a fast crawl.

They had got farther out than they had
intended, and the outgoing tide made
Bwlmmmﬂ' hard work. Jack looked up to
cee what distance more he had to go, and

one al that!
“raggie” Ginger

something in the

A submerged village—and a baunled
When fack and bhis

this *“ yarn™ they are inclined lo
scoff, bul when they lhemselves see
and bear curious things—uwell, ihey
begin lo think thal there must be

suddenly noticed a youth garbed in navy!

blue moving hurriedly among the clifis.
So quickly “did the sailor d1-1ppm1 that
Jack wondered if he had been “seeing
things ” in the deepening dusk of evening.

The matter might have occurred to him
as strange, but ]mt then a startled yelp
from Giuger ahead took it from his mind.

“Great whelks! What's biting you,
Ginger?” he panted, swimming quickly to
the side of his chum. Ginger trod water
and fumbled at his
neck,

“It’s—it’s gone-—
the locket ! he

Jones, first hear blurted out. “I
bumped into some
driftin’ seaweed,
Jack, and then I
noticed that I
hadn’t got it on

! me.”
story, after all! Raive pul B

scrateh on the neck,
where a stalk of the weed caught you,”
said Jack. ‘It must have canght the tape
as well, and snapped it.”

(Ginger groaned.

“Just my b-beastly luck !” he mumbled.
“I could get another locket better’n that
one in Woolworth’s, but I wouldn’t bave
lost them }mrtrmt% for anything in the
world. They’re the only ones I had,
raggie, of dad and ma.”

“You're sure it hasn't caught up in the
weed P» queried Jack,
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“Certain. The locket was pretty heavy,
old chum, and it's gone down to the
bottom of the sea.”

“It mayn’t be so deep here,” suggested
Jack, to comfort Gingcer in his distress.
“Let's dive down and have a look for it.”

In his heart he believed it would be
about as hopcless as looking for a penny
dropped among the Pageleshale sand
clifts, hut he set the example Ly taking
a few deep breaths, kicking up his heels,
and swimming rapidly below the surface.

e estimated that the water would be
about two or thlicce fathoms, for it was
getting on toward low tide. He was sur-
prised, therefore, when not more than
about eight feet below the surface he
struck bottom. 1t was gloomy here below
and, although he swam with eyes wide
open, he could not sce anything clearly,
but groped about with lhis hands on a
rouegh, hard surface.

Then Juck suddenly lost touch, and
deeided that what he had struck upon was
merely a rocky shelf.

Uunable to stay down any longer, he
kicked Lis way to the surface and found
Ginger alrcady up and blowing like a
Trampus,

“Wh-what luck, ragoic®” curgled
ainger.  “Hanged if T could find the sea-
ved at all, let alone the locket.”

Jack admitted his own lack of success,
but mentioned the ledge upon which he
had struck.

“It might have been the roof o' one
of the old Paggleshale houses,” com:
mented  Ginger, his  teeth  chattering.
“But let's get back to the beaceh, Juck:
I-—I'm afraid the locket's gone for good.”

Jack insisted, however, on another
attempt, and told his pal to wait “half a
minute.” What Le had struck below the
surface was not the ordinary roof of the
sloping varicty. Nor was it a ledge of
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rock, because he remembered hearing that
there were mo rocks along this part of
the coast. Tt was a small building of some
sort covered by the sea, and curiosity
beside anxicty to find Ginger's prized
belonging, wreed him  on  to another
attempt at salvage.

After gulping a few more deep breaths
of the evening air into his lungs, Jack
kicked up his heels and once more beat
his way downward. This time, probably
owing to having drifted slichtly on the
tide which was becoming sluck, he missed
the building altogether and estimated
himself to be in about two and a half
fathoms—fifteen feet—of water.

And then, with eyes almost staring out
of his head, he saw a form—ghostly, grey
and bent—ambling along on the sca-bed
ahead of him in the liguid gloom.

So great was the shock that Jack in-
voluntarily drew a breath and, half-choked
by salt water, clawed his way upward.

Little Ginger Jones, pale and cold.
looking, was treading water a couple of
oars’ lengths away and gave a startled cry
at the sight of his chum.

“J-jumpin’ jellyfishes I he cjaculated.
“Got a touch of crampr”

Jaek spluttered the water out of his
system and shook lis head, to clear his
salt-reddened eyes.

His pal took the shake of his head to
indicate a ncgative reply to his guestion.

“Well, what's up, raggic?” he gasped,
coming alongside. “You look as thouzh
you'd seen a spook !

“Tar me, I believe I have,” responded
Jack, finding his tongue. “Maybe that
old salt's yarns are playing on my

L4

imagination, but twice since we've been

out here, I've scen things.”

“What the thump d'vou mean?”

“A few minutes back,” Jack replied, “I
saw what looked to me like a sailor by

a naval training sehool at PMorthaven,

the Navy along with

BARNY MORLAND, who has just died.
best in the Service,
CINGEDL JONES. All

tiol spot hizs nephew

liaring been *

a care as a dressing-rooni.
rire,

HOW THE STORY STARTED:

JACK GILBERT. a cheery youngster of some filteen years, has just joined H.M.S. Rampant,
Hix only living relative is his scoundrelly uncle,
LEW DBONNER, and the less he secs o} him the betler Jack will be pleased.

CLEM SMITH, or Dusky, as he becomes known at the Rampant,
type, and iz very jealous of Juek's friendship with lis—Busky's—uncle,

_ : It was Burny who got the two boys to join the Navw,
and in his will he stipulates that a sum of £2,000 is to go (o the boy who acquits himself
Both settie down at the Rumpant, and Jack makes a friend of

three bons are chozen
Rampant and Sandeliff Towers College, which is held ot Sandcliff, n popular scaside resort,
Jack gets ¢ shock when ke sees his rascally wacle there, but, fortunately, Lew DBonner does
Thanls to Jack and Ginger, Rampant win the regatta.
the two boys obtain permission to walk baclk elong the coast to Porthaven.
unsuspicious of the fuet Lhat Busky is following them,
parl of the coast, where onre stood the villuge of P'aggleshale, but wkich is now in ruins.
swallowed up '™ by the cneroaching sca,
the place is haunted, but they only laugh at him,

Wiaie they are swimming, Bugly, unkvown to them, enters the
| _ (Now read on.)

The Doy joins

Smith {8 of the bullying

to tuke part in the annual regulta between

Afterwards |
They set out, |
They come to a particularly bleal:

A fisherman tells the two boys that
They decide to go for a swim, and use
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those sand cliffs, and the chap seemed to
vanish into thin air. Down below I saw
another blessed spook of sorts—a shape-
less-looking brute, with a head too big for
his—or its—body.”

Gringer looked concerned.

“Here, the cold’s numbing your giddy
ficurehead, old top,” he said. ““Come on
back to the beach with me afore you start
spotting sea-serpents !

“It’s got me licked !” muttered Jack, in
perplexity. “I’ve heard before to-day of
swimming and diving giving a chap
cramp, but I’ve never
heard of ’‘em giving
him bats in the belfry!
Before T go back to
the beach I'm going to
take another quiz and
sece whether I was
awake or dreaming.
I'm going down again.”

Or SCHOOL STORIES
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Swimming through the
water, Jack suddenly saw
something which made him
siare in surprise. Walking
along the bed of the sea was
a curious shape—a ghostly,
erey form with a head
which seemed too big for its

body !
e . .—"_;":#ﬁ
. | o o=
A VE TNy
“Don’t be a howlin’ ass!” exploded | Swimming at this depth under the sea

Ginger in alarm; but before he. could
intervene, Jack kicked his way below for
the third time.

Down, down he went, and in {resh
amazement saw that the farther down he
got, the paler green became the water. A
light was shining from a circular port in
a squat building among the Paggleshale
ruins under the sea!

Not a sign was there of the moving
figure he had seen before, but this was
as great a mystery. How the light was
produced he knew not, but it was clearly
diffused from the building, and it afforded
a measure of illumination te the sand,
which had silted up near it.

was trying enough to the lungs in the
ordinary way, but this fresh wonder made
Jack the more breathless. There were
two and a half fathoms of water over his
head, and, if he left it too long, he might
not be able to reach the surface.

He was about to takec-off from the
bottom when in the illumination of-that
mysterious undersea light he saw a dark
object rather larger than a penny on the
sand, and frantically clawed at it. Then
in desperation he kicked himself uwpward
and, with almost bursting Jungs, cut
through the surface and drank greedily

of the evening air!
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“Jack ! hooted Ginger, beating his way
toward him. “You've got it !”

His chum let him ta‘o the locket and
tape from his almost nerveless fingers, and
spluttered @ remonstrance when Ginger,
in his glee, clumped him on the back.

Almost too exahusted to speak, Jack, by
a gesture, indicated the beach and, turn-
ing on hlb back, swam in [eisurcly fashion
to the shore, his raggic close by his side.

Both youngsters were tired and chilled
to the bone from their long immersion in
the seca, following the hard water sports
of the afternoon. Morcover, Jack himself
was more bewildered than he had cver
been in his life.

They rested for a- minute or two, and
Ginger stuttered his heartfelt thanks for
the return of the locket, with the precious
portraits in it. Next they performed some
of the exercises taught them at the naval
sclhiools to restore their circulation.
Finally, Jack told his astounded chum of
the mysterious light from the old build-
ine under the sea which once, no doubt,
had been part of the lost village of Paggle-
shale.

“Pink me, it's a fair knock-out!” ex-
claimed Ginger. “What are we going to
1. 90
do

“Get dressed P snapped Jack., I shall
he able to think better when I've oot into
dry togs. Besides, tlm sun's getting low
am! we pmmhed P.-0. Teak faithfully that

we'd show up at thr- schools by nine-
thirty.”

“True,” said Ginger. “Whatever
happens, mntey, we mustn’t let him
down,”

In the gatherine dusk, they made their
way among the sand and sea-smoothed
bricks of the shore and among the ruins
of cottages at the foot of the crumbling
eliff's.

“IIere you are,
HIZI'I'IE th'(.- lﬂnf..'ﬁ-" =

One after the other, they tumbled into
(he sandy depression bordered by the walls
of a one-time cellar., And, simultaneously,
they uttered gasps of rhnmnv for the
carpet of dricd scaweed was as they had
left it, but their naval uniforms and other
clothes had gone !

Jack,” piped Ginger.

Shadows of the Dusk!

£ REAT guns!”
“Sufferin’ shrimps !™
The two boyvs

uttered cries of
amazement as, with staring cyes,
they regarded the ¢ zup[-t of dricd scaweed
where they had stowed their blue uniforms
and under-clothes,
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“Well, tar me !” added Ginger. “It's
a fact this giddy coust is haunted ! That
old fisherman who spun us the yarn about
the spooks he had scen amceng the sand
cliffs, was just about right!”

“It's a fact our tugf-. have vanished,”
muttered Jack grimly, “but whether a
spook took ’em or not is another matter.”

Then suddenly Ginger forced a laugh.

“What a couple of prize lubbers we
are!” he cried. *There's no mystery

about this, at any rate, 1¢1trrru:* we've
simply come to the wrong cellar.
“Oh, rot!” retorted Jack. “We put

this scaweed here ourselves.”

This took Ginger aback once more, but
when lie spoke there was still a faint tone
of hope in his voice.

“The stufl we gathered wasn’t the only
seaweed around these parts,” he said.
“Let’s take a squint into some of the other
hollows about here.”

The sand hillocks formed at the foot of
the cliffs, which had been erumbling away
by the action of the sca, were full of queer
caves and the remains of the ancicnt
village. There were even depressions sur-
rounded by walls, which denoted other
cellars of former days, but although Jack
and Ginger looked into scveral of them
there was mno sign of their ml‘wfjl!l.”
uniforms. D]b[]ll‘ltﬂ'd, tuey returned to the
one which both now kuew definitely to be
that in which they had disrobed before
their adventurous swim.

“This i'-. the place, old son,” said Jack
dismally; “and how the thump we're now
woing to get back to the Rampant by half-
]h-ht nine has got me beaten !”

“I wouldn’t have had this happen for
worlds I"” moaned Ginger. “P.-0. Teak let
us hoof i1t back from Sandeliff instead of
going with the other chiaps in the chary-
banc, and now he’ll think we've let him
down, What the dickens is to be done?”

“Ahk me another !’ said Jack. *“The
only thing I can think of is to put on full
stecam nlunfr the coast and try and borrow
some togs at a fisherman's cottage, “cause
it's a cert we can't steer a course through
the Porthaven strcets in wet swimming
costumes !”

This, they thuughr, was the limit in the
surpriscs  of that cventful evening—
although another and bigger one was in
store for them before thex were destined
to sct foot in Porthaven atr.tin!

There had been that mysterious moving
figure which Jack had dunhr scen under
th{*- sca when lie had been diving three
fathoms down for Ginger's lost “locket.
Then there had been the Equaliv mysterious
light shining from a port in one of the
hmidmrra under the water.
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Yet the least startling thing was the one
thiat Jack mow remembered the clearest.

During the brief swimming race, which
he and Ginger had had, he had glimpsed
a figure in %Iue slipping away among the
cliffs. So hurriedly had the form vanished
from his view that he had afterwards
thought it must have been a figzment of his
own imagination.  The discovery that the
uniforms were missing, made him re-
member this small incident with sharp
significance,

“Belay a minute, Ginger,” he said.
“Togs can’t up-anchor and get under way
by themselves.”

“Someone must- ha’
snorted Ginger,

A flicker of a smile curled Jack’s lips,
despite the chill of the evening air on his
wet body.

“At times you're bright enough to gain
your promotion, raggie!” he murmured.
“That’s exactly what I do mean, as a
matter of fact. I'm certain now I spotted
someone dodging around near the cliffs,
and it must have been that chap who
bagged our duds.”

“May his p-pet rabbits m-moult ! stut-
tered Ginger through his chattering teeth.
“Most likely it was some b-beastly tramp
who took the uniforms and intends to sell
'em for a night’s doss.”

“He looked more like a sailor from the
olimpse T got of him,” returned Jack.
“Surely it can’t have been one of our own
crew from the schools who was playing a
jape on us?”

Ginger tried to whistle,

“There’s only one lubber who'd ever
play a tom-fool jape like that,” he said,
“and that’s the chap who's always up
against you—Busky Smith, I mean.”

“I had him in mind,” Jack responded;
“but then Busky was going back to Port-
haven with the rest of the chaps. Still, if
the togs were hidden merely as a jape,
therc’s a chance for us to find them. So
far as I can judge, that chap I saw was
making for up there.”

He pointed with a finger farther up the
cliffs, and Ginger started to move in that
direction.

“Half a mo’!” exclaimed Jack,

Stooping down, he carefully looked
among the sand in the uncertain light of
dusk and speedily found what he sought.

“Pipe these, Ginger!” he cried. *““Here
are distinctly .the marks of someone’s
‘ pusser’s crabs ’ !

Little Ginger Jones also examined the
sand and saw the distinct prints of boots,
suggestive of the Navy regulation variety,

(Continued on next page.)
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RIVALS OF THE RAMPANT

(Continued from previous page.)

LE

or “pusser’s crabs,” as they are sometimes
called by the lower deck ratings,

“Herce's a print as plain as your face,
Ginger,” said Jack, after a pause. ““It
was made by a 11rrlat boot, and you can
spot the mark of the steel moon under the
heel,”

““Aye,” remarked Ginger,
to me like a size cight.”

“And here's 'a mark made by the left
boot,” resumed Jack, pointing out another
fﬁﬂtprmt “but the heel's different, and
it looks as though the stecl bit is broken
or missing.”

“It strikes me,” grinned Gmrfer “that
in joining the l\my and followin’ in the

wake of Nelson, you've missed vour mark,
matey !  You ﬂurrllt to be setting up 1n
cpposition to Nclson Lec !”

“You don't need to be a giddy detective
to size up the meaning of these footmarks,”
Jack retorted. “'Ille chap who snaffled our
togs was wearing ‘ pusser’s crabs,” size
cight, and with the steel moon under his
left heel missing.”

“Most likely that rotter, Busky, then,”
Ginger suggested.

“and 1t looks

5 ]

Jack flapped his arms vigorously to
warm his chilled body.
“We'll bear Lim in mind,” he said

grimly. “There are plenty of bigger
chaps than Busky in the Rampant, “but
he's the only fellow among the Pre-
liminaries who, takes size t'ifrhfb We'll
take a squint at his boots when we get
back and note if the left has a dud heel.”

More convinced that a caddish jape had
been played on them, the two pals began
scarching among the sand cliffs. As tlm}f

reasoned it, the japer could hardly have
hhen thei¢ uniforms far and certainly not
back to Porthaven with him. The deduec-
tion was, thercfore, that he had mecrely
shifted them to some other hidine-place,
but there were dozens of suichi spots where
the gear might have been coneealed—and
tﬂ.lhqht was fast giving way to darkness.

Clambering .iruund among the sand
cliffs and the ruins of old I‘acr-:rle-xhah\
warmed them again, but at the cnd of
fiftcen minutes they had failed to locate
their clothes.

“What price trying that liouse over-
hanging the clif wun there?" queried
Eir
(rul:rm Suﬂdvnlv I'hat’s the very sort

o' place v.lmu. the japer might have left
our duds.”
“If he's left 'em,” groaned Ginger.
Both were tired, and their feet were sore
from contact with the rough edges of the
uumerous old bricks scaltered among the
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sand. All about them were caves formed
by the action of the wind and seca, and

the sand-covercd foundations of destroyed
dwellings. They moved gingerly among

them, aware that a thorough e¢xamination
of the “haunted coast ” woald take them
all night.

Sudden!;y they stopped ehort, and Jack
gripped his pal’s wrist. The coast in their
immediate vieinity appeared deserted save
for themselves; vet there came to them a
rumbling sound ‘in crescendo, like that of
deep voices in conversation.

“Togs or no togs I'm going back to
Porthaven I”” gurgled Ginger. *I'd sooncr
take another ride on a giddy old target-
ship under shell-fire than hang around a
place peopled with beastly spooks !”

Then from a few yards ahead there was
the distinet rattle of a chain. Something
began to take form in the gathering dark-
ness—a head rose, as it were, from out the
carth, and a body and arms attached to
it next came into view!

The jaws of the two Navy boys sagged
like trap-doors, and then, emitting a chok-
ing gasp, (rm:rcr turned ahruptly and
flung himscif into a depression of sand to
the loft. Jack hesitated but a fraction
of a seccond more, and leaped after his
chum, stumbling headlong in his haste.

Half-dazed Dby the fall, Jack slowly
caised himself on hands and knees and felt
under his fingers something different in
texture from the sand. Then, in the dim
light, he saw on what he lmd fallen.

“Ginger,” hie whispered, “our togs!”

‘wtumblmir into that partiy buried cellar,
whiclh thev had not visited before, they
had alighted upon their missing uniforms
and umier-clot]:es!

Even this discovery, however, failed to
rouse the red-haired Cockney lad from the
awe }rrmluced in him by the Elmduwv figure
which had lifted out of the earth.

“Aye, that whiskery old fisherman was
right, Jack,” he muttered, without even
ﬂ'lanmn:r toward the umfnrms “And to
think we langhed at him when he said

{about the spooks coming up out of the

ground and going back to the locker of
Dav y Jones !”

“Clew up your jaw tackle, matey,”
Jack whispered. “Before I'll  believe
that’s a spook, T want to sec him go walk-
ing down into the sea, with my own eyes.”

Silently, he crossed the small depression
and peererl up above the rampart of sand
formed by the action of wind and waves
between the old cellar and where the
“spook " had appearcd. And Ginger,
more superstitious than Jack, . boldly
raised himself to have another look, even
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though he crossed his fingers as he rose. |

The shadowy figure was standing there
in the gloom, his back toward the chums.
Then, one after another, three more forms
rose up among the sand hillocks, and there
came the sound of a clanking chain and
a dull thud.

“Groogh !” gasped Ginger.

“Clew up, I say!” muttered Jack
harshly, “D’you want ’em to hear us?”

“C-can spooks hear?” Ginger stam-
mered.

“Spooks my eye !” grunted Jack. “Those
lubbers are sulid flesh and bone, and
they’ve got some game on. In my belief,
raggie, it’s not only the fish around this
coast that’s fishy

A voice apﬂke from the gloom.

“Kick the sand aver it; make it good
and deep, as we shan't be t:ﬂming back till
‘Thursday.”

From their hiding-place Jack and Ginger
gaw the forms bend and move about, and
imagined rather than saw that they were
kicking and scraping the sand about.
Then, dfter about five minutes, during
which nothing else was said, the quartette
filed away.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” %anted Ginger.
“They’re not spooks, so what the thump
are the {? Smugglers, d’you think?”

“My hat, the y may be !” exclaimed Jack.
“Let.ﬂ trail ’em !”

“What, in wet swimming costumes?”
shivered Ginger. “No jolly fear! I'm
getting my duds first ! Besides, supposing
they were going to Porthaven? A cnuple
of prize chumps we’'d look shadowing ’'em
like this !”

Obvmusly the most sensible thing to do
was get into their clothes But changing
back into uniforms in the darkness was
by no means the easy task of discarding
them, and getting into bathing costumes

earher in the evening.

In the first place, their flannel vests,
socks and other things were full of sand,
and their bodies were not yet dry, despite
their wanderings since they had left the
water. Ginger split a perfectly good pair
of Service socks in his haste, and Jack took
the best part of ten minutes before he was
in Navy rig and ready to move off.

They had hoped to find footprints show-
ing the way taken by the men they had
seen, but were baffled by the darkness, and
Gmger heartily berated the old salt who
had marched off with their only box of
matches.

Abandoning the task of trying to get on
the trail of that mysterious quartette,
they returned to about that spot where
they had seen them cmerge from the
gronnd. Here they scraped “about in the
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thick sand for some time, but without any
result.

Finally they decided that nothing more
could be gained by hanging arcund there
that mcrht and that they would have a
search by day}i*rht when next they were at
liberty. What they had seen, though, had
made them equally convinced that the
strange house with the light under the sea
was connected with the four men

What was the meaning of it all? Were

there actually smugglers operating along
the “haunted » coast? Was that house
covered by the sea a sccret lair used in
connection with their nefarious exploits?
- These were questions that Jack and
Ginger keenly discussed as they tramped
llﬂﬂﬂ“ in the direction of Porthaven, and
to which they were determined to find an
answer. What they couldn’t decide was
whether to inform the authorities at
H.M.S. Rampant of what they had seen,
and so decided to leave this over until the
morning before making up their minds.

At last, breathless and perspiring, they
reached the great gates of the naval
schools»in Porthaven, and were promptly
challenged by one of the Marine sentries.
The petty-officer on duty came out of the
guard-room, and wlrile Jack and Ginger
stood to ﬂttentmn, regarded them wtern]y

“Half-past nine was your time for re-
porting back, my lads !” he snapped; after
which laconie remark he entered their
names in a book, bracketed them together,
and added the words, “Adrift over leave
one hour.”

(That will mean trouble for Jack and
Ginger—and it’s all through Busky Smith.
gets a bit of his
own back; so much so, in fact, that Busky
wishes he’d never even thought of playing
that trick on the two chums. Read qll
about it in next Wednesday's exciling
instalment.)
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Alived Parker, 187, Malverrn  Road,  West
Kilburn, Lendon, N,W.B, wauis coriespon:
dents guywhere, especially US.AL and Santh
Afvica,

[‘ull Nictor

Jarlex, 4, TTawihiorn Tervaee,
’ fhlll{h Rood. Oublin, wams coveespondents
Lt"vﬂ-ulrmi'r A6 Interested i Awinuning,
eveline, d’fr:l[lu’* and stamps, :

THH NELSON LU L1pRARY or

SCHOOL STORIES

(ipo. C: Foster, -59d, Linden Garden:, Bays.

water, London W.2, waute to hear from

readers, ol
Mis¢ Jessie Kearney (15}, 105, ent Street,

Azcot Vale, W.2. Melbourne, Australia, wants
to hiear from girl readers,

Tom Rex. 5, (ladstone Strect,
Sydney, N.SW., Australia, wants to hear
from readers anvwhere; particularly those
living in London, Afriea, Canada, France.

W, Noel Darnell, Eldorade, 15, Beach
Streed, Kogarah, N.S.W, Australia, wants to
hear from stamp collectors anvwhere,

I, C. Barnes, 265, Charles Street, Laun-
ceston., Tasmania, wants {o hear from stamp
collectors in South . Afriea. = e,

B. W, Cooke, 3, Castle Villas, Leicester
Road, Ashley-de- la-Znul:h r;ﬁm*‘ back numbers
of the N.L.L, =

Edwin (' Janer, Llhrnrv Duildings,
Alexandra  Road,~ King William's  Towu,
South Africa, wauts fnzmtpnﬂdé'i}t». who arc
keen on Inhnln#m[a]n ‘and poultiy Tarming.,

Ceorge Oaklev, 14, Barton Sirect. West
Bromwich, Mtrufls., wanis copies of the N. L, L.,
ald sor i(“’- "t o

Svdner  Pickford, Everard Hous S, Rhos

Yoad, Rhdi-on-Sea. Colwyn Bay, N. Wale:,
wants to Jllt‘-]mm] with xf-u:lms interosted
i statmps and fretwork,

TLeichavdt,

H., Runsormn., Lower 'l"m'ﬂ, Hinml!vigh.
Tiverton, Devon, has™a large collection ot
statps  for’ calen “mtlcl like also to hear
from readerz interested in bell ringinge,

David -Routley, W heaton Road. Plymplon,
Adelaide, South Australia, wants correspon-
‘dents anvwhere, » =

J. Graham. 18 Row 24. Great Yarmouth,

wants corvespondents,

XMAS CLUBS

Chocolates, Toys; Fancy Goods
SPARE TIME AGENTS WANTED

Excellent Comimission. Art Catalogue
‘and particulars FREE

SAMUEL DRIVER, LTD.,

BURTON ROAD, LEEDS

BOYS (Ages 14-19) WANTED
' XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS

for CANADA, AUSTRALIA and NEW ZIEA-
LAXND. T'arm training, outfit, azsisted passages
provided. The Salvation Armyv keeps in touch
with bovs after settlement in the Dowminions,
5.8, Vedic chartered for third. time, sailing
October 10. 1020, from Liverpool to Australia,
Make immediate application to the DBranch
Manager, Upper Thames Street,
London, E.C.a

GROW TALLER /2, ™CHES © our

hrighit. Details iree—
JEDISON, 39, BOND STREET, BLACKPOOL.,

Stop Stammermgl s B Jremges

..J.‘

g FREE TO ALL

My New Booklet, “f Don't Be Bullied.'
b How i defend ".ulll"i.{lf without weapeon:
A Ly JUJITRU, the Japanise Art, Sple -
did Lessons Eiven away free.
Simply send 2 stamps postaoge.

Or vuun can bave a Large Pur-

lion for P.O. 3/!6. Yon will s

delighted.—Dept, A.P., Proi GARRUD, Queens-
Way, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex.

MAGIC TRICKS, cte—Pareels, 216, 5:6. Yentrilo.

quist’s Instruncnt. Invisible, 1mitate Birds, Price 6d.

eacl. 4 for 1'-—T, W. HARRISON, 239, Pentons

ville Road, London, N.1.

AGENTS WANTED to form Clubs—Choeco-
lates, Jewellery, toys, Fancy Goods, Crackers.,
Big Variety of Leading Makes.

HUGE PRIZE SCHEME. Write at once.
WALKER & HANNAM, LTD.,

(317), KENT STREET, BRADFCIRD
All applications for Advertisement spaces in this pub-

tication shauld be addressed to the Advertisement »

tiewlars FREBE. — FRANK : Huﬁnns_ 7. | Manager, ' The Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetway
Emttlmmpton Row, London, wr.: House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. .
-
Printed and published every Wednesday by the Proprictors, The Awmalgatmated Press, Ltd., The Fl::r:t-.:'a;: *sv. :
Favringdon Sireet, Inndnn .04, Advertisement. Offiees : Tie Fleelwny Honse, Farvimgdon Street, IEU.4. {
Hr‘":'ﬂ-‘rrﬂ for 1ransmission by f‘.n adian wagazine post. Subseription Rates : Inland and Abroad, 11/ per ﬁﬂ}”_"tf_l-'
56 for ¢ meonths, Sole Agents for South Afriea : Central News Ageney, Limited, Sole Agens for Ausiralip
. and New Zealatnd Mr"“rq Cordeon & Goich, Limited,
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