


Fun, Fights and Thrills in a ‘ Haunted’ Farmhouse !

HANDY’S MIDNIGHT

CHAPTER 1.
S.0.8.
“ WUNE!” said Handforth disgustedly.
“My only sairted aunt! TLook at
1t 1
“What’s the good of looking at
1t ?? asked Church, grinning. “JTt’s bad
enough, Handy, without your making it
worse !’
“Farhead !” snorted Handforth.

The eclebrated leader of Study D, in
the Ancient House at St. Frank's, was
standineg in frent of the window, gazing
out upon tine dreary expanse of West
Square. I’re%) in Study D had been over
for some little time, and normally Hand-
forth and Church and McClure would have
cone out for cricket practice.

But there would he no ericket practice
this evening.



3

Full-of-Pep Schoolboy-Adventure Yarn—Complete in this Issue!

RE!

EDWY SEARLES

B BROOKS.

Rain was pouring down in torrents, and
the eky of the June evening was black and

lowering. A high wind was blowing, too—
50 hwh, 1n fact that it almost amounted
to a 0‘ale It whistled and shrieked round
the old walls of St. Frank’s, buffeting and
blustering noisily.

“More like October than June !’ cht
on Handforth, with a sniff. “And it's
jolly cold that I've half a mind to hcrht
a fire!”

‘CBY
a bad

jingo, that’s not
wheeze ! said
McClure, t he Scottish
junior. “It'll make
things mnice and cheery
for the ev ening, anyhow.”

IHe did not actually
mean 1t. Yet, in all
truth, it was chilly
enough for a fire. It

Starts with an
S.0.S.

Ends with a
K.O.

was one of those evenings, pecuiiar to
the English summer, when the scasons
seecm to be reversed. All idea of going
out had been abandoned long before prep.
A number of St. Frank’s fellows had
planned to go into Bannington this evei-
1ing, but the weather was so unfriendly
that these plans were cancelled. It was
essentially an evening for remaining in-
doors.
“What the wireless?” asked
Church, by way of chang-
ing the subject. “Tt's
just about ten to nine,
and wec micht as well
listen to the news bul-

letin.”’

“Blow the news
letin!” corowled Hand-
forth. “Who wants to
listen to the ncws?”

about

bul-
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“I dare say they’ll tell us that Torquay
has had ten hours of sunshine to-day—and
that Weston-super-Mare has had one of
the best days of the season,” grinned
McClure. “The temperaturz has probably
bcen eighty in the shade at Newport,
Mon.”

“Do you think 1 care what the tempera-
ture has been at Newport, Mon?” roared
Handforth. “I jolly well know that the
temperature here is about fifty—and it
wouldn’t surprise me to learn that it’s
jolly mear freezing point }”

owever, he calmed down somewhat
when Church turned on the wireless.
Some excellent dance music was being
broadcast, and perhaps this had the effect
of cheering up Handforth. Then, a
minute later, the time-signal sounded
from Greenwich, and the weather forccast
followed.

It was not particularly cheering. A
dcpression, it appeared, was hovering
somewhere off the west coast of Ireland,
and although an extensive anti-cyclone
was stationary over the greater part of

the North Sea and the Continent, the
Atlantic depression was steadily but
surely pushing the anti-cyclone inte
oblivion. 1t eseemed any odds that the

depression would emerge the victor. And
this meant, in so :many words, that the
weather over southern England would be
wet and cold for the nexi two or three
days.

“What about our cricket match against
Bannington Grammar School on Satur-
day?” asked Handforth indignantly.

“My dear chap, it's no good glaring at
me,” said McClure. “I'm not the depres-
sion,”

“Dry up, you two
“Here’s an S O S. !”

“Oh, turn the giddy thing off !” said
Handforth, thoroughly fed up again by
the weather forecast.

‘He turned aside to the window—for
gazing at the pouring rain seemed to fas-
cinate him. McClure winked at Chureh,
and they both gave their attention to the
radio. 'The announcer was speaking with
his usual perfection of diction.

“Here 1s an SO S.,” he said. *“Will
the relatives of Gilbert Church, address
unknown, communicate at once with the
nearest police-station, or the Helmford
Ho;pital, where he is lying seriously
111?27 |

Church jumped up with a blanched face.

“Did—did you hear that?” he asked
hoarsely.

“Shut up !’ snapped McClure, running
nearer to the instrument.

“I will repeat that,” came the an-
ncuncer’s voice. ‘“Will the relatives of
Giibert Church, address unknown, com-

said Church.

municate at once with the nearest police-
station or the Helmford Hospital, where
he is lying seriously ill? Here is the
first general news bulletin—-"

McClure cut off the wireless, and stared
at Church curiously. Handforth had
turned from the window and he had
completely forgotten the wecather.

“What’s wrong, old man?” he asked
earnestly. ‘“You don’t mean to say that
that man is any relative of yours?

“My uncle!” said Church breathlessly.
“It must be! Didn’t you hear what the
announcer said? QGilbert Church—ad-
dress- unknown !”

“Have you got an TUncle Gilbert?”
asked McClure quickly.

“Yes; and, what’s” more, we hardly
ever know where he is!” exclaimed
Church. “He’s a queer sort of chap.
I haven’t seen him for a year or two. One
of the best, though; always tips me a
couple of quid. A kind of rover, you
know. A bachelor, and he spends most of
his time in travelline. I say, this is

awful !”
“We’ve got to do something!” said
Handforth briskly. ‘“You know what

these wireless S O S.’s are! When they
broadcast an appeal like that, it gencraliy
means that the poor chap has met with a
serious accident—that he’s been run over,
or something. We shall have to rush
over to the Helmford Hospital !”

Church was looking stunned.

“Poor old Uncle Gilbert!” he said
huskily. “I—I can’t believe it, you know.
I say, suppcesing I'm the only one of the
family to have heard that S O S.?”

“It's quite likely that you are,” said
Handforth. “And we ecan’t take any
chances. I'm going to dash over to Helm-
ford Hospital in my Morris Minor—and
you're coming with me! We’'ve got to
find out about this!”

“But the weather ” began Church.

“Blo§ the weather!” retorted Hand-
forth. " You don’t think I care about a
bit of rain, do you? It’s nothing much—
only a shower !”

The chanze in him was remarkable.
Now that he knew that one of his chums
was in trouble, he completely lost his
grumpiness. His one thought was to help
Church—and to help him in a practical
way.

“It’s no good going to the mnearest
police-station,’”” he went on. “While we’re
messing about, makine inquiries, we can
be in Helmford. It’s only twenty miles
away, and I can do it in my Minor in
just over half an hour. Come on !”

They hurried to the door, Church pale
and agitated. 'They had no sooner got
out into the passage than Nipper, the
Remove captain, came hurrying along,
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with Tommy Watson and Sir Montie
Tregellis-West. Travers was there, too,
and Fullwood, and one or two other Re-
movites.

“Did you chaps hear the wircless?”
asked Nipper quickly. .

“Yes. It's my Uncle Gilbert,” said
Church.

“Oh, I say! I'm awfully sorry!”

“Poor old Churchy!”

“Let’s hope your uncle isn’t too bad,
dear old fellow,” said Travers,

“We’re going to old Wilkey now !” said
Handforth. ‘“Don’t stop us, you chaps!
Every seccond may be of importance!”

He fairly dragged Church away, for
there were many fellows who wanted to
sympathise. And soon the chums of
Study D were ranged in front of the
Housemaster’s desk.

Mr. Alington Wilkes listened amusedly
at first, but then he became grave. Mr.
Wilkes was a man of action, too, and he
possesscd a heart of gold.

“I am grieved to hear this, Church, old
man,” he said concernedly. *“Of course,
you may go at once.”

“Thanks awfully, eir.”

“QGet off as quickly as you can,” went on
Mr. Wilkes. “In tho meantime, I will
telephone to the Helmford Hospital and
tell them that you are on your way.”

“You're a bLrick, sir!” said Church
gratefully.

“We can go, too, can’t we, sir?’’ asked
Handforth. “Y want to drive Churchy
over in my Morris Minor—it’ll be so much
quicker. And Mac’s one of wus, and,

well

“Of course—af course,” said Mr.
Wilkes, nodding. “You may all three go.
I will place no restrictions upon your trip,
but I will rely upon you to get back as
soon as possible. I realise that this is a

very exceptional case.”

“Thanks awfully, sir!”
juniors.

They hurried out, and they made a
dash for the cloak-room, where they
donned their overcoats and caps, assisted
—oar, rather, hindered—by dozens of
helpers.

“When will you get back, you chaps?”’
asked Fullwood.

“Goodness only knows!” replied Hand-
forth. “Church may have to get in touch
with some of his other relatives—and I
may have to fetch them. There’s no tell-
ing. Expect us when you see us.”

Somebody opened the big front door,
and a flurry of rain and wind came shoot-
ing in.  Putting their heads down, the
trio dashed out. They soon reached the
garage, where Handforth started up the
engine of his faithful Morris Minor.

’

)

chorused the

“Poor ola Uncle Gil!”
Church, when they had got started.
hope to govdness he isn’t badly hurt!”

The others were silent. They did not
like to remind Church ‘that S O S mes-
sages arc only broadcast when the situa-
tion 1is critical.

A number of sympathetic Removites had
braved the elements and were standing in
the open doorway of the Ancient House,
waving. They saw the Morris turn into
the lane, aad vanish.

Yery little was sald during the ride to
Helmford.

Handforth had all his work cut out
driving. The evening was so black that
he was obliged to turn on the headlights
soon after passing througzh Bannington.
The wind was roaring with gale force, and
the rain spattered on the windscreen and
windows of the little car in hurricanc
flurries.

Hclmford was recached at last, and by
now darkness had completely descended.
At the lospital they were met by the
house surgeon, Dr. Williams.

“You huave been quick,”” he commented.
“Mr. Wilkes rang me up and told me

murmured
€ I

that you were coming. Well done!
Which cne of you is Church?”
“I am,” -sald Church eagerly. “Is—is

my uncle—bad ?” .
The surgeon shook his head gravely.
“Yery bad indeed, I am afraid,” he re-
plied. ‘“He was run over by a car, here,
in Helmford, earlier in the evening. He
has a broken leg. and very scvere concus-
sion—indeed, a fractured skull. I might

as well tell you at once that he is in
grave danger.”
“Oh, I say!” muttered Church. “Poor

old Uncle Gil!
once, sir?”

“I will take you to him,” replied Dr.
Williagns. “There is just a chance that
he may regain consciousness, but I cannot
give you any real hope.”

They were led along a corridor, and
Handforth rested a hand on Church's
shoulder for a moment.

‘“Keep your pecker up, old man,” he
murmured.

“I will,” promiged Church unsteadily.

He braccd himself, and a moment later
they were ushered into a ward. The house-
surgeon took them across to one of the
beds, where a nursz was in attendance.

“This is a mnephew of the patient,
nurse,” murmured the doctor..

She nodded, and Church, going foward,
looked down compassionately upon the un-
fortunate man in the bed. Then his eyes
opened wide, and a little gasp escaped
him. He looked closer, incredulity and
relief expressed on his face,

Can—can I see him at
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“This—this 1sn't my Uncle Gilbert!”
he cjaculated ‘‘I’ve never seen this man

before in all my life!”

L

CHAPTER 2.
Handforth is Obstinate!

R. WILLIAMS stepped
quickly.
“Are you sure?”’ he asked.

“You had better look closer ?

"“There’s no mneed to,” 1nterrupted
Church. '‘My Uncle Gilbert is a totally
different sort of man. He is a six-footer,
brcad and rather stoutish, and he’s bald
cn the top of his head. This man 1s a
foot shorter, ten years vyounger, and—
and everything! I couldn’t be mistakaon
in a thing hike this, sir!”

“No, I suppose nct,” agreed the doctor,
with a - nod. ‘“ Well, young man, this will
a rclief to you. But it still lcaves us in
the same dilemma.”’

Church had another lcok at the patient,
he shook his head again, and they all re-
tired. £p. & quiet corner of the ward.

“Jolly good, old chap!” murmured
Handforth, pattine Chuarch on the
shoulder. ‘“We’'rs awfully bucked to
kuow that the poor fellow isn’t your

unzle I
“Rather !” said MeClure. .

“Well, I’m not going to be silly about
it,” said Church. “I’'m so relieved that
I could shout for joy. I’'m sorry about the

forward

man—but, after all, he’s a perfect
stranger.”’
“Quite right,” agreed the doctor.

“That is the best way to look at 1t, my
boy. It is cicarly a coincidence of names.

Your uncle, I understand, 18 named
Gilbert Church?”

“Yes.”

“And this man’s name 1is GQGilbert
Church.”

“How do you know, sir?’’ asked Hand-
forth quickly. ,

“Well, when he was brought into the
hospital, unconscious, we naturally did all
we could to identify him,” replied Dr.
Williams. “We found a postcard and a
letter addressed to ¢ Gilbert Church, Esq.,’
at a small London hotel. We telephoned
to that hotel, but they could give us no
information. The man had been merely
a casual one-night visitor. All his linen,
too, bears tie initials * G. C.” There was
a motor driving licence, too, made out to
Gilbert Church, with a Camberwell ad-
drees. Thz2 Camberwell police went there,
and found the houwse to be an ordinary
boarding-house. The man had stayed
therc for two or three weeks, and had then
gone, That was eight or nine months ago.

LIBRARY No. 289 contains a thrilling

It was impossible to find out anything
about the man’s relatives, or his perma-
nent address. That is why the B.B.C.
consented to issuc the broadcast.”

The doctor took Charch by the hand.

“Well, young man, I will be saying
good-bye—I am busy,” he smiled. “I am
mdeed glad that this little affair has
turned out all right so far as you arc con-
cerned.”

“Thanks, sir,”” said Church. “I thought
he must be my uncle because Uncle Gil-
bert is a bachelor without any permanent
home, and he does a lot of travelling. But
he wouldn’t stay at a boarding-house in
Camberwell, and hq wouldn’t take out a
driving licence, eitheér. He lLas always
hated motor-cars. At least, he would
never drive one. We’'d better be going,
you chaps. There’s nothing we can do

here.”
Handforth grunted.

“It’s sort of fizzled out !” e grumbled.
“OFf course, I'm jolly pleased to know that
the man isn’t your uncle, Churchy,” he
added hastily.  “Still, it is a bit of a
fizzle, isn’t it? - I’'m wondering if we
can’t do something for the poor chap.”

“I fancy that you can safely lecave that

to us,”’ said Dr. Williams dryly.

At that moment there was a movement

from- the led, and the nurse glanced
round.

“I think he jis rallyving, doctor!” she
murmurcd.

They moved across to the bed, and
Handforth was the first one there. In
his excitement, he almost elbowed the
nurse aside, much to that youne lady’s
suppressed indignation. Dr. Williams
bent over the other side of the bed.

The injured man’s eyes were open, and
he was looking straight at the ceciline in
a dreamy, delirious kind of way. Then
he seemed to become snddenly aware that
somebody was near nim; his gaze trans-
ferred itself to Handforth’s face, and his
eyes became less staring.

‘‘Blackman’s Farm !” he muttered,
a faint whisper.

“Eh?” ejaculited Handforth, bending
nearer.

‘“Blackman’s Farm—go at once—all
alone there !” breathed the patient.

“But—but I den’t understand,’”’ said
Handforth. “What do you mcan—-
‘ Blackman’s Farm ’?”

“Will need help—others not coming
until late,” faltered the injured man.
“Go! You understand? Blackman’s
Farm!” .

He sank back wearily, his eyes closing.
The doctor placed a hand on the man’s
forehecad, and made a brief examination.

in
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“He has oone off again,” he murmured.

“It was only a touch of delirium. I don't
think he was really conscious. H'm! A
pity he could not tell us anything of im-
portance.”

“Wouldn't it he any good spcaking to
hinr, sir?” asked Handforth. *‘ Supposing
you shake him a bit?”

“We don't do that sort of thing here,
young mnian,’ sald. the doctor, rather
severely. ‘“'This poor fellow 1s 1n no con-
dition to be shaken. The chances are that
he will never recover consciousncss. He
is in a very baa way.”

They left the ward, the doctor insistina
upon the boys going at omce. Handforth
was frowning, and there was a puzzled
light in his eyes. -

“Blackman’s Farm—go at once-—others
not coming until late!”’ he murmured.
“I say, that sounds jolly mysterious, you
know ! Blackman'’s Farm !”

“Don’t be an ass, Handy!” said Mac.
“Didn’t the doctor say that the man was
delirious ?”

“Yes, I know, Ltut there
man’'s Farm!”

is a Black-
said Handforth half-ex-

“ WAR IN THE DESERT!”
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Over the wireless cdme an
S.0.S. that Gilbert Church was
lying seriously ill in Helmford
Hospital. ‘““My uncle!”
¥ gasped Church.

citedly. “I scem to have heard of it
Yet I can’t quite remember "’

“Blackman’s Farm is a ramshackle, de
serted farmhouse, about ten miles from
Helmford,” interrupted the doctor. “The
only way to reach it is by taking the
by-road to Little Mellsley—midway be-
tween here and Bannington.” |

“By George, that’'s right, sir!” said
Handfortl, nodding. *Isn’t there a faded
old board on that signpost. with ¢ Black-
man’s Farm ' on it?”

“I believe s0.”

“That’s where I've seen it, then,” nodded
Handforth. “I say, I wonder ”

“There’s no need for you to wonder
anything,” interrupted Dr. Williams
oru “The best thing you can do is to
oot straight back to school. 1 tell you I
know this farmhouse. It has been empty
for years. It is half a ruin, and all the
country people in the district deelare that
it is haunted. JTt’s miles from anywhere.”

“But why should that man say somec-
thing about the place lik: that?”

“1 tell you he was delirious,” said the
doctor. ““No doubt he saw that sign,
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just as you have seen it, whilst passing

along the road. There is no accounting
for what people wil’ say in delirium.
Don’t take any mnetice of those muttered
words—they mean absolutely nothing.
It’s lale already. and you boys must get
straight back to your school.”

“We will, sir,”’ said Church, nodding.

“We won’t delay a minute,” added
McClure firmly.
They thanked the doctor for lis

courtesy, and a wminute later they were
out in the wild, blustery night, running
through the pelting rain to the little
Morris Minor. They scrambled in, and
were soon comfortable.

“Well, thank eoodness it’s turned out
all right, Churchy,” said McClure.
“There’s nothing very rummy about 1t,
either.  Church isn’t a particularly un-
common name, and Gilbert is fairly cr-
dinary, too.”

“Buck up, Handy!’ said Church.
“What the dickens are you waiting for?”

“I'm thinking,” said Handforth, who
had made no attempt to start the engine.

“He’s thinking !” said Clurch sar-
castically. “It’s after ten, and we shan't
be able to get back to St. Frank’s until
nearly eleven, and he sits herc thinking !”’

“Oh, all right,” growled Handforth,
pressing the electric starter

The little encine sprang into life, and a
moment later the Minor was gliaing out
of the hospital grcunds and on to the
main road. The lighte of a scervice station
rlowed just ahead.

“How about ijunice, Handy?” asked Mac.
“Got plenty in the tank?”

“Tons,” replied Handforth. “I had
four gallons put in yesterday, so she's
over half full.”

They purred on, and, leaving Helmford
behind, were soon well en the road to
Bannington. The night, if anything, was
more wild than ever., The wind seemed
stronger, and the rain was lashing vici-
ously against the litt'e car’s windscreen
and windows,

“Just like winter!” eaid Church.
“Who the dickens would believe that this
was the month of June?”’

“T expect it will soon blow itself out,”
said McClure. “To-morrcw may be a
ocloriously sunny day with the tempera-
ture np in the -eighties. That’s the
beauty of our climate. You never know
what it’s going to do next.”

Handforth sat silent. Perhaps he was
still thinking. At all events, his chums
noliced a great difference in him. Usually
lhe was so talkative. They both feli
vaguely uneasy, for when Handforth was
in a thoughtful mood like this, it
aencrally meant trouble. Both Church
and MecClure knew that their leader had

Oswald.

been greatly impressed by the unknown
man’s delirious statement.

They had proof of this some ten minutes
later. Handforth had been driving
slowly—much more slowly than usual.
And now, with a little muttcered exclamas-
tion, he pulled the car over to the ofl-side
of the road, and put on the brakes.

“There it is!” he said impressively.

“What do r»ou mean?” asked Chureh,
peering forward. *“I can’t see anything.”

The passengers could only see through
the rain-swept windscreen, and everything
was blurry&nd uncertain.  But Hand-
forth had the advantage of the cleared
scction of glass which was swept by the
windscreen wiper. '

“It’s that signpost,” said Edward
_ “There you are, my sons—
‘ Little Mellsley—2 Miles.” And there’s
that bit of board tacked on wunderneath.
I knew jolly well I'd seen something

about Blackman’s Farm somewhere.”

By lcaning over Handforth’s shoulders,
the cther two juniors were able to see
throuch that cleared section of glass. The
headlizhts of the little ear were shining
fully on the signpost. They could sce the
odd piece of board, but they could not
read the words upon it, which were faded
and weather-stained.

“Well, what about it?’’ asked Church.
“We knew this all the time. Let's be
cgetting on.”

“Yes, we micht as well,” acgreed Hand-
forth, in a curiously tense voice.

He engaged his egcars, acecleraled, and
the next moment the car was gliding into
that tiny by-lane. Church and McClure
were startled. |

“Here, I say!” shouted McClure.
“What’s the idea, you ass?’’

“We're going to Blackman's Farm!”
repliecd Handforth calmly.

“What !”
“It’s the only thing to do,” said Hand-

forth. “We've got 1o  nvestigate this
rimmy affair.”

His chums grabbed him by the shoulders
so violently that he was obliged to shove
both fcet down and bring the car to a
staundstill,

“You silly asses!” hc gasped. “You
might have had us in the ditch!”

“Better be in the ditch than oo to this
empty farmhouse!” said Church wrath-
fully. “You’re mad, Handy! Don’t you
realise that it's past ten?”

“What does that matter? Old Wilkey
told us that we cculd be out as long as
we liked ! |

“That's when he thought that the in-
jured man was my uncle,” said Church
Lotly. “Dash 1t, this 1s taking a mean
advantage of old Wilkey! We ought to
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oet back to St. Frank’s as quickly as
possible.”
“Of course we ought "’ agreed McClure.
“Rats! It won't take us long to go
round by Blackman’s Farm,” said Hand-
forth obstirately. “I know all these by-
roads, and after leaving the farm we can
cut across to Midshott and then get home
by way of Edgemore. I don't suppose it’ll
take us ten minutes longer, anyhow.”
“Oh, wvou’re crazy!” said Church.
“On a rotten night like this anything
might happen. There’s been an awful lot
of rain, and there’l! ‘be water splashes,
Supposing we get stuck in one—miles from
anywhere 2"’ '
“Supposing you drv up,
drive this car®” growled Handforth. “ By
George! It’'s my car, isn’t it? I'm
driving it, and you chaps can mind your
own giddy business. Leggo my shoulders !
We’'re going to Blackman’s Farm !”

and let me

CHAPTER 3.

Blackman’s Farm!

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
had won.
Church and McClure knew him
too well to argue any further; for
any such wordy warfare would only make
him all the more cbstinate.

He had inade up his mind to go to
Blackman’s Farm, and it was his car, and
he was driving. So to Blackman’s Farm
they went. But this did not prevent
Church and McClure from making some
caustic comments.

“It’'s ten to one we’ll get bogged in
one of these side lanes,” said Churceh.
‘“Aftcr all this rain there’ll be floods, too.
Still, what do we care? If we have to
walk ten miles home, it’s only a trifle!”

“If you ask me, Handy’s taking a
beastly mcan advantage of us,” said
McClure. ‘“‘He’'s got us in his car, and

we've jolly well oot to go where he takes
us! Do you call that sporty?”

Handforth stopped the car, and sat
round in his driving secat.

“Look here, vou funny fatheads!” he
sald darkly. “I don’t want any more
of thesc remarks!”’

“We can’t even talk between oursclves
now ! said Church bitterly.

“You were only talking for my bene-
fit,” roared Handforth. *“My only hat!
¥ don't know what’s the matter with you
fellows! Where’s your spirit of ad-
venture? Here we’ve got a chance of in-
vestigating a tip-top mystery, and all you
want to do is to get back to school !”

“Tip-top mystery be blowed !”’ snorted
Church. “Didn’t Dr. Williams distinctly

tell us that DBlackman's Farm is a
deserted, half-ruined house miles from
anywhere ?”

“And didn’t he say that it’s supposed
to be haunted ?”’ asked Mac. “Who wants
to go to a haunted house on a night like
this ?”

“I do!’ said Handforth promptly.

“You would !”

“I’'m not afraid of chosts, even if you
chaps are!” went on Handforth tartly.
‘“Besides, I don't beiieve in ghosts. But
I can’t get that poor chap’s words out of
my head. ¢ Blackman’s Farm—go at once
—all alone there—will mneed help.’
Doesn’t that give you a thrill?”

“The man was only delirious,”’ said
McClure. “The doctor said so.”

“Doctors don’t know much,” retorted
Handforth. ‘Besides, he was only trying
to put us off. Think of the possibilities,
my sons! We're told te go to this old
farmhouse at once. Somebody is all alone
there, and that somebody will need help!
Yes, and there was another bit, too. He
sald that the ¢ others would not be coming
until late.” Now, what did that mean?”

“Why ask us riddies?’”’ growled Church.

“It’s all very well to cay that the fellow
was delirious, but I don’t believe it I con-
tinued Handforth tensely. “In any case,
why should he say things like®that about
Blackman’'s Farm—a real place? The
doctor says that he must have seen that
signpost. Perhaps so—but it doesn’t
wash. And where’s the harm of making
a bit of a detour, and having a look at
Blackman's Farm on our way? Dash it,
it won't make us much later, and old
Wilkey is expecting us back when he secs
us. So why not make sure, and have a
look at the place?”

His chums were silent. ?

“There might be nothing in it, but on
the other hand there might be something
really exciting,” continued Handforth.
“Who knows? It seems dotty to me calmly
to go back to St. Frank’s, and forget
the whole thing. We should never for-
give ourselves if we learned, afterwards.
that we had missed a real adventure. I
want you chaps to back me up—not to
oppose me all the time!”

Church and MecClure were certainly
impressed.

“All right, old man,” said Church
readily. “Perhaps you’re right. It isn't

a great deal out of our way, and we might
as well make sure.”

“Good man!” said Handforth, with
relish. “I’'m not saying the thing is a
cert. But let’s have a look round. Think

of it! A ramshackle, deserted farmhouse,
miles from anywhere! By (George! The
very thouzht sends a thrill down my
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spine !
a gang of coiners there—or smugglers

hurch and McClure grinned to:Gthems-
selves. ¥ Whenever there was any little
mystery, Handforth’s mind always strayed
in the direction of smugelers and colners.
He was always out for adventure.

And the very wildness of the night was
In keeping with this mysterious mission.
Even IHandforth’s chums caught some of
the excitement themselves as the little
car ploughed on its journey. The lane
was narrow and extremely muddy, and
speed was out of the question.

The tiny village of Little Mellsley was
like a place of the dead _as the Morris
Minor drove through. Not a light was
showing from any cottace; even the inn
w_ashtt_'lark, all 1ts occupants in bed for the
night. :

After passing thrcugh the viliage, the
way was more difficult. The lane ran on
through soms isolated hamlets with many
twists and turns; but Blackman’s Farm
could only be reached by taking an even
narrower lane which branched off just
beyond the village. Here the going was
really tricky.

Church and McClure said nothing, but
they were momentarily expecting the car
to become bogzged. And then, in all
truth, the plicht of the three juniors
would be a mnasty one! For they were
many miles from St. IFrank’s, and 1t would
mean walking.

The 1ncessant rain was having a
striking cffcct upon the road surface.. It
was now soft and treacherous, the wheels
of the little car sinking in dceply. Only
by slow, careful driving did Handforth
progress at all. There were many twists
and turns, many dips and sharp rises.
In seme of these dips the water was run-
ning like a river, and it was touch and
go whether the car oot through or not.

“Strikes me we shall get lost,” mur-
mured Church. “How the dickens shall
we know when we’ve got to Blackman's
Farm, anyhow?"

“Well, we’ve got to go on; we can't
turn back in tihis narrow lane,” said Maec.
“‘Let’s hopo for the best.”

“It’ll serve Handy jolly well right
Hallo! What the dickens was that?”
asked Church. staring.

For all we know, there might be

"’
®

“Lightning, I think,” said McClure,
starine  through the rain-spattered
window.

The rext second a rumbling crash,
audible even above the purring of the
engine and the splashing of the rain,
sounded overhead..

“Go 1t !” eaid Handforth, with a grin.
“Thunder and lichtning now! The very
sort of nicht for an adventure, you
chans !’
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“Look out!” yelled Church. “There’s a

whacking grcat water-splash just in
front I”

Handforth pulled the Minor up
abruptly. The headlichts revecaled a for-

midable flood. The little car had de-
scendced a stcep dip, and the lane rose
sharply just ahead. At the bottom of the
dip roared a flocd stream fully twenty fcet
across. It looked dezp, too.

“This isn’t an overflow,” saild Hand-
forth, with some concern. “There’s
always a watersplash here—you can tell
that by the raised pathway at the side,
for pedestrians. Shall we chance it?”’

“If we do, we’ll get stuck,” said
McClure resignedly. "“Go ahead! Who
cares? Might as well be hung for a
gheep as a lamb !”

Handforth got out of the car and ran
forward, where he could see more clearly.
The watersplash was far too deep for the
little Morris Minor to tackle. But Hand-
forth saw something else, and he chortled
with satisfaction. In a moment he was
back in the car, and had slammed the
door.

“We’'re all right,” he said contentedly.
“We can go along the footpath. That’s
the best of these little cars—they can
squeeze through anywhere.”

He backed for some distance, and then
stecred the car on to the footpath. It
was not very wide, and just where the
watersplash roared across the road there
was a flimsy-looking wooden bridge at the
side, with a white-painted rail.

“You silly ass!’ shouted Church, in
alarm. “You’ll never get acrcss here!
We shall either get stuck, or this wooden
staging wil] collapse.” .

“Rats!” laughed Handforth. “Just

you watch !”’

He opened the throttle, the car accele-
rated, and it fairly dashed across the
roadside pedestrians’ bridge. Thcere
wasn’t an inch to spare against the white-
painted railing, but a moment later,
lurching and swaying, the little car was
on the road once more, tearing up the
steep hill. .

“My only hat!” said McClure, taking a
decep breath. *“We did it!”

“You bet we did it!” grinned Hand-
forth. “And why not? I'm driving this
bus !’

After reaching the top of the hill, the
lane was wider, and the surface was
better. With an occasional flash of
lichtning, and a roll of thunder to ac-
company it, the three juniors continued
their quest. .

About half-a mile farther on, Hand-
forth suddenly applied his brakes. There
was no longer any lane. For somec time



SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN 4d. LIBRARY,

it had been dwindling away, and grass
was showing all over the surface. Now
a hedge, whipping about uneasily in the
gale, lay directly ahead. A ramshackle
gate was visible, too.

“This must be the place,” said Hand-
forth eagerly.

He switched off all the lights, and the
rcesultant darkness, for a moment or two,
was 1ntense. Then the lightning flashed,
and 1in that brief second the three boys
caught sight of a gaunt, half-ruined
building away to the right, partially con-
ccaled by ereat elms and cheatnuts. _

Then the darkness snapped down agam,
and a vrolling peal of thunder crashed
overhead.

“Ugh! We don’t want to go in
that place,” said Church, with a
shiver. “Look here, Handy, don’t be
an ass! You know jolly well that
that man was delirious. How could
he have been here? And why?”

“I don’t know, but I'm going to
find out,” replied Handforth, opcning
the door. ‘“Come on, my sons! Let's
make a dash for it !”

He was as obstinate as ever. Re-
Juctantly Church and McClure
scrambled out, and all three stood in
the driving ram. The wind was
blowing boisterously, and the hedges
and trees were whipping about like
Jive ereatures in torture. ILeaves were
blowing here and there, and now and

Handforth uttered a wild howl of
alarm as he suddenly plunged
through the floorboards.
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again a twig or a small branch would
fall to the ground.

“This way [ said Handforth, Lis voice
sounding thin in all that tumult.

He pushed open the dilapidated gate,
and a moment later he and his chums
were running up to the black, mysterious
building which was now faintly visible. .

The boys’ eyes had grown accustomed
to the gloom by this time; they could just
distinguish the outline of the old farm-
house, and they could sce the clumps of
trees surrounding it. Not a licht showed

anywhere. The place was empty—ruined
—deserted.
;’
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CHAPTER 4.
The House of Mystery!

NOTHER lightning flash, just when they
A were near the farmhouse, revealed the
front door. It was tucked away at the
back of a half-demolished rustio porch,
and it was standing half-open. In that light-
ning flash, too, the boys had seen the win-
dows. Most of them were great black gaps,
with little scraps of broken glass just visible.
Others were half-boarded up. A glimpse of
the roof had shown that a great man?' tiles
were missing, the slates showing gauntly.

“By George!” exclaimed Handforth sud-
denly. *I'd forgotten! I've gol an electric
torch in my pocket!™ .

He pulled it out and flashed it on. It was
a good torch, and the battery was new. A
dazzling beam of light shot out, and the
juniors were very soon on the other side of
that half-open door. Here, within a great
brick-paved parlour, or lounge-hall, they were
at least in the dry. Draughts whistled and
shrieked round them as they stood in a close

roup.
¢ “Vlc’ell, we're in!’’ said Handforth triumph-
antly.

‘ %an’t see any counterfeiters, though,” re-
marked Church. *“Or coiners, either.”

“Fathead! Counterfeiters and coiners are
the same!” said Handforth. ‘‘Are you trying
to be funny? You wouldn’t expect the
rotters to come out to meet us, would you?
They’re probably in a cellar.”

Church and McClure looked about them un-
easily. The place was even worse than they
had anticipated. Dr. Williams’ description
had been uninviting enough; but the actuality
was rather terrifying. |

Clearly, the old house had been deserted
for years. And it was eo lonely that the
juniors felt isolated from all the world. Little
Mellsley was over three miles away—and it
might just as well have been three hundred.
There was no other house or cottage any
nearer, in any direction. Blackman’s Farm
stood bleakly alone,

A charming enough spot, no doubt, on a
hot summer’s - afternoon—a quaint place to
explore. But between ten and eleven o'clock
at night, with the rain lashing and the wind
howling—well, it was a very different pro-
position. Church and McClure, at least, were
fed up within the first minute, and all they
wanted to do was to get out and seek the
comfort of the cosy Morrie Minor.

“H’m! I’ve got to admit that it doesn’t
Jook very promising,’” said Handforth grudg-
ingly. “But why the dickens should that
man ask me to come to this old farmhouse
if there wasn’t something rummy going on

here 72
‘““He didn’t ask you,’’ eaid McClure.

“f’Ie did! He looked straight at me, and
‘“‘Heo was delirious, you ass! He would have

spoken just the same if you hadn’t been
there.’?
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‘“Well, anyway, he asked me,”* said Hand-
forth obstinately. ‘“And he told me that
somebody was all alone here, and that that
somebody would need help.”

““Coiners don’t need your help,”’
McClure tartly.

“I’m rot so sure about that coiner theory,’®
retorted Handforth. “In fact, I’ve abandoned
it. There’s something else going on in this
place. Something mysterious. Listen!”

They listened. The old building was [ull
of mysterious creaks and whisperings. When
the wind lulled, as it occasionally did, a host
(l))f weird and eerie sounds came to the threo

0ys.

A flight of old stairs led upwards from a
corner of the big hall,-.and they could have
sworn that the stairs were creaking, as though
somebody was walking down. |, Over their
heads were great oaken rafters. Plaster was
missing in many places, and the laths were
showing in ugly patches,

Zurrrrrh!

There was a sudden scuttling, scraping
sound on the other side of the room. Church
and McClure jumped, and even Handforth
started round nervously.

‘““What—what was that?”’ asked Church,
scared. ‘‘I say, let’s get out of here!”

Handforth pulled himself together, strode
across the room, and laughed.

“It’s nothing!”’ he said. ‘‘Only a broken
tree branch.”

Ile pointed. The branch was lying on the
hearthstone. Therc was a great open fire-
place, and that branch had evidently
slithered down the chimney., Perhaps it had
lodged half-way, and the draught had caused
it suddenly to fall.

The wind was howling again now, and once
the old building shook as a peal of thunder
roared overhead.

““lI hope you’re satisfied by this time,
Handy, that we’re just wasting our time,”
saild Church. “I’m beginning to feel guilty
about it, too.”’

“Guilty? How?”?

“Well, old Wilkey let us go to Helmford
because we thought that my uncle was in-
jured,’” replied Church. ‘“As soon as we
found that the man wasn’t my uncle, we
ought to have gone home. And here we
are, messing about in this beastly haunted old
farmhouse. = We ehan’t be home till after
midnight! It’s a dirt‘y trick on old Wilkey!
Don’t forget that we're keeping him up all
this time!”’

‘““Rate! He never goes to bed before mid-
night, anyhow,”” replied Handforth. ‘¢ And
as for this place being haunted, you’re mad!
Now that we're here, we'll explore!”

“But why?” demanded McClure, in
exasperation. ‘“What’s the good of explor-
ing? Can’t you see that there’s nobody
here? Dr. Williams was right all the time.
He told us to forget what that man said—"’

‘“Well, it won’t take us much longer!”’
growled Handforth. ‘“We might as well go
over the place before we leave. Come on!

said
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tI{et’e:” have a look round the ground floor
T8t. -

He moved to an open doorway, and his
chums kept closely to him. Handforth had
the light, and they did not want to be
separated from him, They were not nervous,
but there was something indescribably eeric
about this ramshackle old building.

A tour of the ground floor proved barren,
There was a kitchen, and a rambling old scul-
lery, this latter being very dilapidated and
open to the elements. There was another
room which might have been a parlour, and
a perfect labyrinth of larders and store-cup-
boards. They all proved to be damp ana
deserted. There was no sign of life of any
description—not even a mouse or a rat.
Blackman’s Farm was:a place of desolation.

“It’s no good,” said Church, shivering.
**Hang it, Handy, let’s go!”’

“We might as well have a look upstairs

before—— Hallol What the——  Great
Scott!”’ gasped Handforth. ‘‘What—what
was that?’’ ‘

His chums had seen nothing, but Hand-
forth’s tone startled them. They stared at
him. He was gazing round in a half-
frightened way.

‘“ What was what’ asked Mae, with a gulp.

‘““ Something touched me on the side of the
face!” panted Handforth., ‘Something cold
—IJlike the fingers of a skeleton!”

*0Oh, crumbs!”

““Cheese it, Handy!”

‘““And I heard a rummy sound, too, at the
same moment!’’ went on Handforth, flashing
his torchlight here and there. °‘‘Neither of
you chaps touched me, I suppose?”

“Of course we didn’t!”’ said Church.

They were very jumpy now. For Hand-
forth, the stolid, matter-of-fact leader of
Study D, to say that skeleton fingers had
touched him was significant. He wasn’t given
to imagination.

“We'll get out of here—— There! 1 saw
something that time!” he shouted. * Some-
thing black and—— Look! There 1t 1s!”

For a moment something fluttered across
the torch beam, and the three boys caught
a flashing glimpee of two beady eyes, re-
flected by the light. Then the thing had
whisked away into one of the’far corners of
the room.

‘“My only sainted aunt!’’ said Handforth
disgustedly. ‘“ A bat!”

]“ (}h!” breathed Church and McClure, with
relief.

‘““A silly, fatheaded, idiotic bat!’’ continued
Handforth. ‘‘Fancy being scared of a thing
like that! What rot!”

‘“Still, that bat proves something,”’ said
McClure quickly. | ‘

“Eh? What does it prove?”

“That this old house 1s empty—that it has
been deserted for years,” replied McClure.
*‘Bats don’t live in places that are inhabited.’’

“That’s true,” admitted Handforth
reluctantly.

“So we might just as well go,” added
Church. *“Dash it, Handy, you don't still

“shakily.
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thin%c’that we shall find anything here, do
you ?’

Handforth made no reply. Although he
wouldn’t admit 1t, he was ﬁeginning to be-
lieve that he had come on a fool's errand.

However, he stubbornly insisted upon
scarching the whole place before leaving. So
they returned to the front parlour or loungo
hall, or whatever it was, and mounted the
creaking stairs.

There was a minor disaster when Hand-
forth, stepping rashly into one of the bed-
rooms, plunged through the rotted floor-
boards. He hauled himself back to safety,
with one or two bruises and grazes for his
pains.

“You’d better go easy, Handy!” advised
Church. “This old pface is 1n a rotten
state. Look at the dust and the dirt on tho
floor. You can easily see that nobody’s been
here for years.”

‘‘Not even a footprint,” said McClure,
almost with satisfaction. -

They explored the other rooms—Handforth
going cautiously now—but it was the same
story. Dust, dirt, dampness and mildew.
Not even a scrap of furniture, not an up-
turned box. The place was a wilderness cf
cobwebs, draughts and ecrie noises.

“Well, you chaps had better start crow-
ing,” sald Handforth grufly as they
descended the stairs.

“We're not crowing—we want to get

home,”’ said Church. .
“I'm wrong—and I've got to admit it,”

went on Handforth with a grunt. “What a
fro;t! : All this journey for nothing,
and——"

“Look |” gasped Church abruptly.

‘““What the—" ‘

“The torch—quick !” shouted Church.
“Over by that window |”

Handforth swung the torch round, and it
played upon one of the lower windows, whero
the glass had long since gone. But they
could see nothing there.

“What's the matter, Churchy?” asked
Handforth, staring. ‘“What did you see?”

“A facel”

“A which?1” |

“A—a human face!” panted Church
‘““No, don’t stare at me like that'!
Just for a flash, in.

2

I tell you I saw it!
the gloom! It was pale and ghostly—

“Rats|” interrupted Handforth. ‘DPull
yourself together, you ass| How the dickens
could there be a face at the window?
There's nobody here except ourselves! By
George, though, we can seon prove it! If
there was somebody there, we shall find foot-
prints outside |”

He hurried down tho few remaining stairs,
casting the torchlight on the floor in front of
him, in case there were any more pitfalls.
Abruptly he came to a halt. He bent down
and snatched something from the floor.

“What’s that you’ve got?” asked McCluro
curiously.

Handforth
glowing eyes.

looked at his chums with
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“We’re not going away from this place!”
he said fiercely. “I knew 1t! 1 knew it all
the time! There is something squiffy going
on! Look at this!”

And he held before his chums a cigarette
stub. They stared at 1t blankly.

“But that’s nothing, Handy!” protested
Church.

““Nothing ?” echocd Handforth., ‘ Why,
yvou silly ass, this is a clcar proof that some-
body has been in this old farmhouse recently
—in fact, to-day!”

CHAPTER 5.
The Cry in the Nightl

CLUE! |
Edward Oswald Handforth, at

lcast, was quivering with excitement,

and Church and McClure
impressed.

“The very first clue we've found!” said

Handforth tensely. “A f{resh cigarctte end!!

were
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“I didn’t imaginc it !"” interrupted Church.

“I saw a face! Whether it was a human
faco or a ghost, I don’t know. DBut I'll
swear I saw a face!” -

Handforth strode to the windaw, leancd
out, and flashed his light upon the ground
outside. He was disappointed. A paved
path, with moss growing between the
crevices, ran parallel with this wall of the
farmhouse. The stones were washed by the
driving rain, and they gleamed wetly.

“Rats!” said Handforth. ‘“We can’t
prove it, onc way or the other. Iootprints
wouldn't show on this path—particularly in
this awful rain. We can’t go out and scarch.
Wo should be at a disadvantage. The
crooks would be able to drop on us, and we
shouldn’t stand an carthly.” ,

“Crooks?”’ repeated McClure. ““ What
crooks ?” |

“I don’t know what crooks—but it's a
cert. there are some,” 1replied Handforth
coolly. “Ordinary deccent people don't
prow!l round houses, looking in windows.”

McClure gave it up. Handforth, it was
obvious, firmly belteved 1n that “face-at-the-
window ’ story. Church believed in 1t. too.
Church, in fact., was now wholchecartedly on
Handforth’s side.

“It’s all very well for you to scoff, Mac,
but somebody was looking i1n that window !”
he insisted. ‘“It’s all so beastly mysterieus.
If therc 1s somebody lurking about, I wish
he’d come forward and show ‘himself.”

“Pecrhaps somebody 1s being kept here a
prisoner!”’ suggested Handforth suddenly.
““By George! That's an idea, you chaps!
That fellow in the hospital was on his way
to &'cscue her, and he met with an accident,
an )

**Here, hold on!” gasped McClure.
“You're taking a lot for granted, aren’t
you? What do you mean by ‘her’?”

“Why, the girl who’s imprisoned !”’

“How do you know anybody’s imprisoned
—and how do you know 1it’s a girl?”

“It’s just as likely to be a girl as a man,
isn’t 1t?”’ retorted Handforth. ‘* Besides,
look at this!”

He triumphantly held something else in
front of his chums, and they saw that it was
a tiny pcarl becad,

“Clue No. 2!” said Handforth with satis-
faction. **Didn’t you sce me pick 1t up
just now ? It's a bead from a girl’s neck-
lJace! Mecen don’t wear beads, do they ?”

“But it might have been here for yecars.”

“Not likely!” said Handforth.,  “It
wasn't even dusty. The finding of that
cigarctto stub has made all the difference—
it’s given us a line to start the investigations
on. I'm going to sec if there are any moro
beads about here.”

He¢ went round flashing his torch, bending
low—a regular sleuth. And, extraordinarily
cnough, within three minutes he had found
ten other beads of a similar type to the first
one.

“It’s as clear as daylight!” he said
breathlessly. *“T'ho girl was dragzged in here
and her nccklace broke during the struggle.”

-an ordinary bcad, you know!
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It scemed that Handforth was not entirely
relying upon his imagination. 'The finding
of these pcarls was, indced, an important
development. And there was somcthing
clse, too.

“Wait a minute!”. said Church with a
curious note in his voice.

He was looking at one of the beads i1n the
strong light of Handforth’s electric torch, and
his eyes were glowiug.

“I say, you chaps,” he vcnt on, “this i1sn’t
It’s a real

'9’

pearl

(13 \sfhat !)’

“Look at 1t!” continued Church excitedly.
‘“ Anybody can tell the difference between
an 1imitation pearl and a rcal one if he knows
anything about them. My sister’s got a real
pearl necklace, and she's always showfng it
to people. It broke once, and there was an
awful fuss because one of the pearls was
missing. I remember at the time that my
mater pointed out the difference——"’

“Never mind your mater!”’ interrupted
Handforth. ‘““These arc rcal pearls! (Good
cenough! That proves that the kidnapped
girl 1s somebody of importance—somebod
wealthy, I expect. She’s been kidnapped,
brought here, and the crooks are holding
her for ransom.” :

“Pipe down, Handy!
McClure. :

“Eh? What do you mcan?”

“I heard that in an American talkie.”

“Pon’t quote American talkres to me!”
snapped Handforth. ‘“Is this a time or place
for foreign languages?”’

“Pipe down means calm yourself,” said
McClure, “7You're bit too spcedy, old man.
I don’t think there’s much doubt that.a girl
has been in this house—fairly recently, too;
but there’s not a chance in a thousand that
she’s here now, or that man with the
ci%arette cither, We've secarched every-
where, and we’ve found nothing——

“That doesn’t prove that nobody's hcre,”
interrupted Handforth. *“ What about secret
chambers 7” .

“Eh?”

“What about hidden cellars and sccret
passages ?” went on Handforth. *These old
houses are full of things like that. Anyhow,
I''m not giving up yect. Hold still and
listen.”

He raised his head and let forth a tremen-
dous yell, and it was so unexpected that
Church and McClure gasped. Handforth waas
always doing things like that, without giving
any warning.

“You silly ass ” began Church.

“Shut up!” urged Handforth., *‘Listen!”

They stood stock-still, listening, but they
could only hear the lashing of the rain and
the buffeting of the wind.

“If we can’t get any answer to our shouts,
we'll do some more exploring,” said Hand-
forth, running up the stairs, ““Come onl
We'll shout again in this upper corridor.”

He gave the word, and in one mighty voice
they let out a terrific yell. Then, as they
held their brcaths, they hcard something.

Pipe down!” said

?9




16

It camp mysteriously from above, as
though from the very roof. It was a sort of
wail—almost a shriek. It was quite distinctive
from the sound of the wind.

Church and McClure went pale, and even
Handforth felt shaky.

“Did—did you hear something 7"’ he asked
in a whisper,

“Yes.” '
“Great Scott! It sounded rummy !” .
“Let’s get out of here!l” said Church, in

a panic. ‘*That wasn’t a human ery, Handy!
I belicve the place 1s haunted!”

At one word from Handforth, Church
would have bolted, and McClure would have
been right at his heels, They were plucky
enough fellows ordinarily, but this old place
had baeen getting on their nerves for the
past .half-hour. It had fairly gct “under
their skins > by now.

“Let’s  shout again!” said Handforth
grimly. “You're not going to tell me that
a ghost would answer our yell! Come on—
altogether!”

Tﬁey bawled lustily. This time they
listened with greater intensity than ever,
and now~it secemed to them that the answer-
ihn cry was a muflled, pitiful appcal for

elp.

And undoubtedly it came from somewhere
above.

“There iz somebody here!” panted Hand-
forth, gazing at his chums with blazing eyes.
‘“What did I tell you? All you chaps could
do was to sncer at me and call me an ass,
and ”

‘““We give you best, Handy!”’ interrupted
Church. “You were right—for once!”

“What do you mean—* {or once’?”

“Oh,” for goodness’ sake, don’t let’s argue
now,” put in MecClure. “That voice came
from the roof somewhcre. But thero aren’t
any rooms higher than these, are there ?”

Handforth did not reply. He was flashing
his torch to the ceiling. In their first tour
of exploration they had only looked for doors.
Naturally enough, Handforth had not thrown
his light on any of the ccilings. But now
that he had a direct clue, he soon discovered
what he was looking for.

On the landing, almost at ithe head of the

199

stairs, there was a square trap-door in the .

-
L4
-

stained cciling. It obviously led up to ar
space between the rafters—not an ordinary
attic, but a mere storage hole. Perhaps
there was a cistern up there, too—which
would account for the trap-door.

“Hi!” yelled Handforth. “We’re here
to help you! Please answer.”

But now there was no response, and this
was not very encouraging.

Handforth looked round ergerly. He had
suddenly remembered something.

“By George!” he said. * Wasn’t there an
old stepladder about hecre somewhere? 1
remember seeing it, and I wondercd what it
could be for. Now we know!” .

“It’s in one of these rooms,” said Church
cagerly.

They soon fetched it—an old, ramshackle
ladder, which just reached tc the ceiling.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Handforth mounted quickly, and when he
got to the top he found that the trap-door
was a small, square one., It was fitted with
a rusty bolt, which had been shot right home.
If anybody was imprisoned up there, escape
was mpossible.

“Go casy, Handy!’ called McClure from

below. “We don’t know what's 1n  that
attic!”
“We soon shall know!” retorted Hand-

forth, wrenching at the bolt and pulling it
back. “Good cgg!” That’s got 1t!” _

He hcaved on the trap-door, and it lifted
cleanly and toppled over, revealing a black
gap. Grasping the cdges firmly, Handforth
swung himsclf into space and hauled himn-
self up. A moment later he was knecling
within the narrow attig, with the roof closo
above his head. Thisspart of the roof, he
found, was perfectly sound. There were no
tiles missing, and the attic was dry,

He flashed lus torch round as he knelt
there.

“Anybody here?” he asked huskily.
all right! We're your friends.
here to heip—— My hat!”

He had caught sight of something mioving
on the other side of the attic floor. It was
quite small, and cven in that first glance
Handforth could tell that there was no
grown-up girl here, as he had anticipated.
What he saw was a dark-coloured travelling-
rug, and 1t was moving slightly.

He hoisted himself farther in, 10se to his
fect, and advanced cautiously. At the same
moment the travelling-rug was half thrown
aside, and Handforth found a small, tcar-
stained face looking at him. He saw two
cyes—eycs that were eloquent of sheer, stark
terror.

“Oh, my only samted aunt
Handforth, stricken.

For he could see that the figure crouching
in that travelling-rug -was a mere child--a
little girl of about five or six!

“JIt’s
We've come

199

whispercd

. * . CHAPTER .
Handy in Difficulties!

ERE was an astounding discovery!

Church and McClure, scrambling

up the ladder, arrived 1n the attio

alinost mmmediately after Handforth

Lad made his discovery. All three boys stared

wonderingly at the terrified child. They

had not known what to expect, but tiis
revelation took their breath away.

It was all the more bewildering because
Handforth had been half-expecting crooks.
Crooks! And they had found a tiny, terrified
child !

“1 say, it's all right, you know!’ said
Handforth gently. *Cheese it! I—I mean,
don"t cry like this! We're not going to hurt
you !”’

The child, crouching hack in the travelling-
rug, could retrcat no farther because of a big
cushion. She pressed hersclf against it, star-
ing in fascinated terror at the torchlight—
and at the blackness beyond.
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Two figures stepped in front of Handy’s car, and in their hands were gleaming

automaties.

“Oh, what a fool!” muttered Handforth
contritely. “I'm only making things worse!
Here, one of vou chaps! Take this torch—
aud shine it on me.”

He recalised that he had incrcased the
child’s fear by flashing that hight into her
fauce. Church now took tho torch, swung 1t
round, and the beam played upon }Hand-
forth’'s rugged countenance. An extra-
ordinary softncss had come over his face,
and his voice, too, was husky and gentle.

“ My only hat!” breathed Maec. ** A littlo

girl 1”
- “Here—all by  herself—in  this awful
house ¥’ said Church 1n awe. ¢I say. how

absolutely rotten! DPoor little thing! 1 ex-
peet our yelling must have frightened the
life out of her.”

The child was terrified. She was sobbing
convulsively, looking from one junior te the
other in stark fear. 'The boys could picture
her appalling plight—alone 1n this attic with
only the lashing of the rain and the howling
of the wind for company.

“Itasy now—casy !”” murmured Handf{orth.
“It’s all right, you know. We're your
friends—we're your pals. We've come here
to help you. Pull yourself together, for
goodness sake! Come along now !” )

The child scemed to realise that these in-
truders meant her no harm. Haudforth's

‘* Hands up ! ”’ commanded one of the men,

tone, perhaps, recassured her.  Church and
McClure iistened 1n startled admiration,
That voice, usually so rough and boisterous,
almost contained a caress.

“Don’'t vou understand ?”’ went on Hand-
forth soothingly. “We're here to rescue yvou
—to take yvou away to safety. Just take it
calmly, and pull yourself together. (Good
ege ! That's better! Don't be frightened!”

He laughed, and Church and McClure
laughed, too. The child, still staring, now
lost some of her fear.

“Come along!”  continued Handforth,
taking her trembling hand and patting it.
“Sce? We're quite friendly., Tell us how
vou got here. Tell us who left you here—
and why.”

The child whispered something, but her
volce was so thin, so tremalous, that her
words escaped the boys,

“That’s  better!” smiled Handforth.
“Here, I've just thought of something!
I've got a packet of chocolate 1in my pocket !
1'll bet you'ro hungry, tool llave a go at
it ! |

Ilc pulled out a sixpenny carton, hastily
rcmoved the silver foil, and the child hesi
tatingly took the chocolate. She nibbled at
1t almost greedily—a sure indication that she
had been left here for many hours without
food. Within a few moments she was cating
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cagerly. And now her confidence had been
more or less sccured.

She spoke again, bher voice stronger.
llandforth & Co. gazed at her in astonish-
inent.

“What was that she said 1” asLed Hand-
{orth.

‘““Sounded foreign to mel” murmured
Church m wonder.

“Rot! Anybody can see that—— I don’t
know, though!” saxd Handforth qmckly
“You like the chocolate?” he added,
pointing.

The little girl nodded.

““There 5ou are !” said Handforth. ‘ She
understood that all right!”

“Only becauso you pomted to the choco-
late,” said McClure.

“Well, I’'m jiggcred! 1 don't think she's
English at alll Do you understand
Iinglish ?” he added, addressing the child.

bhe looked at him blankly and shook her
head. Then, as though her cmotion had
suddenly got the better of her, she burst
into a flood of quick talk—excited, voluble,

to end up in a ﬂood of tears.
“Oh, crumbs !” said Handforth aghast.

“It’s—it’s a sort of reaction,” whlspered
Church. “Let her cry—it’'ll do her good.
But did vou hear that lingo? I couldn’t

understand a word of it! She’s forcign right

cnough !”
N ‘Vell this beats the giddy band!” said
Handforth looking at hls chums blankly

“PALS OF THE RANGES!”

Featuring Jimmy Silver & Co.

“A descrted old farmhouse and a foreign
child in the attic who can’t understand a
word of Iinglish! We shall wake up in a
minute !”

“That’s what I’ve been thinking,” said
McClure, scratehing his head. *“Who the
dickens can this child be? Why should she
be locked in this attic? Who brought her
here 1”

“Wait I”” said Handforth tensely. “Don’t
forget what that chap in the hospltal said |
Lemme think. *‘Go at once—all alone there
—will nced hel thers not coming until
late.” That’s what he said! I'm beginning
to get the hang of it now, you chaps! I
should think she does need help ! But what
about those others who are coming later?
Are they enemics or friends?”

“It’s no good asking us,” said Church in
bewilderment. *“How should we know?
Perhaps the kiddie has got a bag or somec-
thin%’? I mean, we might be able to find
out her name or address.”

“Anyhow, I'll try her with some French,”
said Handforth briskly. “That’s a pretty
good 1idca, eh? I’ll bct she’s French. Sho
looks dark and Frenchy.

But whether H.andforth’s French was too
atrocious—which 1t certainly was— or
whether the child was of another nationality,
she failed to respond. fhe was gaining con-
fidence all the time, but there was no doubt
that Handforth’s attempts at French caused
a slight sctback. The child regarded him
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with widely opened eyes, some of her fear
rcturning.

“Chuck it, Handy !” protested McClure as
he saw what was happening. “You've
scarcd her again!”

“That French of yours is cnough to scarc
anyvbody,” added Church.

“Funny!” said Handforth, frowning.
““Sho can’t be French, anyhow. 1've tried
all sorts of questions in Irench, and she
docsn’t understand ’em at all.”

“Yet it’s still possible that she might be

French,” remarked Maec.

Handforth 1gnored the
linguistic abilities.

"Perhaps she’s German?’” he suggested.
‘““Anyhow, we might as well try her with
some German. I'mr'-pretty good at that.”

‘““‘Have a heart," old man!” pleaded
Church. “You don’'t want to frighten the
kiddie more than ever!”

But Handforth receled off a sentence or
“two 1n a horrible guttural, throaty voice.
It was supposed to be German, but even his
chums, who knew somcthing of the language
—at lcast, the Remove edition of it—failed
to understand a word. .

The child opened her eyes even wider, and
she crouched back, shaking her head.

“That sounds more like bronchitis than
German!” said Church tartly. ‘“The poor
little thing thinks you’re coughing!”

Handforth gave it up.

‘“Well, she’s neither French nor German,”
he said, scratching his hecad. “ By Gcorge'!
Here's a go! What the dickens are we to
do now? She can't understand us, and wo
can’t understand her.”

It was certainly an awkward situation.
FEven the child was unable to explain the
extraardinary circumstances of her imprison-
ment,

Who could have left her alone in Black-
man’s Farm?

Now that the juniors had had time to look
at her more closely, they could sce that her
fecatures were delicate, aristocratic. Her
frock, in spite of its crumgpled and torn
condition, was of exquisite silk. And the
boys remembered that pearl necklace, too.
Not many children of the tender age of five
arc permitted to wear real pearls.

“It can’t be an ordinary case of kid-
napping,” said McClure thoughtfully. If it
was, .the rotters who pinched her would be
here to look after her. Well, it’s no good
waiting about, Handy; there's only one
thing for us to do.”

“Oh! And what’s that?” asked Hand-
forth.

“Clear out of here, of course!”

“And what, then?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” said Maec. “We've
got the Minor, and it won’t take us long
to drive back to the main road. We can
get to Bannington and give the kiddie over
into the care of the police.”

““That’s a good wheeze,”” agreed Church.
“Then we shall be free of the whole busi-
m.'

slur upon his
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Handforth regarded them pityingly.

““1f you can’t suggest anything better than
that, kindly dry up!”’ he said scornfully.

“What do you mean’” asked MecClure.
‘““Don’t you think it’s a good idea?”’

“I don’t think anything about it,"” retorted
Handforth., ‘‘It’s a rotten idea!”

““But it’s our duty to inform the police

‘“We can inform the police—but I'm dashed
if I'm going to take this child to the police-
station!”’ said Handforth gruflly. * We're
going straight to St. Frank’s, and this kiddie
is going to be handed over to Mrs. Wilkes.”

“Oh!”’ said Church and McClure.

They were astonished at the sound common

sense of their leader’s suggestion. It was,
indeed, an excellent idea. M. Wilkes
would. give the child every care; and old

Wilkey, in the meantime, could telephone
to the police and give all particulars. The
scheme had the added advantage—from- the
point of view of Church and McClure—that
an immediate departure would be made from
this lonely, mysterious old ruin.

But the adventure was far from over!

CHAPTER 1.
' An Unexpected Development.

THE little girl was eating the chocolate
again, and Handforth regarded her
cautiously.
$“Well, are you really?” he asked,
in a casual voice. “We might as well bo
going.’’
The child looked at him uncomprehend-

ingly.

**It’s na good talking to her like that,
Handy,” murmured Church. ‘‘You've got
to make signs.”

“By George, yes!” said Handforth.
“Hm! This is going to be awkward. If
I attempt to get hold of her, she might mis-
understand, aud start crying again. We don’t
want to frighten her.” | |

An idea suddenly occuirred to him.: He
rirrlxgved his overcoat, and held it out to the
child.

““Put this on!” he said loudly—apparently
under the impression that she would be able
to understand the better 1if he shouted.
“Savvy? I—I mean, do you understand the
wheeze ? Overcoat—on!”

The child nodded brightly as Handforth
held the garment invitingly open. She scram-
bled to her feet, and the boys saw that she
was a little girl of delicate build. That she
now regarded the boys as her friends was
patent enough, for she half-turned so that
Handforth could wrap the overcoat round her
the more easily.

”Don’t be scared,’”’ said Handforth, as he
reached forward. ‘“Nobody’s going to hurt
you.”

He took the girl into his arms, and he held
her tightly. Something in his grip, perhaps,
reassured her more than ever. How was it
possible to be scared of old Handy’s kindly,
rugged face? She nestled close to him, and
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gave a little contented sigh. She was very
tired—very sleepy; and she was now suffering
from the reaction of her many hours of
terror,

“You go first, Churchy,” said Handforth,
‘““You’ll have to help me to get her down.”

“Right-ho!’” agreed Church.

With tender care the child was lowered
through the trapdoor, Handforth handing her
down to Church, who stood on the ladder.
A minute or two later the three juniors were

on the landing, and Handforth was once,

again carrying the child in his arms,

““That’s right, Churchy—you flash the
torch,’”” he said. ‘' Lead the way, and show
me the stairs. I don’t want to stumble. Did
you bring that rug, Mac? And the cushion?
bGood egg! We shall need them in the car.
Besides, when we come to examine them
properly, they may give us a clue.”

They descended the stairs, and the usually
clumsy Handforth was extraordinarily sure-
footed and gentle.

They all moved towards the half-broken
front door. The wind was howling as
fiercely as ever. An occasional gust would
shake the old house alarmingly, and the boys
could hear the straining of the old timbers.
They were glad enough to get out, for at any
moment a portion of that ramshackle old
place might collapse.

The rain drove fiercely into their faces as
they plodded down the muddy “path”
towards the lane. The weceds reached almost
to their ankles, and here and. there they
splashed through deep pools of water. The
istorm raged about them as they reached the
ane.

“Buck wup, for goodness’ sake!’’ shouted
Handforth above the wind. ‘‘What are you
doing with that torch, Churchy? We left the
car here, didn’t we ?”’

““That’s what I thought!”’ replied Church,
flashing the light round. *Funny ! 1%
couldn’t have moved by itself, and I'll swear
—— Hallo! What’s this?”

He was directing the light towards the
ground, and they could all see the muddy
tracks left by the little Morris Minor.

There were two or three sets of tracks here,
too, indicating that the little car had been
shifted backwards or forwards. The boys
were filled with eonsternation.  They bhad
driven up, and they had got straight out of
the car; Handforth had not reversed, or
shifted about in any way. Yet here were
these tell-tale tracke! And the car itself was
no longer here!

‘“Somebody’s pinched your car, Handy!”
said McClure hoarsely.

“My Minor!” muttered Handforth, aghast.
“I—I don’t believe it! We must have made
a mistake, you chaps! The car must be here
somewhere !”’ '

They ran about frantically, Church flashing
the torch in all directions. They no longer
had any doubts. They knew thie was the
spot where the Morris Minor had been left.

““It’s gone!” panted Handforth, halting
at length. ‘“Oh, my only sainted aunt! My
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Minor—pinched! But who could have done

1t? There hasn’t been a soul here except -

uS____!’

‘““IHasn’t there?” interrupted Church sud-
denHI. “What about that face I saw at the
window 7"’

‘““Face?” gasped Handforth,
only imagined that—"’

“I didn’t!” said Church breathlessly.
“Somebody’s been here—somebody’s pinched
your car, Handy! He must have ccme up
to the farmhouse, and had a look through
the windows to make sure that the coast
was clear!”’

They went about frantically, searching in
all directions. Handforth clung tightly to the
little girl, and she uttered no protest. She
seemed to understand that something had
gone wrong; but she still had faith in these
new friends of hers.

"“It’'s no good, Handy,” eaid MecClure.
‘““What’s the good of looking for the car?
It’s been pinched!”

‘“But you

“ And—and we're stranded!” said Hand-
forth huskily,
Mystery upon mystery! And this fresh

development was an ugly one. The boys,
burdened with that little child, could not get
away from this lonely, mysterious farmhouse.
In this pitchy darkness and lashing rain it
would be folly to attempt to walk to Little
Mellsley. The only shelter for them was near
at hand—in the ramshackle house they had
just left.

But for what reason had Handforth’s car
been stolen? .And by whom? .

“We're only getting soaked out here,
Handy,’’ caid Church, after a while. *‘‘We'd
better get back.”

““Yes,”” said Handforth dully. “I suppose
it’s the only thing to do. I'm thinking of
this kiddie. She can’t stand this wind and
rain, and ”

“I say!” ecjaculated McClure
“Wait a minute!”

He dashed reckleesly into a clump of thick
bushes which were being whipped about by
the strong wind, The others stared at himn
in amazement. But before they could frame
any questions a yell of excited triumph came
from Mac.

“It’s here, you chaps! 1It’s here!”

““The Minor?” bawled Church.

“Yes—right in these bushes!”

Handforth was a hero. He wanted to
shout, but he remcmbered the child in his
arms. On no account must she he frightened
any more. He had again surprised his chums
by his sclf-control and cool-headedness.  All
of which went to prove that Handforth was
a useful cnough fellow in a real emergencey,

‘““Let’s have a look |” he said briskly,

They found the car, undamaged by all
appcarances, in the hecart of the tangled
bushes.

‘“This 1s even more rummy than the dis.
covery that she had gone!” smd Handforth,
his eyes gleaming with rclief. *“My only

(Continued on page 24.)

tensely,
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BETWEEN Chief Sub-Editor OUR POETRY

E. O. Handforth
Literary Editor

OURSELVES Art Editor %%gﬁﬁgﬁgﬁﬂ COMPETITION

Rest of Staft E, O. Handforth

of the Trackett Grim stories, chatzs with the “Bannington  Moor,” by . Tommy

rcaders of ** Handjorth's Weekly.” Watson. The last words of ¢uch line—

e the words which rhymec—have been

THINK this feature is a jolly good omitted, and dots have been put in to show

1deca of mine, you chaps. It S orlgmal the number of letters in the missing words.

too. “Bctween QOurselves ”’ 1s a good The idea is to complete the poem, without
title. I thought it out all by mysclf. Jooking at the solution ovgrleaf.

It was one of my brainwaves., I believe, The WINNLER of this competition will

now I come to think of it, that a certain have the honour of standing Handforth
person—naming no names—has used the 1dea ginger-pop and tarts in the tuckshop.
himself; but that 1s only what I expect.

Edward Oswald Handforth, popular author BELOW will be found a poem entitled

In this feature I shall reply to St. Frank's BANNINGTON MOOR
fcllows who would liko tO “l‘ltO to me. I When the sun shincs bright on Bannington
haven’t had any letters so far; but I will Moor,
answer those I have had. And the wind blows in from the sea;

When the delicate hare-bell bends . . . . .

BUSTER B. (Modern House) wants to _ The grasp of a travelling . .
know whether I look a bigger fool than I When dew-drops cling to the “hawthorn . . .. ’

am, or whether I am a bigger fool than I As they fell on the cool of . . . " 8
look. If Buster B. will have the goodness 1o this lad spot I make my ...
to call upon me i1n Study D, at any time And revel 1n high . . . .. .
ke’s over this way, I'll answer him. But when the clouds are lowering . . «
. . . . The summit of every . .
I have also rocoived a mnote from Mr. When the winds blow cold on Banning-
Crowell (Ancient House) who asks me why ton . .

I did not hand in my impositicn at tea-time _ And the sca is grey and . . ...
vesterday, and informs me that it 1s now When all is still, but the Wﬂllmg v . e w
doubled. I don’'t quite sce what I can And the marsh lies lost in the . . . . .

answer to a letter like that. I must prefer a jolly good . .. .
And a jolly nice cosy . . . «

COLONEL THUNDERGORE (Grove . :
House, Bannington) wants to know if I ean Commence this fine story to-day.
tell him the name of the St. Frank’s scholar OUR SMASHING NEW SERIAL.
who, while driving a Morris Minor through
Banmngton High Street, had the misfortune “THE CLUTCHING HAND!”
to bump into the colonel’s car. By

This is another question that I cannot SHEDD GORE
answer—or, more correctly, shall not answer. ' '
I clatn howgcxer assure the cgloInel that the CHAPTER ONE.
guilty party is very sorry, an am willing At the Midnight Hour.

to pay the cost of the damage, plOVldlng
1t's not over one-and-sixpence (1s. 6d.).
[i. O. HANDFORTH.

There was a sudden bang!
(To be continued.)




22

IMAGINARY
No.

. UR Interest-
ing Inter-
Viewer
called on
Mr. J. Cesar
this morn-
ing, ‘a nd
found  him,
full of beans and daggers, in
a corner of the Forum.

“Come right 1n, sonny
said he cordially.

“Thank you, Mr, Cwesar,”
I said. ‘“How are you fecl-
ing now?”’

“‘Bad!” he said, shaking
his Roman head. * Very bad.
Indigestion, you know. Takes

!”

me something cruel these
days. And what do you
think? When I asked my

doctor what to tuke to cure
it, he prescribed iron. Iron!
And me with thirty-seven
daggers in me.”

“Too bad!” I murmured.

“Two bad? They're all
bad—jolly bad. Look at me.
Sce what a rent the envious

Casca made. Look! In this
place ran Cassius’ dagger
through—through this my

well-beloved Brutus stabbed.
I’'ll tell you what it is,” said
Ceaesar. ‘““Shakespeare can
say what he likes, and <o
can Gibbon and all the rest
of ’em, but old Brutus never
slid that dirk into me for the
sake of Rome.”

“Didn’t he?” I gasped.

“No, he didn't!” snapped
Caxsar. ‘‘He owed me money
~—that’s  why he pushed his
length of steel into my
works. I bet him five to onc
in drachms that  Mark
Antony would offer mo the
crown, and he took mo on,
and then refused to part up.
And this, mark you, after
I'd specially bribed old
Mark to offer me the said
crown.”

‘“No wonder you
annoyed, Mr, Ceaesar.”

“You said it,”” he nodded
morosely. ‘“Still, what 1s onc
dagger among so many? It's
the principie of the thing

feel

that worrics me. And Mark
Antony—another  ungrateful
blighter.”

“What?” I cried. “ Why,

sir, Mark Antony stirred all
Rome to avenge your death.”

INTERVIEWS

1.—Julius Caesar.
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“Yes, I know all about
that. DBut what happened?
After ho had hammerced
Brutus and Cassius so flat
that they couldn’t be scen
sideways, he went jazzing off
after Miss Cleopatra 1instead
of getting my drachms off
Brutus.  Well, there’'s no
such thing as gratitude in the
world.”

I stood up.

“Yes, there 1s, sir,” I said
proudly. ‘I have come on a
mission from schoolboys all
over the world. In every
school we arec dished out
copies of your ‘ Gallic Wars’
to construe.”

“Oh, yes?” said Csesar,
smiling and blushing. *“A
dashed good story that.”

‘“ Absolutely. Well, Tve
come to you with a present
from England’s schoolboys.
Pleaso take this with our
kind regards.”

So saying,

I produced a
dagger,

and made him a

present of it along with the
other thirty-seven.

FASHIONS FOR
MEN—

HAT-HO! What-ho'!
What-ho!
I mean to say, 1

don’'t seecm to be able
to start—what? I mean, I’ve
got tons to say really, but
I don’t know where to begin.

The fact 1s, a chappiec has
got to be carcful in writing
about fachions, because, come
to think of 1t, there’s
nothing so 1mportant as
fashion, if you get me.

So when I cnlarge and 3o
ferth on this good old subject
of fashions for men, you
know that I know what I'm
talking about. . I mean, if
you know that I know that
you know that I know what
I'm talking about—well, it’s
dashed useful, don’t you
think? Or do you?

But probably not, anyway.

Not that 1t matters, of
course; but, dash 1t all,
space 13 so scarce 1n this
WEeERLY that I’ve got to

cut my preliminary remarks,
(Continued at foot of col. 5).

CECIL DE. VALER

DON'T suppose Handforth . will
print this story. It is, unfortu-
nately, all about E.-O. H., and.

1

that youth 1is rather touchy.
Perhaps he will have suflicient.
sportsmanship to put this in.—{¥You.:

checky ass! I’'ve put this in now,-
just to show you that I don’t care
what you write about me. By,
George! I know something I eould-
write about you, and I'll jolly well

do 1t one of these days. So there!
See 7—E. O. H.)

‘This happened at a circus in Ban-

nington, some while ago. Several
Removites went down to see the
circus—which boasted wild animals, "
a conjurer, a firc-cater and a
ventriloquist. And it was this latter
gentlemams who caused all  the
trouble. |

The ventrilogquist happened to be
standing ncar the lion’s cage, just as
Handy, mysclf, and one or two other
fellows came along. Handforth
marched up to the lion’s cage, stared
at the King of the Beasts for about
five minutes, and then said:

“What a moth-ecaten old lion! Hoe
doesn’t look savage enough to fight a
pound of butter.”

“Well, I've got a better face than.
vours, and chance it,” remarked the
lion sarcastically. *“I1f that was my
face, I'd rub it out and do it again.”

Handforth turned as red as a brick-'
chimney, while we necarly jumped’
clecar of the ground. Nipper, how-”
cver, happened to glance at the grin<”
ning face of the ventriloquist mer-f

chant, and gave us the tip. We'
chortled. -
s Not so, Handy. Ho glared at the
ion, '

“What do vou mean?” he bhawled.
‘“Are you talking to me, Whiskers?” -

—

SOLU

(The missing words fror{

Bee. Spray. Night. Way.
Rook, Gloom.

2

Before.



'E tells us about a

“Sharp lad, this,” nodded the lion.
*“That’s the best of having a brain.
Nou can gucss these things at once.”

“You — you — you —"*  stuttered
the great Handforth. *‘I’ve a good
mind to come in that cage and mop
you up—lion or no lion.”

“I'm sorry to inform you, Shovel-
face, that you couldn’t mop up a glass
of barley water.”

“By George! That’s done 1t!”
snorted Handforth. *I'm going i1n.”

He grabbed wildly at the door of tho
i}ipn’s cage. We absolutely gaped at

1.

“You utter i1diot!” yelled Nipper.
““What are you going in that cage
for?” '

“You heard what the brute said to
mc'!”’ roared Handy, turning. round.
“I'm going to punch its nose.”

“You blithering mugwump! Do
you think the lion was talking to you,
ass? Have you ever hcard a lion

talk 7
“Eh?" gasped E. O. H., pausing.
“Oh!” he stuttered. “I—I necver

thought of that. I suppose, come to
think of it, a lion couldn’t talk, rcally.
And yet—"

“It was a ventriloquist, ass! He’s
just walked away.”

“What ?”

We explained. After about an

lhour, Handforth grasped the fact that
his leg had been pulled. Fortunately
the ventriloquist chappie had beat a
retrecat, or Handforth would have
exacted a painful revenge, As it was,
after hunting for the ventriloquist
the rest of the afternoon, he returncd
{ruitless to the school,

Bnt lions are still a sore subject with
Handy. If you happen to meet him
anywhere, I advise you to say nothing
about lions or ventriloquists.

¥ 10 N.

.the peem on page 21.)

Delight. O’er. Hill., Moor.
.Book. Room.,

Chill,
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READY WIT

FROM

REGGIE PITT

SCREAMINGLY FUNNY
RIDDLE.—Why is Mr. Sun-
cliffe like a pit pony? Becauss
he licks the hands of the
‘““ Minors."” (How does the
fellow think of it?)

I have it in for old
Crowell. He gave me a
nasty slap in class this morn-
ing. Right in the eye. 1
cpeak  meta-figuratively, It

was thus-wise.

SCENE: History
(Enter Mr,
deep frown.)
Mr. Crowell: ¢ Pitt, kindly
tell me the family name of
the Earl of Chatham—the
name by which he was known
before the granting of his

I.csson.
Crowell with

carl’s patent. ”
Me (humbly): “Dunno,
sir] I don’t think I ever

met the gentleman, sir.”

VAN

——BY ARCHIE
GLENTHORNE

as you might call them, down
to the good old vanishing

point, because I  simply
daren’t waste an inch of
room,

It's hard—dashed hard. 1
mean to say, this jolly old
question of fashions—it’s one
that, to do 1t justice, should
fill the whole of this and a
foww more 1issues of the
WEERKLY on the Instalment
system. Absolutely.

But no. That pest Hand-
forth—who has the cheek to
call himself editor—has abso-
lutely chucked umpteen
spanncrs in the wheel, to so
spcak, and I'm squashed. Of
course, I could assert the
fighting blood of the Glen-
thornes, but—well, 1t would
be an awful fag.

So, having made the fright-
ful position frightfully lueid,
I will proceed with my subject
—Fashions for Men.

(Sorry! No room for any
more of this pifle.—E. O. H,)

Mr. Crowell (angrily): “Do
you mecan to tell me that
you do not know the name of
this great statesman?”

Mo: ““Yes, sir!
gsir! I don’t know.”

Mr. Crowell (sarcastically):
‘“Perhaps it will surprise
you, then, to hear that his
name was PITT.”

(Loud laughter from the
class, 1n which Crowell
joined. Pitt sits down, feel-
ing very sheepish.)

I was in trouble again
during the geography lesson.
Just because I didn’t know
the capital of Nicaragua.
Why, dash it all, I don’t
even know Nicaragua itself,
let alone tho capital of the
place.

The only thing I’ve ever
heard of 1n connection with
Nicaragua was gbout:

Nunne,

4 certain young girl of
Nicaragua
Who went for a ride on a
jaguar——
But Mr. Crowell was not
satisfied with this. I regret
to nform readcrs of this

paper that he forced me to
assume a posture favourable
to flagellation, and proceeded
to administer corporal chas-
tisement with the sapling of
an ash-trce.

Y o |

Here’s another geography
story, before the station closes
down for the night.

A master was talking to a

boy about the rivers of
America, and he mentioned
the Mississippt and the
Missouri.

“Mrs. Sippt and Miss
Ouri,” said the boy. “They

must be some relations of Old
Man River.”

Not bad, that. Oh, I'm a
funny fellow |
. . x

But, joking apart, I still
don’t believe there’s such a
place as Nicaragua.
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HANDY’S MIDNIGHT CAPTURE!

(Continued from page 20.)

hat! What the dickens can it mean?
did the car get here?”

How

“Well, somebody put her here, that’s cer-.

tain,” replicd Church. “It’'s a bit up hill
from where we left her, so she couldn’'t have
got hero on her own.”

“Look !” said Maec, pointing through the
little window panel at the rear. ‘“The
ignition switch is on, Handy—although the
engine isn’t running. That’s how I spotted

her.”

“What !”

“The little red light,” explained Mac.
“It always glows, you know, when the

ignition is switched on, whether the cngine
is running or not. In fact, when the engine
gets up a certain speed, the signal gocs
out.”

“[ didn’t leave her switched on!” said
Handforth excitedly. *“By George, DMac.
that was pretty smart of you! We should
never have found her here until daylight.”

“There was nothing smart about it,” said
MecClure. ‘I spotted the tiny red light,
that's all. It was jolly carcless of the people
who moved her.”

“People !” ¢jaculated Handforth. “ Yeos, I
suppose therec must have been more than one.
Well, it's another mystery, but we can’t
bother about it now. Open that giddy
door " .

They pushed their way deeper into the
thicket, and Church opcned the driving-
door. Handforth, lcaning over, deposited his
burden on the rear scat.

“Buck up and get in, you chaps!’ he
said briskly. “Can’t leave the kiddie alonec,
The sooner we're away from this queer spot
the better.”

“But who could have done this—and
why ?”’ asked McClure.

“Never mind those questions now,’
plied Handforth. “We've got to get away.”

The positions were reversed. It was
cenerally Handforth who asked all sorts of
unnecessary questions; but now he only had
onc objeet in mind—and that was to get
clear away. He was thinking only of tho
little girl.

At a touch of the starter, the c¢ngine
sprang into life, and a moment later Hand-
forth had backed the car out of its place of
conccalment.

He manceuvred her back for some vards,
changed into first gear, and was now fairly
and squarcly in the lane. He had switched
the headlights full on, and the brilliant light
they gave was a rclief after the long period
of gloom, _ |

The rain was splashing noisily against the
windscrecen.

Then, at fhat moment, just as Handforth
was about to start off, two figures abruptly
stepped into the glare of the headlights—
and in their hands they carried levelled
automatics !

’ re-
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CHAPTER 8.
Touch and Go!

men, mMoving nearer. .
He approached the driving-door,
the window of which was open, and

‘uHANDS up I’ commanded one of the

Ee glevellcd his automatic at Handforth's
cad.
““Take your hands from the steering-

wheel !I” he eaid harshly. “Quickly now!
Raise them above your hcadl”

Handforth obeyed—not because he was
frightened, but because his brain was more
or less paralysed by the unexpectedness of
this hold-up. Church and MecClure were
cqually staggered, and the little child,
tightly held by Church in the rear scat, crept
close to him, whimpering pitifully.

“Boys—only boys!” said the man on the
other side of the car. “Did I not tell you
so? Pah! We need not have gone to so
inuch trouble !”

Slowly, Handforth's brain was beginning
to work again. He could casily tell that
these two men were foreigners. Their Eng-
lish was good, but it was accompanied Dby
morc than a trace of accent,

‘““Get out of this car and stand in front
with your hands above vour head!” ordered
the man at Handforth’s door. * You under-
stand ?*

“All right—all
forth sullenly.
us a chance!”

He was capable of thinking quickly
cnough now; end he knew just what had
happened and why it had happened. These
men, whoever they were, had played
cunningly.

Arriving at the farmhouse—and their visit
was obviously connected with the child, who
was also forcign—they had been startled 1o
find the Morris Minor standing, deserted, in
the lane.

This told them at once that some intruders
were 1n the farmhouse. As a precautionary
mcasure, they had pushed the Morris Minor
into the bushes, concealing it—thus culting
off the retreat of the intruders. Approach-
ing the buildiag, they had spied, and they
had discovered something of what was hap-
pening within.  And then, perhaps, before
they could nmiake any attack, Handlorth &
Co. had emerged with the child.

So the mer had waited—cleverly. An
attack upon the boys in the darkness would
have been a mistake—for in that smother of
rain and wind, one or more might easily
have cscaped with the child.

The car being hidden, the men had waited
for the boys to go back into the bulding.
There they could be easily trapped—casily
dealt with. TFar better than a rough-and-
tumble attack in the open.

But their plans had miscarried.

In their haste they had left that red
ignition light glowing, and onoe of the boyvs
had spotted the tell-tale gleam. It mado all
the difference.

right!” growled Hand-

“Kcep your hair on! Give
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For now the boys were in the car, and the
child was with them—they were in a position
to make a clean breakaway. It was im-
possible for the men to wait now; they
werc forced into the open, and, furthermore,
they were forced to take drastic action.

All this passed through Handforth’s mind
in a mere sccond or two. And never once
did he lose sight of the fact that an auto-
matic pistol was pointing at his head,

“It’s no good, you chaps—we’re beaten !”
he said reluctantly. ‘“No sense in taking
any silly risks. These fellows are 1in
carnest.”

“We’d better get out, then,” muttered
McClure.

“Yes,” said Handforth sullenly.

His right foot was on the throttle-control,
his left foot was depressing the clutch-pedal;
and he knew that the gears were engaged.

‘“Hurry }” commanded the man at theo
door.

Handforth acted nrashly—but bravely. He
wasn’t the sort of fellow to give in so tamely.
Simultaneously, he pushed his right foot
down and relaxed his left.

The engine raced and the clutch jerked
in. The Minor leapt forward. The man
at the window had no time to pull the
trigger of his automatic, let alone take aini.
He fell back, cursing in some foreign
language. The other man, who had becn
shightly 1n front of the car, wus obliged to
leap for his life. In a flash, the Morris was
lurching down the lane, screaming along in
low gear.

‘“Hold the kiddic down low!” yelled
Handforth. “They might fire, you chaps!

Bend down 1”
“Oh, crumbs |”’ gasped McClure.

Handforth deftly changed into second,
and the little car gathered speced. In the
rcar, the two men were aiming; wicked
flashes appeared from their automatics.
Bullets sang. But in that confusion the men
wcre only able to take hurried aim. They
fired at the car’s tyres—at 1ts body; they
missed; and within a few flashing seconds
the range was too great.

“Done it!” yelled Handforth triumph-
antly. ‘““We've beaten ’em, you chaps!”
““Good old Handy!” panted Church.

“That was a hot minute, if you like! 1
thought it was all up with us!”?

‘“Rats! We had the advantage all the
time!”’ rotorted Handforth. ¢‘I wasn’t scared
of those pistols! All I'm sorry about is that
we had to bolt—for the kiddie’s sake. I'd
have preferred a good old scrap with the
rotters!”

He eased up somewhat now, since there
scemed to be no sense in taking unnecessary
risks. The lane was narrow and treacherous,
and the little car was slithering and swerving
giddily. It would be hard luck if Handforth,
in  his haste, skidded into the hedge—thus
giving the cnemy timo to run up and give
battle.

. “I couldn’t have done it if the engine
bhadn’t been running, and if I hadn’t been in

2u

low gear!”’ said Handforth exultantly. ‘‘Even
a eecond’s delay would have given those
rotters time to fire at us. But we gave such
?1 jer,k forward that we caught ’em on the
op.’

“You’re a caution, Handy!”’ panted Mac
admiringly.

‘I knew there were crooks in this affair,”
went on Handforth. “Didn’t I tell you so
from the first? And the sooner we can get
this little girl esafely to St. Frank’s the
better.”

“I say!” ejaculated Church abruptly, 1o
a voice which was charged with alarm.

“What’s up ?”’

‘“They’re—they’re
Chuzrch.

‘“What!”’

“In a carl”

“What the dickens——  Oh, my hat!”’
panted Handforth, as he glanced round. *'I
never thought of that! Alls right—we shali
have to go all out!”

That glance at the rear had convinced him.
The glaring headlights of another car could
be seen. The two men, finding themselves
bafied, had evidently dashed for their own
car, and were now sternly chasing the fugi-
tives.

What was more to the point, it was prac-
tically certain that their car was far more
powerful than Handforth’s modest Minor.

The situation was not so good!

‘““Here, I say, go easy!” protested McClure,
as the little car gave a giddy lurch. “Mind
what you’re doing, Handy! You'll have us
all over!”

Handforth set his teeth.

“Well, it’s touch and go!”’ he said grimly.
“If that car overtakes us, we shan’t stand
an earthly! Those fellows are desperate, I
should say. You leave this to me, my sons!
1 won’t pitch you into the ditch!”

He was on his mettle. Everything de-
pended upon this ride. And Handforth drove
as he had seldom driven before. The little
Minor charged desperately down that narrow,
muddy lane.

Handforth knew that his only chance was
now. Along this narrow track he had the
advantage, for the bigger car would be more
difficult to handle. But once on the main
road, with its smooth tarred surface, the
pursuer would quickly overtake.

It was a severe test. Handforth did not
even consider his own safety—he was a reck-
less fellow at all times—but he was thinking
of that little girl. If any harm came to her

Skidding and slithering, the Morris tore
down a steep little hill, charged through a
shallow watersplash, and roared up the oppo-
side slope.

following!” gasped

““They’re gaining!”’ exclaimed Church,
looking through the rear window. “They're
gaining all the time, Handy! My only

sainted aunt! They’re not more than a hun-
dred yards behind now!”’
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“Ive
Handfiorth tensely. ‘‘By George!
be able to dish them yet!”

“It’s impossible, old man!
like the wind!”

But Handforth’s eyes were gleaming. He

said nothing to his chums regarding his plan.
It was a desperate plan, and better kept to
himself. He had just remembered that other
watersplash, at the foot of the next hill—
the one he had stopped to examine on the
‘way to Blackman’s Farm,
- It was deep—so deep that the little Morris
-Minor could never get through successfully;
and by now, in all probability, the torrent
would be even bigger. But Handforth re-
membered that footbridge at the side. He
had taken his little car over that once—and
he could take her over again!

Edward Oswald Handforth gripped himself
hard as the little car went charging down
the steep descept. His headlights showed him
the watersplash ahead—a muddy, swollen
torrent. He only eased the throttle a trifie.

‘“‘Look out!”’ he yelled. ‘‘Hold tight, you
chaps!”

‘“Handy !’ gasped McClure. “You’re not
going to——"

He caught his breath in, aghast. And
Church, looking back, saw that the pursuing
car was gaining rapidly.

Then came the crucial moment.

The Minor, swerving off the road, charged
at the footbridge. There wasn’t a foot to
spare on either side. Miraculously enough, it
seemed, the car kept right side up; the next
moment, with a terrific jolt, she was over
that bridge and on the road again, screaming
up the opposite hill on second gear.

“Done 1t!”’ shouted Handforth exultantly.

He put it down to luck—but, actually, it
had been his superb driving, which had
brought them through safely. cClure, with
his heart thudding rapidly, could hardly
realise that he was still alive. He had ex-
pected a dreadful crash. |

Church, looking out of the rear window,
let out a shout of excitement.

““They’ve stuck!” he yelled. * Look, Mac!
They tried to charge through that water-
splash, and it was too deep! They've stuck
‘in the middle!” |

“Good egg!” came Handforth’s triumphant
chuckle. “That’s just what I expected.
We've dished ’em, my sons!’’

We might

They’re coming

CHAPTER 9.
Back at St. Frank’s!

LD Wilkey was worried.
“I can’t understand it, my dear,”
he said to his wife, for the tenth time.
“Why don’t the boys return? Hero
it is, after midnight, and as wild a night as
I can ever remember in June, and they are
still away!”’

‘““I think they must have had a mishap

with the car,” said Mrs. Wilkes.

‘“ THE BLACK RAIDERS !

just thought of something,” seaid

either!” he added grimly.

An exciting story of piracy in the air,

‘“Well, that’s all the more reason to worry,
then,”” replied her husband. *The young
idiots! We ought to have been in bed aun
hour ago.”

He paced up and down, smoking furiously.

“It’s not only those three boys who are
out of bed, but a great many others, too,”
he went on complainingly. ‘Half the
Remove is still awake. I went up there a
little while ago, and the young beggars pre-
tended to be asleep—but they didn’t fool me.
Handforth and his two chums won’t fool me,
““T shall be very
interested to hear what kind of story they
will trot out when they do arrive!”

“Perhaps the people made a mistake at the
hospital, dear?’’ said Mrs. Wilkes gently.

‘“Oh, but that’s inconceivable!”’ replied her
husband. ‘‘Church was only at the hospital
for a few minutes; he was informed that the
injured man was not his uncle, as he had
feared, Then why aren’t these boys back?
They ought to have been hero hours ago.”

There was every reason for the House-
master to be concerned. Soon after ten.
thirty, having hcard nothing from Church,
Mr. Wilkes had rung up the Helmford Hos-
pital. What he had heard had surprised
him. And now it was well after midnight—
and the three boys were still away.

““If they had run short of petrol, or any-
thing trivial like that, they would at least
have telephoned,”’ said Mr. Wilkes, stroking
his .untidy moustache., ‘‘I’m not an alarmist,
but I really do think that something serious
must have happened. Handforth is a reck-
less fellow——"

““Listen, dear!” said Mrs. Wilkes suddenly.
““Can’t I hear a car now?”

Her husband moved necarer to the window.

“By Jove! You’re right!”” he exclaimed.
“I’d better go to the front door.”

He dashed out without a moment's delay,
and he was soon flinging open the main door
of the Ancient House. As he did so, ho
realised that the boys would probably take
the little car straight round to tho
garage——

But no; 1t was at the bottom of the steps,
and Handforth himself was just climbing
out. :

“Oh!” said Mr. Wilkes, his .voice grim.
“So you have condescended to return?”

Handforth turned abruptly, and his faco
was flushed.

“Oh, hallo, sir!” he said.
glad you’re still up, sir!”

“You may not be so glad after 1 have
done with you,” retorted Mr. Wilkes.
“Where are the others?”

‘“‘Inside the car, sir—just getting out.”

“They are quite all right "

“Yes, rather, sie.”

“I suppose you know what the time is?”

“Haven't the faintest 1dea, sir,” replied
Handforth briskly. ‘“Not that it matters.”

“Not at all—a mere trifle,” said Mr.
Wilkes with a touch of irony. ‘It does not
concern you in the least, I suppose, to know

“I'm awfully



With only inches to spare, Handforth recklessly drove his car over the footbridge, while
the pursuing vehicle became stranded in the water-splash.

that I have been kept out of my bed for at
least two hours, and that »

He was amazed to find that Handforth was
paying no attention to him. The burly Re-
movite had turned back towards the car,
and he was taking hold of what looked liko
a big parcel, which the other boys wecro
carefully hand:ing to him.

The rain had almmost stopped now, but
the wind was still high, and 1t was blowing
vigorously 1nto the open doorway.  Mr,
Wilkes stood waiting.

IIandforth came up the steps, carcfully
carrying his burden; Church and McClure.

having scrambled out of the Minor, were at

his heels. They all entercd the brilliantly
hghted lobby, and Handforth held his arm
carefully, so that 1t acted as a shade.

‘““What is the meaning of all this?” asked
Mr. Wilkes impatiently. “1 think I am a
Iong’suffering man, but——*

“ Easy, sir—easy !’ whispered Handforth.

‘““What on earth——"

“She’s asleep, sir,” interrupted Handforth.
“If you talk Ioudly like that, you’ll wake
her up |”

Mr. Wilkes almost gaped.

“T'll—I'll wake her up?” he repcated.
“Her? What in the name of myster
Good gracious me! Well, upon my soul I’

For the first time, he had caught sight
of a littie face pecping out of the *‘parccl 2

which Handforth was carrying. Mr. Aling-
ton Wilkes stared at the child 1n amazement.
As Handforth had said, she was aslecp.

“It’s all right, sir,” whispered llandforth.
“I can explain everything. May we take
her in? I was thinking, perhaps, that Mrs.
Wilkes »

“Yes, yes, of course,” said the Touse-
master hastily. “Bring her straight 1n, boys.
IFFortunately, Mrs. Wilkes 1s still up.”

Hec had not the faintest idea of what all
this meant, but he was a man of action. He
led the way to his private quarters, and
Mrs, Wilkes was surprised and concerned
when she saw the sleeping child.

‘““Oh, the poor little mite !’ she murmured.
““She's not hurt, I supposc?” she went on
quickly, looking at the boys. “Oh! You
didn’t run over her?”

‘““Of course not, ma’am,” said Handforth.
“She's all right—only tired and frighiened
and sleepy. Well, thank goodness we're here
all right, you chaps. Our responsibility is
over.”

“I am not so sure of that,” said Mr.
Wilkes. “Perhaps you boys will be good
enough to explain what this extraordinary
affair means? Who is this child 7”

“We don’t know, sir.”

“Where does she come from?”

“We don’t know that, either, siz.”

““Nonsense !’ said Mr. Wilkes
“You must know.”

’

sharply,
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“But we don’t, sir,” urged Handforth.
“All we can say for certain 1s that we found
her at Blackman’s Farm.”

““Good gracious !”

‘“And there might be some crooks after
her before the night is out,” went on Hand-
forth ecarnestly. “She has to be guarded
very carcfully, sir. In fact, there ought to
be a watch kept. Thoso men are desperate,
and they imay follow us—"

“IHold on—hold on!” interrupted the
Housemaster. * Blackman’s Farm? Crooks?
What scnsational rigmarole is this?”

Handforth was complete master of himn-
self; he was cool and contented. Now that
he had got back to 8t. Frank’s, he felt that
cverything was all screne. He faced the
Housemaster without a qualm.

‘“Belicve it or ngt, as that chap Ripley
says, we’vo had a-gretity hectic time, sir,”
he said coolly. “‘ﬁd I don't think the
dancger’s over yct, efther.”

“Will you be good cnough to explain—

fully ?”" asked Mr. Wilkes sternly.
Handforth explained.

L ELL!” ejaculated Mr. Wilkes, at
length.

It was a mild enough comment

—and quite characteristic of tho

man. Actually, Mr. Wilkes was almost out

of breath. He would not havo believed

everything that Handforth had told him, had

not Church and McClure corroborated the
story.
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In the meantime, Mrs. Wilkes had taken
the iittle child off to bed, and it was a great
comfort to Handforth & Co. to know that
the mite was now snug and sccure for tho
night,

‘““An extnaordinary adventure,” said Mr.
Wilkes, when he had recovered some of his
breath., “Of course, boys, I quite accept
your cxplanation. I cannot punish you for
being late—as I intended. You have shown
great courage and resource. 1 congratulate
you.”

“It was all Handy’s doing, sir,”’ remarked
Church uncomfortably. ‘Mac and I d:dn’t
want to go to Blackman's Farm at all.”

“I fancy Handforth has an instinct—or
shall we¢ call it 2 nose—for adventure,” said
Mr. Wilkos dryly. ‘“He smells these things
out unerringly.”

“*Not always, sir,” murmurced McClure.

“Weo cannot, of course, pretend to know
who this child 1s, or why she was imprisoned
in the old farmhouse,” continued the House-
master. ‘“In any case, wo nced not worry
ourselves over those details. As for the two
men who threatencd you with revolvers, wo
are cqually in the dark regarding their
identity or mission. That it was an evil,
crooked mission, scems obvious. You had
better get to bed at once—and you should
slecp well, for you have carned your rest.”

“What are vou going to do, sir?”’ asked
Handforth anxiously.

“I shall go to bed, too.”

’

Jokes [rom readers wanted for this feature ! If you

know a good

Carmolite Street, London, E.C.4,

THE INTREPID EXPLORER.

‘¢ You've got a good haul of fish there,”’
said the old genileman to the small boy.
‘“ Where did you get them ? "

¢ Well, sir,”’ said the boy, ‘‘ if you go
down that path marked ¢ Private,’ cross
the fleld where it says ¢ Beware of tive Bull,’
and clinnb cver the gate by the notice
¢ Trespassers will be prosecuted,” you'll
see a pond marked * No fishing allowed.’
That’s the place.’”’

(R. C. Kruse, 4, Beaumont Avenue, Richmond,
has been awarded a handsome watch.)

REWARDED.
Professor: *“I understand you have now
been twenty five years in my service, Henry ? ”’
Faithful domestic {expectantly): °* Yes, sir.”

rib-tickler, send it along now. A
handsome watch will be awarded each week to the
sender of the best joke ; pocket wallets, penknives
and bumper books are also offered as prizes. Address
your jokes to ‘¢ Smilers,”’ Nelson Lee Library, 5,

Professor : “ Well, as a reward for your
faithful service, I have decidod to name
after you my newest species cof beetlo.”

(L. A. Rook, 69, Beach Road, Little-
hampton, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

WHAT HE NEEDED.

He put down the rock cake he couldn’t
eat and glanced at the notice on the wall
of the teashop : ‘‘ Home-made Cakes.
Clubs supplied.”’

‘¢ Waitress,”” he said, a knowing smile
dawning on his face, ‘¢ you forgot to bring
me a club.”

(A. Robinson, 18, Spital Terrace,
Gainsborough, has been awarded o
pocket wallet.)

BLOCKHEAD !

Office-boy : *“ I'm sorry I can’t work to-day,
sir. I've got a splinter in my hand.”

Boss : ¢ The result of scratching your head
so much, I suppose.”

(W. H. Waller, 125, Ivanhoe Avenue, A!llc.
borough, Nuncaton, has been awarded a penknife.)

PRACTICAL ARITHMETIC.

Teacher : ‘“ Now, Tommy, do this subtraction
mentally. Six boys went down to the river to
bathe, but two of them had been told not to go
into the water. Now can you tell me how many

‘bathed ?

Tommy : * Yes, sir—six."”’
(P. Fisher, 1200, Croftdown Road, High-
gate, N.W, 5, has been awarded a penknife.)
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“T cay, sir
“But not before I kave telcphoned to the
police,” continued old Wilkey. ‘I shall do
.mt at. once, and inform thcm of all the
details.”
“Couldn’t you do it now, sir—while we’re
here ?” asked Handforth eagcrly ‘““I mecan,
we'd like to hear the result.  Perhaps the
police will know who the little girl 15,
and ”

‘““No, Handforth,
sa:d Mr, Wilkes,

you must get to bed,”
shaking his hecad. *It
is very, very late alrcady. There i1s nothing
morc that you can do to-night. Good
gracious, old chap, don’t you think you've
donc cnough? Surely you can leave this to
mc¢ now 7”

“0Of course, sir,”’
“DBut I'm uneasy.”

‘““ About the chnld ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why should you be? She is safely with
Mrs. Wilkes.”

“T know that, sir,” said Handforth. ‘' But
I can’t help thinking of those two men in
that ecar. 'f don’t suppose it would take
them long to get the car out of the water-
splash, and they might have followed.”

“No, no, there is practically no chance of
that,” said Mr. Wilkes, laughing. “You
saw no sign of the car whatever after pass-
ing through Little Mellsley. You camec all
the way along the main road through Ban-
nington and Bellton, and you were safc.

admitted Handforth.
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And, by tho way, I think you did quite right
in brlngmg the child straight home to me.
It was far better than stoppmg at the police-
station in Bannington.”

661

““Thanks, sir "’ said Handforth, flushing.
thought you’d agrce with that. But about

those men. Don’t you think we ought ta
keep watch? I mean, form a sort of body-
guard—"

““You get to bed, young man!”’ broke in

old \Vxlkew, chucklmg ‘““Mrs. Wilkes and
I can look after that litile girl until the
morning—or until the police come to fetch
her away. As far as you are concerned,
the adventurc is over.”
“Yes, I suppose it is, sir,” said Handforth

reluctantly.

‘“Good-night, sir!” chorused Church and
McClure.

They seized their leader, and they prac-
tically forced him out of the study. Mr.
Wilkes, they reckoned, was quite right. The
adventure was over. But was just hke

Handforth to attempt to prolong it.

When they got up into the Remove passage
they were not particularly surprised to hear
one or two doors opening. Faces appeared.
Whispers sounded. When they went into
their dormitory they were followed by such
a crowd of pyjama-clad figures that the room
was soon packed.

‘““Here, I say, what’s the giddy 1dea?”
asked Handforth. looking round. “This 1s
our dormy, you know!”

NOT WANTED.

Visitor: *“1Is your father at home ? ”?

Son: *‘ What is 'vour name, please ? "’

Visitor : ““ Just tell him it’s his old friend,
Bill.”

Sonn: * Then father isn’t in:; I heard him
tell mother that if any bills came he wasn’t at
home.”

(M. Latrizza, 19, Tudor Crescend, Cosham,
Portsmouth, has been awarded a book.)

HIS FACE WASN'T HIS FORTUNE.
Little boy (at booking office) : *‘ How much is

it to Hammersmith, please ? °’

Clerk (angrily) : *‘‘I’ve told you three times
already that’s it’s twopenee.’’

Little boy : ‘I know that; but my little
brother likes to see you come to the hole, It
reminds him of the z00.”’

(J. Walker, 3, Hollinhurst, Woodlesford,
Nr. Leeds, has been awarded a penknife.)

WHAT HE WAS WORTH.

The college man was just about to make &
etart in business.

“I suppose,”’ he drawled,

“you’ll pay me what I'm
worth.”

“More than you’re
worth,” said the manager ef
the business. * We'll givo
you a shilling a day.”

(J. Devlin, Aughalargue,
Stewartstown, Ireland, has

SCUPPERED.
First lad (after bathing) : ‘¢ HI, where’s the

towel ?2 *°
Second ditto : ‘‘ You’ll have to wait till

Gu:gcir S ﬂnished——he s wearing it for his bathing-
suit.’ "

(G'. Witt, Home Farmm, Breamore, Salis-
bury, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

SAFETY FIRST.

Jones: ‘“I went to that tailor you recom-
mended.” o

Robinson : “ Good. And you told him I sent
you ? "’

Jones: “I did.”

Robinson : ‘‘ And what did he say ?*'

Jones : ‘‘ He asked me to pay in advance.”

(N. Tucker, 24, The Park, Penketh, Nk,
Warrington, has been awarded a penknife.)

COPPED.

Visitor (up from the country, to tramp) :
‘“ Excuse me, but 1 thought

London was paved with
gold ? |
Tramp (eyeing policeman

in near vicinity) : ‘‘I dunne
about gold—but it’s eertainly
paved with coppers ! **

(4. McIntosh, Salisbury
Cottage, Blair Forkie
Drive, Bridge of Allan, has

been awarded a book.)

been aivarded a book.)
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The visitors included Nipper, Tregellis-
West, Watson, Travers, Potts, Fullwood, and
Gresham. They were all excited and curious.

*““Out with it, Handy!’’ said Nipper briskly.
‘““What the dickens do you mean by coming
in at nearly one o’clock in the morning?”

‘“We’re anxious to hear about your uncle,
Churchy,” said Travers, ‘‘How is he, dear
old fellow?”

“Yes, what happened to him, Churchy?”
went up a chorus.

Church flushed with pleasure. It was good
to know that all these Removites had kept
awake on purpose to know about Uncle
Gilbert.

“I feel a bit of a fraud,” he said uncom-
fortably. ‘“‘You see, the man in the hos-
pital wasn't my Uncle Gilbert at all.”’

“What!”

‘““His name was Gilbert Church—but it was
just a coincidence,”” went on Church. *‘‘We
should have been back hours ago if Handy
hadn’t taken us off on an adventure.”

““You leave this to me!”’ said Handforth
grufly. ‘‘If anybody’s going to do the talk-
ing, 1 am! Understand? It was my idea to
go to Blackman's Farm, wasn’t it?”

And he gave tho startled and interested
Removites a long and graphic account of the
recent adventures.

They were rather inclined to discredit the
story at first—for Handforth was renowned
for his powers of exaggeration. But when
Church and McClure thoroughly backed him
up, they—like Mr. Wilkes—were convinced.

“You luckysbargees!” said Nipper, with a

sigh. **You generally manage to get all the
fun!”
“Fun?’ repeated Church. “It wasn’t

much fun in that lonely old house, with the
wind howling round, and with all sorts of
mysterious noises going on! I tell you, I'm
jolly glad to be back here!”

‘““Let’s get some sleep,’”’” said McClure,
yawning. ‘‘We can keep on jawing all night.
You chaps will oblige us by clearing out.”

‘“Rats!’”’ said Handforth promptly. ‘“‘I’ve
got something else to say before they clcar
out.”

CHAPTER 10.
The Vigil.

R. WILKES tip-toed into the little
dressing-room which adjoined his
bed-room. Mms. Wilkes had fixed up
a small bed here, and the unknown

child was sleeping peacefully,

“She’s thoroughly exhausted,” murmured
Mrs. Wilkes, as she joined her husband.
‘““‘She hasn’t even awakened—not when I un-
dressed her and put her to bed. Poor little
thing!”

They tip-toed back to the bed-room.

“I think she’ll be all right until the morn-
ing,"”” eaid Mr. Wilkes. “Did you discover
anything, dear? I mean, any name on her
clothing, or anything like that?”

‘““Nothing—nothing at all,”” replied Mrs.
Wilkes, looking puzzled. *‘I can’t under-

~ AZAR THE MIGHTY!"” Thrills in a lost city in Africa.

stand it. Her clothes are lovely—very ex-
pensive. That seems to indicate that she
must. be the child of rich people.”

“I can quite believe that,”” said old
Wilkey. ““She’s foreign, too, if we are to
believe the boys—and I have no reason to
doubt them. A most puzzling affair alto-
gether.”

“Did you telephone the police?”

“Yes; I had quite a long talk with In-
spector Jameson,” replied Mr. Wilkes, ‘ As
I expected, the police want us to keep tho
little girl here until the morning. It would
be most unfair—and quite unnecessary—to
move her at this hour. Jameson tells me that
he will make widespread inquiries, and by
the morning, perhaps, he will be in posses-
sion of some information.”

‘““Are they sending some men to Black-
man’s Farm ?"”

‘“I suppose they’ll go up in the morning—
but if I know anything of these country
police, they won’t bother until daylight,””
replied the Housemaster. ‘“Oh, by the way.
I also telephoned to the Helmford Hospital,
but they could give me no information. The
injured man is still unconscious, but they
think he is getting a little stronger. He may
have passed the crisis.” -

““Still, we know practically nothing,”” said
Mrs, Wilkes. ‘‘I do hope the police find out
who she is quickly. I am thinking of the
poor mother. How distracted she must be!”

¢ ELL, what about it, you chaps?”
Handfortir asked the question
cagerly, and his eyves were burning
as he looked round the crowded

dormitory.

“Do you think
Tommy Watson.

“To keep watch? Of course I do!”’ replied
Handforth., ¢ If I didn’t, fathead, why should
I suggest 1t?”

““It's not a bad idea, you fellows—and we
ought to back Handy up,”’” said Nipper.
‘““We can easily take it in turns—half a dozen
of us at a time, say. We can post sentries at
various windows, in different parts of the
House. Then, if any intruders try to get
in, we shall spot them and mess up their
game.”

‘““Good man!’ said Handforth heartily. “I
thought you’d agree with me, Nipper. Eveu
old Wilkey laughed when I suggested that
there migflt still be danger—and he’s gore
to bed. That means that the House is un-
guarded. Of course, old Wilkey is a useful
chap in a scrap, but that doesn’t say much.
Nobody’s any good when he’s asleep.”

“Well, I'm going to bed,” said Travers,
gawning. “If you fellows like to lose your
eauty sleep, it's your own concern. For the
love of Samson! What possible chance is
there of those men coming to St. Frank’s?
You’re all dotty! That kiddie 18 safe enough
now.”’

“There’s no harm in being on the safe

side, is there?’’ demanded Handforth coldly.

)

it’s necessary ?’’ asked
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Do you think I was
TON .g,lbt ; fooling yourself if
‘Not at all—but you’re fooling f i
you think they’ll come here,”” replied

vers. ‘““Yoau gave them the slip, didn’t
you? How on earth do they know where
{:m brought the little gidi? You weren’t

'ndv enouch to tell themm your plans, were
you ?”*

“Perhaps you’ve forgotten, Travers, that
these chaps were wearing their school caps?’”’
said Nipper pointedly.

“Yes, by George!”’ agreed Handforth. *“I
was just going to say that. These men must
have known that we were schoolboys—and
they can easily find out which echool we
belong to.””

‘I surrender,” said Travers humbly. “I'd
forgoiten that clue. You’re right. We ought
to keep watch until daylight—so I'll be the
first volunteer.” |

H was, after all, only a precautionary
measure. There was no harm in being on
the safe side. Handforth, at least, had every
reason to know that those mysterious men
were desperate. They would not easily allow
themselves to be frustrated by three mere
schoolboys.

Yet it was not to be expected that the other
fellows would share Handforth’s suspicions.
The whole affair, to them, was )ust a story—
and a fantastic story at that. 1f it had not
been for the presence of the child in the
school, the Remove would have thought that
Handforth & Co. were victims of their own
1magination.

It said much for Handforth’s popularity
ithat there was mno lack of volunteers for
sentry duty. Over a dozen juniors consented
to lose an hour or so of their night’s sleep,
in order to keep watch, although not one of
them really believed that there would be any
disturbance. '

“We'll do 1it—but you’re a masterpicce for
marecs’ nests, Handy,” said Harry Gresham
with a grin.

“All right—we shall see,” retorted Hand-
forth. ‘‘And we shan’t have to wait long,
either.”

Church nodded.

“He’s right, you chaps,” he said earnestly,

“What !” said Travers, staring,. “You're
agreeing with him ?”

“Yes,” said Church.
“And so am I,” added McClure stoutly.

“Well, well! Wonders will never cease,”
murmurced Travers, looking round at the
others. ‘“This 1s indeced a night of nights!
Kindly observe! Church and McClure are
actually agreeing with Handy !”

Everybody grinned.

“Cheese 1t, you chaps!” said Church.
“This 1s no time for being funny ! If Handy
has got @ hunch that something clse is going
to happen to-night, I'm with him! It’s his
night! He’s had hunch after hunch—and
they’ve all turned out right !”

‘“We saw those men, too,” added Mac.
“It'll be a long time beforec I forget them !

fooling about those

31

Respectably dressed fellows, but foreign-
looking—and sinister.”

“That’s the word I’ve been trying to think
of—sinister,” said Handforth, nodding.
“By George, you’re right, Mae! These

chaps think we’re half-dotty—but we’ll show
‘em beforc the night is out{”

“Well, come on, let’s get to our posts,”
sald Nipper briskly. *“We've got to set
guards at half a dozen different windows,
so that every approach to the Ancient House
1s watchcd. And we must arrange a system
of signals, too.”’

Within ten minuates the
complete.

Unknown to Mr. Alington Wilkes, who
had gone to bed, the Ancient Housc was far
from asicep. There were silent, unscen
watchers on duty at various windows. Every
approach was under observation.

There were cight fellows on the job, tfo
be cxact—in pairs. It was safer this way,
since there was no chance of any one sentry
falling asleep at his job.

It was not so dark outside now; the sky
was clearing. Ragged clouds were scurrying
across the heavens, but a few stars were
beginning to peep through the rifts. The
wind had dropped, and the rain had almost
ccascd,

Nipper and Tregellis-West were the two
scntrics on duty in the front of the House,
overlooking the Triangle. And a rather
significant thing took place five minutes
after they had commmenced their task.

As soon as the pair had grown thoroughly
accustomed to the darkness, they could see
the outhines of familiar objects in the
Triangle fairly clearly. No human being
would be able to approach the Ancient
House from this direction without being
scen by these two guards. |

It was just the saume elsewhere. The West
Square was under constant observation, and
so were the other approaches to the House.

“Look there, old boy!” murmurcd Tre-
gellis-West, pointing,

Nipper needed no showing. In the dis-
tance, towards Bellton, a whitish reflection
in the sky told of an approaching motor-
car. They could follow its course casily as
it came up the lane. It grew ncarer, and
ias it was passing St, Frank’s the spced grew
ess,

“Coming here, by the look of it,” whis-
pered Nipper.

But no; the car passed straight on. It
was cvidently a powerful one, for the boys
did not cven hear the faintest murmur of
its engine. Then, not threco minutes later,
the car came back, now travelling fast. It
shot down the lane in the direction of Bell-
ton at a high speed.

It was certainly significant.

‘““Something funny about this,” said
Nipper, frowning. “We don’t want to jump
to any wrong conclusions, Montie, and yet-wo
mustn’t forget that Handforth’s Minor was
chased by a big car.”

“watch ? was
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“And this ouno hasn't had a chance to call
anywhere, what?” murmured Sir Montie
shrewdly.

‘““Iixactly,” said Nipper. * There’s only
one house beyond the school—and that’s
Moor View. Well, that car didn’t call there
—it was back too quickly. Either some
1nnocent motorist has found himself on the
wrong road, or that car came by here pur-
posely to have a look at the lie of the
Jdand. I’'m beginning to think—— By Jove!
Did you spot that ?”

“No!” said Montie, “What is 1it, old
boy 1” '

““Thosc headlights have gone out—and the
~car isn’t half-way to Bellton,”” replicd Nipper

tensely,  ““Why should that motorist switch
off the lights? I believe the car has
stopped.”’

“Begad! It looks like it! But I can’t
see 14

“It’s stopped, Montie—after passing the
school and re-passing it,” went on Nipper.

“Those men, according to Handy, are
foreigners. They don’t know anything about
this district—or very little, anyhow. I think

you’'d better buzz round and tell the other
chaps what we’ve seen—and warn them to
be specially on their guard.” '

‘“All serene,” murmured Montie,

“Car? We didn’t see anything—or hear
anything, cither!” said Handforth when he
was told. ‘““By Georgel 1t looks jolly sus-
picious, though! You say it stopped down
the lane ?” |

“We don't know—we only saw the lights
go out,” replied Montie.

“That mcans they've left the car there,
and they’'re coming back on foot,” said
Handforth tensely. “They’ll be here within
five minutes, you chaps!”

“I've just thought of something,” said
Fullwood, who was keeping guard with
Handforth. ‘These men won’t know what
part of the school the ohild is in—and they
might try to break into the West House or
the East House.”

“By George, yes!” said Handforth in
alarm. “And there aren’t any guards in
those Houses |”

“Well, what does it matter?” asked Sir
Montie mildly. *‘The little girl is in this
House—and as long as the blighters don’t
get into this House, she’s safe.”

“Hm! That’s true,” admitted Hand-
forth, cooling down. “Perhaps it doesn’t
matter so much.”

He went closer to the window and peered
out. It was half-open, so that he could lean
over the sill. From here hoe could see the
window of Mr. and Mrs. Wilkes’ bed-room—
and the window of the dressing-room, too.

“I wish they would come,” he murmured.
“We’d give ’em a surprise! We'd collar
'em, too—and then, perhaps, we should know
what it was all about !”

Sir Montie went back to his own post, and
he found Nipper staring out tensely across
the Triangle.

“Not a sound, Montie,”
Nipper. “And keep well back {”

murmured
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*Begad! You don't mean that there's
somebody—"

*I'm not sure,” interrupted Nipper. * But
I thought I saw something shadowy moving
against the high wall a minute ago. It’s
easy enough for the imagination to play
tricks—— No! Look there! Can you see
him 7*

A moment later the two Removites were
quivering with eager excitement. For not
one figure, but two, appeared in the gloom of
the Triangle below. They were slowly and
silently advancing towards the Ancient
House !

Pese———————

CHAPTER 11.
The Midnight Maurauders!

HE two figures did not hesitate foe
long. They had seemed uncertain as
they moved about the Triangle;
but as soon as they came within sight

of West Arch they acted decisively. They
moved swiftly through the arch, vanishing
from view,

“You stay here,
closely !’  murmured™ Nipper.
round and warn the others.
this time.” -

He hurried away before Montie could
either agree or protest. Nipper was puzzled.
Why had those men acted with such pre-
cision as soon as they had reached West
Arch? And then Nipper suddenly remems-
bered. There was a little light glowing
bchind the blind of Mrs, Wilkes’ dressing-
room |

It was the only light in any of the school
buildings. If these marauders were the men
who had been at Blackman's Farm—and who
weroe looking for that little child—they would
naturally be attracted by the one lighted
window 1in the school.

Quick as Nipper was, Handforth had acted
first. .

Peeping out of the dormitory window, he
had immediately spotted the shadowy figures
as they emerged on the inner side of West
Arch. They crept round the Ancient House
building, hugging the wall.

$They’re here, Fully!” breathed Hand-
forthh into Fullwood’s ears. ‘‘You give the
alarm as soon as I act!”’

‘““What are you going to do?’” asked Iull-
wood.

¢Shush!”’ hissed Handforth.
ness’ sake, you ass, keep quiet!”

It was only the rushing of the wind which
prevented them from being heard. The men,
creeping along below, did not even look up.
Thus, when Handforth acted, his move camse
as a complete surprise.

He waited, judging his time brainily.
Then, with a sudden whoop of pent-up ex-
citement, he launched himseif into space.

The drop was not very great; but a fellow
of Handforth’s weight, descending upon one’s
shoulders, is no joke. Handforth landed
fairly and squarely, and the man collapsed
like a poleaxed bull.

Montie—and watch
“I'll buzz
It’s my turn

“Tor good-
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They went over together—man and schooi-

boy. Somehow, Handforth found himeelf
uppermost, and he ecommenced punching away
with all his strength.

“Baclk up, Remove!” he yelled.
on, you chaps! I’ve got ‘cmn!”

If he had had any doubts regarding the
identity of those two men, the doubts were
soon dispelled. For the sccend man, flinging
himself to his companion’s aid, whipped some-
thing from his pocket which gleamed wickedly
1n the starlight.

“Come
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“(Marrajo!” he snarled savagely.

With one movement he hauled Hand-
forth to his feet, and at the same
moment he jabbed a dagger into the
small of the junior’s back. Iand!orth
feit a sharp prick, and in a flash he
knew what was happening.

“Move one inch, you young
and you die!” hissed the man.

',J

have a knife at your back!

Handforth, for all his recklessness,
did not move a muscle.

The other man, bruised and battered,
had now scrambled to his feet.

“IGH him, Morro!” ho panted.
“Kill him!”

But Morro, in a burst of rapid-fire
foreign language, evidently objected to
this. Meanwhile, heads were appear-

fool,
é¢ I

The rope snaked out ; the dagger
was flicked from the man’s hand,
whereat Handforth dashed in with
a smashing left that sent his assaile
ant toppling backwards,

ing at many windows, and a general alarm
was alreadyv mmminent.

“The child?’ breathed the man with the
kmfe, placing his mouth close to Handforth’s
car. “In which building—in which room—is
the child ?”

“Find out!”’ retorted Handforth defantly.

“Speak, or I plunge this knife to
yvour heart!” said the man harchly. ‘“Wait!
Wait, all of you!” he continued, looking up
at the windows. ‘“Make one attempt to
approach, and this boy dies! The point of
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my knife is even now eticking in his back!"’
Exclamations of consternation arose, to be
immediately followed by a tense hush.

The man with the knife spoke rapidly to
his companion, and a second later an electric
torch flashed out, the light gleaming upon
the dagger, held so menacingly at Haud-
forth’s back.

“You seec?”’ said the man.
if anyone makes a move!”

Then suddenly, something long and snaky
hissed through the air. A sort of snap
sounded, a clang, and the man who had held
the knife cursed fiercely. The knife itselt

“This boy dies

had been jerked completely out of his grip. -

Handforth whipped round.

“By George!" he shouted, lunging out witn
all his strength.

Crash!

His fist went home with battering-ram effect
into the man’s face., Handforth did not in-
quire as to what had happened. He didn’t
care. Ide just let fly, and he took the keenest
enjoyment in letting fly.

Above, at one of the windows, Jerry Dodd,
the Australian junior, took a deep breath.

“Coouldn’t do the lasso act properly, you
chaps,”” he eaid. ‘‘But, at least, 1 knocked
that knife out of the brute’s hand!”’

“Great Scott!” gasped Church,
it was vou, Jerry!”

“Well, something had to be done,” said
Jerry Dodd. “‘I reckon we’d best shin down
the ivy now, en? It seems to me we're
needed.”

“Hurrah'!

‘““Remove to the rescue

Handforth, at least, neceded no help. In a
fistic encounter he was well capable of look-
ing after himself.

Crash! Thud! Crash!

His blows were devastatingly rapid, one
following another in such quick succession
that the man reeled back, bewildered, dazed,
and helpless. A final blow on the point of
the chin finished himm completely; he sagged
at the knees, rolled over, and lay still, groan-
ing.

The other man was running.

Ilandforth had half-expected a weapon to
be used against him—a knife or a revolver.
But he hadn’t cared. His blood was up,
and he had fought furiously, knowing that the
other Removites were dashing to the rescue.

The second man, realising that he could
never face the whole crowd, bolted. He went
tearing through the blackness of West Arch.
Two shadowy figures sprang out, gripped, and
the fleeing man was pulled up short.

It was Nipper who had flung himself at
the fellow’s legs, and Tregellis-West who had
clutched at his body, Together, they sent
the man rolling in the mud, and they soon
had him down.

Other Removites, attracted by the noise,

rushed up.
“It’'s all right—we've got him!’ panted
‘“*Anybody got

Nipper, in a satisfied voice.
any rope? We don't want to take any

“So—so

Come on, you chaps!"

'?.’

chances with these beggars. They're too fond
of knives!”

“Good egg!”’ shouted Handforth. ¢ We’ve
got the two of them, then? Well, wasn’t I
right? Didn't T tell you they’d come?”

‘“‘Handy, old man, this certainly is your
night out!” agreed Nipper.

‘““Hear, hear!”

“Good old Handy!"'

And then Mr. Wilkes, grotesquely attired
in dressing-gown, tweed hat, and unlaced

golf-shoes, appeared on the scene. He found
the two prisoners surrounded by Removites,
their hands bound behind their backs, their

ankles tied with scarves.

“Glad you’ve come, sir!”’ said Handforth

briskly. “These are those two rotters we
told you aboui!”

“Good gracious me!”’ said Mr. Wilkes,
blinking.

““The two foreigners who tried their fancy
tricks on us at Blackman’s Farm, sir,” went
on Handforth. “Didr’t I tell you that they
might attempt to break into the school to-
night?’’

“You did,” acreed the Housemaster.

“But how—— I mean, why—— That 1s to
b J

say——"

“It was Handy’s idea, sir,”” explained

Nipper. ‘“He thought it would be as well
for us to keep watch—so we did. And this
i8 the result.’”
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Mr. Wilkes, informed thus concisely and
briefly, clapped Handforth on the shoulder.

“Well dona, old chap!” he said heartily.
““Splendid work!”

CHAPTER 12
Handy The Hero!

HT. whole school, of course, had becn
more or less aroused by the commotion.
Masters and prefects were turning

out every minute; but Mr. Wilkes

soon sent messages round, and the occupants
of all the other Houses were firmly and

“St. Frank’s Under Canvas!”
By E. S. BROOKS.

The open-air school !

Lessons in marquees ; tents for dormi-
tories ; grub cooked over the camp-fire.

Nipper & Co. vote school-life urder
these conditions great fun. Watchin2
E. O. Handforth cook breakfast is worth

quids.

A great success—but there’s one fly in
the ointment : Amos Whittle. Ameos
wani{s to upset the whole apple-cart, and
he isn’t particular about how he does it.

Result': Amos and St. Frank’s boys clash,
and the boys prove a tough handfyl.

Look out for the opering story in this
novel new series of school yarnms, coming
next Wednesday.

‘“The Phantom Foe!”’
By JOHN BREARLEY.

More sensations from the Fhantom Foe.
More thrills from the Night Hawk.

¢“ Handforth’s Weekly!”

“OUR ROUND TABLE TALK.”
rrrnrrnnORDER IN ADVANCE!

poiitely instructed to gect back to bed.

‘““Rather a pity Mr. Leec isn’t at the schooi
just now,”” said old Wilkey. ‘ He would have
liked this adventure. Still, we shall have
. him here next weck, I understand. H’m! I
suppose I shall have to question these very
unpleasant men myself.”

He was not very success{ul.

The men, sullen and vindictive, would give
no account of themseclves. They maintained
a sulky silence.

‘““Perhaps it’s juet as well,”’ commented Mr.,
Wilkes. ‘““We’ll leave all this to the police.
Upon my word! ‘What a night!”’

Fenton, of the Sixth, had been dispatched
down Bellton Lane with a number of other
sentors.  They had returned with the car.
It was a power{ul one, and it had been left,
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with all lights extinguished, on the grassy
border of the road, several hundred yards
away from St. Frank’s,

“How about eearching those men, sir?”
suggested Fenton,

“*I really don’t sce why we should,” replicd
old Wilkey. “I have tclephoned to the police,
and they are sending at once. The child can
wait until the morning—but not these dan-
gerous men. The sooner they are in the cells,
the better.”

There was no fear of the prisoners escap-
ing. They had been carried into the Junior
Common-room, and Nipper and Handforth
and half the other Removites were on guard.
Mr. Wilkes had realised the impossibility of
getting the boys to sleep—or even in bed—
until the prisoners had been removed from the
school. Bo 1t was just as well to let the boys
take a hand in the game, particularly as they
were responsible for the capture.

Within twenty minutes, Inspector Jameson,
of the Bannington Police, arrived with several
men—to say nothing of a big closed car. The
pompous little 1nspector was quite excited
when Mr., Wilkes met him at the Ancient
tlouse doorway.

““These men—they are securely held?” he
asked quickly.

“Why, yes,” replied Mr. Wilkes, ‘We’'ve
got them very nicely tied up.” J

‘“We have reason to believe that they are
Spanish,’’ said the inspector. ‘‘Furthermore,
we believe that they are closely concerned
in the kidnapping ot General Galzoni’s little
daughter. She is here, too, I understand ?”’

‘““She is quite safc with my wife,”” nodded
the Housemaster,

‘““Splendid!” said Jameson, bustling in. “I
really must compliment you, Mr. Wilkes, upon
all this!”

“Don’t compliment me—compliment the
boys,” said Mr. Wilkes dryly. “I've done
nothing whatever—worse luck! I haven’t

had the chance. ® Such adventures as this
don’t come my way, I’'m afraid.” .
The arrests were quite formal. The

prisoners still refused to speak, but Inspector
Jameson laughed in a pleased way as he
looked them over.

‘“ As I thought,”” he nodded. ‘‘Valdez and
Morro—two Spanieh gentlemen whom Scot--
land Yard has been keeping under observa-
tion for some time.”

‘“‘Spanish criminals ?”’

““Oh, no!”’ said the inspector. “ At least,
not crimmmals of the ordinary type. They are
Secret Service agents—oflicers of Colonel
Sancho’s Intelligence Department.”

“I must confess,” said Mr. Wilkes, ‘‘'that
my own Intelligence department is out of
order. I haven’t the faintest idea what you
are talking about, Inspector Jameson.”

“You will have presently,’”’ replied the in-
spector. ‘‘Sergeant Williams, you can take
these men away now. I’ll wait here until
General Galzoni arrives.” .

The sergeant saluted, and the two prisoners,
securely handcuffed, were marched smartly
away.
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“Do I understand that we are to have
another visitor?”’ asked Mr. Wilkes mildly.
““I need hardly remind you of the bhour,
inspector——"’

“It’s an unusual night, sir—and we cau’t
blame the general for being anxious about
his little child,” said Jameson. *‘ Since we
had your information, soon after midnight,
we got in touch with Scotland Yard. General
Galzont immed:iately started from London by
car. 1 was going to telephone you when he
stopped at the Bannington Police Station to
pick me up. But this other affair happened
in the meantime.”

There was great excitement amongst the
boys.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth.
‘Spanish, eh That’s rummy, you know! 1
tried that little girl with French and Germar,
and she couldn’t understand a word!”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““It never occurred to me to trot out some
of my Spanish,” continued Handforth, *‘1f
I had done, a lot of the mystery would have
been cleared up.”’

“Don’t you believe it, dear old fellow,”
said Travers, ehaking his head. “7Tho
mystery would have been deepened. She

wouldn't have understood a word.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rats! I can speak Spanish—a bit,” said
Handforth. ‘‘At least, I know that ‘ Adios’
means ¢ Good-morning,” and that a girl should
be called ¢ Signorita.” ”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ My poor old Handy !” said Nipper gently.
““¢ Adios’ means ‘Good-bye’—and ‘ Sig-
norita’ is Italian.” -

Handforth started.

‘““Well, there’'s not much difference,”’ he
said defensively. ‘I must have got a bit
mixed. ¢ Senorita’ is the word, 1sn’t 1t ?”

‘““That’s a bit better,”” agreed Nipper.
“Well, I suppose we ought to be getting to
pea now.”’ ‘

“ Not likely!” said Handforth. ‘‘We’re not
going to bed until we know the truth of
this giddy affair.”

EN minutes after the police car had gone

II a powerful limousine rolled up. A tall,

agitated man emerged, and he wasted

no time on formalities as he mounted
the Ancient House steps to meet Inspector
Jameson and Mr. Wilkes.

“My daughter—my child!” he said tensely.
‘“She is—safe, gentlemen?”’

‘“Quite safe, sir,”’ said the inspector. ‘' Mr,
Wilkes, here, has taken charge of the child.”

““My gratitude is yours, senor!”’ said the
other anxiously. ‘‘But you will forgive me,
I am sure, if I desire to see my little girl
immediately. Everything else can wait.
Plcase let me sec her! Now—at once! I
cannot wait! With my own eyes, I desire to
sce that she 1s unharmed.”

Mr. Wilkes was not the kind of man to
stand on ceremony. He took the agitated
father straight upstairs, Mrs. Wilkes was
aiready fully dressed—in preparation for this
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visit. She seoftly led the way to the little
bed on which the child was sleeping. General
Galzoni dropped to his knees, trembling.

“My little Inez!” he murmured. “Heaven
be praised!”

One glance at the child was sufficient to
convince him that she was unharmed. She
was sleeping peacefully. 1

“Much as I wish to speak with her—to
question her—I will wait until the morning,’’
sald General Galzont huskily. ‘“ And now, sir,
I think it 18 you I have to thank "

“No, no!"”’ interrupted Mr. Wilkes. *'Mrs.
Wilkes and myself have merely cared for the
littlo child since she has been in the school.
Some of our boys rescued her and brought
her here. Those same boys also captured
the two men, Valdez and Morro. They have
had quite a busy time.”

“May 1 see these boys?” asked the general
eagerly. ‘“Not only do I wish to thank them,
but some little explanation is desirable.”

So Mr. Wilkes led him down, and intro-
duced him to Handforth, Church, McClure—
and to Nipper and I'ravers and the others.
But it was mainly Handforth & Co. who held
the centre of the stage.

HE boys did not pretend fully to

ﬂ understand. It seemed that General

Galzoni was a very distinguished

Spanish statesman. He held a high

position at the Spanish Embassy, in London,

He had many enemies. The Spanish Revolu-
tion was still an incident of but yesterday.

Inecz, as usual, had becn taken out by her
nurse into Regent’s Park the previous day.
The trouble had started then, for an un-
known man, driving up in a closed car,
had secized the littlo girl, Kad slipped her into
the car, and had driven off before the nurse
could attract any attention. From that
moment all trace of car and kidnapped child
had been lost.

* Frantic, General Galzoni  had informed
Scotland Yard—warning them, at the same
time, to keep the whole matter a close secret.
For serious conscquences might have resulted
in Spain, had it become known by his
cnemies that their emissaries had scored a
triumph. The general was convinced that
his child bhad been kidnapped so that his
hand could be forced in political matters.

Even the general himself was not in full
possession of the truth—but later, of course,
it came out. Thus, 1t transpired that the
man, Gilbert Church, was an English crook
whom tho Spanish pletters had hired. It
had becen this man’s task to secize the child,
and to drive her 1ato the south of England
to a certain rendezvous—Blackman’s Farm.
He was to wait there with the little girl
until his employers came to pay him and
take the child away. '

Gilbert Church had dona Ius work
thoroughly—up to a certain point. He had
captured the child and had left her in the
attic, quite secure. Then he had foolishly




THE NELSON LCE LIBRARY

driven into IHelmford:; had been run over—
and thus the whole apple-cart was upset.

Colonel Sancho’s men—Colonel Sancho
Leing the general’s political enemy—had
planned to reach Blackman's Farm after

dark. The storm had upset their plans, and
they had been late.

Mcanwhile, the injured man, in his de-
lirium, had put Ilandforth on the track.

Handforth, of course, was the hero of tho
hour. For once, he had scored a real
trivmnph,

“The old boy wanted to whack out a
hundred quid, as a reward,” he said, the
next dayv, when all the school was talking
about tlie exciting affair. ‘‘Naturally, I
refused.”
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There were plenty of fellows who sighed
when they thought of what could be donc
with a hundred pounds; but the school, as
a whole, admired Handforth for refusing.

However, General Galzoni had his way to
an extent; for some days later a beautifully
cngraved gold watch arrived for Handforth
—with a request that it should be accepted
as a gift from a grateful father., And that
watch is one of Edward Oswald ITandforth’s
most trcasurcd posscssions.

THE END,

(Breery new series of open-air school
yarns starting next week. QOpening story
entitled: ‘‘St. Frank’s Under Canvas!?’
Order your copy now—and tell your pals.)

——

WELL MATCHED pair, a close
heat, a slight advantage
gained — he’s home !

Both of them are fit as a fiddle
through strenuous training, and
Wrigley’s helps. The pure cool
flavour refreshes you—keeps the
mouth fresh.

Wrigley’s is also good for you
‘““after every meal.” It aids
digestion and cleanses the teeth.

In two flavours—P.K., a pure
peppermint flavour; and Spear-
mint, a pure mint leaf flavour,
Only 1d. a packet, but the finest

quality money can buy.

The Flavour lasts— British made
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PACKET
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ROUND TABLE TALRK
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A breezy chat on topics in general, conducted by the Editor
| and Edwy Searles Brooks.

) & b o o g

The following letters from readers have
been reccived by Edwy Scarles Brooks:
Molly DBradford* (Eastbourne), ‘“An Old
Reader ”’ SLeeds), Robert E. Brimley (Rams-
gate), Walter Webb (Birmingham), Horace
G. Pryke* (Chatham), Evelyn S. Higgins
'(E.2), Arthur E. Angus (Shefhield), David T,
Richards (Whitchurch), B. Smith {S.E.17),
Ralph Clarry (Toronto), Edward James
Lawrence (S.E.15), F. Lewis (N.W.1), Ai. E,
Charles (Pietermaritzburg), John W. Rich-
ardson (Oxford), John R. Fearn (Blackpool),
. William Howe (Codnor, Notts.), John G.
Statham (Birmingham), Irene Mary Ran-
dall** (Sandwich), Jimmy Fletcher (Leeds),
Henry Cathcart (Glasgow), Pamela Peters
(S.W.9), Re%nald T. Staples (8.E.17), E.
H. Hayes (Worthing), Peter Mortis (Lon-
don, Ont.), Alfred C. Hodgkinson (Poles-
worth), B. Mitchell (Wakefield), Percy Dann
‘(Eastleigh), Alfred Seward (Reading), Leslie
Farrow (Boston), Rosemary Thornley (Pres-
ton), Norman R. B. (Manchester), Sam Pole-
voy (E.2).

» ® . &

Yours 1s the kind of remark one likes to
see In a reader's letter, Moliy Bradford: “I
am proud to say that my mother and father
and my sister read the famous book.” You
will, of course, rccognise the sentence, as it
has been quoted from your letter. Other
readers will know that the ‘famous book ”’
1s none other than the Old Paper. It is very

ratifying to know, Molly, that when you are
fone]y you turn to the St. Frank’s yarns,
and even more gratifying to hear that your
loneliness then vanishes.

® L %

Augustus Hart is as much alive as ever,
David T. Richards. He is in Study T, of the
West House, with Justin B. Farman and
Owen major. DBut, like many other lesser
lights of the Remove, he seldom, if ever,
gets mentioned in the stories. It’s his own
fault for being so unenterprising!

You arec wrong about Gore-Pearce, Irene
Mary Randall, The name is not ‘“Gore,”
but Gore,

Ernest S. Holman i1s wondering if Lord
Dorrimore, in search of a new thrifl, 1s train-
ing for the Schneider Trophy Race this year.
As a matter of fact, Dorrie has receantly
acquired a wonderful high-speed ’plane,
cspecially designed for him by The Manners
Aircraft Manufacturing Co., Ltd. It is quite
possible that he is thinking of competing for
this trcmendous high-spced race—and equally
possible that a story on this subject will
appear in the Old Paper at the appropriate
time.

: o » *

Here is a reader—G. Dodd, of Birmingham
—who raiszes an interesting point. He says:
“I am a pretty regular reader of the NELSON
LEE; in fact, I get it most times every weck
when I can get it.” Now this elearly in-
dicates that G. Dodd sometimes goes with-
out the Old Paper, although he actually
wants it. His remedy is a very easy one—
and that is to give his newsagent a standing

order, instead of trusting to luck. Too many

readers are prone to wait until Wednesday
and then go to the newsagent on the off-
chance, |

| ] ® e

Stanley Johnson wants to know what meke
of motor-cycle Vivian Travers owns. Well,
Travers’ bike is a B.S.A.. It is quite true
that Willy Handforth’s monkey, Marmaduke,
has not appeared in the stories until recently,
but Marmaduke is scarcely a * character ™
who can be featured regularly,

t 2
% » % *t

Here 1s a quotation from Arthur J. Miles’
letter: *“I think I am childish to write this
letter. I am twenty years old, or shall be
this week. What do you think of it?
Would you, if you were my age, write to a
person you only know by name, yet accept aa
a friend, or aren’t you so sillv?”’ Tt is not
a question of silliness at all. The Old Paper
is written for readers of all ages and both
sexcs. So there can be no question of
childishness in a reader of twenty becoming a
correspondent. His letters will always be
welcomed, in common with those of ¢ll
others whose interest induces them to write.
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The Invisible Night Hawk Atiacks an Invisible Airship!

The PHANTOM FOE!

A thrilling mystery and adventure serial

By
JOHN BREARLEY

N
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Kittens in Action! tough and kecen, hideous in their skin
IF, Phantom Foe’s yellow gas had ticht yellow masks, followed instructions
done its deadly work; had prepared without speaking.
the way for the main attack. And so fast did they work and so en-

Through a gate in the hedge, and
down the road, came swift, furtive men,
their litlie ficures mere shadows in the
gloom. They wasted no time, but, fore-
ing the locked rear-door of the armoured
car, two of {hem clambered in and began
handing out heavy boxes to the three who
walted outside.

As soon as a man received his burden,
he hastened back through the open gate,
to a long car parked bencath the hedge
inside the field; dumped the bullion-box
there and ran back for another. Like all
the Phantom’s coups, this was planned to
& hair, timed to a minute. The men,

ogrossed were they in their criminal task
that, when a second car flashed round a
bend, driven by an almost noiscless Daim-
ler motor perfectly tuned, they were
caught flat-footed !

The car was on them before they could
move. Hss-ss; it jerkad to a standstill;
five cat-like men leapt into the road, firing
as they landed.

They were four of Thurston Kyle’s
Kittens, under dour Alf Jenkins, who had
followed the armoured car from London by
their chief’s orders. And they, like the
othcrs, wasted no time.
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Phut; phu-ut; phut! Softly their
silencer-guns spoke to the bandits; but the
lecad they slung was hard and red-hot. At
the first volley, one of the Phantom’s men
inside the car clutched tigerishly at his
breast and toppled on to the head of an
outside man, pinning him half-unconscious
to the ground. His companion died with-
out a sound across the bullion-boxes. As
for the others, they' dropped
tracks, onc with his gun half-drawn, the
other helpless with a box in his arms.

“Cease fire !” Feet pattered around the
derclict gold-car. “Got ’em all; no, look
out there, Nobby—that bloke’s moving.
Sock him one, quick!”

The half-stunned man, feebly pushing
his decad confederate aside, was trying to
pull a gun. Trying was as far as he got,
for to the sound of a sharp thud, he finally
collapsed. AIlf Jenkins, as grim and as
tough a fighter as ever lived, cxamined
the others and grunted.

“You blokes shoot too straight!” he
grunted callously. “Ne’mind, we've got
one of them for the chief. Lively now;
sling him into our car and hook it. Th’
coppers can pick up the gold later—and
these guys, too!”

Back to their Daimler glided the Kittens,
bearing the unconscious prisoner in their
midst. A self-starter whirred, the motor
purred into Tife. All told, the venomous
counter-attack had not lasted two minutes,
but the Kittens were not anxious to stay
for praisc and publicity. They were off
home, as quictly as possible.

But, as the car swung round and headed
back for London, Jenkins leaned out with
a flare-gun in his hand. A bright green
light gushed into the air. And, at the
signal that everything was all right, the
1inscrutable Night Hawk up above swung
into action himself,

A Duel in Mid-Airk

LL this time he Lad been waiting,
A under slow-quivering wings. But he
had not been idle.

At the first flicker of the Yellow

Gas, even before it touched the road, he
had clapped a pair of goggles to his eycs;
goggles copied from the curious purple
anti-actinic glasses taken from one of the
Phantom’s gangsters the night of the Bel-
hampton Bank raid. And, sliding them
over his eyes, he had been rewarded by a
sight that filled him with fierce triumph.

The Phantom Foe was in the trap!

Previous to donning the goggles, the
heavens had been dark and blank. But
now, high above him and poised directly
above the armoured car, hung a great air-

in their.
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ship; steel-hulled and slender, like a long
cigar; surrounded by an aura of faint
violet light. The Phantom’s airship; and
no longer invisible.

Heedless of what was going on beneath
him, the Night Hawk swayed in his con-
trols, staring upwards with intent, gleam-
ing eyes. By way of & test, he took off
the goggles and instantly the airship
vanished as though it had never been. The
moment he slid the glasses back again,
however, therc the graceful menace
hovered, motionless bencath whirling heli-
copters.

The sight was uncanny; ghastly almost.
But 1t proved his theories to the hilt.
Bathed outside and in by ultra-violet
apparatus, the Phantom’s sﬁip could sail
screnely through the sky by day and night,
completely invisible to the naked human
cye. Only when anti-actinic glasses were
donned that reflected the ultra-violet rays,
could she be seen, as the sun’s eclipse is
seen through a smoked lens. All the
scientist in Thurston Kyle granted un-
willing admiration to the clever rogue who
had discovered this modern secret of in-
visibility—a secret that mankind had
sought for ages. But his resolve to give
battle never weakened.

Slipping the goggles off once more, he
was just in time to witness the whirlwind
arrival of his Kittens, watching their
storming rush and brief decisive attack
with iron satisfaction. Then at last came
Jenkins’ signal. With a swift jerk at his
helmet and a silent swing of his wings, the
Night Hawk strcaked aloft—straig%t for

the faintly gleaming airship right above

him. - :

Like a shell from a gun, he flashed
through the air, a strange, fantastic and
terrible figure. This was his second attack
on the ship, and there would be no
blundering 1n the dark this time. The
curving windows showed plain in the stecl
hull, glistening, unprotected targets for
his initial onslaught. Once they were
shattered, his grenades would pour
through, filling the interior with death
and destruction. And after them, streams
of lead from automatics that rarely missed.

This was to be the finish of the Phantom
Foe. Wrapped no longer in invisibility,
his airship became aun easy prey to the
unseen hunter without. The Night Hawk
flung himself level on racing wings,
swerved, flattened out. The giant seemed
to have taken alarm from the fruitless
raid below and was swaying uneasily, as
though uncertain which way to flee. The
Night Hawk, a bare hundred {feet away
now, attacked savagely.
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And received the shock of his tem-
pestucus career.

Phwee! Something whined past his
head ; something clse struck his wings,
flicking a metal link inte space, knock-
ing him dizzily off his course. Sounds
like furious imps filled the air around
him; a pain like a sudden knife-slash
raked his leg from thigh to knee. In a
second, surprised though he was, he had
dipped and swerved, zig-zagging away like
a swallow pursued by a hawk. And the
shrill bullets followed.

But the marksman who could have hit
that dodging, twisting shape was mnot
born; and besides, in his flourescined suit,
he, too, could not be scen. Or so the
Night Hawk thought. Yet, within a few
moments, he knew he was mistaken.
Wherever he went that deadly stream of
lead trailed him, zipping so close that
only blinding speed and luck saved him.
Disappointment and rage converted him
mto a raging fury, consumed by ice-cold
flames of anger. |

The Phantom could see him! Jerking
up the goggles for the first time, his naked
eyes showed him slender spokes of red
light jutting out from a now invisible
hub, and even as he made the discovery,
one of the tiny searchlights caught him.
The Phantom could sce him! All his
carcfully laid trap had collapsed.

Twisting out of the scarchlight’s grip,
he saw the airship swerve, too, and shoot
towards him at incredible speed. A
machine-gun cut loosc and tracer-bullets
shricked through the spacec he had
occupied a split-second tefore. Throwing
back his head in a harsh challenging
laugh, the Night Hawk hurtled above the
charging monster, dived again and let
drive with his first grenade.

He had discarded the wultra-violet
goggles now, the better to sece and avoid
the searchlights. But their invisible
centre was a large enough target. Cra-ash !
Straight into the airship’s roof the missile
crashed, breaching a hole in the plates.
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Another and a third; their smashing
explosions rang through the sky and
four of the pencil-like rays snapped out
for good. Face white and sect, blind to
all danger, he dived -closer, unhooking a
venomous clip of bullets from one of his
automatics, praying furiously that cach
found a billet.

There in the sky, the weird duel was
fought with terrible intensity. Like
lightning, the Phantom’s men struck back
with a swarm of bullets, fired at the will-
o’-the-wisp Mawk. They missed his
elusive body by a miracle only, but again
his slashing wings suffered. An unsecn
lhand scemed to strike the flyer murder-
ously as a gaping hole yawned in his
right pinion; sencfing him lurching and
staggering from his path, striving tc
regain control.

And then the Phantom played his
trump-card; the thick-brown, blinding,
choking smoke-screen that had bcaten off
the Night Hawk’s attack before.

Thurston Kyle had bcen expccting it
every minute, but he had hoped to gect
at the windows of the airship and cripple
the leviathan so that the screem would
have been useless. But now, unable to
break through the barragc of searchlights
and screaming lecad——

Fired from hissing cylinders through
tubes in the hull, the stifling fumes gushced
cut, hiding the racing airship instantly
and flinging back the desperate attacker.
Coughing under the raw grip of the stuff
in his lungs, blinded by tears that stung
his eyes, the Night Hawk recled away in
bafled despair. He was beaten again;
and although the bitter rcalisation lashed
him to a last hurricane effort, he knew
that he was beaten. Closing his burning
eyes, he flung the last of his grenades in
a final attempt at damage, but no explo-
sion came ; it had missed, and was falling
through space to the ground. The
Phantom’s vessel had made good its
escape, slipping swiftly away under cover.

Till the fringe of the smeoke-cloud was
above him, and clean air fanned his face,

M

kidnapping, looting.

scheme,

l hovering overhead—waiting to strike!

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

THE NIGHT HAWK, known to the world as Thurston Kyle, scientist, declares war on

THE PHANTOM FOE, a ruthless criminal, who has
Always he attacks amid a cloud of yellow gas, which stupefies his
victims; then disappears, literally into air, |
airship. The Night Hawk discovers this, but in his first clash with the Phantom is defeated.
“ The criminal’s latest oulrage is to hold up and rob a dbullion train.

Kyle, and he promises to assist them to bring the Phantom to book. He outlines a plan to
Captain Frank Arthurs, of the Yard, but purposcly omits to mention his own part in the
The trap fails; the Phantom is * in the know.”
information somewhere. He then attacks an armoured car containing a consignment of bullion
—unaware of the fact that this is part of Kyle’s own secret plan,

/

commenced a reign of terror, killing,

or he directs operations from an invisible

Scotland Yard calls in

Obviously there is a leakage of
And the Night Hawk is

(Now read on.)
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the Night Hawk sank like a plummet. He
had to go warily, too, for his damaged
wings were playing tricks; and the duel
had been fought at a pace that had taken
him miles from the scene of the hold-up.
His pent-up feclings found relief at last
in a gasp that shook his muscular body.

With that the madness that had pos-
sessed him vanished as quickly as it had
arisen, leaving him cool and poised as
cver. Beaten! Outguessed! He faced
the facts squarely, and paid the clever
Phantom tribute in a grim, sardonic
smile. Yet it had been a drawn battle
after all, for at least the mysterious
criminal had been cheated of his gold, his
gangsters had suffered and his airship
damaged once more by the Night Hawk'’s
O'renades

“I was over-confident; and I paid for
it !” admitted Kyle to himself; and looked
back at the slowly dissolving ‘cloud above
him. “Yes, you are clever, my friend;
I admire you immensely. But, neverthe-
less, I shall get you—one day !”

And, nursing that resolute hope, he
filled and emptu,d his great chest till the
effects of the smoke-cloud had passed.
Then slowly and cautiously, nursing his
wings with iron-nerved skill, he glided
away.

A Startling Announcement!

APTAIN FRANK ARTHURS, of the
C.I1.D., beside himself with livid
anger, smashed his hard-fighting
fist down on Sir Hugh Fletcher’s

desk. He did so with a force that startled
the Chief Commissioner and Chief Dectcc-
{ive-inspector Lennard considerably; and
also brought a quizzical frown to tic face
of Thurston Kyle, who had been urgently
summoned to another council of war at

the Yard.

“I don't care a tinker’s darn what
anyone says!” rasped the Canadian, all
trace of his usually pleasant drawl gone.
“I don’t even care that, by some strange
luck we don’t deserve, the gold-shipment
is safe and was found last night. Nor
that four of the Phantom’s gol darned
wolves got shot up by some guys we can’t
find or even trace. All I know, Sir Hugh,
is that I was made a fool of in that train.
Ycah, and Mr. Kyle’s friend, too. The
Phantom knew all about those boxes that
would have blown him up when he opened
’em. He knew all about everything, as
you can read by the coyote’'s sneering
note. There’s a darned traitor in the
camp somewhere.”

A breathless silence fell when the long,
furious outburst finished and the tremblmo
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officer sat down. Sir Hugh and Lennard
glanced at each other doubtfully, and
Thurston Kyle, with a soothing smile,
passed his cigar-case to Arthurs in an
attempt to calm him down.

“Try one of these, captain. After all,
it was no fault of yours that the train-
ruse proved incffective !”

Arthurs took a cigar and savagely bit
off the end.

“No fault of mine? I’ll say not. But
I'm not a kid to stand this raw deal, Mr.
Kyle. I reckon my record back home
shows that when I want a man, I get him.
But, my thunderin’ Sam, when a plan’s
discussed right here in Scotland Yard of
all places, and it’s betrayed next moment
by a sneakin’, dirty, rotten spy, then all
I've got to say is—7”

And Captain Arthurs said it.

Sir Hugh frowned and Thurston Kyle
laughed outright at the well-chosen words.
Pulling himself togcther, the blunt
Canadian went on:

“Sorry, gents; I guess I'm a bit on
edge. But listen, Sir Hugh, what else
can 1t be but a spy? The Phantom
actually went into the bullion-coach on
the train, after he’d doped Huggins an’
me. But did he touch those boxes9 Not
on your life. All he left was a note that
I'll stuff down his mneck one o’ these
days. We never stood a chancc; even the
blighted gas-masks we wore, masks taken
from the Phantom’s own men and kept
guarded, had been tampered with and the

gas went through — like that!” He
snapped his fingers. ‘“And then, after

he’d joked with us, the Phantom beat it
’cross-country and held up the armoured
car. What’s it matter if someone else
stopped the robbery—someone double-
crossing him, perhaps? The fact remains
he knew all that went on in here, when
we four and Pelton of the Treasury
mapped out the plans.”

Suddenly his face hardened and he stood
up, prominent ]aw out-thrust.

“An’ while we’re about it—where is

Pelton? Why isn’t he here?”

His abrupt question had the effect of
making Sir Hugh and Inspector Lennard
glance at each other again, while Thurston
Kyle sat up, quict and watchful. At last
the Commissioner put his finger-tips to-
gether and stared at Arthurs earnestly,

““Captain, is it your considered opinion
that a traitor knew of our plans and
informed the Phantom Foe?”

Arthurs laughed harshly,

“It sure is. And I want to know where
Pel

“Lucius Pelton has disappeared!” said
Sir Hugh Fletcher quietly.
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Baflled !

¢t UCIUS PELTON—disappeared !”
Sir Hugh Fletcher’s troubled
statement was as startling as a
sudden blow. Captain Arthurs,
feebly cchoing the words, sat down again
with astonished abruptness, while even
Thurston Kyle was betrayed into a sharp
exclamation of surprise.

“Good heavens !” .
nodded and

The Chief Commissioner
picked up a report.
“Yes, disappeared. Another item in

b j

this mystery ! he rasped. “ Pelton, as you
all know, occuples a-high position in the
Treasury—very high. He is a bachelor,
with a suite of rooms in the Albany. Hec
went home last might at the usual time,
and was certainly indoors at 10.30, appar-
ently preparing for bed. That much we
found out from his valet, who ’phoned us
carly this morning that his master had
vanished !

““Lennard here investigated the rooms
immediately, but found no signs of
violence; in fact, the reverse. Everything
was 1n perfeet order, except that some
clothes, hair-brushes, etc., and a suit-case
were missing. But Pelton’s valet says he
did not pack them ; nor did the hall-porter
sce Pelton go out after 10.30. Yet he has
gone ; and apparently gone for some time !”

“No Government business, I suppose?”
asked Thurston Kyle; to be answered by
a dccided negative. At which Arthurs
looked round with a steely glint in his eye.

“And last night our guarded secrets
were betrayed to the Phantom Foe. And
Pclton was the only one besides ourselves
who knew those secrets. Huh !”

“Meaning Pelton betrayed them and
bolted ?” jerked Lennard bluntly.

“Mecaning just that, sir!” was the
equally blunt reply. Arthurs turned
grimly to Thurston Kyle. ‘‘Remember
what I said about Pelton at your house,
Mr. Kyle? 1 said then he seemed a queer
guy. I say more than that now; that he’s
well in with the Phantom or else he is the

Phantom !”

“Nonsense.  Pclton has a sound, long
record in the Treasury !”

“It isn’t such nonsense, for all that, Sir
Hugh !” snapped the Canadian obstinately.
“Our sccret plans were shopped by some-
one, weren’'t they? Waal, there was only
five of us 1n the deal; and I reckon I'm
right when I say we four have proved our-
selves straight. That leaves Pelton:; the
official in charge of the gold shipments.
And Pelton’s gone; no, bolted, judging
from that suit-case. Now then, I leave it
to you if it’s nonscnse !”
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He looked round again, seeing unwilling
conviction on the faces of his brother
officials. Sir Hugh breathed hard.

“There will be the devil of an uproar
over this!” he frowned. ‘“But I must con-
fess it looks black. What do you suggest ?”

“Suggest?”’ echoed Arthurs. ‘““Why,
throw out the net, of course, and pull
Pelton in—pronto. Say, I'd like to gct
lum myself. If Pelton’s the Phantom, or
cven 1if he’s just one o’ the gang, he’s
pretty well known and we ought to rope
him in easy. Gee, I’ve got some mighty
awkward remarks to make to Mr. Pelton
when T do find him!”

Sir Hugh made some rapid notes on
Lennard’s report.

“Very well—sce to it at once. This case
1s becoming terrible. As you know, the
armoured car we sent out last night after
the train was found with its crew gassed,
four of the Phantom’s gangsters shot—and
the gold intact. Once more we have
failed to identify any of the dcad men;
nor can we trace who shet them. Further-
more, fantastic though it seems, there was
a distinct air-battle fought last night in
the neighbourhood of the hold-up;
machine-guns and explosions were plainly
heard. The night was dark, it’s truc. Yet
nothing was seen of the aerial combatants.

(Continued on next page.)
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The Phantom Foe !

(Continued jwm p?cvmus paJc )

It—it Bafiled, he spread out ‘s
hands lelplessly and regarded. Thurston
Kyle gloomily. o ;

But the scientist, who was enjoying him-
sclf hugely, mmoly looked bland.

“ Pu]nps the Phantom has other enemices
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besides  the police!” he said -moothlv‘
“Possibly a  rival gang of Zer—° hi-
Jackers,” as  the Americans call them, I
helieve !” A I
“Well, why did ’Llw ]ll-J{l(k(‘ls lenvo ﬂle
cold  Dbehind, * oneg they'd scttled  the
Chantom’s men?”. demanded Sir Hugh
irritably. LY e ]
Arthurs, who had . been listening in-

-l(ntly. cut in hefore. lxvlo could 1cplv

“Disturbed, ma)bo had to heat it
hefore tl\ov cquld unloa(l’ * he  jerked.
“Sure, 1 think Mr."Kyle's right; there’s
another ()utﬁt lavmo' for the Phantom
“hesides us. T wish ’em luck, too; although,
ace, I guess t]uy’ ! ha\o to be roped in as
wcll N :

Thurston Kyle .lppc'd ﬂl(' ash from his
ucml and clmnood the subject,

“And you say’ you have not identified
the men who were found, Sir Hugh? They
are, apparvently, “strangers to the police ;
'lxkc the men who Jwere: found after the
Belhampton busineds !” He shook lis hedd
doubtfully.  “That, to my mind, is one of
-the strangest f('atures ii1- this ease. = Be-
€AUSC,. as W know the Phantom had
ﬁeﬁlmtcd his. ‘#ang -ehiefly . from _ our
prisons. Yet, ﬁlthough some of the rranrr
have fallen intd your hands—dcad, . un-

fortunately—you have no rocord of thom._

L\

' ouxly Jar u(- oany,

LELE LiitRR AR

‘The Phantom has cither forgied a tremend-
hen, or elio e dras, dis:
covered SOTG picans of (uwm 1HO chm as°
uncanny as the rest of ]'l- n(Hunhi e

T'he ('mphatn remark  mae le Sip Huu‘a
shal\o his head heavﬂy L

“Your last thcory "1s 1.npo~-1hlv' Nﬁ

h}lo'__ he regretted. | We have taken
the prints of the c nptuled ien and also
photuomph( d their fuces fwm every angle,
Mcasured ‘em az  well, ,,Someilmo tiw
meéasurements - tally; sometimes tll(‘l(“ ‘A
shoht 1('\0mbl(1n(0 to gur records in the
'plm’ms But the finger-prints never (h(jcl\-
up. ~ Aund ”=-he thumped the desk— 4()(1
can't dlwuhc punts Mr. ]\vl(,- 'llmt
Jmp()salblr\ S

Slowly T’ hm\ton ]\\lo 11(»(l<w(1 1(lu(‘taut
aorcement, and, while the otlier walchdd
him mloubl}, dw\\ a card of fingér- pruﬂ~.
from his pocket. -"He ]m\wcd thiem' to” "\u
MMugh. . i O AU FY.
--“I d Iike you to sendd t]wso down to the
Records DL]_MHIII(‘]H al once, 1f you will}”
he ald 11110'r1v “No "—as sh(np Cx-

clamations rang oul—*“I will not tell yoﬁ

vet how they. fell into my hands’ it is just

a slender clue I prefer to follow )]]Yh(‘lf

-Y on aic all busy men; and you must trust

Hug h

me. Send them down, plonso S1r
and tclephonc the *Osul‘ to me as soon u
'Vnu can.’ ,- - : - ;{', .

And with t]lat he, bade them a comtcous
“ good-morning,” and went, leaving ' thrée
'dublous men looking at cach othol in
silence, ‘more beforrged by the ‘mystery of .
'tho Phantom Foc than ever ! R 4

ot

(Scnsatwﬂa! dcvclopmcnts in ne:ri weol. s
full-of-thrills insialnwnt of'ﬂns ewﬂhng‘
serml) . _ _— .
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