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!* Turn back ! >’ sbouted Handiorth from the fop of the bank. The great wall of the reservoir was break- |
ing; at any moment it might collapse entireiy, releasing millions of gallons of water in ona appalling flood ! |
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ROUSING SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE !
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Flooded out at St. Frank’s! The opening long complete
story of a stunning new sertes of school-life yarns.
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CHAPTER 1.
SLIGHTLY WET.

! IR MON'L!E TREGELLIS-WEST, of the
iS Ancient IHouse at St, Frank's, uttered
[ A a hollow moan.

! “Great Scott! Are you ill, Montie?”
iasked Dick Hamilton, startled.

He sat up in bed, and eyed his noble chum
iwith concern, 8ir Montie, atlired in brilliant
'pyjamas, was standing at the dormitory win-
dow. His face was a picture of doleful melan-
choly.

“Nipper, old boy, gaze upon it!” he said
unhappily,

“I am gaz.ng,” said Nipper.
]say it gives me a pain.
face wsually, too "

“And I must
Such a good-looking

L}

- “You frightful ass:” interrupted Tregellis-
‘West. “I was not referrin’ to my face!”

“QOh, sorry!” said Nipper. * My mistake1”

““l was drawin' your attention to the
weather!” went on Sir Montie severely.
] Y

!“Dear old boy, did you ever sce such a
ghastly spectacle? Rain, rain, rain, an’

nothin’ else but rain!”

¢ Shocking !” agreed Nipper solemnly, as he
got out ot bed *“‘No variation at all. Not
even a sign ot snow, or hail, or sleet, by way
of a change. We shall have to write to the
papers about it."

Tregellis-West adjusted his pince-nez, and
frowrned. 2

* Dea~ boy, you’re kiddin’!” he said coldly.

““Well, as a matter of fact, I was,” agrecd
Dick. *“It's nuv good grousing about the
weather, Montie., If Handforth gets too high-
and-mighty we can squash him—if the pre-
feccts begin any of their funny stuff we can
squash them, too, But we can’t squash the
weather. It’s just one of those things we've
got to accept with as good a grace as we can,
So if it rains—it rains, and all the grumbling

in the world won’t make it stop.”
Sir Montie sniffed.

‘“At the same time, dear old boy, let me
gently point out that to-day is YWednesday,”
he said frigidly. *Let me further point out

that to-day, bein’ Wednesday, is a half-
holiday ”
“Such marvellous reasoning !” murmured

Nipper.
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“You frightful chump!” roared Montie, ex-

asperated. ‘‘What about our match’against
Bannington Grammar School! Begad! Do
you realise that this 1s the third day of rainf
Three shockin’ days of drenchin’ downpour,
without a single stop! Little side is boggy
already, an’ unless this deluge stops, the
whole field will be flooded !”

Nipper nodded. '

“You’re quite right,”” he sald giloomily.
“That football match looks a bit sick for to-
day, Montie. Did you ever know such rotten
luck? The first big imatch since we got back
from the Arctic—and now it looks like being
washed out.”

Tommy Watson
up.

“Can't you tatheads keep quiet?”
grumbled, blinking,

“We're talking about the wcather,”
Nipper.

“Blow the weather I

“I’'d blow 1t cheerfully, if I thought it
would do any good—but I'm afraid it
wouldn’t,” said Nipper. “Hallo! There goes
lhe rising-bell. \light as well turn out, as
we're all awake.”

Tommy Watson went red With indignation.

“Do you mean to say that you lidiots got

talk about the weather before rising-
belli” he demanded. “Rats! I'in going to
wait for second bell ! These Marceh mornings
are beastly cold.”

Nipper went tw the window, unu gazed
out upon the dreary cxpause of West Square.
Rain was descending in that peculiarly in-
sistent manner which gives one a feeling of
unutterable depression. There was very little
wind, and the drab sky was heavy and for-
bidding. There were no separate clouds, but
just one pail of greyness. And the rain was
comning down from that pall with a sort of
vicious joy. It beat against the windows,
drenched down on the flagstones, and formed
dreary puddles on the gravel.

“ Glorious sight !” said Nipper, with a grunt.
“It started on Monday, and it’s been going
on ever since. The weather must have caught
the latest craze—1t’s trying to make a world’s
record! Oh, well, this view only gives me
t.he’pip, so I’ll look at something more cheer-
ful.”

He wrned, ana gazed at Sir Montie.

“Sorry, I was mistaken 1” he went on, after
one glance. “‘On sccond thoughts, I'd rather
look out inte the Square i

“You shockin’ ass !”” =aid Sir Montie. “‘ Are
you mmplyin’ that my face gives vou the pip.
too1?”

“Not merely the pip, but the whole core !
replied Nipper sadly. *‘Think of something

turned over in bed, and sat
he

said

joyous, Montie, and get that expression
Lhanged Take it back, and say 1t doesn't
fit!”

But Montie's was not the only unhappy tace
that morning. In most of the other junior
dormitories, the fellows were discussing the
one important topic—the weather, It was the
same 1: 2very ITouse. The whole of St

Frank's was fed up. Scarcely anybody had
moved out of doors for days, and it was
generally felt that this sort of thing was too
thick,

In one particular dormisory, Church and
McClure, of the Remove, were slowly drag-
ging themselves out of bed as second bell

clanged out its unwelcome summons. They
both stared out of the window.
“Look at 1t!1” said Church, disgusted.

“Worse than ever!”

“Not even a brcak in the clouds!” agreed
McClure. **1 say, this is too much of a good
thing,” he added indignantly. “Handy!
Just have a look at the weather! What do you
think of it?”

Edward Oswaid Handforth, the celcbrated
leader of Study D, was widcawake. He had
a rather dreamy expsession on his face, and
he was staring at the ceiling, but he was cer-
tainly wideawake. Ilis hands were clasped
behind his head, and his knees, hunched up,
formed a sort of mountain in the middle of
his bed.

“Green!” he said absently,

“Eh?”
“Green—with pink stripes,” said Hand-
forth. *“Or red stripes, perhaps. Yes, green,

with red stripes.” .
Jhurch and McClure gazed at him dazedly.

CHAPTER 2.
A REALLY BRIGHT IDEA,

\ REEN, with red siripes
repeated Chureh, in amaze-
ment.

“Yes!” said Handforth
firmly. ‘1 thought about
blue at first, but blue’s too common. Green,
witl: red stripes, and uelythmﬂ' else cream.
How would that do?’

“Lverything else  creapm?” repeated
McClure, in a whisper. ‘““He’s dotty! 1
thought he was talking about a footer jersey
at first, but how can everything else be
cream/? 923

“I don’t want any arguments!” said Hand-
forth, flinging the bede¢lothes aside. ‘““‘I’ve
made up my mind, and you fellows needn’t
interfere. We'll buy the stuff in Banningion
this afternoon.”

“The stuff ?”’ repeated his chums,

“Oh, my hat!’ said Handforth impaticntly.
“The wall paper !”

“Wall paper! ot yelled Church and McClure,

“Yes, wall paper, my sons,” replied
Edward Oswald. “And we shall want three
or four tins of cream cellulose.”

“Cream which ”

“Haven't you hcard of the unew enamel

lf.'l}

stuff 77’ asked Handforth irritably. “Tt's the
very thing for the study.  Doesn’l show
stains, and it can’t be scratched, and hot
saucepans won t mark it i
“The study!” shouted Church, aghast.
“Yes vou fathead, the study! 1 snapped
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Ilandforth. “I'm not satisfed with our den| “You can go and eat coke!"” he said
as it is. I'm going to put new paper on it, | coldly., *“You're jealous, that’s the trouble
and paint all the woodwork with cream | with you! By the time I've finished Study
cellulose.” D, you won’t know the place.”

“My goodness!” ejaculated McClure.| He was rather surprised to find that every-

It’s the first time I knew

l??

“Cream cellulose!
that you stuck hot sauccpans on the wall

“You dotty chump, we put hot saucepauns
on the table sometimes, don’t we?” demanded
Handforth. “I’m going to paint everything
—table, bookcase, and everything else. A
sort of art effect, you know.”

“Thore’ll certainly be an effect, but I'm
not so sure about the art!” said Church
dubiously, “I mean. green paper, with red
stripes]  Won’t that be a bit too dazzling,
in conjunction with the cream table?”

“T believe in bright colours,” said Hand-
forth firmly.

“Well, whv not go the whole hog, and
paint the floor purple, with yellow spots?”
asked McClure sarcastically. ‘‘And while
you're about it, you might as well do the
ceiling in jazz colours. We shall think there’s
a rainbow over us all the time!l”

“How- about a vermilion fire-place?” sug-
gested Church.

“H'm'! That mightn't be so bad,” said
Handforth, without the faintest suspicion that
his leg was being pulled. “The only trouble
i3, the soot might spoil the effect if we light
a fire.”

“Light a firc!” said Chureh, shocked. “My
dear chap, you can’t light fires in an artistic
room like that! Why should we want a fire,
anyhow? The colours’ll keep us warm
enough !

“ Besides.” said McClure, “we're not going
ta live in the study, are we? It'll be a sort
of exhibition. We can put glass panels in
the door, so that everybody can stare in as
they go by. Then we can lay in a stock of
moedicine for curing colour-blindness !”

‘““Ha, ha. ha!”

Church, unable to contain himself, roared.
AMcClure joined in, and Handforth realised
that his chums were gently spoofing him. He
turned red, and clenched his fists.

“You—you funny idiots!” he hooted. ‘If
vou think you can make fun of me ?

“We don't need to!” said Church.
“You're funny enough, without any help
from us! Oh, my hat! Green wallpaper
with yvellow stripes !”

“Red stripes!” roared Handforth.

“Cream celluloid!” grinned McClure
Lreathlessly,

“(lellulose !” howled Handforth.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Church and MceClure fled from the
dormitory, and went to one of the bath-

rooms, where they promptly spread the news
of Handforth’s latest. When Edward
Oswald came down, he was startled to find
feilows gravely asking him for his price
list, How much to paint a room in madder
brown? How much for twenty vards of
vinlet wallpaper with orange crescents?

He treated all these inquiries with disdain.

body heartily agreed with him, and he was
50 obscssed with the new scheme, that the
weather failed to trouble him: In fact, he
had a sneaking hope that it might continue,
as it would provide him with an excellent
cxcuse for his indoor decorations.

After breakfas. a group of fellows stood
in the doorway of the Ancient House,
gazing hopelessly out upon the soaked
Triangle. The rain was pouring down with
that same relentless force. Enormous-puddles
had formed all over the Triangle.

“What about to-day’s match?’” asked Alf
Brent, as Nipper came up.

*“Sad to relate, it looks like being dis-
tinctly off,” replied Nipner. “Don’t start
growling; we can’t perform miracles, and
Little Side is just like a bog. At dinner-
time I'll ring up the Bannington skipper,
and tell him to cancel the fixture.”

“Oh, crumbs!”’ _

A groan went up from the members of
the junior eleven.

“Can’t be helped!” said Nipper cheer-
fully. “After all, the rain can’t last for
ever, and we shall have to squeeze the match
in later on.”

“Wise words, O oracle,” said Reggie Pitt,
who had come over from the West House.
“We ‘want to look at these things with a

 glad smile. They're just sent to try us. And

it would be sheer madness to attempt to play
on Little Side to-dayv.”

Billy Nation of Study No. 3, in the Modern
House, nodded.

“We can trust Nipper to do the sensible
thing,” he agreed. “A Man Of Gladness
Seldom Falls Into Madness.”

“Dry unp with vour silly proverbs, vonu
Fourth Form fathead!” said Duncan in-
dignantly. “Tt’s all very well to talk about
‘a man of gladness,” but who the dickens
can be glad on a day like this? Ninper's just
as misorable as we are, only he pretends not
to bhe.”

“He Bears Misery DBest That Idides It
Most,” replied Nation promptly.

“Squash him somebodv !” growled Tommy
Watson. “This is no time for being licht-
hearted! Just look outside! Oh, crumbs!
It’s coming down in sheets now!”

177

“Let’'s all be miserable {ogether!
gested Pitt lightly.

“Nothing could be better,” agreed Billy
Nation grinning, “It Is A Little Comfort
To The Miserable To Have Companions.”

“Well, you fellows will have plenty of
companions to-day!” said Nipper drily,
“Practically "the whole school is as gloomy
as a gravevard! DBuat, as I said before,
there’s a silver lining to every cloud.”

“I didn’t hear you say it before,” said
Pitt. )

sug-
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“Then 1 must have thought it;"’ smiled
Nipper, -

‘*‘ Besides, you’re pinching Nation’s
rogative, using up proverbs like that[” said
Reggie severely. “'The chap stews over ti.em
night and day, ’ve heard, and he’s got a
selection of six different maxims for every
probable or possible topic of conversation.”

“Rats|” said Tommy Watson. “Let’s ro
std look at the glassl]”

But this rasn’t very cheering, for ihe
needle pointed, deliberately and sinisterly,
t5 “Very Stormy,”’ and a tap only caused
it to reel drunkenly still further in the wrong
direction.

— ——

CHAPTER 3.

SOMEBODY ELSE WITH A
BRIGET IDEA!

X7 HEN morning school was
; over, St. Frank’s revelled
in the fact that the rain
had stopped. Nobody
could believe 1t at first,
but it was an undoubted fact. The rain- had,
without question, absolutely stopped.

True, the grey pall overhead was still
there, but it had disintegrated esomewhat,
an! murky clouds were scudding across the
sky in a most disconcerting fashion. And
althoug anxious fellows gazed long and
intently, the most optimistic could see no
sign of that silver lining.

Still, the rain had stopped.

“‘Let’s go and inspect the field,”” suggested
Tommy Watson hopefully.

“We can go and inspect it, but that’s
where we shall finish,” replied Nipper.
“Tverybody ready? All got your sea-boots
on? Somcbo:dy had better bring a life-line,
too.”

“Rats !” said De Valerie. “1 believe the
ground will be playable.”

But Nipper was quite right. Little Sido
was not merely boggy, but the lower end of

it was actually under water. The River
Stowe, which usually flowed sedately past
the lower end of the playing fields, was

taking on a bloated and swollen appearance.
Willard’s Island, visible in the distance, was
reduced to about half its normal size.

“Well, we’ve had our swim, so let’s get
back to dry land,” remarked Nipper, as he

squelched through the sodden turf, *“T'll go
and ring up Stanmore right away.”
Y“Stanmore?”  said © Watson. “Who's

Stanmore ’”’

“Junior skipper of the Granmmar School—
he’s only been captain this term, I believe,”
replied Nipper. “TI’ll go and spill the had
news over the telephone.”

They went despondently back into the
Triangle, and all sorts of inquiries were shot
at them from various juniors.

“It’s ao good—Little Side’s only suitable
for boating,” replied Nipper gruffly, *“The
match is absolutely off.”

“1l grieve to hear this tale of woe; such
rain a8 this spoils any show,” remarked

pre-4 Clarence Fellowe, of the West House. ** We

try to smile our very best, but the match,
| fear, has guite gone west|”

“Dry up with your silly rhyming,
Clarence !”
“My rhymes are dry, 1 fully know,”’

admitted the lanky Removite; “they come
unasked, much to my woe. I try to curb this
sorry strain, but all my efforts are in vain.
If 1 could only speak in prose, I should
never have a swollen nose.”

“A swollen nose, eh?” said Tommy
Watson tartly. “I Jon’t wonder at it! Those
West House chaps naturally lose their
patience now and again, and biff you one!”

Clarence nodded feelingly.

“It’s undeserved, upon my word; to punch
at me is most absurd,” he complained. “ But
ltfe 1g full of little woes, as every fellow
fully knows, We take these things just as
they come, although they may seem very
rum.”’

“Tt’'e a shame!” said Nipper. “You can’t
help it, Clarence, old man !”

“I'm glad to find a chap with sense,” re-
plied the poet of the Remove. “The other
boys are very dense. Good gracious, me, I
felt some rain! Tt’s starting pouring down
again! The wecather’s pgetting worse and
worse ; it’s almost like a witeh’s curse!”
| “Let's escape from this freak!” -caid
Watson desperately.

Clarence eyed them with wild astonishment
as they left him standing there. Thay
weren’t feeling any too happy, for the rain
was, indeed, starting again, although only in
isalated drops.

Nipper rang up Bannington Grammar
School, and was soon in touch with Edgar
Stanmore, the junior skipper. He seemed
very concerned.

“I sayv, that’s rotten!” he complained.

“Of ocourse, it's rotten,” «said Nipper.
“Don’t T know 1t7?”

“And the match is scratched 7”? .

;th.’s mortally wounded !” replied Nippex
sadly. ‘

“Well, there’s a fake ground to have!”
snorted Stanmore, across the wire. “We
wouldn’t own a footer field like that!”

“Don’t you be so jolly insulting !” growled
Nipper. “There isn’t a better set of playing
fields in the south of England than ours!”

“T expect the ducks revel in them!” re-
torted Stanmore tartly.

“You can crow !” snapped Nipper. *“ Your
ground is pretty well elevated—far away
from the river. If it wasn’t for this beastly
rain—"

“T say, half a minute:” interrupted
Stanmore. “Our junior field isn’t being used
this afternoon, and we’ve got a home match
with you next month., How about reversing
the order? You come and play on our
ground to-day, and we’ll come over to you
in April, unless, of course, your - playing
fields are completely submerged !”

-
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The litile car had sunk into the mass of sticky mud.
must push her ont ! ??

““ There’s only one thing to do,”” advised Handy. *“ We
But though the juniors heaved and pulled, the car would not budge ; Handy had

to think again !

Nipper overlooked the slur.

“Stanmore, old man, you've got brains!”
Le said warmly, “I didn’t know it before,
ard nobody wou.d guess it to look at yon,
but it only shows that you can never tell
We'll come!” ‘

“Good!” raid Stanmore. ““The first thing
I shall do will be to dot you one, you per-
sonal ass! We'll expeet you at two-thiriy
zsharp., then?”

“We'll be there before that,” promised
Nipper. “Your ground is quite playvable, I
suppose?”

“*My dear man, it's so playable that T'm
thinking about taking out a book, and lolling
in the grass,” replied Stanmore. “QOur
ground was constructed for fooiball—not for
boaiing, like yours!”

Nipper grinned, and left the telephone-box.
All the common-rcoms at St. TFrank’s were
provided wich their own publie telephones.
The junior skipper’s smiling face attracted
much attention.

“Callous bounder!” De
“1le’s smiling about it

“I've got :eason {o smile,” replied Nipper.
“The Grammar School ground is O.K., and
we're going to play the match there,
Tommy, come and help me to round up the
cleven, so as to give them full nolice.”

Tvervbody was highly delighied, and 1t
seemod that life, after all, was not without
itz compensations, The rain had practically
stappad, and the mateh was still'on. Nobody

said Valerie,
f!’

J

minded cyvcling over to Danuinglon, a mecre
distance of three miles. ITandforth, [:Prhnp-‘:‘.
received the news with mixed feelings. He
was 1n Study D, iInspecting the walls
Church and McClure were with him, giving
him their close and carnest attention, At
least, so they said. How they managed it
was a mystery, for Chureh was deep in the
pages of an adventure story, and MeClure
was wrestling painfully with a eross-word
puzzle. Handforth talked on unendingly, and
such subjects as distempering, painling, and
wall-papering recurred again and aguain.
“The facs 1s,” said Handforth, “I'm a bit
undecided akout the furniture.  Should we
have it cream celour, or should we stain it
in walnut?"
N “Walnut I ejaculated MeClure excitedly.
That's the very word T've heen trying to

think of! WNo, it isr't,” he added, shaking
his head.  “It isn’t quite it All the
sare, I've got 1t!  Chesinut?! That's the
gnel™

* Chestnut ' roared JTandiortl. “ X\ ha's

talking about chestnutz?”

“Good ega ! said Church, looking up fam
his beok. ““Shove 'em on the top of the
grale——and den'’t forget to solit "em first !?

“What?"” hootcd Handforth.

“Didn’t you sav vou had some chestnuts?”?
asked Church mildly,

“No, T &de't" retaried Flandferth. he.
comiing aware of his chums  Inattention.
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‘“By George!
ing to me?”

“*We heard every word!” replied McClure
promptly. ‘It all came in one ear, and went
out of the other, But don’t bother—I've only
got four more words to find, and I'll _have
the thing complete. What is it, Handy, that
opens and shuts like a concertina, and begina
with a B?”

“How should 1 know?”’ hooted Handforth.

“Well, you needn’t bellow ' Mac
started. ““That’s it, of course—bellows!
Thanks, old man!”

Handforth fairly goggled. _

“What are you thanking me for?” he said
ferociously. “Here am I, talking about
cellulose finishes, and walnut varnish, and
you're messing about with cross-word puzzles
and rotten detective stories!”

“Why, you told me this was first-rate!”
said Church warmly. “Not that I think
much of your judgment—ihe yarn’s too much
iike ‘ Trackett Grim’ for my liking. It’s all
piffle I

Handforth flung ofl his coat, and rolled up
his sleeves

Haven’t you chaps been listen-

— o —

[ } CHAPTER 4.
i A CURE FOR ARCHIE
Tt /) GLENTHORNE.
| [*PER opened the door of
: Study D, and looked in.
i “Busy?” hs asked
R cl:eerfully.
“Not yet,” said Hand-
forth. **But | shall be in 2 minute.”
Zhurch had unostentatiously closed hig

story-book, and MecClure had thoughtfully
taken his cross-word puzzle over to the
windcew.  DBoth of them were eyeing their
leader as a lion-trainer eyes his charges.

“Ahem [” said Nipper. “T seem to be in
lhe way——"

“Not at all!” intercupted I[andforth.
“You're perfectly welcome to watch. I'm
just going to smash these funny fatheads to
pulp, and chuck them out into the passage.
If you want to be uscful, you can go to the
canny and prepare two beds!”

Nipper grinned.

“Cheese it. old man.” he =aid gently.
*“I’ve got some goond news. The match is on,
after all, and vou’il be nceded in goal.”

Handforth started.

“Is that what vou ecall good news?”’ he
asked sourly.

“Well. don’t you?”

“What about my deccorations?” roared
Handforth. ‘1 was counting on this after-
ncon, you ass! I was going to have the

whole place fnished by tca-time!”

““The ass thinks he can perform riracles, -
said Church bitterly., “He isn’t going to do
much, of course—just touch the place up 1
bit———-"*

“He’s only going to paper all the walls”
said MecClure. “That’ll take him till about

three o’clock, and then he’ll fill in the odd!
time by painting the floor sky blue, the ceil-
ing crimson, and the furniture walnut, with
chestnut stripes.”

“That’s done it!” said Handforth thickly.
“You—you insulting rotters, I'm going to
pulverise you——"

Boom-boom !

““The welcome cry of the dinner-gong in
full song!” ¢aid Nipper, grinning. “Can’t
do any slaughtering now, Handy, it’s time
for us to put on the nose-bags.”

“Nose-bags?”’ said Handforth.
think I'm a horse{”

“Other animals wear nose-bags, too,” said
Church pointedly.

While Handforth was wrestling with that
remark, Church and McClure managed to slip
out into the passage, Nipper very con-
veniently attracting Edward Oswald’s atten-
tion at ithe crucial moment. -

“By George!” breathed Handforth at !ast.
“He meant a donkey!”

“D’you

“More likely a mule!” said Nipper
critically.
*Why, you—you Hallo! Where are
they?” roared Handforth, staring round.!
“My hat! They've bunked! They've
scooted !

“Txpericnce is a great teacher,” nodded
Nipper. “Don’t forget the match, Handy;

so be ready directly after dinner.”

Nipper went out, and Handforth scratched

“Jixperience is a great fteacher,” he
muttered. ““What the dickens did he mean
by that? Fathead! Just trying to be funny,
T suppose.,”

When he got into the dining hall he dis-
covered, to his indignation. that Church a.ndi
McClure had tempoiarily changed places with
two other fellows, and were not only sitting
on the other side of the table. hut had taken:
the precaution to be at the very end, clbow

- his head.

to elbow with Mr. Crowell. « So Handforth’s

carefully copceived plan of pouring rice

pudding down their backs was scotched.

And by the time the meal was over ho was
feeling so comfortably well-filled, and at
peace with the world, that he sought their
blood no longer. Church and McClure, wise
youths, had guessed this from the very start.
All the same, they were very wary when they
casually joined him later. i

“ Bannington, eh?” said Church, by wayv of
opening the conversation, ‘ Better go and
ret out our bikes 2 |

““Bikes be blowed!” interrupted ITandforth.
“We're going in my Austin Seven.”

[Tis chums accepted this annourcement as a
sign of renewed peace, and they made no
reference to interior decorations. Handforth
secemed to have resigned himself to the
match, Actually. he was keen on it, being an
ardent fnotballer.

He was not the only one, cither, for nany
»f the fellows were intensely keen on foothall
since they had arrived back at St. [Frank’s
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from that extraordinary adventure in the
'Arctic. The party had been back for more
than a week, and had settled down so rapidly
that the memory of that remarkable episode
scemed like a half-forgotten dream.

In Study D, Handforth caused Church and
McClure some wuncasiness by producing a
tape-measure. Hs made a few switt move-
nients along the walls.

“I've decided to do the job easily,” he

remarked. “There’s no need to rush it, atter
all.  We'll buy the wall-paper in Bannington,

and paper the study this evening, The
ccellulosing can wait until to-morrow.”

“That'll be fine,” said Church. ' \We can
simply dawdle over the work if you give us
a whole evening for repapering this study.”

“Rather!” said Handforth, failing to note
‘+he carcasm. |

“Well, aren’t you
asked Mac,

“You ass, I've just done it.” replied Hand-
forth.

“Those swift movements yecu made on the
wail iV

' 1’05 !}J

“Sorrv—my mistake,” said MNac.
didn't know you were quite so speedy.
vou've taken the measurements preperly ?”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I'm not going
to bother,” admitted Handforth. 1 shall
just buy two dozen rolls of paper, and il
there’s any left over we can give it to some
cf the other chaps.”

“The whole Junior passage will have re-
papered studies then,” said Church,
couple of rolls will be enough for a small
room like this. you chump! You don't need
to waste vour money——"

“T1 believe in having plenty of material,”
said Handforth firmly. “Well, let’s go. By
tire way, I want change for a fiver.”

“Certainly 1 said McClure, diving into
his pocket. *I can give you sevenpence
now, and I'll owe vou the rest.”

“You fathead!” frowned Handforth.,
“Where can I change a fiver?”

“In the wallpaper shop, I should think,”
said. Church.

““Those shops never have change——

“There won’t be any change—if you buy
twenty-four rolls!”

“ Archie!” said Handforth, with a nod.
““ He's always rolling in quid notes, so we’ll
trot along to his study now. 1 shan’t forget
what happened last time I changed a fiver
in Bannington,” he added indignantiy.
“The shopkeeper seemecd to think that TI'd
made it myself, and he made me sign my
name on the back!”

They went along to Archie Glenthorne’s
study. and Handforth opened the door by
the simple expedient of barging into it with
Lis shoulder. The door flew open with a
crash, and Handforth stalked in,

“Good gad!” moaned Archie Glenthorne
from the lounge. “0Odds tornadoes and
carthquakes! 1 mean to say, laddie, with
ail due respects and all that, the jolly.old

door possesses quite a fruity sort of handle!”

going to measure?”

‘II
Sure

612
i

2

''he Genial Ass of the Remove was lolling
languidly amid a pile of cushions, and a
cheerful fire was crackling in the grate.
There was a somewhat glassy expression tn
Archie’s eye, and it was not altogether due
to his monocle.

; “i[ want change for a fiver,” said Hand-
orth. '

“Absolutely I” agrced Arvchie. *“*All the
same, old chestnut—--"

““Chestnut!” said Handforth, with a start.
“Don’t talk to me about chestnuts! I want
—by George!” he added, giving Archie a
straight look. “ What’s the matter with vou,
ass?”

Archie moaned.

“The fact 1s, laddie, I'm dashed unwell,”
he complained. “The good old tissues are
sadly depleted. I mean to say, sundry
spasms occasionally shoot hither and thither
beneath the old waistcoat. Phipps has done
all that human kindness can accomplish,
but the foul work still proceeds.”

“You nced fresh air!” said IIandforth
promptly. “There's nothing the matter
with you, my lad--excopt that vou're half-
suffocated by this stuffy atmosphere. Come
along with us, and you’ll be cured.”

[ S —

CHHAPTER 5,
BOGGED!

RCHIE GLENTHORXNE
shuddered slightly.
“Thanks all the same,
old cork, but there's ab:so-
lutely nothing doing.” he
faid in a fiem voice. *“ Archie remains dis-
tinctly on the good old lounge. Why, dash
it, the pin department is so dashed rociy
that 1 couldn’t walk a dashed yard.”

“Just one of your little delusions, old
son,” said Handforth cheerfully. * What
you need is fresh air—and a good football
match. So you’ll come with us to Banning-
ton, and watch the game.”

** Absolutely not!”
179

“Grab him, you chaps!” grinned Hand-
forth. “I don’t approve of this slacking!
Therc’s nothing the matter with himi, and
a nice ride at the back of the Austin will
put him as right as ninepence!”

“You frightfu! fright!” gasped Arcchie.
“1 haven’t the faintest desire to be as right
as ninepence! I mean to say, ninepencel
At the present momient, I don’t even feel
as right as fourpence-halfpenny!l Dashed
sorry, Handy, old boy, kut the proposition
fails to appeal. The meeting positively re-
jects it !”

The meeting, however, thought otherwise.
Church and McClure, for once, were in
entire agreement with their leader. And
Archie CGlenthorne, in spite of his vigorous
protests, was literallv carried out. e was
hustled to the cloak-rooin, an overcoat was
slung round him, a hat pushed on his head,
and he was whirled outside,
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“Odds tragedies and misfortunes!” | Allow me to buy myself out, what? I mean,
inoaned Archie. “Laddies, ['ll go! TI'll | five of the best are yours for the asking!”
absolutely go——"’ “You can’t bribe me!” said Handforth

“We know that!’ interrupted Handforth.
““But, dash it, kindly allow me to wear
my own bally overcoat!” complained Archie,

“Isn’t that yours?”

““This mouldy atrocity ?” said Archie, in
horror. *“Good gad! The chappie who owns
this should be in Borstai! [ mean to say,
it’s an absolute crime for any right-minded
bloke to own such a thing! I don’t know
who the foul blighter is, but he’s a dashed
criminal [”’

Archie surveyed the overcoat with horror,
IHandforth had yanked it off the first hook
he had seen. It was quite a good coat,
really, but, to Archie’s delicate eye it was
a fit article for the dusi-bin, The fact that
it was smothered with mud and liberally
spotted with oily marks, probably prejudiced

him,

Church started as he noted those nily
narks,

“My hat!” he grinned. “That's your coat,
Handy !”

“Mine!” ejaculated Handforth, who was
wearing” a. mackintosh,

“Looks like it,”” said Church. *“Didn’t
you get that oil on the sleeve when you
tucked wour Austin under vour arm on

Monday 7™

“By George, so it is!” said Handforth,
“Oh, well. never mind; you can wear it,
Archie. U'm not particular——"" He broke
nff. and a light of anger came into his eyes,
““My only hat!” he went on. *“What’s that
yon were saying about Borstal 77

“The faect is, old warhorse—’

“And you said that the owner of the
coat was a dashed blighter, and a foul
criminal I’ continued Handforth fiercely.

** Absolutely not!” said Archie. .

“I disfinctly heard yon!”

“Absolutely not, twi.c!” said - Archie
stoutly.  *“‘In fact, absolutely not with bal-
loon tyres! 1 said the chappie was a foul
blighter and dashed criminal!”

“Isn’t that what I said?”

"“You =aid a dashed blighter and a foul
criminal,” explained Archie. “Not, dash
it, that it makes any difference. I stick to
the statement, you human blizzard! A cove
who claims ownership of a coat like this
isn’t fit to share a cell with a pickpocket!”

“I won't smash you!” said Handforth,
controlling himself with an effort. “I won’t
¢it you in the nearest puddle! It’s too much
like hitting a baby in its eradle! I'm going
to take vou in the back of my Austin,
and——-"

“Oh., come!” urged Archie. ] mean to
say, at the bacl, dash it! Good gadl Do
you think I’m a spare wheel, or some foul
contrivance of that sort?” .

*1 don’t mean absolutely at the back—
but in the rear seat!”

“ 0Odds relief and hope!” breathed Archie.
“The position stiil remains murky, but not
0 moitled as 1 suspected. Some time ago,
dear old hooligan, you mentioned a fiver.

H

i

them,

tartly.

" Well, let’s be going,” suggested Church.
“[t’s beginning to spit with rain again, and
the other fellows went ages ago. Unless we

'

L get a hustle on, we shall be late for the

match.”

This was rather an exaggeration, for
a considerable group of cyclists had only
just pushed through the gateway. Hand-
forth’s Austin Seven was standing ready,
and the engine was ticking over, Handforth
always helicved in getting the motor warmeod
up fhrst,

“What about the hood?” asked Church.
“] think we ought to raise it—"

“Fresh air,” said Handforth, “is as gooil
as medicine] We don’t want to be stuifed
up and suffocated. In with you!”

Church elected to take the front szeat, or,
to be more exact, he and McClure tossed
for it, and Church lost. Archie and McClure

‘wedged themselves into the modest space

behind.

“All aboard?” asked Handforth. as he
climbed in. “Good! Get your silly feet
out of the way, Churchy!”

“T've got them over as far as [ canl”
snapped Church. “D’you want me to stick
them through the body? [D'in a reasonable
chap. Just say the word and ['ll run

behind !
the fact that he had

Church bemoaned
lost that toss.” He could foresce trouble all
the way along. There was no pleasure in
motoring with Handforth. Whatever joys

the ride might produce, were nullified by

Edward Oswald’s presence—which over-
shadowed everything else.
“By George! This 1s the stuff!” said

Handy, as they romped along the lanc to-
wards DBellton. ‘“Plenty of mud ahout—
and that means lots of work for you chaps
after teal”

“We don’t mind giving a hand,” said
Church.

“I can’t help—1 shall be too busy paper-
ing {” said Handforth firmly. *You and
Mac will have to hose the car down e’

“Go ecasy, old son,” interrupted Church.
“The mud’s about a foot thick in this lane,
and we’re skidding all over the place. Rats!
Iv’s raining again! We’d betier siop and
fix the hood——"

““A drop of rain won't hurt us, my lad.”

“You’ve gof a maec,” said Church bitterly.

They passed rthrough Bellton, overtaking
the group of cyclists that had left iust before
And they hummed along the Ban-
nington road, They could see the River
Stowe, away to the left, across the meadows.
The river was flooded already, and many of

the marzhes were completely under water.

Half-way to Bannington, after mounting a
steep little hill, the car dipped down into the
opposite valley., And at the bottom of this,
stretching right across the road, was a wide
patch of water. One of the neighbouripg
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sticams had burst its banks, and the road [if, and he’ll play two of the reserves. Hard
waz flooded. lines, you fellows!” |

“Rush it 1"’ suggested Church. “You'll get “Be a sport. Val!”? urged Church. “We

through quickly like that.”’

“Rot !” retorted Handforth promptly.

He had already decided to rush it, but
after such advice from Church, he couldn’t
possibly follow it. He deliberately slowed
down, and took the ford at a crawl.

“Good!” he murmured. * We're through!”

But they weren’t. In the exact middle of
the flooded patech, the Austin jibbed, and
slowly pulled up. The back wheels were
churning helplessly, and the little car, with
its four occupants, was marooned.

CHAPTER 6.
ALL FOR NOTHING!
N HURCH shook

¥ wisely.

“I told
it 1"  he

head

his

vou to rush
said. “You'd

: have been through in a
second if you had taken my advice. Now
we're bogped! Stuck in the mud! We shall

have to walk the rest of the way.”

“Good gad!” moaned Archie, from the
rear,

Hahdforth stood up in the little car, and
stared round him. They were several yards
from land, and the water came up to the
axles. Evidently there was a lot of mud on
the road, and the wheels refused to grip.

“Rats!” snapped Handforth, “1 meant to
rush it at the first—only you had to inter-
fere! Now we're stuck here in the middle of
this lake! 'There’s only one thing for it,”
he added resignedly. *‘You fellows’ll have
to get out and give us a shove.”

“Wonderful I”” said Church. “Know any
more?”

““Any more what?”’

““Any more of those funny jokes!”

“You silly chump, I'm not joking!”
snapped Handforth. “You and Mac and
Archie are getting out, and you're going to
push the car out of this flood!”

“You're a rotten prophet, Handy,'’ said
MecClure, shaking his head. “Our idea is to
sit where we are. As the driver of the car,
it’s vour duty to get out and push.”

““Hear, hear!”’ agreced Church.
“ Absolutely, laddies,” chimed in Archie.
However, the matter was fortunately

decided for them. Handforth was f'usb begin-
ning to look dangerous, and his chums were
fearing that he would pitch them out head-
first. Then the crcn'tr(;3 of cyclists arrived.

and dismounted at the edge of the flood.

“Well, I alwai;s said Handy was a rummy
chap, but this beats everything!’® said De

Valerie. “Of all the places to choose to
view the scenery!”
“You silly idiot!” yelled Handforth

“We're stuck!”
“ Really 7’ said Val, with mild surprise.
“That's awkward! We'll tell Nipper about

want you and these other chaps to push us’
out. It'll ouly take you a minute.”

“Of all the nerve!” said Hubbard. ‘““Come
onl We're not going to waste time herel”

The other cyclists agreed, and as there
was no way round, they mounted their
machines and pedalled slowly into the water.
Four of them wobbled, lost eontrol, and were
obliged to leap off in order to save them-
sclves from falling headlong in. The rest
managed to get through dry.

“Oh, well,” said Handforth, ‘“as you've
got your feet wet, you might as wcli give
us a push. Now then—all together!”

Fortunately, the cyclists were good-natured,
and there was much truth in Handforth’s
assertion, They couldn’t get any wetter by
giving the Austin a push, and after two or
three heaves, the sturdy little car lecapt for-
ward, and got clear.

“1 shan’t take any more chances,”” de-
ciared Handforth, with relief. “I'll ccine
home by the Caistowe road, and be on the
safe side.”

“That’ll be a fat lot of good,”” suid Church.
as they proceeded on their way. ‘““There’s
a deeper dip along that road, and the flood
will be twice as bad: You'll only nced to
rush this one when you come back.”

But Handforth shook his head. Dut for
the timely arrival of those cyclists, the Austin
might have been stuck for an hour—unless,
of course, the passengers themselves got out.

By the time DBannington was reached,
Archie Glenthorne was looking much more
cheerful. That overcoat pained him enor-
mously, but he was compelled to admit that
he was feeling much fitter. The fresh air,
as Handforth had predicted. hagd done him
a lot of good.

“ Football, what #’? he said genially. “* Why.
dash it, T believe 1 shall absolutcly enjoy
the good old stuff. I trust these Grammar
School chappies own a respectable paviiion?”

“It’s not much of a place,”” said Church.
“But what does that matter? You can stand
round the ropes, Archie, and—— Oh, corks!
Here it comes again! Hi, stop, Handy '’

The rain., which had only inconvenienced
them slightly up &©ll now, began to pour
down in deadly earnest. Indeed. beforo
Handforth could pull the car to a standstill,
tho rain was slashing down in sheets,

“This looks promising for the match!”
said McClure, as he grabbed at the hood.

“Never mind the match~let’'s ocot this
hood up!” gasped Handforth. *The ear’s
getting soaked !’

“Good gud, the old rain-protector cornes
up like the cover of a dashed baby’s pram !”
remarked Archie, as the hood was fixed. *“A
priceless idea, but I believe in these closed

cars. Saloons, what? 1| mean. there’s no
chance of getting caught 1n those bally
things.”’

The four juniors were thoroughly wet, for
the ra‘n was pouring down relentlessly, 1t
:eemed te have settled itself for a twenty-
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four nour downpour. The sky was leaden,
and there wasn't a single break.

In Bannington, not only were the strcets
deserted, but many of them were half-
flooded. The Grammar School lay on the
other side of the town, on the high ground,
and when the Austin arrived, Handforth &
Co. found Nipper and a number of others
sheltering inside the main entrance to the
school. Stanmore, the Junior skipper, was
there, and he was looking decidedly gloomy.

“Well here we are!” said Handforth, as
he squeczed oub of the Austin, and made
s dash for the steps. ‘“ Kverybody ready 7’’

“ IEverybody’s ready, but the rain isn’t!”
growled Nipper. “Just as we were going
out to have a look at the field, too! By
jingo, 1t’s coming down in sheets!”’

“We're not going to be stopped by a little
rain, I suppose?” asked Handforth, staring.
“As long as the ground’s all right, why
should we worry ¥ You're game, aren’t vou,
Stanmore ?*’

"J.'he Grammarian Juntor skipper made a
grimace.

“Of course 1 am, but this
thick I he replied. :

1 tike that! Didn’t you invite us over 7'’

“Hang it! How was | to know there’d be
another deluge?”’ asked Stanmore. *‘When
Nipper ’phoned up, the rain had stopped,
und it looked like keeping hine. DBut tﬁis 18
fearful !’

ife stared out into the quadrangle. The
rain was driving down slantwise, bﬁ:wn by a
high wind which had recently arisen.
more dreary scene could not be imagined.
Everything was soaking, drenching wet.

And just at that minute, as it happened,
Mr. Cotton put in an appearance. Mr.
Cotton was the master of the Fifth Form at
the Grammar Schocl—a rather burly indi-
vidual, too.

“What arce jou I'rank’s boys doing
here 12 he asked curiously.

““We came over to play football, sir.”

**Then you’'ve got more optimism than
sense !’ retorted Mr, Cotton. *‘There’ll be
no game this afternoon. Stanmore, I'm sur-
prised at you for even thinking of such a
thing! I positively prohibit any match in
this appalling weather.”

““Oh, but look here, sir—"

‘“ Enough !’ interrupted the master. “ You
must be mad even to think of it. You St.
Frank’s boys had better remain here until
the weather clears a bit.” He prepared to
pass on, ‘‘Understand, Stanmore, 1 forbid
this insanity! Under no circumstances must
you play football in this weather!”

““So that’s that!” exclaimed Nipper rue-
fully as Mr. Cotton went.

“Then we've come all for nothing
ejuculated Handforth, with a glare, “I
might have guessed it! You silly Gram-
marians are only a lot of duffers, when all’s
said and dcne!”

* Look here. you fatheaded Saint——’

“Didn’t vou ask us to come over?” roared
Handforth. " We've had this journey for
nothing the afternoon’s completely

is a bit too

1.

l”

r

and

messed up! You needn’t think that I'm
going to stay here until the weather clears.
I'm going back to St. Frank’s now!”

“There’s a certain amount of consolation
in the darkest hours,” said Stanmore tartly.
“I was going to ask you to stay to tea,
with the rest of the fellows, but you can
go and eat coke instead!”

“T can’t bother about tea!” snapped Hand-
forth. “I’ll use the rest of the afternoon
in the study—over the decorations. It’s a
beastly fizzle about the match, all the same.”

Handforth got back into the Austin and
drove off.

“Hi! Wait a minute!” said Church.
“PDidn’t Stanmore say something about stay-
ing to tea? Go back, Handy, you ass! We
want to get out!”

““ Absolutely!”” agreed Archie.

“Then you won’t get out—you’re coming
back with me,” replied Edward Oswald. “I
shall want vou to help with the wall-
papering.”

His chums and Archie were helpless.
They had remained in the car, thinking that
it would be driven round to the rear, for
shelter, and they had no desire to alight in
that fierce downpour, Handforth having
thoughtlessly stopped the car twenty or thirty
fecet from the doorway. . e

And now, it seemed, they had no option
but to accompany Handforth on his travels
again.

CHAPTER 1.
MORE MISADVENTURES.
RCHIE GLENTHORNE

was rather relieved, for he
had visions of getting back
to his comfortable lounge
in Study E. He didn’t
know, then, ¢hat this vision was to prove
a mere mirage. He had reckoned without
his host.

“We’ll take the high road,” said Hand-
forth firmly.

“Good gadl” gasped Axchie.
going to Scotland, are we?”

“ Scotland ?”’ repeated Handforth.

“Well, dash it, you’ll take the high road,
and I’ll take the low road, and we'll all be
in Scotland together, what? Scotland’s a
dashed, priceless sort of place, no doubt,
b‘ut_”

“Rats!” said Handforth. “I mean, we’ll
go along the by-lanes, up towards Pine Hill,
and then drop down into Edgemore. It’s a
hilly sort of road. but we shall miss that
giddy flood.”

Church shook his head.

“Take my tip, Handy, and stick to the
main road,” he eaid. ‘‘¥You never know
what you’ll come across in those by-lanes.
There might be all sorts of obstructions.
Think of the mud, too! We're bound to
get bogged.”

“We’re not
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Crash !

The huge branch, torn away by the gale, shattered the torm-room window.

Then, amidst a cascade

ol falling glass, it hurtled in upon the juniors.

But Handforth had made 1.p his mind, and
he started off at once, taking a narrow lane
which led upwards into the hills beyond the
town—the hills which overlooked Banning-
ton Moor on the one hamd, and the Stowe
Valley on the other. It was .. district which
the St. Frank’s juniors knew very little
about, for it was off the beaten track.
Occasionally a paper-chase would veer round
in that direction, but not many of the fel-
lows knew these lanes intimately.

To argue with Handforth was uscless.

However, thers was one scrap of consola-
tion. lidward Oswald, in his determination to
take the “high ” road, had completely over-
looked the fact that he had intended buying
a supply of wall-paper. Church and McClure
kept as mum as oysters. It wasn't their
business to remind him, anynow.

And when they pgot to St. Irank’s, and
Handforth remembered, he would probably
be so fed-up with driving through the rain
that he would abandon the project. [His
chums held the view that Study D was per-
fectly satisfactory as it stood—as, indeed, it
Was.

The rain was certainly coming down. {t
was as though the Weather Clerk had caught
himself napping, and had now decided to send
down an extra dose to make up for the
recent lull. '

“Three days of 1t!” said Church dis-
gustedly. “We did think it was easing up,
and now it’s pelting worse than ever.”

“And a high wind, too!” grumbled

McClure. ‘At this rate, the Stowe will be
a terrific flood in another day or two. Ii's
a bit risky, Handy, going along thicze un-
known lanes.”

But Handforth refused to take any advice.
He drove on, and the wind hooted round
the little car, and the rain slashed viciously
on the windscreen and against the side-
curtains. Driving was no easy task, and
Edward Oswald needed to concentrate all
his attention upon his work.

The four juniors were quitc startled by tha
force of the downpour. The drops were not
particularly big, but they were extra-
ordinary numerous, It was the kind of rain
that soaks one to the skin in the first
minute, And it just hissed down relentlessly
and everlastingly, The grey skies gave
promise of "ours of the same misery.

In spite of the little Austin’s all-weather
equipment, the juniors were soon gelting
wet No car, except a closed saloon, could
have remained dry in such a rain. Tt pene-
trated everywhere. It trickled down from un-
expected corners, and the beating of it on
the canvas hood almost drowned the purr
of the engine—a continuous, drunming roar,.

And the little car plugged steadily o1 into
the unknown recesses of these by-roads. The
lanes were narrow, with rutty surfaces, and
higk banks on either side. Handforth only
steered with difficulty, for the wheels were
slithering here and there continuously.

“My hat!” he said, after twenty minutes
of it. “This iz a picnicl”
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“Are you sure we’re going right, old
man?” asked Church anxiously. ‘“Weo've | ankles.

been climbing up hills all the time, and I
believe we’re veering off towards Helmford.
We’ll get miles out of our way unless you’re
careful, and tI' e’s always a chance of get-
ting stuck——"’

*I know where I’'m going!” growled Hand-
forth. “J don’t need signposts; my sense of
direction is enough!”

““Oh, crumbs!” groaned McClure. “His
sense of direction! We shall probably end up
at Land’s End, or somewhere like that!”

“Unless we get bogged!” said Church
bitterly.

“We shan’t get bogged!” snorted Hand-
forth.

And at that very moment,
enough, the wheels of the Austin sank deeply
into a lot of slimyv mud, and the brave liitle
car coughed. sighed, and gave it up as a
bad jc’

—

—

CHAPTER 8.
STUCK IN THE MUD!

HAT’S the second
saild Church dully.
Handforth remained
silent., He had a vague
kind of fear that the stop-
page was serrous. The Austin had lurched
down wiih a sinister kind of movement, and
there had been a sort of gurgle.  There was
no flood here, but something infinitely worse
—a streten of s*icky, soggy, clay soil. And
the Austin had sunk into this mass up to
the axles. In this lane there was no proper
road surface, and the insistent rain of the last
few days had converted the ground into =
quagmire.
- “We’re waiting, old mechanici” zaid
Archie patiently. ‘“As the driver, 1 trust
you realise your dashed responsibilities? You
brought us to this blighted spot, <: perhaps
vowll yank us out of 1t?”
“By George!” muttered Handforth at last.
““ Perhaps it would have been as well to risk

time!l”

that water-splash, after all. We're in a
proper mess now.”’
He climbed out and stood there in the

soaking rain. His worst suspicions were
realised. The Austin Seven was half-buried
in the sticky bog. She had a nasty list to
port, and the near-side back wheel, indeed,
had praciically vanished.

‘“Get out, you chaps!” ordered Handforth.
““There’s only one thing to do—we’ve got
to puzh the car out of this!”

Church and McClure got out, and Archie
hovered in ihe doorway. Water was dripping
down from the hood, and the rain was pelting

viciously.
“QOdds murk an< misery!”  protested
Archie. “I don’t mind the [resh uir, laddie,

but this shower-bath business was hardly in
the contract, what?”
“It’s not a shewer bath, it’s a mud bath,

curiously

e

Archie,” said Church, as he sank to his
““Oh, my hat! I’m soaked already!
Oh, well, things can’t be much worse than
this, so we might as well resizn ourselves.”

Archie climbed out, and said nothing
further. Once things had got beyond a
certain stage, he was willing to stand as
much discomfort as any other fellow. And
as 1t was inevitable that they would all
get wet through, there was noihing to be
gained by hesitating.

“We'll never do it!” said McClure, as he
inspected the car. “It’ll need a dozen men
to shift her. And there’s no chance of people
coming along this road; we’re miles  from
anywhere.”

‘“Well, we warned him,”
without relish.

said Church, not

“You rotters!” roared Handforth. *It’s
all your fault!”

“Qur fault?”

“Of course 1t is!” said Handforth un-

reasonably. ‘It was your weight that did
this! If the car had been light, it wouldn’t
have got bogged!”

Thev gasped.

“Why, vou silly fathead!” shouted Chuich.
“We didn’t ask to come! What’s the good
of arguing. anyhow? T.et’s put our
shoulders to if, and sce what we can do.”

This was a sensible suggestion, and the
foitr juniors, now thoroughly wet, heaved and
pulied at the car. She was only a small one,
but that clay had gripped her tightly, and
all their efforts were in vain. But they kept
it up, using every kind of device. By the
end of half an hour, the car had bheen shifted
about a vard, only to sink back int the bog
again. The juniers were Lot from their
exertions, and they ached in every limb.

“It’s no good!” panted Church at last.

““We're beaten!”

““There’s only one thing for it,”” said Hand-
forth with a gulp. “You -chaps’ll have to
go for help.” ..

“Tell us where to get help, and we'll go!”
growled Church.

““Oh, anywhere—to a farm

“*You hopeless chump, there’s no farm near
here!” snapped MecClure. ““There’s nothing
—nothing but woods and hills. There aren’t
any houscs for miles along these lanes. DBe-
sides, we couldn’t find any men #

“We don’t need men:; we need a horse!”
said Handforth.

But his chums steadfastiy refused to shift.

““Oh, let’s have another .hot!” growled
Church. “I’l tell you what, Handy. 1If
we put something under the driving wheels,
or just in front of them, and you start up

an
-

the engine, we might get her out. We don’t
want to be beaten.’
“ Absolutely not!’” said Archie, reaching

for his overccat. ‘‘Here’s something that
will do to nut under the wheels, laddie!”

As they were all soaked throngh, their
overcoats had only been an encumbrance, so
they had discarded them. Handforth was so
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‘concerned about hiz Austin (hat he did not
(recognise his own overcoat.

“Yes,” he said promptly, *“That'll do!”

“Good gad!” breathed Archie.

. He had only offered the coat facetiously,
but Handforth’. ready acceptance was good
enough for him. He .ung the vile thing
into the mud with great relish; feeling, in-
deed, that he was performing a public ser-
vice. The sooner that garment was utterly
destroyed, the better!

Church and McClure grinned privately to
themselves, but saild nothing. Handforth
leapt into th~ car and started up the engine.
The rain was coming down just as pitilessly
as ever.

‘“All reau_. there?” he yelled.

The drumming of the rain on top of the
hcod drowned almost every other sound, but
he managed to hear a yell of warning.
~ “Bteady on, you ass!” shouted Church.
*“Don’t put the gear in yet! We've got to
spread this . vercoat out.”

Round at the back of the little ear, Church
and Archie grovelled in the mud, laying the
coat flat. McClure, on the other side, was
ruthlessly using the mat fro~: the rear floor.
Needless to say, he did this without Hand-
forth’s knowledge.

“Right-ho!” they roared. *Go ahead!”

Handforth engaged his low gear, and then
raced the engine. Gently he let the clutch
in, and the rear wheels churned round madly.
The three juniors, outside, heaved with all
their strength, and the Austin lurched for-
ward, gripped the coat and the mat, and
gave a kind of sideslip. With a jerk she
pulled herself out of the mire.

“Jump in!” bellowed Handforth ex-
citedly. *She’s freeing herself!”

“Give us a chance!” yelled Church.

“Quick!” thundered Handforth. “Don’t

irouble to come round—pile in the back, all
three of you! Hurrah! She’s moving!”

The Austin was certainly freeing herself,
and the three juniors tore open one of the
doors and tried to pile in. Church, who was
first, slipped, and he accidentally slammed the
door with a crash.
~ “Right!” yelled Handforth triumphantly.
“We're off!”

What with the roaring of his engine, the
drumming «{ the rain, and his excited con-
dition, he quite failed to note that his com-
panions werc still outside. He took that
cxlamming door to indicate that they had en-
tered, and with never another thought he
opened the throttle wide.

The Austin slewed sideways, reeled giddily
mcross to the other side of the lane, and then
he wheels gripped in real earnest, and away
she shot.

- “Hil” shouted Church desperately.

“Jt’s all right; he’s only going up to the
firmer ground,” panted McClure. * Well,
anyway, we got her out, althoug! it did
take us an hour.”

The Austin was still tearing on up the
lane, and Handforth was sublimely iznorant

of the truth. He hadn’t heard that warning
shout, and it never occurred o him to glance
round.

*“The dear old sout seems to be going a
frightful distance,” said Archie uneasily, as
he peered after the receding car. “Good
gad! He isn’t leaving us behind, 18 he?
I mean to say, I can imagine sundry foul
deeds, but nothing quite so ghastly as that.™

Even Church and McClure were beginning
to get alarmed. The lane was perfectly
straight here for a long way, .ad the Austin
was humming aleng it with ever-increasing
speed. And at last it disappeared round a
bend, and there was nothing but the rain and
the mud.

“Well, ’m jiggered!” ejacuiated Church.
“He must be mad! The houeless ass! Does
he expect us to run a mile after kim?”

They stood there, dismayed and furious.

P ]

CHAPTER 9.

HANDFORTH'S STARTLING
DISCOVERY.

A i

Y George! XNow she’s going
all right!” gloated Hand-
forth. ‘

He was thrilled at the

: victory. In spite of the
seemingly impossible situation, the sturdy
little ““bus ” had been extricated fro-~ that
morass. And now, o. comparatively firm
ground, she was humming aloug with all her
usual :.gility.

The rain was pelting on the windscreen,
and Hanatorth was crouched over the wheel,
with his face pushed forward, and his whole
attention on his driving.

In this latter task he was doing the right
thing, for the lane was narrow, and e could
not afford to take his eyes off the road for
a moment. Even as it was, the 1isibility was
almost nil. He drove on recklessly, only too
happy to be really going again.

“It only shows swhat you can do, my
lads.” he said, addressing .e empty air,
“Where therz’s a will there’s a way! I told
you to trust me, and I'd sce you through!”

He rather expected a protest here, for he
had a vague idea that Church had suggested
the overcoat scheme. But even when he got
no reply, he did not suspect the truth. He
was so certain that the others were in the
car that he took their presence for granted.
No doubt the, were so puffed after their
exertions that they could not spare any
breath for conversation.

“We shall be home in twenty minutes, at
the most,” he went on with satisfaction.
“And then for a change of clothes and a
cup of tea! By George. won’t a cup of tea
go down well!”

He chatted ou amiapiy, and the Austin,
in the meantime, put a distance of two miles
between herself and the hapless trio who had
been stranded in the rear.
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ahead with our wall-
papering,”  continue Handforth. ‘“We
can h, my only aunt! We’ve forgotten
to bu, the wall-paper in Bannington! Church,
you rotter, why didn’t you remind me?”

There was a stony silence from the rear.

“Church!” roared Handforth. “Why
didn’t you—-"

He ventured to glance round as he spoke,
for the lane was a bit wider hLere, and he
stopped short in fhe middle of his sentence.
ITis startled gaze beheld—emptiness. The
oiher three weren’t in the car at all!

¢ After tea we can

“What the——  Great pip!” gurgled
Handforth. _ .
He nearly drove into the bank in his

startled dismay. He jammed the brakes on,
pulled the car up, and swung round in his

<eat.

“Where are they?”’” he asked blankly.
“Well, my goodness! Of all the siily fat-
!’!

heads! T thought they were here

He was not only amazed. but bewildered.
The discovery had hit him like a blow. For
a wild moment he feared that they had fallen
out. But on reflection he realised that such
a thing was impossible, for all the side-
curtains were in position. And one cannot,
after all, easily fall out of a car like an
Austin Seven. It is a bit of a struggle to
get out unde' normal ecircumstances.

Handforth opened his door and reached
the road. The rain beat on his face like
something solid, and he stared back along
the lane. Naturally, there was no sign of
the trio.

“They—they didn’t get in the car, after
all,”” he concluded at length. *“The rotters!
Just one of their tricks] By George! 1
expect they thought they were coing to be
funny !’

Yes, that was it!
alone, just to fool him.
nant, and quite failed to appreciate the
plight of the unhappy juniors. Tt didn’t
occur to him that the ‘joke ” would have
been entirely against themselves.

“All right, they can walk now!” he de-
cided grimly. “If they think they can play
these funny tricks—— H’m! I don’t know,
though,” he went on slowly. “It would be
a bit of a beastly game to leave them
stranded up here, on this deserted road.”

On second. thoughts it struck him that his
original theory was probably wrong. Per-
haps the silly chumps had been left behind
by accident. He thought about going back
for them, and glanced at the car. Then he
<hook his head.

“T’m not taking any chances,” he mut-
tered.

The road seemed solid enough on the
crown, but the edges were thick with mud,
and miniature rivers were roaring down. If
he attempted to turn the car round he would
probably get bogged again,

So he walked back for about a hundred
vards to a bend, half hoping to eatch sight
of the others beyond. He didn’t quite

They had sent him off
He waxed indig-

 slecves.

realise the distance he had covered since
leaving them.

Of course, there was no sign of them, and
as he stood there his attention was sub-
consciously attracted by a peculiar roaring
noise, away to his left. There was a big
gap in the hedge just there, and beyond
this rose a hill, with braecken and heather
covering its slope. At the top there was a
curious rock structure, with heavy sloping
buttresses. Handforth looked at it without
interest, his mind still on the other problem.

“Oh, I suppose I'd better wait!” he
grumbled. “They can’t be long, anyhow,
I’'m not going back.”

Having decided, he gave more of his
attention to the great structure which was
so close at hand. He recognised it as the
enormous Pine Hill Reservoir—the source
of Bannington’s water supply. It was placed
up here in these deserted hills, and the dis-
tance, as the crow flies, was only two or
three miles from the town.

“Hm!” said Handforth. ‘Thought T
knew it!” :

He remembered coming this way once,
during the previous term, in a paper-chase.
He had been one of the hares, and he par-
ticularly remembered the reservoir, because
he had thought about laying his trail round
those great granite walls. -

He looked up at the massive structure,
and then gave a start., He leapt into the
gap, so that he could obtain a clearer view,
The rain streamcd off the peak of his cap,
and dripped from the ends of his coat-
He wasn’t merely wet, he was
sodden with rain from head to foot. So he
was quite careless of the downpour, which
continued as steadily as ever.

“Great jumping corks!”
forth breathlessly.

That which he had seen at first now scemed
to stand out and hit him. The heavy granite
wall, with its buttresses, was.in clear view,
and on a higher level—fore this lane was
lower, and skirted the end of the reservoir
—and there, in that granite wall there was
a serried crack, stretching from the top to
a spot more than half-way down. Water
was spurting through in an ominous cascade.

Handforth’s heart leapt into his mouth.

“My goodness!” he shouted desperately,
“The reservoir’s going to burst!”
Just for a second, a wild panic seized him,

and he was on the point of running madly
away. There was some excuse for this

gasped Hand-

-sudden alarm, for if the reservoir did actu-

ally burst, he would be killed in a second—
crushed to pieces by the hurtling rocks.

And his mind conjured up other possi-
bilities. He controlled himself, and got him-
self in hand. Edgemore was directly below!
He knew his road now; he knew that if this
end of the great reservoir burst asunder, all
those millions of gallons of water would
surge down the slopes to Edgemore, and
then on to the River Stowe, with St. Frank’s
just beyond!

St. Frank’s|
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Why, if this deluge swept down, St.
Frank's would be right in the path of the
flood, and it would mean a terrible catas-
trophe,

He gazed at that ominous crack like a
fellow in a dream.

——

CHAPTLER 10.

HANDFORTH GIVEZ THK
WARNING,

HE water cascaded down
with -a sinister force.
Already, a river was be-
ing formed in the little
hollow just below the

lane. It seemed to Handforth’s startled

imagination that the crack in the reservoir
wall grew bigger as he looked at it. He
was convinced that there was grave danger,
and that the buttresses might give way at
any moment.

¢ must carry a warning!

'That was the thought which
through his brain now. He forgot Church
and McClure, he forgot Archie Glenthorne.
His car was handy, and he could do sterling
service by carrying word of this impending
catastrophe to the threatened valley below!

Bannington wouldn’t suffer so much.
Handforth knew the geography of the place
well enough to see that Edgemore and Bell-
ton would receive the full brunt of the devas-
tating deluge. And the noble pile of St.
Frank’s Coﬁ{lege was situated directly be-
tween those two villages!

“Oh, help!” muttered Handforth. i
shan’t be able to do it!”

He was still staring at that serried crack,
and his gaze was fascinated as he watched
the water surging through. These unprece-
dented rains ia. strained the reservoir to
such an extent that the end wall had given
way and was liable to crash to fragments at
any moment.

He rushed back to his car, leapt in, and
sped off. Even now, he did not think of his
unfortunate companions. After all, there
were so many lives at stake that those three
faded into insignificance. His duty was to
warn the valley! His one task was to get
everybody at St. Frank’s to abandon the
school, and- seek safety.

Never before had he taken such desperate
risks with his car. He tore along madly,
blinded by the rain and the twisting nature
of the lane. But, with his usual miraculous
Iuck, he avoided an accident. Every moment
he expected to find his car picked up by
a surging mass of foaming water, and to
find himself struggling for ﬁis life.

There was no fancy about it., Edward
Oswald Handforth was convinced—he knew,
in his own mind, that the danger was stark
and real

His hopes were beginning to rise as he
drove into Edgemore. So far, he was safe,
and for a moment he hesitated. What
should he do?

throbbed |

I'he main strect of the little hamlet was
empty—utterly deserted. He stopped his
car, and shouted madly. But nobody
appcarcd. No doubt. the thundering rain
prevented the cottagers from hearing. _

Only for a moment did he wait. [t would
take him half an hour to go from door to
door and arouse everybody. One would
havo to be suflicient, and then he would tear
on to St. Frank’s.

As luck would have it, a 1abourer came out
of a footpath ncar by, with a sack slung
across his shoulders. Handforth left his car,
and rushed up to the man. He seized him
by the shoulder and swung him round.

“Hi!” he roared. *“The reservoir’s going
to burst!”

‘““What say, young gent?” asked the rustic.

He was an clderly man, and apparently
deaf, :

“The rescrvoir!” yelled Handforth. “1It's
going to burst, and you've got to go round
to everybody, and tell them to bolt!”

“Bolt?” repeated the man. “I don’t
know what e mean—"

“Tell everybody to leave their cottages,
and to get away from this place!” shouted
Handforth. “The reservoir’s about to
burst!"”

He felt that he had done enough, and ‘ne
rushed away before the rustic could explain
that he hadn’t grasped the purport of the
information. But Handforth was satisfied
that he had warned LEdgemore, and he
jumped into the car again. and tore off to
St. Frank’s. '

[t was getting dusk now, and the lower-
ing skies only added to the descending
gloom. When at last he drove his car
through the gateway of St,  Frank’s, the
various Houses were gleaming with warm,
friendly lights. They looked very cheerful
on this soaking, blustery evening.

But Handforth was not impressed 1 that
way. He was only too thankfu] that he had
arrived safely, and that he would be able
to carry the warning to his schoolfellows.

He left the car outside the Ancient House,
and he rushed into the lobby, yelling at the
top of his voice It was practically tea-time,
and a number of juniors were coming from
the common-room to go to: their various
studies.

Some of the fellows had got back ftrom
the Bannington Grammar School, too, for
they had realised the hopelessness of waiting
for the rain to stop and thev preferred to
rome back in the daylight. |

“Hi! Run everybody!'!'” shouted Hand-
forth. at the top of his voice. “The flood’s
coming! The deluge! The reservoir's go-
ing to burst! Run for vour lives!”

When Handforth shouted at the top of his
voice, he was capable of making a fairly
considerable noise His voice was loud
enough ordinarily, but when he really made
a big effort. the results were surprising.

They were surprising now,

Fellows in the West House and Modern
House heard his roaring, and wondered what
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on earth was the matter. In the Ancient
House, the walls seemed to vibrate with the
echo of 1t, and a crowd of fellows came
rushing into the lobby, excited and startled.

“What’s the matter?” gasped De Valerie.
*“Handy, you ass! What on earth are you
making all this din for? You'll be lugged
before the Head and swished 2

“The reservoir!” shouted Handforth,

“What 7"

“The which?”

“The reservoir!” pgasped Handforth.
“The Pine Hiil Reservoir, above Edgemore!
I've just come from there—and there’s a
crack in the wall! 'The reservoir’s on the
point of bursting! St. Frank’s is in the full
path, and everybody will be wiped away!”

“Great Scott!”

“IIe’s mad!”

All sorts of shouts went up, and Fullwood
seized Handforth grimly.

““Steady yourself, old man!” he said, in
his quiet, forceful way. ‘““Handy!
create a panic for nothing - -

“Nothing!” shouted Handforth hoarsely.
“It’s true! 1 tell vou, it's true!l. Pve just
seen it! Unless vou all elear out. you'll be
caught by the deluge!”

“Is this honest Injun?” demanded Full-

wood sharpty.

“Yes!” croaked Handforth. “Oh, you
idicts—you fools! How many more times
heve I got to tell yvou? Run all over the
school, vou chaps! Warn everybody to clear
cut——7"

But he was interrupted by a confusion of
shouts. Wild consternation swept through
the crowd. For Handforth was so deadly
serious thas none could doubt the sincerity
of his statement. Among the weaker juniors
a panic started at once, and it spread like
wildfire to the other Houses.

Fellows were rushing about in the Triangle,
careless of the rain, and in less than five
minutes the entire school was awakening to
the fact that a sensation of the first magni-
iuide had burst upon them,

“The reservoir! Run for your lives!”
“The flood’s coming 1"

These and similar shouts were going up on
-very hand, and it was only natural that
the prefects should soon dash out to discover
what it all meant. Masters came, too, and
for a while nothing but pandemonium
reigned. It was quitie amazing how the panic
spread.  The stronger-minded fellows re-
mained calm. and did their best to curb the
others. But, in spite of their efforts. the
nanic grew,

Then the bprefecis took a hand, rushing
‘Lot restoring order. The Triangle was
crowded, for, -by some singular trick of the
weaiher, the rain was held up for a brief
spell. and nobody was getting wet.  The
victure in the Triangle was an extraordinary
one—crowds of Removites, Fourth-Formers,
and fags all in a state of wild excitement,
Even Fifth-Formers and other seniors were

Don’t | ¢

.ser:se!” fumed Dr.

there, too, 4

And then, in the midst of it all, the Head
appeat®d.

Dr. Malcolm Stafford was looking startled
and worricd. He had no ideca what this all
meant, and he was grim. He had been dis-
turbed in the middle of his tea, and he had

guests, too. Such an outbreak as this, for
no apparent reason, had never occurred
before.

“Silence. everybody !” he thundered, as he
looked round. ‘‘Good heavens! What is the
meaning of this outrageous commotion?”

The Head’s presence had a sobering effect

on the crowd, and there was a subdued
silence.

“The Pine Hill Reservoir’s in danger,
sir!” shoutea somebody. ‘““It’s going to

burst, and all the water will rush down the
hiils: St. Frank’s is in the full path!”

CHAPTER. 11.
A STORM 1IN A TEACTP.

| R. STAFFORD started.
' ““YWhat nonsense
this?”’ he asked
“Hubbard !

“Sir?’ said Hubbard, of
the Remove, trembling.

“Did you make that statement about the
reservoir just now?”’

“Yes, sir.”

is
sharply.

“T’'hen what do you mean by it?” de-
manded the Head. ‘“Good gracious! How
dare you——"

“It wasn’t Hubbard’s fault, sir,” zaid

Fenton, of the Sixth. “The rumour got
about the school ten minutes ago, and every-
body seemed to go mad. We've had an
awful job to calm these juniors down.”

“What is the extent of this preposterous
rumour?”’

““Only that the rescrvoir is on the point of
bursting, and that St. Frank’s will be washed
away, sir.”

“I have never heard of such arrant non-
Stafford angrily. “A
rumour of that kind is calculated to do
immense harm.’”

Among the crowds Handforth was standing
there, dazed. It surprised him that the flood
had not yet arrived. Even now he expected
the surging waters to come rushing down.

““What about your marvellous flood,
Handy?”’ asked Armstrong, of the East
House, in a sarcastic voice. ‘I can’t see any

sign of it yet.”

“He must have bcen dreaming!”
Buster Boots.

A great many of the juniors had cooled
down, and even the weaklings were looking
rather sheepish. The brief cessation of the
rain had done a great deal towards calming
the excited crowds. The Head's presence,
too, had a strong effect.

“T want to know who
rumour,” said the Head sternly.

zaid

this
shail

started
[T 1
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A great foaming wave rollel through Big Arch.

It swept across the Triangle, and belore the fellows could

get out of the way, it lifted them off their feet and carried thom along on its crest.

take strong action, and punizh him severels,”

“It was Handforth, sir!” velled Teddy
Long.

““Handforth !’ repeated Dr. Stafford, purs-
e his lips.

ie tecok a deep breath. TFor a momenti he
was rather pained. e knew that Edward
Os:wuld Handforth was a thoroughly honour-
able, truthful boy. DBut bhe also knew that
Handforth was hable to get all sorts of out-
ragcous 1deas into his head. He was just
the very fellow to start a rumour like this!
And the Head was pained, because be knew
that it would be nccessary to punish the hot-
headed junior.

“Handforth!” hv said grimly. *“Come
here t”
Handforth sfrode up, and Lis face was
dorged,

“What inzanity posscssed vou to start this
rumour, sir?” asked the Head.
“No insaunity at all, sir,” said Haudlorth,
It’s true, sir!’
“Truel”
“Yes, sir!”
“Handforih!

£

I do not wani to thrash

v Oil 4
“1 s=aw rhe reservoir myse!f—not half an
hoar azo!” Lroke 1 Ildward Oswald,

i Handforth,

 wondering vaguely if he had indeed made a
terrible blunder.  “There’s a crack in the
wall, sir, and 1 was cxpecting it to burst at
any minute !”

““1 believe, at least, that vou are talking in
good faith,” said the MHead. “Tell me the
full details of this—this dizcovery.™

Handforth did so, and when he had finished
the Head was rather grave.

“If this information 1s actually as you sav,
tacn there 1s indeed cause for
anxiety,” he exclaimed. ‘I cannot allow the
matter to stand in its present unsatisfactory
state.”

Without another word Dr. Stafford hurried
away, and evervbady went into their various
Houses, talking excitedly. Handforth was a
laughing-stock now, for it was generally
felt that he had found a mare's nest. The
_food hadn’t arrived, and it didn’t scem like
arriving, The wanic had completely died
down.

Dr. Stafford had hurried to his own house,
and hiz first move was to reach for the tcle-
phone i his study. As headmaster of a great
Public school, responsible for the safety of
hundreds of bovs, he was anxious, If the
Pinc Hill Resgervoir was indeed in danger of

| bursting, the situaiionr would beserious.
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And he felt that he must make 1mmediate
inquiries.

‘tThe Head went straight to the only satis-
factory source—he rang up the Town Hall, in
Bannington, and immediately got in touch
with the chief engineer of the waterworks.
This man, of all others, would be able to
supply positive information.

“You are Mr. Robinson,
engineer?”

“Why, yes,” said the voice over the wire.
“St. Frank’s speaking? Is anything wrong
there?”

“I am Dr. Stafford, the headmaster,” re-
plied the Head. *‘“One of my boys has
reported that the reservoir is in danger of
collapse ¥

“Then one of your boys is either off his
head, or trying to be funny, sir!” interrupted
the chief enginecr angrily.

“But these heavy rains, Mr. Robinson

“You can rely upon us, sir, to see that the
reservoir is perfectly safe,” said the engineer.
““As a matter of fact, it was thoroughly
examined vyesterday, and I can assure you
that there is no cause for anxiety.” -

“I am greatly relieved,” said the Head.

““The reservoir has withstood many serious
floods,” continuved Mr. Robinson. “It was
built to stand this sort of weather, and you
need have no loss of sleep to-night, sir.
The walls were examined yesterday—although
there was rcally no need for that precaution
—and if this boy has said anything about a
fracture, he is talking nonsense.”

“Thank you, Mr. Robinson. I am sorry
for having tiocubled you, but I felt it neces-
sary to scck official information,” said the
Head.

“That’s all right, sir! Only too pleased!”

Dr. Stafford hung up his receiver, and his
face was expressive of mingled feelings. He
was immensely relieved, and he was also
angry. Just as he had suspected! The
whole thing was a false rumour!

He had Iidgar Fenton biought to him at
once,

“Tenton.” he said, as the school captain
entered, ‘““kindly bring Handforth to me
without delav. I feel it necessary to inflict
a sharp punmishment.”

“Why, was that story a fake, sir?”

“I don’t think it was a fake, Fenton; the
kov was obviously sincere in what he said,”
vepiiecd  the Head, frowning., “But that
docsn’'t make his fault any the less serious.
He must be taught not to get these ridiculous
rcars, He probably saw a trickle of water
along the wall, and jumped to some out-
vageous conclusion. I have been speaking to
ine chief engineer of the waterworks, and I
1 informed that the reservoir was examined
vesterday, and is perfectly safe.”

“The young idiot!” said Fenton warmly.
“Sorry, sir, but I can’t help speaking plainly.
I hope you’ll give him a good thrashing.”

TIe hurried off, and was just in time to
«uve Hardforth, as it happened, from =a
severe ragging, A crowd of fellows in the

the chief
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Ancient House lobby were about to jump
on him, and *‘take it out of him ”’ for alarm-
ing them so unnecessarily,

“*That’s about enough of this,” said Fenton
sternly. ‘““The Head is going to deal with
Handforth.  All you fellows can set your
fears at rest. We have heard officially that
the reservoir is oerfectly safe.”

“We knew it all the time!” yelled
Hubbard.

“Of course we did!” :

‘“Handy always gets crazy ideas!”

Handforth glared at the jeering juniors.

‘““ All right,” he said bitterly. “I’ve given
you the warning, and if you don’t heed it,
it’s vour own fault!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

And everybody yelled with derisive amuse.
ment,

CHAPTER 12.
Ny - HARD LINES!
(% / =4 ENTON looked

frowning.

“You'd better clear off
to your studies, and be
sharp about it!” he =zaid.
‘““Hold on, though! Some of you had better
[ go round and reassure the rest of the fellows.
There’s no danger at all, and never has heen.
That’s official.” .

Handforth, who was feeling hoarse and
weary, snorted.

“You poor chump!” he said witheringly.
“Sorry, Fenton, but I can’t help it! I zaw
 that crack in the wall—*

“Yery likely, but you'll see the Head’s
cane next!” interrupted Fenton calmly,
“I've got orders to take you to Dr. Stafford

straight away. Come along, I don’t wani
any fuss!”

Handforth was startled.

“Aly hat!” he said scornfully. “So this
1s all the thanks I get for warntdg the school !
I'm going to be swished! After risking my
life, and nearly &

“Come along!” said the school
gently, ;

Handforth offered no vresistance, and he
accompanied Fenton across Inner Court in
the pouring rain—for the night had set in as
wet as cver. Poor old Handforth was de-
cidedly unlucky. He had acted in good
faith, but somchow the whole thing had
missed fire. In spite of his fears, St. Frank's
didn’t seem to be in any danger at all.

“Now, Handforth, I am going to cane
vou,”’ said the Head, when the junior was
facing him. “I believe you thought you
were performing a real service, or I would
make 1t a public flogging. However, ¥
cannot allow you to rush into the school and
create an unnecessary panic——"

“It wasn’t unnecessary, sir,”” protested
Handforth indignantly. “Who told you the
reservoir is safe, anyhow, sir?”

round

captain

“The chief engineer of the waterworks.”
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“Hc's an ass, sir—he doesu't know what

he's talking about.”

“ Handforth !’

“Well, T mean it, sir,” growled Edward
Oswald warmly. ‘ What the dickens do these
silly officials know? All they do 1s to swank
about in their offices, and grab their salaries

?2

*1 cannot allow you to say these out-
ragceous things 1n my presence, young man |”
interrupted the Head sternly. " What will
vou say when I tell you that the reservoir
was examined yesterday, and found sound?”’

“What will I say, sir?”

“Yes, Handforth.”

“T'll say that yesterday isn't to-day, sir.”

“You foolish boy—"’ \

“Couldn’t that crack have developed since
vesterday, sir?” asked Handforth, with per-
tect reason. “Look at the rain we had in
the night—and all day, too! I saw that crack
as clearly as I can see you, sir!l A great,
ugly, jagged gap in the wall of the reser-
voir | If the chief engineer told you that
the thing’s safe, he¢’s off his rocker!™

The headmaster frowned.

““Really, Handforth, I hardly know what
to do with you,” he said, in exasperation.
“You arc so obviously sincere that I really
hate to cane you.”

“That's all rnight. sir—yvou needn’t,” said
Handforth obligingly. “I shan’t mind!”

** At the same tune, I feecl that a caning
is called for,” continued the Head. * Hold
out your hand, sir.”’

“That crack is really there, sir ”

“ Handforth, hold out your hand

“Oh, all right!” said Handforth Litterly.
“I've always said there’s no justice in this
world! Here's a fine thing, sir! 1 warn
the school about a deadly danger,-and all I
get 1s a swishing! One of these days, sir,
you’'ll wish you'd listened to me!”’

He took his six cuts without a murmur.
The Head had not laid them on particularly
hard, for 1t was painfully clear to him that
Handfeorth was in deadly earnest. And it
was so difficult to deal with a fellow who
persisted in believing that he had acted for
the good of the school.

Handforth felt bitter after he had been
dismissed, and he went back to the Ancient
House 1n a reckless mood.

“I don't care if a dozen reservoirs burst
now {” he said, nursing his smarting hands.
“If T sce the flood coming, I won't even tell
anvbody! By George! The rank injustice
of 1t!"” "

He crossed the UIriangle from Big Arch,
and was just about to mount the Ancient
House steps, when he beheld three weary
figures dragging themselves along from the
direction of the gateway. Handforth gave
a start as he recognised them as Church,
MecClure, and Archie Glenthorne. They ecameo
into the radius of light from the open door-
way.

They were a sorry picture, indeced  All
three were smothered 1in mud from head to
foot.
fagged.

I?J

Mile after mile they had walked—

They were tired out and unutterably |

prowling thirough boggy lanes, and fighting
against the wind and rain. |
“There he is!” said Church hoarscly.
“Look at him! Standing there, and mock-
ing at us!”
" Laddies,« this is no time for recrimina-
tions,” murmured Archie. “I desire no
ight. I crave no revenge. There is one
thing that every fibre of my being calls for.
A bath, by gad! Absolutely the jolly old
tub!  And then. I mean, bed! Dash it, I
shall sleep for about five weeks after this!”’
“Look here, you cha;,)}:,” began Handforth.

“I want to explain—

Church and McClure stared at him ieily.
_““Who's this?” asked McClure. with deo-
liberate chilliness. ““\Who's this black-lookin:r
scoundrel 7’ i

“Oh, a callous, brutal rotter who goes
about stranding pcople miles from any-
where,” said Church. ‘At one time he was
a decent chap, but I'm never going to have
any more to do with himi”’

They turned aside and stalked into the

House without giving Handforth another
glance.

“Look here, you fatheads ¥ he burst
out.

But they passed indoors, and thev were
by no means pleased when a number of

juniors yeiled with laughter at their appear-

ance. Haundforth came in, and tried to
resume relationships with his  chuins, bus
they simply refused to have anything to do
with him.

The fact was, they were so worn out that
they had no strength for any argument, and
they crawled upstairs to clean themselves and
to change. But they were both firmly deter.
mined, beyond any possible doubt, to finish
with Idward Oswald Handforth for gocd and
all.  Never could they forgive him for this
base deed

CHAPTER 13.

GOING THE WHOLE HOG!

A 1s a wonderful bever-
age. After one cup of it,
Church and McClure were
feeling slightly inclined to°
forgive their leader. After

two cups, they decided that revengefulness is

not as sweet as 1t is popularly supposed to be.

_ They were having tea, as a matter of fact,
in Archie Glenthorne’s study, having refused
to go anywhere near their own den, Archie
himsclf, resplendent once more in a com-
plete new rig-out, was reclining languidly
cn the lounge, at peace with the world.
There were some compensations for a long
trudge through the pouring rain, when all
was said and done. The fire seemed so much
cheerier, and one appreciated comfort more
than ever before.

“I suppose we ought to go and have a4 look
at the fathead!” said Church, as he started
on his third cup of tea. *We can’t forgive
hira for stranding us like that, but we can
forget 1. Besides, somebody told me that
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ie came here and made a big song about
the reservoir bursting.”

“It's only fair for us to hear his story,”
said McClure generously.

Handforth, in the meantime, was miser-
able. He sat in Study D, cold and cheerless.
He was like a lost sheep. The fire had gone
out, the spirit-stove refused to work, and,
mstead of drinking hot tea, he was trying
to scothe himself with cold milk., It wasn’t
crdinary milk either, but condensed milk
with a Jot of water in 1t.

To make matters worse, Handforth bhad
cut his finger in opening the tin, and, being
unable to find the table knives, he had cut
«_mlne bread-and-butter with the aid of a
raier.

He sat there, dejeeted and forlorn.

He didn’t know what had become of
(‘hurch and MeClure, and he was half atraid
to go and sce. His chums had always “run

the study, although Handforth didn’t even

realise this. DBut if he ever happened to be
alone, he generally found things going hor-
ribiy wrong. He was worried, too, about
the fiasco, The Head believed that the reser-
voir was safe, and the rest of the school
treated the whole thing as a joke. But
Handforth knew better., He was very con-
cerned.

Outside, the wind was increasing in velo-
city, and it was buffeting against the window,
and the rain was rattling aggressively
against the panes. Study D was a place of
chilliness and discomfort.

Then the door opened, and Church and
MeClure locked in.

““My goodness!” said Church, staring.

“Oh, there you are!” said Handforth,
looking round. “There’s something the
matter with this fatheaded fire! I've tried
to light 1t four times, and the rotten thing
won’t draw! I’ve been nearly suffocated by
clouds of smoke.”’

Church went to the fireplace, and jabbed
with the poker.

“It's generally a good idea to open the
register !’ he said casually.

“Open the which ?”’

“Thiz chimney flap thing!” said Church,
ziving 1t a push with the pcker. ‘ What’s
- the matter with the tea-table, too? Why
don’t you use a knife, instead of a penny
ruler?”’

“Somebedy’s pinched the giddy knives,”
crowled Handforth,

AleClure opened the table drawer, and
produced a couple.

“Come on, Churchy,”” he said. ‘‘Let’s get
him some tea, poor chap. I suppose we’d
better forgive hin for that rotien trick this
afternoon.”

“It wasn't a rotten trick!”’ protested Hand-
forth. “T1 thought you were in the car all
the time!”

“Thounght we were in the car

“Yes, and I didn’t find it out until I had
gone 2 mile or two,” continued Handforth.
“Then 1 saw that crack in the reservoir
wall, and 1 dashed down here to warn the
school of its danger.”

l!!
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He explained in detail, and Church and
McClure understood. They were relieved.
Handforth hadn’t been & heartless rotter,
after all—he had only acted, as usual, like
a chump. And they could easily overlook a
trifle like that, -

A miracle scemed to happen in Study D,
for within twenty minutes a cheery fire was
blazing, a kettle was boiling, and hot tea
was made ready. Handforth sat in the easy-
chair, and it never occurred to him that he
might have done everything just the same
if only he had used his wits. But he was
hopeless when it came to anything practical.

“And I got a swishing!” he said indig-
nantly, for about the tenth time. “Six
giddy cuts! And all because I did the school
a wonderful service!”

“You must have been mistaken about that
crack, old man,”’ said Church gently.  Afler
all, the engineer chap ought to know what
he’s talking about——"’

“They never know what they’re talking
about,”’ interrupted Handforth. “D’you think
I place any faith in these old women of the
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Town Council? DBesides, I saw the thing
with my own eyes. You mark my words—
that reservoir’s going to burst! And this
kind of weather is the very thing that’s
going to hasten it. I shouldn’t be surprised
if we’re washed out of our beds during the
night !’

Later on, after the school had retired,
Church and McClure vaguely wondered if
there was any justification for Handforth’s
predictions. It was certainly the kind of
night to make anybody feel scared.

The wind had risen to almost hurricane
-force, and i1t was not merely whistling round
the school buildings, but was' shouting and
roaring like a thousand giante.

Windows rattied, and the drenching rain
was driven in cascades against the panes.
Outside, the old chestnuts were swaying wildly
and agonisingly in the fur-- of the tempest.

What if that reservoir broke during the
night?

The same thought occurred to both of
Handforth’s chumes, but they resolutely pushed

e

it aside. It seemed too fantastic. They knew
Handy of old—he was always getting wild
notions into his head. Certainly, he had
never begen quite so serious as this before,
but that was because he had convineced him-
self of the terrible danger. But, surely, the
council officiale would know best?

So they wett to sieep, and when the rising
pell clanged out the next morning, they
found St. Frank’s still standing. They weie
rather inclined to chip Handforth on the sub-
ject, but refrained. ,

They were distracted by the weather con-
ditions. These, in all conscience, were suth-
cient to distract anybody. )

It was pouring worse than ever—nad been
pouring, indeed, ail night. The vista {rom
the dormitory window was startling. Waest
Square was ke a lake, for the water was
unable to run away, most of the drains being
clogged and overflowing. _

The fourth dav of rain—with scarcely a
stop! :

And the gaie was termhe. It was shooting
round the Ancient House, and when Ifand-
forth ventured to open the window, it was
nearly torn out of his hand and shattered.

“This 18 a bit too thick!”’ he grumbled. 1f
things go on at this rate, iife won’t be worth
living! I’m blessed if I can understand why,
we’re still alive! That reservoir ought to
have burst long ago!”

The door opened, and De Vaierie incked :n,
with one or two other feliows.

“Hallo, Handy, what about your flood?”.
grinned De Valerie,

“It’s coming!’’ said Handforth darkly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“You can cackle!
talking about.”

“Tell that to the marines!’ grinnea Va..
“If that reservoir had been unsafe, it would
have burst hours ago. Why, the very fact

But I know

wiat I'm

that it’s still wlole proves that you saw
double. Have you seen Little Side this morn-
mng? It’s just one sheet of water.”

“That doesn’t cheer me up!’ said Hand-
forth tartly.

“The Stowe has done the dirty on us,”” put
in one of the other juniors. “It’s burst is
banks properly this time—and all the meadows
are flooded, and I hear that Hoit's Farm i
completely surrounded.”

When the chums of Study D went Jdow:,
they verified the news. During the night, tue
Stowe had risen alarmingly, and the con-
tinuous rain was beginning to take on a
menacing aspect. Fields and meadowe were
flooded everywhere, and the river was con-
tinuing to rise every hour. Farms were being
inundated, and Bellton Villace was seriously
threatened. ‘

Everybody expected tne gaie tc die down
towards mid-day, but just the opposite hap-
pened. By the time morning school was over,
the wind had increased to a raging hurricane,
and everybody in the school was confined io
gates, by order of the Head.

Such weather as this had never been known
in the whole history of St. Frank’s.
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CHAPTER 14.
HANDFORTH'S axxlETi;.

(PPER was buttonholed by
Handforth as he came out
of Study C, just before
afternoon lessons were due
to begin.

“You’re a sensible chap, Dick Hamilton,"
said Handforth.

*Thanks awfully I’

“You’ve got brains, and you’ve got a level
head,”” pursued Handforth. “In fact, taking
you all round. you’re a sound, intelligent sort
of rellow.”

Nipper bowed gracefully.

“] can’t make it more than a quid!’ he

said regretfully.
“A quid? Who said anything about a
quid 7”’

“Don’t you want to borrow something?”
azked Nipper.

“0Of course 1 don’t, ass!”

“My mistake! After all those compliments,
I thought—"’

“ Compliments, be blowed!” growled Hand-
forth. “I wasn’t trying to flatter you—I was
just telling the simple truth. For some uan-
carthly reason, the fellows of this House won’t
listen to me at all.”

“Very misguided of them!”’ said Nipper
solemnly.

“But for another unearthly reason, they
scem to think that you’re reliable,”” continued
Handforth. “Now. about this reservoir. 1
want you to give everybody the tip to be
ready at a moment’s notice. It'll be a goad
idea to take all our valunables upstaire. Aad
we might lay in a store of food, too—"’

“Lock here, Handy, are you reaiiy
serious 7’ asked Nipper, changing his tone.
“Have you honestly got an idea that that
reservoir i3 going to burst its walls, and
surce down into this valley ?”’

“Yes, I have,” said Handforth, with un-
usual gravity. “I’'m not joking, my lad!
The fact that 1 oot a swishing from the
Head makes no diflerence—I still stick to my
warning. After last night’s rain, and what
with this gale, that beastly thing might give
way at any minute. I’ve tried to tell the
chaps. but they only cackie.”

Nipper was rather impressed by Edward
Oswald’s sincerity.

“I hope you’re wrong, Handy, that’s all,”
he said quietly. “I’d rather like to have a
look at that reservoir myself—but we’re all
gated now, so I can’t. It won’t be any good
my talking to the fellows, though—they’il
simply think it’s a joke. Anyhow, if there's
any danger, we’re bound to hear in plenty of
time.”’

“You ass! That water won’t take ten

NSWE
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minutes to get down!”’
d s
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“I mean, the borough engineers, or who-
ever they are, will make another examination
to-day, for sure,”’ said Nipper. “They prob-
ably pcoh-joohed the whole idea to the Head,
and told him there was no cause for anxiety.
They never .ke to admit themselves in tiwe
wrong. All the same, they probably sent
some men up to the reservoir to make a
careful examination. And if there’s anything
rocky about it, we shali get the tip.”

So Handforth had to be satisfied with that.
But he was very restless. Before going in ro
lessons he confided to Church and McClure
that he had a premonition of disaster.

“That’s just your fancy, old man,” eaid

Church. “All this rain and wind are re-
5pon51ble. They've put these ideas into your
Liead.”

“Oh, all rignt,”" said Handforth grufly.
“Nobody believes me—not even you! The
best thing I can do is to dry up!”’

When they went into the class-room, Mr.
Crowell was looking worried and anxious.
This particular room was receiving the fuli
brunt of the gale, and the rain was lashing
noisily on the windows., All this side of the
School House was bearing the terrific force
of the storm.

“It’s getting worse, sir,” said Fullwood.
“Much worse, Fullwood, and I don’t mind
telling you that I am very concerned,” re-

plicd the Form-master, as he looked at the
windows. “The rain is getting in every-

where. All boys next to the window had
better shift away. You others must make
room.”’

“Thank you, sir.”

The fellows were rather grateful for this
thoughtful act. Ior, although the windows
wer  closed, the rain was being hurled
iwainst them s0 furiously that water as
trickling in 1n many places. Moreover,
there were sundfy cutting draughts.

Everybody :ramped themselves up on the
other side of the 10om. The Remove, on the
whole, was feeling mildly excited. The dis-
gust at the continuous rain had given place
t7 a thrill. - The weather was so bad nuyw,
that it had become distinctly interesting, And
anything that caused a diversion during
lessons, was. naturally, welcomed with open
arms.

The IForm-room was sa full of noise, that
normal work this afternoon would be quite
out of the question. And the juniors found
that they could talk qguite safely, for the
buffeting wind prevented Mr. Crowell from
hearing the continuous murmurs.

The fellows speculated as to the probable
outcome. Some. were convinced that the
Stowe would rise so high that the whole «f
St. Frank's would be flooded. This was quite
an attractive thought to some. The prospect
of rowing about the school in boats seemed
very alluring. Even a weck of wet weather
such as this would probably have its com-

pensations.
Curiously enough, Mr. Crowell did oot
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view the matter from this same angle. He
wasn’t at all intrigued by the thought of
getting from one House to the other in a
rowing boat. And the high wind, which
seemed to fill his boys with interest, only
served to fill Mr. Crowell with anxiety. Lots
of fellows were :agerly anticipating a few
chimneys to fall, and they thought 1t quite
likely that two or three of the big chestnut
trees would crash over. They awaited these
excitements with tense expectancy. Mr.
Crowell awaited them with acute appre-
hension.

“I am afraid, boys, that ordinary work
will be out of the question,” he said, frown-
ing. ““This ~fterncon, therefore, I shall set
you some special tasks, which you can
accomplish at your desks, without the neced
for conversation. To begin with. get vour
geography books out.”

“Do you think +that trce 1s safe, sir?”
rsked Doyle, pointing. -

“We are not here to look at trees,
Doyle!” retorted Mr. Crowell. “And not

:o0 much talk, either! Dear me!

The wind
12 getting higher every minute!” |

In spite of his stated lack of 1interest in
trees, Mr. Crowell went to the window, and
frowned severely at one of the big chest-
nuts, which grew a few yards away. In the
summertime it afforded grateful shade to
the class-room, but just at present Mr.
Crowell was decidedly prejudiced against it.
He thought it a perfectly preposterous idea
to have planted the tree there at all.

“Qughtn’t somebody to go and have a look
at that reservoir. sir?” asked Handforth.

Mr. Crowell spun round.
“No, Handforth!” he said curtly.
“But if it should burst, sir—"

“You were punished yesterday, young
man, for starting these alarmist rumours,
and you will be punished again to-day, un-
less vou hold your tongue!” said the Form-
master angrily. “Get on with your work!”

He turned, with a start. A perfect
cataclysm of wind was hurling itself at the
School House, and the chestnut tree swayed
and whipped 1ts branches in agony. The
Form-room windows scemed as though they
would crash 1n. Mr. Crowell was really
alarmed.

He started back, as though afraid to stay
near the window, and that action probably
saved him from being injured. For scarcely
had he reached his desk, than a heavy
branch was torn off the chestnut tree as
though a giant hand had gripped it. The
wind eaught it in triumph, and whirled it
on.

Crash |

‘The branch struck the School House wall,
and a portion of it shattered all the lower
paneg of the Form-room window. (Glass
fell into the room in a cascade, and the wind
came hurtling in like something solid.

| Ask me!

CHAPTER 15,
DEADLY PERIL.

O0OD heavens!” gasped -Mr.
1 Crowell. o

Glass was alt  about
him, but, by a lucky
chance, he had not }|:een
earlier precautionary step,

nis

And
in shifting the boys away from the window,

cut,

had been clearly justified. Nobody was in-
jured, although the whole ror.: was on its
feet, and everybody was shouting at once.
Books and papers were flying in all direc-
tions, and the wind was bringing the rain

through the broken windows inr soaking
[lurries.
“QOrder—order !” thundered Mr. Crowell,

“Boys; there is no need for a panic; line
up on the other side of the room | Hamilton,
Pitt, Handforth—a dozen of you. rush out
and get help!”

The Remove considered this o ridiculous

order. This wusn’t a job for a mere dozen—
but for everybody. Unfortunately, the
Form-master threw coid water on this

brainy scheme.

“The rest of you will remain here!” he
ordered. ‘‘Hamilton, ece 1f you can get
some sacking—or blankets might do—any-
thing to cover these smashed windows.”

A number of fellows hurried out, and
nobody noticed the sudden gleam which had
sprung into Edward Oswald Handforth’s
eyes, Here was a chance! He would be
able to slip off unnoticed, in the excitement.

In that minute he determined to get out
his Austin, and ride through the storm to
Pine Hill. Nothing else would satisfy him.
He felt that he simply had to have another
lock at that reservoir! And as it was im-
possible to obtain permission, his only
alternative was to take French leave. And
here was his opnortunity—for he could be
right away bef .-~ hie absence was 'ven
noticed.

This was no micre escapade. For once n
his life, Handforth was chasing a genuine
peril, and not a mare’s nest. And he was so
restless that the thought of sitting in the
Form-room all the afternoon appalled him.

While the rest were obeying Mr. Crowell’s
orders, Handforth shot out into the Triangle,
sped to West Gate, and two minutes later he
had started the engine of his Austin, and
was sctting out. He whirled round into the
Triangle, and nearly crashed into the iain
gates, before he realised that they were
closed.

Focrtunately, Cuttle, the porter, came out,

“The gates was closed, young gont,”’ he
said heavily. '

“T can sce :hat; but 1 want "'em opened!”
shouted Handforth.

“The 'Ead gave strict orders,” said Mr.
Cuttle. “An’ why did ’e give strict orders?
Because 5
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“It's urgent—I've got to get out!” broke
ia Handforth frantically.

He hadn’t bargained for this obstacle, nd
he feared that he .aight be secen, He was in
full sight from the main doorway of the

School House. at the apecx of the Triangle.

Anybody coming out———

“There’s been an accident in the Form.
room!” yelled Handforth, with a gleam of
hope. *Window busted in—rain pouring
through! Quick! Open the gates! DBuck
up, Josh! It’s urgent!” .

Mr. Cuttle, thus hustled, moved. That
vague rcference an accident took him ofl
his guard, and Le had opened the gates
alrmost before he realised that Handforth
had shown him no oflicial pass. The Austin
Seve.a shot out into the lane. and vanished

But that little delay had made all the
difference. Mr. Crowell. hurrying out of
the Form-room to see if anything was being
done. arrived in the big lobby just as Hand-
fcrth was vanishing, The heavy door stood
wide open. for some of the other juniors had
neglected to close it after they had rushed

out. Mr Crowell stared.

“Upon my word!” he ejaculated. “Is the
boy mad ?”

He recognized that little car at once,

Fvervbody at St. Frank’s knew Handforth's
Ausztin Seven. Other Austin Sevens came
to the school ocecasionally, but none of them
could be mistaken for Handforth’s. His was
a speccial model—a sports’ type, with red
coachwork For an instant, Mr. Crowell Le-

—

the school grounds in order to get help. But
instcad of turning towards the village, he
shot round in the other direction.

Nipper and Reggie Pitt and Tregellis-
West came tearing across from the Ancieut
House at that minute, bringing blankets.

“ Flamilton !” shouted Mr. Crowell. “Run
tc the gates quickly! All of you! Hand-
forth has jusb gone out in his car——

“Weo can’t catch him, sic!” said Pitt.

“By Jove, I'll bet he’s taking a trip to
that reservoirl” put in Nipper keenly. “The
thing was on his mind, sir! Hes rot a [car
that the wall is going to burst.”

1)

“Get your bicycles, and hurry after
him!” said Mr. Crowell anxiously, “The
young idiot may endanger himself. There

are trces down, probably, and he will have

an accident.”

“If the road’s blocked, we'll soon overtake
him, sir,”” declared Nipper. “ Come on,
you chaps; therc’s not a minute to lose!”

About eight Removites went, including
Church and McClure. .._omehow, they had
sensed what their leader was up to, and they
did not mean to be left behind. They
started out on their machines, with the wind
hooting round them, and making riding
precarious. More than once they were nearly
biown off. But the gale was sweeping along
behind them. and proved a help rather than
a hindrance. Indeed, if they had been
riding into the tecth of the storm, they could
have made no progress.

lieved that Handforth was hurrving out nf Mr. Crowell’s fear of fallen trees was
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justified, for over twenty monarchs had
crashed already. Strangely enough, the road
was quite open all the way, cxcept for
myriads of broken twigs and minor branches.
‘I'here was nothing to seriously impede the
junior’s progress.

The hurricane was bowiing with unbeliev-
able fury, and all the boys were soaked
through aluad} It secmed incredible that
Handforth could actually get through. Two
or three miles had to be covered—the latter
half, beyvond Edgemore, steeply uphill.

And Handforth, as 1t happened,
through.

Trees were down everywhere, but not one
of them had fallen so that the road was
blocked. All the same, this ride was a great
risk, for a tree might come hurtling upon
the solitary motorist at any minute. If Mr.
Crowell had thought that Handforth would
tind a clear road all the way, he would nev er
have sent the other” boys after him.

But Handy reached that part of the road
where he had stopped on the previous day.
And he jumped out of his car, and
cagerly at the great granite wall of the
reservoir.

It was a wild scene. On this hilltop, the
storm was howling with- a thousand furies,
and the rain was beating into Handforth's
face so fiercely, that he was almost blinded.
The sky was so black, that a premature dusk
had fallen, and the clouds seemed to be no
higher than the tree-tops.

5:0}]’
his heart leaping.

That crack in the granite wall was a gap

got

now! Water was surging through in a
tremendous cascade. And all along the wall
there were other cracks—and Handforth

necded to be no expert to see that the
structure -.\a,:. in danger of complete demoli-
tion.

Indeced, at that very moment, several of
the topmiost granite blocks seemed to heave
up, and topple over. They went crashing
and thundering down, striking against the
buttresses, and a minature flood roared
through the gap they had vacated.

“She’s going!” velled Handforth frantic-
ally.

He didn’t wait to see any more. His worst
fears were realised. How he got the Austin
round, he hardly knew, but a minute later
he was tearing back, But almost at once he
jammed his brakes on, for a group of cyclists
were struggling along the muddy lane.

“Turn back!” he shouted, as he leapt out.
“You idiots! What did you come here for?
The reservoir’s goingl”

“You old ass!” panted Church., “It’s
only your imagination——"
“Imagination!” thundered Handforth.

“T.ook there!”

He leapt to the bank, and scrambled up.
e pointed. The cyclists dropped their
machines, and joined him. From here they
had a full view of the great reservoir, with
itz towering, buttressed wall.

stared

my only hat!” gasped Handforth,

““Good heavens!” muttered Nipper aghast.

‘They all stared in utter alarm. The top of
the wall was bursting asunder, and those
serried cracks were widening, The wall was
liable to go at any second, and then nothing
in the world could prevent the deluge,
Millions of gallons of water would be
released in one appalling flood.

“Well?” roared Handforth, turning a face
that was red with excitement.

“We're trapped!” gasped Watson. “The
thing’s bursting on us!” .
“Quick! Jump on your bikes, all cf

you!” yelled Nipper. “Ride as you’ve never
ridden before—and thank goodness it’s down-
hill! We may have twenty minutes, or we
may only have one! But ride! It’s our
only possible chance |”

They almost fell on their machines, and
the next moment they were flying down the
hill with reckless speed, Handforth lcading
the way in his trusty little Austin. They
never expected to reach the valley alive, for

they had the hanunting horror of that'menace
in their rear!

CHAPTER 16.
ALL HANDS TO THE PUMP!

R. STAFIFORD turned

2 from his study window,
his brow furrowed with
anxiety.

“I am afraid that there
will be a great deal of damage, Mr. Pagett, i
he exclaimed. “This wind is unprecedented.
And the river, too. The river is er\mg
me cnormously.”

The Fifth Form-master nodded.

“I am not surprised, sir—I am not sur-
nrised,” he agreed. “But I am really here
for the purpose of seeking vour advice about
my Form-room. The water is penetrating
in four or five different places——"

“Really, Mr. Pagett, I cannot help vou!”
said the Head irritably. “I am not a
plumber! In these weather conditions, we
can hardly expect anything else. You will
have to get along as best you can.”

‘“Many of my boys are getting wet

“Then you must shift them,” interrupted
the Head. “I would like to suggest some
remedy, but what can we do in this dread-
ful rain? Perhaps I had better come wiih
you >

He broke off as the telephone bell rang.

“Just a moment, Mr. Pagett!” he said
impatiently.

He went to his desk. and picked up the
instrument.

“Well?” he asked. “St. Frank’s? Yes!
Who? Oh, Mr. Robinson! Yes: I am the
Headmaster ” He broke off, and his faee
changed. ““What!” he shouted hoarsely.
“The reservoir is in danger!”

“Good heavens!” ejaculated Mr.

Pagett,

“Did I hear you correcctlv, Mr. Rebin-
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son ¥ went on the Head sharply. “1 can-
not believe——" :

“I am only thankful that the telephone
wires are still intact!” interrupted the
engineer. “Get every man you can, Sir,
and rush them to Pine Hill. We want every
hand we can get hold of, and your school is
comparatively near to the scene of danger.
1 can assure you, that it is entirely in your
own interests, as St. Frank’s is perilously
within the threatened zone.”

The Head could be forgiven for turning

ale.

“The threatened zone!” he repeated, Pbis
tone becoming tense with rising anger.
“Upon my soul, Mr. Robinson, I wonder
that you have the audacity to tell me this!”

“I cannot understand your tone, sir ’

“Cannot understand it!” thundered Dr.
Stafford, nearly dropping the telephone in
his perturbation. ‘Did you not assure me,
yesterday, that the reservoir was perfectly
safe? You distinctly informed me that under
no circumstances could the reservoir——"’

“I can't help that, sir!” broke in the other
harshly, “ My engineers report that the
south wall is crumbling, and I need ecvery
man I can get. I spoke in good faith
yesterday, but I id not know P

“Then you should have known!” stormed
the Hecad, with justifiable rage. *“One cf
my boys warned the school of its peril, and,
owing to your feather-hcaded incompetence,
I punished him. Good heavens! If there
is any disaster, Mr. Robinson, I shall hold
vou responsible. T am amazed that your
methods should be so lax that—"

“You needn’t get abusive, Dr. Stafford!”
broke in the borough engineer. “I am
warning you of the danger, and the least
you can do is to eced it. You surcly ought
to know that I am ,in the hands of my under-
lings, and I can only make statements
according to their reports. I urge vou to
rush all the help you can to Pine Hill, at
once.”

“I will do so: but under strong protest!”
retorted the ldead curtly.

He slarnmed the receiver on its hook, and
his face was now pale with agitation.

“Did you hear, Mr. Pagett?” ho asked.
“These fools! These incompetent salary
grabbers; these time-serving nincompoops!
The reservoir is in danger, and this whole
district is threatened!”

“Then—then we +iust flee for safety?”
gasped Mr Pagett

“No, sir!” snapped the Head. * We must
go and help! And to think that Handforth
brought the warning yesterday, only to be
ridiculed and jeered at! What an injustice
to the boy! If I had my way, these engineers
would be thrown out of their jobs without
compunction !

“Quite so, sir; but the danger?” sta: .
mered Mr. Pagett.

“Yes, the '-nger,” roplied Dr. Stafford.
“Go round and get all the masters together.
I'll send messages te every fouse. We must

get every man. Yes; and the prefcets, too.
But on no account say anything to the boys;
don’t let them have the slightest know-
ledge of this.”

“But ought they not to escape while they
can?” '

“I do not anticipate such actual catastrophe
as you intimate, Mr. Pagett,” replied the
Head. ‘‘The engincers would scarcely ask
us to help unless the reservoir was capable of
being saved., This is a great emergency, and
we must rise to 1it. We must sink our own
feelings, and ignore the storm. 1 am glad
the boys arc all at work, for they will bo
confined to their class-rooms, and will know
nothing of what is going on.”

Within ten minutes, all the masters had
collected together, and most of the prefects,
too. The porter was there, the grooms, the
gardencrs, and every able-bodied man. The
boys, in the meantime, had no knowledge of
this sudden emergency. They were being
temporarily taken by seniors.

Nelson Lee was rather dubious. As House-
master of the Ancient House, he was naturally
included in the gathering, and he was in-
clined to sound a warning note,

“If you will accept a hint from me, Dr.
Stafford, I should hesitate before taking every
master and prefect away like this,” he said
gravely. “I think we should leave a certain
number——" '

“Every man 13 required, Mr., Lee.”

“I know, but think of the school,” replied.
Nelson Lee. “At the very least, the boys’
should be warned of what might happen.”

The Head was very agitated, and he was
not inclined to listen to any advice. St.
Frank’s might be in danger, and he wanted
to rush everybody to the reservoir without
another moment’s delay.

“No, Mr. Lee, we must rush off,” he said
agitatedly. “With our help, this danger
will probably be averted, and the school necd
never know. Good gracious. There might
be a panic if we even hinted at the actual

truth. Come, we must be off !”
Lee tried again, but it was useless, And
almost immediately afterwards every St.

Frank’s master left the premises, together
with the other men, and Edgar Fenton and
his fellow prefects. They were off to help
in the task of saving the reservoir.

The Head's chauffeur had, in the meantime,
made ready with Dr. Stafford’s private car,
the school bus, and a lorry. These vehicles
were sufficient to accommodate them all, and
they set off into the storm.

CHAPTER 17,
HANDFORTH CRIES “‘wOLF !"”

IFPER jammed his brakes
on at the bottom of the
little Edgemore High
. Street, and jumped off his
machine. The other juniors

followed his example.
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As the floating iree reached the Triangle, Nipper & Co. released their grip and plunged into the water., Handy
jumped recklessly down to their assistance, as a roar of shouting went up from the crowded windows.

“We've got to warn everybody here!”
panted Nipper, as he steadied himself against
the raging gale. ‘‘Reggie, you and one or
two of the others dash oftf to those outlying
farm-houses and cottages, between here and
Bellton Lane. And don’t forget to give a
warning to the Moor View School. Thrée
of us will be enough to stop in Edgemore,
and tell everybody to quit.”

Watson - stared up the hill behind hmm,

“It’s a wonder we're not all dead !” he said

apprehensively. “Why doesn’t that flood
come down?”’
“Never mind about that now—let’s be

thankful that the rescrvoir’s still holding,”
replied Nipper keenly. *“‘These things always
lcok worse at first sight. I don’t suppose
there’s any real danger for the next half-hour
—it’ll take that time for the wall to crumple.
But when it does crumple, by Jove, there'll
be the most ghastly deluge imaginable !”

Handforth, who had pulled his Austin up
further along. came running back.

“What are we going to do?”’ he shouted.

“Tommy and Montie and I are going to
stop here and give the warning  to the
villagers,” replied Nipper. ‘“The rest are
going round to the outlying cottages. You
rush straight to St. Frank’s, Handy, and tell
the Head—tell everybody! Make them leave
the school, and get out of the path of the
flood. Even as it is, there’s no time, I'm
afraid—but we can do our best.”

“All right—T'll go!” replied Handforth
boisterously.

‘to help.

He was off without any delay, and the
others, including Church and MeClure,
mounted their machines again, and took to
the lanes. Not one of, these juniors realized
the heroic nature of their action. For they
were risking their lives in order to warn the
country folk. They knew the danger—ihey
had seen that crumbling wall with thewr own
eyes—and they knew that if they were caught
in the surging” waters, there would be little
or no hope of escape for them. DBut they
went on their mission without a thought of
their own danger.

Their task was made all the more difficult
because the country people were slow to
understand.  Many wof the cottagers were
just dazed, and could not appreciate the dan-
ger, And there were women and children
here—many of them without their menfolk
And the boys, after all, could do
no more than sound their clarion call.

They could not quite undersiand why they
were still safe. They had expccted the deluge
to come long since  The reservoir wall,
probably, was more sturdy than it appeared
to be. But, sooner or later, the catastrophe
was inevitable. The fellows fervently prayed
that the fatal moment would be delayed.

A slight change had come in the weather.

The rain was so much less, that it only
came down in occasional flurries. DBut the
gale was higher than ever—a snorting, roar-
ing hurricane, which was shricking over the
countryside, and doing ftremendous damage
to woods, house property, and so forth. The
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sky was ug'y with low, scurrying clouds.
Black masses were scudding up from the
murky horizen, giving promise of more tor
rents.

When Handforth drove into- the Triangle,
he found the school apparently deserted. 1he
gates were wide open, but the porier wasn’t
there. He caught sight of one or two anxious-
looking women at the windows of the domes-
tic quarters. They had been told nothing,
but the dramatic departure of all the men
had given them a broad hint,

The schoo! was still at lessons, and Hand-
forth was tremendously pleased. For it
meant that everybody was congregated in the
School House. He would only have to dash
]from class-room to class-room to warn the
ot.

Heo left his Austin Seven against the
Ancient House wall, and dashed up the
School House steps thrce at a time. And it
was only natural that he should rush head-
long into the Remove class-room first.

He burst in, and all the fellows started
gshouting. They knew there was somethmg
wrong—but. Mr Crowell had not explained
why a dozen had not come back after that
smashed window cpisode. And Mr. Crowell
himself had gone soon afterwards, and the
Remove was in the loose charge of a Fifth-
Former.
~ “QOut of here, evervbody!” yelled Hand-
forth. “The resecrvoir’s going to burst!”

“What!” yelled a dozen voices.

“Run for your lives!” shouted Idward
Oswald. “It’s a lucky thing I've got here in
time, but there might be a chance——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Remove, having recovered from its
surprise, burst into a yell of laughter. The
whole room echoed with the sound.

“You—vou cackling idiots!” gasped Hand-
forth. “Haven’t 1 told you »

“Poor old Handy!” grinned De Valerie.
“He thinks he can spoof us with the same
yarn twice!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nothing doing, Handy, old man!”

Handforth stared, aghast.

“Don’t you belicve me?” he panted des-
perately.

“Not likely!” shouted Singleton. *You
can’t dash in and cry “Wolf” like this. and
expect us to be such duffers as to fall for
it',?

“Try somewhere else, Handy

“We’'ve heard that reservoir yarn before!”

“You—yo" thick headed lunatics!” yelled
Handforth, alarmed at this uncxpected atti-
tude. “I tell you it’s true!”

“Rats i”

“Nipper anc Pitt and the other chaps are
rushing over the district, warning cverybody
t> clear out!” went on Handforth. *“This
i honest Injun! I’'m not trying to fool you I”

“You probably mecan well, old man, but
we're not taking any, thanks” said De
Valerie calmly **You can go and tell that

'!l

story to somebody who hasn’t heard it be-
fore! Like your nerve to——"

“Nerve!” howled Handforth,
servoir’s bursting !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Handforth tushed out, and he tore into the
Fourth Form class-room—only to discover,
to his horror, that the IFFourth-I'ormers treatcd
his story with similar derision. On the pre-
vious day he had been the laughing-stock
of the school, and nobody belicved him now.
It was a typical example of the Boy and the
Woli—and the 1esult was liable to be grave,

It was the same with the Fifth, and the
Sixth-Formers curtly told Handforth to eclear
out. And when Edward Oswald tried to find
a master, he drew blank.

He was frantic with consternation. He was
powerless to quell this jeering, laughing mob.
Amid all the excitement, most of the school

“The re-

had gone out into the Triangle, pleased
enough to find that the rain had held up
for a bit., And Handforth was helpless.
“Aren’t you going to move?” he de-
mandcd, as he pushed hLis way into a crowd
of juniors. “‘It’s fatal to stay here! 1 tried

to tell the Head. but I can’t find him!”

“Go and change your clothes, Handy,”
said Buster Boots. * You're wet through.”

““Never mind my clothes——"

“And take a cold bath while you're at it
—it’ll cool you down,” grinned Bob Christine,
“You silly ass! We don’t believe this rot
about the reservoir' KEverybody knows it’s
perfectly safe.”

““And everybody knows
dotty !” jeered Armstrong.

““Clean off his silly rocker!”

And the others shouted in the same strain
—and made no attempt to prepare themselves
for the coming danger. The unfortunate
Handforth was so bewildered by this develop-
ment that he hardly knew which way to
turn. And he expected the flood to surge
down at any moment

It was an agonising situation for him—for
while he knew the aclual danger, the others
treated the whole affair as a huge joke. And
there wasn't a master in the whole school to
take these thoughtless young scepties in hand.

that Handy is

p——— i

CHAPTER 18.
THE COMING OF THE FLOOD.

i EOMAN service had already
N Y been performed by the
4 [ other juniors.

: Nipper and Tregellis.
Wegt and Watson, rushing
from cottagé to cottage in Kdgemore, had
succeeded in arousing the people to a full
sense of the danger. The alarm had spread.
And the lanes were filled with refugees, fiying
desperately to the satety of .he hills beyond
Bellton Wood. This zone would be out of
the path of the rushing waters, if they could
only reach it in safety.
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“THE MAROONED
SCHOOL !

Cut off by miles of floods !
Left without masters—or food !
That is the plight of the Boys
of St. Frank’s in next week’s
corking long story, and things are
just as bad for the Moor View girls.
Y They have had to climb on to the
5 roof of the school, and it’s up to
Y Nipper and Handy and the rest to
é effect a rescue !
) You’ll find rea!l thrills in next
) Wednesday’s’ "yvarn of the school-
boys* desperate fight against the
relentless floods. Make a point of
asking your newsagent to reserve
your copy of the ‘‘ Nelson Lee
Library.”’

Another stirring instalment of

“THE BURIED
WORLD!?”

Lionel Day’s thrilling yarn gets
better and better with each instal-
ment. Next week’s powerful chap-
ters will hold you all the way through.

~ ORDER IN
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Thiz is the eover to look out for nexi Wednes-
day. “THE MAROONED SCHOOL'” 1s
iust ‘nr nd of yarn you like. Order :jour

~opy lo~day !

ADVANCE !

The two small inns of the tiny village were
deserted, and the shopkecpers, dismayed and
terrified, only decserted their business after
they had witnessed the general exodus. There
was no ‘doubt that the chums of Study C, by
their insistent wurgings, saved many lives
during that tense haif-hour. For Edgemore
was liable to be wiped completely out.

The others were rushing to the outlying
cottages, to one or two farmhouses, and other
bigger residences. And on such a wild after-
noon as this, any disaster secemed possible.

“Dear old boy, we'd better get to St.
Frank’s,” said 'I'regellis-West, at last. *The]
village is empty now, an’ we've done our
work. Begad, it makes me frightfully wor-
ried to see all the kiddies bein’ hustled away.”

‘“Some of them babies in arms|” muttered
Tommy Watson. *“I say, shan’t we be awful
idiots if the reservoir holds!”

Nipper shook his head.

“There’s not much hope of that " he
replied. “I'd cheerfully look an idiot if this
catastrophe could be avoided. Wel, come
on—we'd bhetter get to St. Frank’s. I expect

we shall find the school half deserted. By
Jove, what a picnic!”

They mounted their bicycles, and started
off. They were convinced that the others
had alrecady rcached St. Frank’s, and they
were getting rather anxious. Full forty
minutes had elapsed since they had looked
at the reservolr, and i1t was incredible that
the erumbling wall could hold much longer.
To go up and inspect it again would be
suicide,

Two minutes later, this truth was impressed
upon them vividly.

They had hardly got to the outskirts of the
hamlet, when Nipper leapt from his machine,
and stared back. The others jumped off,
too.

“Didn't you hear something?’’ shouted
Nipper.

“The wind’s roaring so much——

“A sound like an explosion!” he said.
“It boomed down above the wind, and T'll
swear it came from Pine Hill!”

At that very moment, drama was being en-
acted at the top of the hill,

”
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Chere were hundreds of men there—
collected at the reservoir, in the hope that
something could be done. TIhe party of men
from St. Frank's had only just arrived. They
had gone round by the moor, in order to
avoid the narrow lanes, and had climbed the
rise from the otl :r side—which explained why
the juniors had not met them,

But they were too 1ate. Almost before they
could alight trom their vehicles, the air be
came filled with warning shouts from the
workmen, and running figures scurried in
every directisn

Dr. stafford, atighting trom his car, beheld
a staggering spectacle. From this particular
point he was looking along the south wall,
and he cvuld ses water surging from dozens
of gaping gaps. And then, as though some
gigantic hand had pushed it, the entire’ mass
of granite bulged outwards.

““Good heavens!” shouted Dr. Stailord.

The air was hideous with the crashing and
grinding of rock, and then the water surged
out—all those millions of gallons, hurtling
through the broken wall in fiendish triumph.
In a second, a miniature Niagara was formed.
Two or threc men were swept away—
probably to their doom—Dbut the others had
mercifully been warned in time. They were
behind the danger-point, and could watch in
safety as the great reservoir emptied itself
in that hurtling torrent.

Nipper and Co., in the lane a mile or two
away, were staring back.

““ Look . shouted Watson shrilly.
right! Oh look! It’s coming!”

They were transfixed by the appalling
enormity of it. Far up on the hillside they
could see a plunging mass of white foam-—
8 blinding cloud of spray. 'Trees were being
swept down like grasses, and the spectacle
was too stupendous for them to realise.
Nipper was the first to recover the use of
his limbs. .

“Quick !” he yelled. “ We've got to race
it{ It’ll be here in a minute, and if we're
caught in that deluge, we shall be crushed
to pulp! Thank heaven we got everybody
out of Edgemore in time!”

T'hey teapt inte the saddles, and pedalled
for their lives.

They rode blindly, despairingly, tor they
knew that it would be utterly impossible to
reach St. Frank’s before that deadly torrent
reached themi. Behind, even above the roar
of the gale. they could hear the thunderous
tumult of the oncoimning flood. The air
quivered, and the very ground shook under
the stupendous force of it.

[ E.?D'Ll,re

And agam Nipper threw himself from his

machine, -

“Up this bank{” he yelled. *It's our only
chance l”

He had spotted a hillock—a sharply rising
ptece of ground. There was a faint hope
that they might be safe there. Tommy and
Montie fell from their machines, rather than
jumped off. They leapt after Nipper. and at
that very moment, the first waters came roar-

]

ing down the lane like a tidal wave. Thera
was something fascinating in the very sight of
that foaming, billowing, onrushing torrent.

It swept down the lane at incredible speed,
demolishing hedges, trees, and everything in
its path. And the food-waters themselves
were full of flotsam, all being carried along
by the irresistible force.

Nipper and Tommy Watson, racing up that
hillock, believed that Montie was behind
them. But the wunfortunate Montie had
tripped on a hidden root, and had sprawled
over. And by the time he had regained his
fect, the peril was upon him,

“We shall do it!” yelled Nipper. “Oh,
why didn’t we take notice of Handforth
yesterday 7"

Even now, in this dire moment of danger,
it did not occur to the juniors that they
had brought this upon themselves by staying
behind to warn Edgemore. Thank heaven,
those villagers had had time to get awayl
Every onc would have died, had they re-
mained

“We're fairly safe here———’

Nipper paused, his voice drowned by the
tumult. On every side the brown, foaming
water was buartling past. As far as the eye
could rcach, the deluge was sprcading out.
And Sir Montie Tregellis-West was caught
on a billowing wave, and carried off.

“Montie!” screamed Watson.

The water caught Nipper and Watson, and
nearly carried them off their feet. Even on
this high ground, they were far from being
out of danger They stared in horror as
'I'regellis-West was forced under by the power
of the flood—forced under until he had comn-
pletely vanished amid the smother,

3
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CHAPTER 19,
THE FLOOD AT S§T. FRANE’S.

N that dread moment, it
secmed that poor Montie
was doomed.
~ But then, as Nipper and
"Watson gazed, they saw

thei. chum forced : the surface again, and in

the same moment he was sent hurtling
against the branches of a thick tree. The
waters pulled viciously, and the trce swayed
in its death-agonies, but for the moment it
held. And the bhalf-submerged junior clung
to its branches, dazed, battered, and be-
wildered.

“*Come on!” panted Nipper.

With never a thought, Ee and Tommy
piunged into that awful, icy swirl. They
were carried along, and a moment later
they reached their chum. They seized him,
and the tree gave way, All three were
swept along, sti%l clutching at the branches.

Down with the flood. shooting over mcadows

tat?d fields, with the murky foam all round
em.
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And on the hilltop, crowds of horrified men
were watching the catastrophe from afar.

“We must get back to the school
shouted Dr. Stafford. * Oh, somebody shall
pay for this criminal blunder! Mr, Lee'
Mr. Stockdale! We must get back—
- 1 am afraid it will be impossible,”
terrupted Lee quietly.

“Impossible?”

““The school is flooded already, and we
can only hope to get there by boa.t replied
Lee. “ What boat is there here?”

““And the school is left without a single
master !”” ejaculated the Head, aghast. ‘““Oh,
I was foolish not to heed your v-arnmg, Mr.
Lee. But these—these imbeciles shall pay!”
he added funously “They broug t us
here on a fool’'s errand—on a hopeless mis-
gton |”’

And while they desperately discussed ways
and means, St. Frank’s itself was encounter-
ing the first surge of the flood. Another
peril had arisen,® too—an unexpected one.
The River Stowe, continuing its alarming
rise, was sending its waters over fields and
meadows and the inundations were increas-
'ing staggenngly With the reservoir waters,
the whole situation looked like being tragic.

The Triangle at St. Frank’s was still
crowded with fellows—seniors and juniors
alike——who refused to take any heed of
Handforth’s warnings. But a rather differ-
ent feeling was creeping in. Everybody still
cheered, but an uneasiness was taking pos-
cession of the school.

It wasn’t time for

IH‘

in:

lessons to end, and
everybody was out in the Triangle, and
yet there were no prefects. Not a single
'master came out and ordered the boys back.
'And this fact was significant, alone. Then
Reggie Pitt and Church and McClure and
the rest tore in. They had fulfilled their
own speeial mission.

“Thank goodness you’ve come!” yelled
‘Handforth, rushing up. “These idiots
won’t take any notice! All this time, and
they won’t listen——"

“Rats! We're not going to be spoofed
twice!”

“You fools!” shouted Pitt furiously.
“We’ve been warning the country people,
and Nipper and two other fellows are risk-
ing their lives at this very minute! You
ought to have gone lon ago!”

“But—but we thought it was Handy's
rot |”” babbled Armstrong,

“It can’t be true!” shouted Chambers of
the Fifth. “St. Frank’s is in no danger!
‘That reservoir is safe—"

“Listen |” gasped somebody.

And from every other part of the Triangle
came the same shout. As if by magic the
crowds stood still, tense. From the distance
came a low, ominous rumbling—a sound
'which could be heard above the howl of the

gale. 'The ground was quivering, and that
thunderous, rushing noise arose above all
else.

“It's comingl” shouted Handforth.
“Run—run!”’

.Modern

“The flood's coming!”

A wild panic seized everybody, and the
Triangle was filled with racing figures, run-
ning helter-skelter in every direction,

“Did you warn the Moor View School ?”
asked Handforth huskily. )

“Yes; but Miss Bond’s away | exclaimed
Pitt, turning. “They've got a temporary
headmistress there, and she scemed to think

‘we were fooling. Still, we did all we
could

“Look !” shriecked Armstrong,

Round the further walls of the Schooi

House, a great, foaming wave was rolling
up. It came through Big Arch; 1t came
swirling round the Ancient House and the
House. It swept across the Tri-
angle, lifting the running fellows off their
feet, and carrying them along on its crest,

The excitement was tremendous.

Handforth grabbed at a couple of fags,
and pulled them back in the nick of time,
In that one moment, the whole scene was
transformed. 'The waters were billowing
round the school buildings, and hissing into
the open deoorways.

In the Ancient House—as, indeed, in the
other Houses, too—the scenes were incre-
dible. A couple of Sixth-Formers, coming
down the senior passage to sce what all the
noise was about, paused. Another Sixth-
Former had just come out of his study, and
the cheerful blaze from his fire flickered
upon the opposite side of the passage wall.

Then, round the end of the corridor came
a roaring of water. The next second a giang
wave came sweeping along, foaming. splash-
ing and swirling with irresistible strength.
Before those Sixth-Formers could move an
inch, they were smothered, and the flood
poured triumphantly into the open study,
extinguished the fire 1n one explosive burst
of steam, and splashed. with savage impo-
tence, against the walls.

In the domestic quarters things were even
worse, for the shrieking maids were in the
last stages of panic. The great kitcheners
were sources of deadly peril, for they were
liable to burst when the icy waters struck
them. It was a desperate instinct of self-
preservation which caused everybody to
make a blind rush for the upper floors.

St. Frank’s was engulfed in a miniature
sea, and there was something almost un-
canny in the speed of the flood. The waters
were spreading throught the length and
breadth of the school, and outside the scenes
were incredible. In those first moments,
the disaster seemed worse than 1t actuallv
was.

For, truth to tell, the all-destroying force
of the deluge had spent itself before it
reached St. Frank’s—it had spread out, too.
After the first wave had swept on, the water
was found to be no deeper than four feet,
and the fellows were able to force they way
indoors to safety.

But none could deny the gravlt;} of this
amazing situation.
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CHAPTER 20.
MAROONED !
HUNDRED and one
things were happening
simultaneously.
Fellows, trapped in
their  studies, opened

themselves hurled off
their feet by the flood waters. Heroic acts
were so numerous that none were noted.
And the rush for the upper floors continued.
And in the abscnce of any masters or pre-
fects, the school was left entirely to its own
devices, and, not unnaturally, there was
hopeless confusion.

There was nobody in authority, nobody
tc wive orders. All the same, the fellows
took matters in hand without being told.
In a crisis like this, 1t was a case of every
fellow for himself. But scores of the fellows
were helping others, the weaker ones. .

It was a matter for great thankfulness
that no lives were lost. The school was
cated, and so everybody had been near at
hand. All those who had becn swept away
in the Triangle managed to get indoors,
and the upper Hoors were a modern edition
of Babel,

““ Perhaps you blockheads will believe me
now !” shouted Handfortl, as, soaked to
the skin, he came upstairs, dragging a couple
of half-drowned fags with him. “If you
hadn’t been such foois—you would have
heeded my first warning, yesterday!” :

“We thought you were only spoofing,
Handy!” panted a number of voices.

“Well, vou don’t think it any longer!”
rctorted Handforth,

There was no triumph in his voice. This
wasn't a time to gloat. He had been right
from the very first, but this was one of those
occasions when he wished he had been
wrong. _

Curiously enough, nearly all the fellows
had found shelter in their respective Houses.
Here and there, an East House boy found
himself in the Ancient House or the West
House, and vice versa. DBut, generally, each
house had its own rightful inhabitants, and
every upper window was crowded with ex-
cited, eager faces.

The scene from these upper windows was

their doors to [ind

amazing.
Everywhere there was water, The dusk
was descending threateningly., and once

again the rain was driving down. The
wind howled, and the flood waters swirled
murkily. That first onrush was over, and
although the current was strong, it was no
longer a tidal wave. Between the Houses
there were wide canals, and the Triangle
and the Squares were lakes. And the water.
far from drepping. was rising higher every
minute. Trees floated swiftly by, trees and
bushes and every possible kind of flotsam,
and the darkness was shutting down like &
thireatening pall.

In the Ancient House, Handforth was
hurrying about, frantic.

“Where's Nipper?” he was demanding.
“Has anybedy seen Nipper? And Watson?
And Tregellis-West?  Those poor chaps
haven't come back! They must have bcen
swept away before they could get home!”

“We left them in Edgemore,” said Church
huskily., ““I'll bet there must be scores of
people drowned in this terrible affair! Ob,
why didn’t those chaps hurry back?”

“They stopped behind to warn the villa-
gers,” said Handforth grimly. “All praise
to 'em, too! What a horrible thing if they're
drowned! We all go up into the Arctic,
and get wrecked in an airship, and join
in wars and things, and then Nipper and
his pals have to get killed in a local flood!
[t’s—it’s too ghastly!” _

As a matter of fact, Nipper & Co. were
very much alive at that moment, although
their plight was desperate. They were cling-
ing to the topmost branches of a tree, having
climbed there after the first onrush had
spent ttself, They were surrounded by a
scene of wild desolation.

The night was coming down, the floods
were rising, and the gale was hooting across
the sheets of water viciously. It was as
much as the three exhausted juniors could
do to hang op.

The water here was eight or nine feet
deep, ard it was swirling by with a dreadful
velocity. They were in a corner of a
meadow, and they could sce St. Frank's in
the distance, the school buildings sticking
grotesquely up out of the water. And on
every hand there was the same scene of
hopeless bleakness,

“What can we do, Nipper?” panted Wat-
son, his voice a mere croak. ‘I can’t hang
on much longer; my fingers are so numbed
that I can't feel them. There can’t be any
help here, either. We shall just drop, and
—and then be carried away——"

“Steady on, old man!” multered Nipper,
between his teeth.  ““ Let’s be thankful we're

alive, and this trece feels fairly safe. Try
and wedge yourself in &
“I can't—I can't!” panted Watson. “My

And the flood’s rising!

It’s getting necarer every
2

legs won’t work!
Can't you sce it? ‘
minute! And this—this awful wind—

“Dear old boy, it’s a frightful position,
but we've got to make the best of it,” in-
terrupted Sir Montie gently. ‘“We can only
hope somethin’ll turn up.”

They fell silent. All tound them, the atr
was filled with the hooting of the hurricane,
the lashing of the rain, and the pitiless
swirl of the rising waters.

Nipper was grim. He could see little
hope. If they tried to swim for it, they
would never last, for their limbs were prac-
tically useless, He might be able to swim
to the school, and Sir Montie would probably
make half the distance, but Tommy would
never do it. Twinkling lights came from
St. FFrank’s now, and their very appearance
was tantalising.

“Won't they come?” muttered Watson,
“Won't they send a boat?”
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“They might,” said
*\We'll see.”

In his heart he knew that no such miracle
could happen. For there were no boats—
the St. Franl’s boathouse must have been
crushed to fragments when that tidal wave
crashed down. In any case, the current was
so strong that any boat would have had
difficulty in forcing its way against it. Apart
from all this, nobody knew where to look
for the trio. And St. Frank’s, Nipper
guessed, would have its own dire troubles.

It was chance which decided things.

A bursting, hooting wind came down—a
giant flurry—and that tree, which had given
the chums of Study C support, succumbed.
The branches whipped madly, and the trunk
bent over, snapped, and tore itself free.

“Hold tight!” gasped Nipper desperately.

'The next moment they were being swept
slong, and it was as much as they could
do to kcep their*hecads above water. But
the trece was a heaven-sent blessing, for it
hore their weight. They just clung to it,
and let the unknown current do its will.

[t wasn't chance which carried them
straight down towards St. Frank’s, although
it scemed like it. The flow was in
direction, and they were inevitably borne
ncarer and nearer to the school. Nipper
had one arm round Tommy Watson, and
the clutching fingers of his other hand were
fecelingless,

“Cheer up. Tommy!” he muttered.
“Therc’s a chance for us. You'll have to
make an effort. When we get to the nearest
point to the school we’ll swim—we’ll beat
this flood yet!”

“T'm game!” muttcred Watson tensely.

Nipper gently.

that

shed as they whirled past it, and the next
minute they were being carried past the
angle of the Ancient House. A roar of
shouts from the windows encouraged them,
They had becn scen!

“Now !” panted Nipper.

They released their grip, and the tree
swept on. The three juniors swam des-
perately. Already the water round the
school ﬂuil-dings was six or seven feet deep.

“Hurrah! Jt’'s Nipper & Co. !V

“Come on, you chaps, we’ll grab youl”

flandforth, De" Valerie, and twc or three
others jumped down recklessly from the
upper windows as they saw that their chums
were well-nigh spent. They reached their
sides, and supported them. Ropes were
flung down, and all of them were dragged
in amid wild cheering.

“Thank goodness!”’ breathed Nipper =as
he was hauled through a window. *'JAly
goodness, you chaps, we thought 1t was all
up with us! How many missing?”’

“None!” replied Handforth. “ But there
are no masters, and all the prefects secem
to be gone, too. Browne of the Fifth be-
lieves that they went off during the after-
noon, and they must have got stranded
somewhere, Anvhow, we're safe now, ana
that’s the main thing.”

But the flood was rising all the time: night
was coming down, and the gale was howling
and raging with unabated violence.

The deluge at St. Frank’s had done s
deadly work, and the great school was
marooned. TIsolated—cut off from the rest
of the world—and not a single master under
any roof!

It was all so unreal—all so fantastic. They It was a situation which filled all with
recognised the upper part of the bicycle | vague, uncasy dread,
THE END.

NEXT WEDNESDAY |

Cut off by
the flood
—left with-
out food or
masters !

Pass this copy on to your chum-—give him

chance to read this

ORDER IN ADVANGE |

New thrills,

excitement

and tons of

fun in this
yarn/

topping new series!
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NOTE. 1y any reader writes to me, I

shall be
remarks as are likely to interest the majority,

pleased to comment upon such
All letters should be addressed

to EDWY SEARLES BROOKS, clo The Ydilor, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.A4,
my personal aitention, and all will be acknowledged in these columns.
will be distinguished by a star, thus *, against the sender’s
Communications which indicale writer's age are naturally easicr for me to

of very special mertt
name,
ANsSWer.
THEL ORMEROD {Accrington), R.
E Potter (Deptford), Chapman Lowrie
Wilson (Leith), Charles Cruickshank
(Aberdeen), George Wilkinson (Mid-
dlesbrough), W. Knight (Shoreditch), S.
Starley {Maidenhead), Buck Jones (Southend-
on-Sca), Freda (N.1), Norman Wilsen (Hull),
Leslie 1. Holland (Gravesend), Regular
Reader (Silvertown), Patrick McSweeney
(Paddington) Gordon Alexander Edwin Tur-
nock (Bosham), Jack Greaves (Great Yar-
mouth), Joe Shenton (Crewe), W. Planner,
Jnr. (Battersea). Harold Cook (Waltham-
stow), L, Moody (Belfast), Mary Gardner
{Ashington), Douglas Crawford (Wood
Green), Gladys Howard* (Beckenham),
Charles Dantel (Worcester). Henry Mullen
(Dubolin), Wilitam George White (Nuncaton),
Beatrice Chapman  (Ilford), H. Claude
Wileman (Colwyn DBay), J. W, Dlanley
(N.W.1), Syvdney Oldham (Stockport), Victor
Bond fLecds).*

Well, that Northestrian series is over nosy,
and this week the fellows are back at St.
Frank’s. as usual. Let’s hear from some of
vou—all of you, if you like—pointing out
what you've got to grumble at in the first
of the new series. ct’s have a flood—of
letlers.

= *

Dick Hamilton is Nipper’s correct hame,
Chapman Lowrie Wilson. When he first
came to St. Frank’s he called himself Dick
Bennett, but that was only a ruse, because
he and Nelson Lee were in disguise. He
dropped that name as soon as the peril was
over. Dick Hamilton i1s definitely the right
name--but you can bet I'm going to stick
to good old “Nipper,” his nickname,

* * ®*

Your question is soon answered, DBuck
Jones. You ask where Alf Huggins got to.
He didn’t get anyhere, He is still at St.
Frank’s, and ke shares Study E in the
Ancient House with Archie Glenthorne. In
other words, our old pal, AIf Brent, He
only used the name Huggins when he first
came to the school in order to spoof every-
body. If you remember, he pretended to

Fvery letier will have
Letters

E. 5. B,

be the son of a bricklayer, when his re-
spected parent was nothing of the sort.
You needn’t be so plaintive, Patrick
MceSweeney, You say: “Is it utterly use-
less for wme to write?” Of course it's not,
but you mustn’t expect to have your indi-
vidual requests immediately carried out. If
the gencral majority coincides with your
viewpoint, then you’ll get your wish. But
if 1 started making alterations to please
every individual reader who writes to me—

well, I'll leave you to imagine the resultl
* *x *

I don't believe it, Douglas Crawiord!
Emphatically and absolutely, I don’t believe
it! No, sir! This is what you say: * What
we want i3 your yarns to become serious
again.”  Now, what does everybody else
say? Would you like me to drop out old
Handy caltogether? Would you like me to
leave Willy severcly alone? Would you
like me to take Browne away from the

¢/

school, and to ruthlessly climinate every
scrap of humour? And what about Archie?
Besides, Douglas Crawford, vou're wrong

when you infer that my storics wcre serious
at one time. Perhaps they contained a liitle
more drama, but I don’t think you’ll have
much to grumble at in the series that starts
this week.

¥ * L 3]

By the way, don’t forget my offer of last
week, If any of you want my photograph
(zoodness knows why you should have this
peculiar desire) I'll send you one, properly
autographed—in refurn for yours! That's
a bargain, of course, It's no good writing
to me and asking for a photo unless you
enclose one of yours in exchange. 1 might
as well confess that the whole scheme is a
selfish one. I want to fill up my album, and
I want {o see what some of you readers
look like!

-
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Amazing New Serial!

Packed With Surprises!
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Jim Maitland lives in a small shop in Stag-
more. A nmniysterious man named Stanislaus
Cripps owes money fo the shop, and Jim
decides to collect the debl. He climbs over
"the wall of Widgery Dene—Cripps’ estate—
and drops down into the grounds. Then he
gets the surprise of his life! For on the
ground * an amazing machine of white metal,
the design of which is8 something between an
airship and a submarine. On board Jim finds
Mr. Stanislaus Cripps, a big, bearded. fierce-
looking man. Jim courageously asks him for
the money. Mr. Cripps refuses to pay. Not
only that. but he tells Jim that he 1is just
off for a tiip on the wonderful machine he

(Now read this week's

.lp...ltl-.l"bl.ul..-tlllnnalnl
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The Flying Submarine:

HILE Mr. Cripps was speaking he
shoulillered past Jim and sprang at the
lever the lad had touched. For what

, seemed like minutes the machine
rontinued its dash earthwards. Then, as Mr.
‘‘ripps feverishly manipulated varions controls,

there was a terrific Jurch and Jim was flung off
ihis feet.

“ We're saved, hoy!” ne neard Mr. Cripp: shout
“Onr fall has been arrested!”

The machiie was now once again gliding
smoothly on 1ts course, and Jim picked himself
np. He expected Mr. Cripps to storm at him for
having caused the accident. But to his relief the
eccentric man mwade no mention of the incident.

INTO SPACE!

has invented, and insists on Jim going with
him. Jim refuses—but in vain, for the ship
is already in the air flying smoothly through
space al nearly two hundred miles an hour!
Mr. Cripps treats him quite well, explaining

all about hls wonderful invention,- but Jim
wanls tc qet home. Presently he sces his
chance. Mr. Cripps leaves hiin ulone in the

control cabin.
of the levers

Jim determines to more one
an action he knows will send
the wmachine earthwards He touches the
lever, an> at once they begin to drop. At
that, moment Mr. Cripps comes rushing back.
“ What have you done?” he cries. ' We are
sinking to destructionl!”

thrill- packed instalment.)

e N E N R N O O O B B

He appeared to think that Jim had caused the
accident quite unintentionally.

After a last inspection of
turned to Jim.

“I've more to show you,” he suld.
me."”

lie led the way up a flight of stairs and haited
at an open door. From within came the rhythmie
sound of machinery. Jim caught a glimpse of
enormous pistons of that wonderful metal moving
hackwards and forwards.

Mr. Cripps begam to lecture again on the con-
struction of his machine. But Jim scarcely
listened. WIith every minute that passed they
were leaving England farther and farther behind,
Jim wanted desperately to be allowed to go home.

the controls he

“Foilow
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Several times h2 began to  ask permission. But
Mr. Cripps did not even seemm to hear him, but
went on talking—talkineg--in that loud, boomwiuz
hellow. At last Jim could stand it no lenger.
He caught Mr. Cripps by the arm.

“Mr. Cripps, 1 want to be taken hLome,” he
cried,
Tiie man’s manner changed inztantly, He

appeared in a moment to become aware of Jim's
existznce as a single person and nol a crowd.
A crin expanded his lips.

" Home, boy? Certainly not. Do you think I

want * pay your mother sixteen and fivepence
haifpenny? Believe me, 1 should detest it. You
came here unasked. and here you must stay

Yonu shal!l have the inestimable privilege of sharing
in my amazing investigations. Banish the thought
of home, boy. You shall cook for me. You shall
ke vourself useful. Come, we will have supper.
and then to hed.”

Jim awoks the following morning with a feeling
that he musy bave been dreaming. Surely he
must be bac- ‘n his little bed-room over the
shop! But he wasn't there. A sensation of
desolation swept over him as he glanced round
thie room with its shining silver ceiling, walls, and
floor, and all that had happened to him swept
tiirough his mind.

He was or the Flying Submarine alone with
Stanislaus Cripps. He recalled the strange
supper they had nad—how he had been shown
into the room in which he was now lying. The
hlankets and mattress were brand new, evidently
a portion of the loot which the man had ex-
tracted from the shopkeepers he had swindled

Whether he liked it or not, he was embarked
on this adventure, and the best thing was to go
through with it, keeping a stiff upper lip and
hoping for the best.

The watch under his pillow showed him that
it was sevea o'clock. He remembered that
Stanislaus Cripps had told him that he could
act as cook. He had thrown it out not as an
order, but as a suggestion. Recalling the
previous night’s amazing interview, Jim
remembered that Mr. Cripps’ attitude towards
him had been extraordinary. Sometime3s he had
been the “hireling of a greedy tradesman'; the
next moment apparently someone of Mr. Cripps’

own age- and ‘lastly just “boy "—a fellow
creature very immature, whom he treated very
much as Jim treated his terrier at home. The

only thing to be done was to make the best of
the situation =az2nd as {idlenmess would be unbear-
able—as it would only give him more time to
think of hils mother and hiz home—he made his
way to the kitchen when he had dressed.

Mr. Cripp: had called it the *“kitchen,” though
it was unlik®> any other kitchen he had ever seen
in his life There Jim started to prepare break-
fast. There was: no fire to be lit and no matches
to be struck. Everything was to be done by
electricity generated from the great engines of
the Flving Submarine. In a quarter of an hour
he had the kettle hoiling and the bacon {iried.

Then, finding some crockery in a cupboard, he
laid the tab’» 'n the dining-room—a long apart-
ment with chairs and tables of the same
mysterious metal as the ship, and so light that
the draught created by opening the door moved
them severa feet, as If they were leaves caught
by the wind Thiz done. he found his way to
the pilot-hou«e at the very top of the stairs
Stanislans Cripps was there immercad In a man
At Tim's entrince he lnoked up with a friendly
grin. as if thev had been acguainted for years

“Well, bos and how did you sleep? She's
kept her speed and her course through the night
withont a single variatinn, which maans we shall
strike the enast of South America by eveninz.”

“1 came to tell you that breakfast was ready. k

sir,” he said

L

“Splendid! I knew there wus something T had
to decide—whether I should cook the breakfast
for you, or you should couk the breakfast for me,
but you've settled the matter. Come along!”

J As he glanced at him Jim wondered if he
were sane.

“I thought of testing her thiz morning on the
sea,” he was sayving; “but I came to the coun-
clusion that it would be a waste of time. 1
know she’ll do whatever 1T want of her. The
great thing iz to get money, boy—money. 1 must
establish myself in the world, and without these
foolish tokens of exchange it is difficult.”

Jim reflected that, seeing he had lived for twao
years without them, and had built that amazing

— ——

A Dssperate Test !

[M, a3 he tucked into thie bacon, listened to
Mr. Cripps’ bellow, a3 he recited liis plans
for the future. And such nightmare plans!

ship in the meantime, Cripps hadn't done <o
hilli.f”}'. but he wisely kept his thoughts i hime
self. '

“West of Chili—between that coast and Taster
Island—that’s wvhere I'm honing to find the
treasure  You will remember, boyv, that a whole
vast continent vanished beneath the waves in
that particular areca of the world. Easter Island,
with its amazing evidences of a past civilisation-—
its wonderfu! statues—is a proof. We are going
to explore th.t buried world. We wiill go down
four or five miles to the bed of the ocean—vyou
and I, my boy. If I mistake not we =hall find
gold there, which will make the treasures of tle
Incas of Peru seem a paltry trifle.”

Jim could no longer retain his curiozity. Ha
must satisfy himself whether this man was mad
or not.

“1 suppose you can get the airship under the
sea, sir, but I don’t see how, when vou've got
it there, you're going to explore the bed of the
ocean.”

Stanislaus Cripps pushed baek his chair 20
violently that it flew from wunder him, rose in
the air like a piece of paper and fluttered softly
down on his head He looked up with a puzzled
expression for a moment, and thena quieily
removed It.

“One takes some time to remember how tight
this metal of mine i3,” he remarked. "I ocught
really to have screwed the tables and chairs to
the floor, but obe can’t think of everything.
Come with me, boy, and I'll give you an answer
to the question you put to me just now.”

Seizing his arm he led him to the bottom floor
of the great =hip. Arrived there he opened a
door which moved inwards. Within wasz a small
apartment from the walls of which hunz what
looked to Jim like suits of armour.

“Those are our diving suits. We come in here
and close the door. Those cylinders at the back
are capable of providing sufficient air for an
immersion of twenty-four hours. Enarmous a3
the pressura of the water will be at the particular
spot where I intend to carry out my investiga-
tiops. thiz metal of mine i3 capahble of resisting

it. We doo these =uits. Then we turn this
handle and admit the sea, checking its ingress
as occasion requires. When the apartment s

full, the pressure inside and out witl he the same.
We then open that door and step out on to the
hed of the ocean.”

fle entered Into a number of technical detuiis
as to how the air was expelled from the chamber.
A3 far a3 Jima could wunderstand this air wa:
nacked awa" in a reservoir ahove until required
again. To return to the ship, the ouler doar
wa3 closed. pumps were set in motion, and fhe
water expelled. They would then rcemove their
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diving suits and pass out into the body of the
ship.

Jim wa3 npever to forget that morning.

Stanislaus Cripps took him round the ship, and
talked, and talked, and talked, explaining the
immense importance of his invention and how, if
‘he chose to give i1 to the world, It would
‘revolutionise society. Presently Jim caught some
'of his excitement and his enthusiasm. He almost
forgot his homesicknesa in his pride at being
the sharer in this tremendons adventure. On
‘the various floors there were rooms innumerable.
all destitute of furniture.

“I hadn’t the patience to make the furniture,”
Mr. Cripps exciaimed, “but some day when I am
rich, you and I, boy, will make this ship a
flying palace!”

“But how did you manage to make alli this
single-handel sir?” Jim enquired.

'+ “A very Intelligent question, boy! It seems
to you impossibtle that I should have done it
alone, but one of the properties of this metal I
‘have invented Is that at a certain state in the
'‘process of ite development, it is as malleable as
clay. You can mould it with your hands. With
the most elementary machinery—a turning lathe—
an ordinary potter’s wheel—it was possible to
fashion the various parfs of the ship. For two
.years I worked on it, and here i3 the result.”

i There were no windows in the Flying Submarine.
'Save for the periscope she was blind, but on that
white-topped table in the pilot-house it was
possible to watch the progress they made. Jim
'saw the sea rolling from beneath them—a liner
slip by—an Iisland flash for a moment on that
surface and then vanish. Steadily, at an unvary-
ing speed of threce hundred and fifty miles an
hour, the Flying Submarine kept her southerly
course throughont the day. Towards evening Mr.
Cripps calle! Jim’s attention to the fact that
the sea had vanished.

“South America, boyv,” he bhoomed. “On our
return journey we will explore those unknnwn
tracts of laod in the interior, but for a moment
we cannob waste the time. As we do not wish to
collide with any of the mountain ranges during
the night. boy, we will ascend.”

e moved a switeh slowly, watching one of the
dials as he did so.

“TLook, boy, look how perfectly she answers to
her controls. That needle registers her height
from the surface of the 'sea.”

Jim saw the needle pass from 10,000 to 20,000,
to 80,000. He glanced at the mirrored relflection
cast by the peristope. The earth that had been
so vividly distinct only a moment bhefore, had
now shrunk to an indistinguishable blur.

“By to-morrow, we shall have crossed this
continent aud have reached the scene of our
operations. You have seen how my invention has
econquered the air. To-morrow yvou will see her
vietory aver the depths of the sea.”

— —

On the Bed of thc Ocean!

IM was conscious of a growing sense of ex-
citement. He had long lost any feeling of

fear for his strange companion. He did

not even bother himself with the question

of whether he was sane or pnot. That marvellous
Invention of his was at any rate a reality. It
was wonderfui to be flying through the air at
that enormonis speed as steadily as if he were on
the deck of a steamer; it would be still more
‘wonderful to go down to the very bed of the
‘ocean and discover its mysteries. So excited was
he that he hardly slept that night. It was not
until dawn had broken that he really passed into

a deep slumber.
start to find that It was

. He woke Ith a
already ten o'clock. Springing out of bed he

L

dressed himseit and hurried to the pilot house to
enquire if Mr. Cripps had already breakfasted.
A breath of warm air met him as he stepped
off the stairs on to the floor., Looking up he saw
there was 2 round hole in the roof against which
a laader was placed. He clambered up the ladder
to find himself standing on the wvast shining deck
of the Flyiny Submarine

She was slowly descending. He joined Stanistaus
Cripps. who was leaping over the rail staring
downwards. Below he could see the ocean coming
up to meet them. Steadily the great vessel sank.
Now the first ripple of the sea touched her and
she bounced like .. bubble caught by the wind.
Withont a werd Stanislaus Cripps darted below,
and presently the water began to close about the
vessel unt! 3ne floated half submerged, swinging
easily to the tide.

“We’'ll hsve breakfast on deck, ' the
great voice hoomed.

It did not take Jim long to prepare tea and
bacon and seated there on the deck cross-lezged,
they devoured their meal. When they had
finished Cripps lit his pipe His blue eyes were
shining with excitement.

“Now, boy we will test what she can do
under the sea. We are lying at this moment
midway between Easter Island and the coast of
Chili. It Is here or hereabouts that I hope to
find the submerged continent. Make haste and
clear these things away and we'll begin our
most important exploration.”

The breakfast things removed, Jim joined his
companion ,n the pilot honse. The port-hole in
the roof had heen closed, and everything was Ib
readiness for the submersion of the vessel. '

“Now!” said Stanislaus Cripps, as he *maved=
a lever. :

As an experience 1t was somewhat dizappoint-
ing, Jim found. Except that the reflenrtions on
the white topped table vanished, nothing seemed
to happen. But Stanislaus Cripps appeared quite
satisfled. Studying a dial he recorded the number
of fathoms they had descended. Suddenly he
gave an exclamation of delight.

“I have the honour to inform yon, bhoy, that
we are now subjected to a pressure which would
squash the sides of a battleship as easily as you
would break an eggshell. If you could step out
of this vessei at this moment, vou would be in-
stantly flattened. Only my metal is capalle of
bearing such a pressure.”

Jim felt more than a little uneasy. The dis-
turbing thought flashed through his mind that
after all Mr Stanisliaus Cripps might be wrong.
He was Interrupted In his gloomy thoughts by
another exclamation from his companion.

“Boy, we have touched bottom. We are now
fifteen hundrec¢ fathoms helow the surface—three
hundred fathoms more, if my memory serves me
right, than any yet recorded depth! Now all
we have to do i1s to make our way to the diving-
ggmm, don our dresses and begin our investiga-
lons.”

He made hiz way to the head of the stairs, anda
was about to descend when the floor beneath
them lurched violently. Jim was sent cannoning
against his companion. Grasping at him wildly,
they went together head over heels down the
stairs. Someluow they mapaged to stay their
progress at the flrst floor. Jim, who was lying
uppermost, felt himself flung aside, as Stanislans
Cripps, uttering some violent exclamation, leapt
over him and bounded up the stairs. Dazedly
Jim crawled after him  The ship was lurching
drunkenly beneath his feet, flinging him from
side to slde He managed somehow to galn the
pilot 'house. Stanislaus Cripps was standing
there wedged 1n a corner staring at the dials.

“Can’t make it out, boy. We're moving, but
I.don’t know why we're moving. A curreut at
this depth 's absurd.”

“How do you know weo're moving?” Jim gasped.

boy.
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“ The engines are working at their full capacity.
and ye:. you 3ee, we are recording no speed.
That means we must be being pulled backwards.”
H:nHe clutched his shaggy red beard with both

andas,

“Can 1t b~ a :eak in the ocean bed, boy? C(an
it be that we are being sucked down into the
centre of tha earth?”

Jim had po answer to those questions. He
could only stare at Stanislaus Cripps panic
stricken. Rut there was no fear in the other’s
face. Hec .ooked for all the world like a chess
player profoandedly puzzled by the unexpected
move of onc of his opponent’s pieces.

“An interesting problem, boy. It remains to
pe seer whether e shall live to discover its
solution If 'y engines can’'t hold her, the
strength of the current must be enormous.”

“Can't we aseend, sir?” Jim asked nervously.

“I've emptied the reservoirs. She has enough

buoyancy at this moment to float twenty
thousand feet above the sea. And yet, we don’t
go up. We're like a straw caught in a mill
stream.”

He stared steadily at Jim.

“We must get to an end somewhere, boy.
This water must have some outlet, and according
to the unalte-able laws, it must rise eventually
to the same level as the sea. It may be a
subterranean cavern. in which case, once {freed
from this ecurrent, with our present buoyancy.
we shali rise suddenly and be dashed to pieces
against the roof.”

He was th!ukiu% aloud, and having arrived at
these conclusions he stretched out his hand and
moved the levers which replenished the empty
rezeryoirs with air and stopped the engines.

“Boy,-we are now in a position of having 4o
wait and see,” he remarked.

There wa3 dead silence in the pilot house,
broken only pow and again by the slipping of
their feet on tne rfoor as the ship lurched and
trembled. Five minutes went by. In spite of
the ingen.ous machinery by which the vessel was
maintained ia -a state of stable equilibrium, the
floor every moxent grew steeper, until at last
they were actually standing on what before had
been one of the walls, Then suddenly there was
s jar. The great vessel shivered throughout its
length, oscil'lated violently, and then assumed
its norma' lorizontal position so unexpectedly
that they were jerked off their feet like pebbles
from a catapult. Stanislaus Cripps wuas the first
to pick himself up.

“We’'re here. boy,” he exclaimed with a grin.
“wherever * here’ may be.” _

Even as he u.tered the words he gave a liftle
start, and his shaggy brows were puckered in a
frown.

*“This i3 strange, voy. For the last ten minntes
we uave been descending almost vertically.
Judging by the rpeed we have been travelling we
must have covered at least five miles, That
means that we are at least six miles below the
surface of the 3ea. According to the laws
governing the action of fluids, we should be
rising, and we should go on rising until we have

ascended that six miles,. And yet, we are
stationary. What is the meaning of it2”
Jim had po suggestion to make. All he knew

was that however far away the surface of the
sea mizht be, he wished he was there.

“What is *khe solution, boy?” Stanislaus Cripps
boomed. * As we are not rising, the leak in the
bed of the ocean must somehow have become
closed. But how has it become closed? That we
can only know by investization.”

He advancer calmly to the spot immediately
under the roof where the huge screw cap, now
carefully closed. allowed communication with the
deck. Jim caught his arm in alarm.

';1':\1{1-. (ripps, what are you going to do?” he
cried.

" See where we are, boy, and satisfvy myself as
to wl;e’tner the theory I have formed i3 correct
or not.”

“But we may be still under the sea, and the
water will rush in and drown us.” :

Stanislaus Cripps grinned and shook hi: head.

*Tmpossible boy We are floating on the sur-
face. Those dials caunot lie. The only pressure
above u3 is air or a gaseous vapour of some kind.
We must se¢ where we are.”

He touchec a button and the great cap pegan
slowly to unscrew and rise upwards. Jim watched
it fascinatedly. Stanislaus Cripps checked its
ascent just at the point when it was about to
slide backwards on to the deck., Looking up the
aperture he sniffed several times.

“Air, boy,” he boomed. “Good air! We
shan’t be suffocated at anyv rate.”

He touched the button agzain, and the great
screw cap swung clear and sunk into its position

on the deck Peering upwards, Jim found him-
self staring into a strange blue luminous
atmosphere. '

“This is [Interesting, boy,” said Stanislauvs

Cripps. “We will now go on deck and take stock
nof our suroundings.”

He sprang coolly up the ladder. After a
moment’s hesitation Jim followed him. A second
later and he was standing by his companion’s
side, his hair dbristling on his head, staring out
on a nightmare world.

Monsters of the Deep !

LL about them stretched a waste of black
inky waters on which the great vessel
floated like a cork. The atmosphere was
blue, but differing from the shade of the

sky on a clear suony day as the colours of the

‘Oxford crew differ from those of Cambridge. In

that strange light the Flying Submarine had
taken on a wonderful shimmering greenish hue.

So much Jim noticed of his immediate surroun:d-
ings. Then he raised his eyes, with a strange
shrinking feeling as if he dreaded to discover
some new horror in their situation. At first he
could see nothing but that blue atmosphere. and
then faintly through that phosphorescent gloom
he caught a faint glimmer like the shining of a
star. 1t was curious how his heart leapt at that
discovery. He turned quickly "and c¢aught his
companion s arm. '

“Lock sir that’s a star.
opening.”

But Stanislaus Cripps seemed strangely unmoved
by his statement. e was staring across the
waste of waters with that same thoughtful look
in his face.

“Boy, my theory must be correct. We are
six miles under the surface of the sea; we have
ravelled the last five in a torrent of water poured
thirough some leak in the bed of thie ocean; that
leak must now be closed, otherwise this water on
which we are floating would be rising, and it is
obviously maintaining its existing level.- But how
was that leak closed? And where is the bed of
the ocean?”

He leaned forward shading his eyes.

“Took, there—there is the wall of this cavern.”

Following the direction of his gaze, Jim was able
to make out a wvast towering wall of rocck that
rlittered falntly. It looked like some magical
cave, but of a vastness which exceeded the
imagination of man. Up into the gloom it
stretched, seamed mand torm as if it had been
excavated by the hand of man, to be lost in that
dark azure shadow above.

“This {3 very Iinteresting, bor,” Stanislaus
Cripps boomed. * We are on the verge of a dis-
covery beyoad the wildest dreams of scientists.
First we must satisfy ourselves on two point:—

There must be an
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how {his flow of water has been checked, and
how we come tu be breathing pure air?”

He raised hi: arms as he spoke, studying the
movement with inferest.

“It would appear, boy, that there must be
some opening to the ounter world. 1 noticed a
distinet difficuity in  raizing my hand. ‘That
means that we are subjected to the ordinary
terrestrial pressure of the atmosphere plus six
imore miles of it. An interesting phenomenon!”

Jim now poticed that he had a certain
difficulty in moving. It was as if his limbs were
compressed by some thick fluid.

“Hadn’t we Dbetter ascend, gir?"” he said
pervously. -1 mean, if tlere’'s a way out,
vughtn’t we to find it?”

Stanizlans Cripps turned upon him with a

look of amazement.

“Boy, yon must pe insane! Do you imagine
that after coming here, I am going to leave the
place until 1 bave solved the mysteries by which
1t 13 surrounded? 'The only thing of value in life
13 experience, and here i3 an experience—unique!”

Something in the water seemed suddenly to
altract his attention, for he leant over the rail.

“Look, hoy, there are fish here—dead fish—fish
flattened by the enormons preszure to which they
have been subjected.” .

He pilunged his hand into the water and drew
out what looked like a fish over which a steam
roiler had passed.

“Curious!” he remarked.

Suddenly his figure grew rigid. Jim looking up
from lis inspection of that flattened fish, followed
the directicu of his gaze. Instantly the blood -
ceased circulating in his veins and his heart
seemed to stop beating. Outlined against that
vast cavern wall in that strange blue haze were
four enormous figures. They stood there on
the brink of tne water holding in their hands
what looked like nets, but of a size unknown to
man. They were like monstrous statues carved
from pinkish-blue stone, For a moment Jim had
the illusion that they were statues standing at
least twenty feet high—statues perfectly pro-
portioned {o the vast scale on which they had
Ieen constructed—the fleures of men exaggerated
to a gigantic mould.

And then the mnext instant he saw them move.
They had waded into the water. He could sece
the phosphorescent ripples about their massive
limbs, and out of the azure murk eight flery eyes
stared steadily downwards at the Flying Sub-
marine and the two human beings standing
there on its deck.

(Whai are these amazing creatures? You will
find out in next week'’s splendid instelment. 1t
is full of thrills and surprises. Tell your chums
about this grand Serial—and order your copy of
the NELSON LFE LIERARY in advance!)
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THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

League showed be addressed to the Chief O
League, c/o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY K The Fleetway House, Farringdon
Any enguiries which need an immedwate answer should be accompanied by a stamped ard addressed envelope.

cer, The St. Frank’s
treet, London, E.C.4.

i

SILVER MEDALS THIS WEEK!

How to win one of the magnificent Silver Medais reproduced on page  22.

ILVELRL medals are now ready for issue to
the members of the St. Yrank’s League
who have qualified for the award., One
of these wedals is well worth

having, and is even more  attvactive than the
bronze trophy which has already been given.
The membership of the League has grown by
leaps and bounds,» and new members are being
enrvlled every day.

Members who already hold Bronze Medals amnild
are cligible for the Silver award should reail
the notice at the foot of the page.

To qualify for the Silver Medal, you must fiist
become a member of the St. Frank's League.
This is quite simple, for you have only to intre-
duce THE XNELSON LEE LIBRARY to a chum, and
follow the iwpstructions given on the preceding
page. You will then be sent an illuminated
Certificate of Membership and a Membership
Badge. The next step is to qualify for the
Bronze Medal, and you can do this by securing
six more introductions. Now you are well on
the way towards the Silver Medal. Obtain
another six introduetions, and you can exchange
your Bronze for a Silver Medal, or, if you wish
to retain the Bronze Medzl, you can do so by
increasing vour six introductions to twelve.

Is Sunderland Slack?

John Levy, 3, Hollvywood Avenue,
sunderland, sends a complaint. He is
about a club, and, so far, there has nol been
a big response. No harm in a start with one
or two, Others roll up. There 18 no 0.0, a3
yet in Sunderland. :

Surnames First.

Muoore, of Stourbridge, is
to address correspondents.
Christian name or the surname?
this depends; but the surname iz usual.
correspondent should join the League,

will zoon find how things work.

A Good Record.

Thos. G. Mercer, 1, Sweden Grove, Waterloo,
Liverpool, has 39 inlroductions to his credit,
and jolly good, too! lHe has much of interest
to say to readers who care to write.

Picking Up Fvench.

Lonis Van Luyek, 49, Stryderstraat,
nr. Antwern, would ke to hear from
who are keen on IFrench.

Camping in Summer,

George Rudge, Stonchouse, Devon, wants hints
on  summer c¢amping. Early days yet. First
thing is & cheap tent.  The rest follows. He
has cheery things to <ay of Nipper. Sorry, hat
there is only one way of qualifying for League
Membership.  FILL IN THE FORM!

Try Again.

Joseph Muackenzie, 49, Maguire Street, Vanxiuill
Road, Liverpeol, has been waiting to hear from

handsome

Southwick,
Keen

douhtful s
Shounld it
Well,

This
and he

Bolby
to how
be the

Edevgen.
readers

correspondents. Some recaders get snowed under.
Your turn will come, my chum.

Dale College Magazine.

Dale College is at King William’s Town, South
Aftrica, and ils school mag. is one of the best
I have seen, and best thanks to the chum who
sent it aluong. The magazine is full of good
things, not tne least beng a new boys' letier,
who describes lus journey . “At Johannesburg we

changed trains. 1 -like Johannesburg, The
people walk quickly and look eclever, it would
be fun_making money in Johannesburg. You
would have a run for it.”
CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
Miss Ruby Bond, 40, Erith Road. Bexley
Heath, Kent, wishes to correspond with girl

reaxders anywhere,
Norman Hartley, The Hermitage, Grimsargh, nr.

Preston, wishes to correspond with readers who
woelk  on poultry  farms overseas—Canada and
U.S.A. especially, His object i3 to compare

feeding, management. of stock, ete.
Henry Cathceart, 177, Bernard Street, DBridgeton,

Glasgow, wishes (o correspond with readers;
espectaily those who have bound volumes of
“'N.L.L." for sale.

Hugh Shillern, 2, Homewood Road, Church
Road, Mitcham, wishes to hear from members
in his distriet.

Joseph Mackenzie, 46, DMaguire Street, Vaux-

hall Road, Liverpool, wishes to correspond with

members in Seotland and Surrey to exchange
hints on cyeling.
L. DButcher, 12, Barrett wad, Southport,

Lancashire, wishes tu correspond with readers in
Australia.
Albert L.

an

Ward, “Jesmond Dene.” Heneauve
Road, Grimsby, Lincolnshire, wishes to hear
from Leagueites in his district who would help
to form a football club: ages 12—14.

Miss Kitty Speller, 35, Netley Road, Newhury

Park, Ilford, Essex, wishes to correspond with
readers.

John Levy, 3, Tiollywood Avenue, Southwick,
Sunderiand, wishes to  correspond with readers
interested in camping and walking; also with

those willing to help form a c¢lub.

HOW TO GET YOUR SILVER MEDAL.

All haiders of BRONZE MEDALS who have
qualified for SILVER MEDALS (see instruc-
tions on Application Form opposite) and wish

to exchange their medals for the higher
award, should send their bronze medals,

accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope.
to tme Chief Officer, the St. IFrank's League.

c/o the NELSON LEE L]l:‘-l{.-\RY_. Uml_;:h
House, Gough Square, London, E.C4. The

SILVER MEDALS witl then be sent lo them.
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THE BOYS OF ST. FRANK’S

have some amazing adventures in the s_olencfccf volume entitied :—

i
| ST. FRANK’S ON THE SPREE!

This great yarn introduces NIPPER & CO., Handy & Co.,
and the other popular ]um'ors. It is packed with fun and excite-
ment. I is now on sale in the

MONSTER LIBRARY

~ Price One Shilling. Get a Copy TO- DAY' |
M . N DD S S X

FREE «——e& MONSTER STAMP OUTFIT x—»’FREE

Absolutely the finest Gift ever .offered to Stamyp Collectors. contisting ¢f : Packet of Peerless Stamp Hinges,
Accurate Perforation Gauge, Useful Transparent Envelopes, Vest Pockst Stamp Wallet, & Magnificent
Collection of 100 Different Stamps (Catalogued over 5/-). All «ent Quite :E'rec Ask (o sce ‘my’ World-
famous Approvals, A further Remarkable Offer; If you enclose 2d. for postaze | will include “a “splendid

MAGNIFYING GLASS 15 F SR bcrcinity . - Write NOW —VIGTOR BANGEOFF, Matiock, Bamand.
HEIGHT CGOUNTS i hitineencea—

A heaith and physique improved. Wondeor-
¥ tul resultz, Send for particulars and out
Y £100 cuarantee to Girvan System AN P..
17. “troud Green Rodd London, N.4.

MAGIC TRICKS,

| JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

cle.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6. Yentriio- wanted (ar the Seaman Ciass (from _which

guist's’ Instrument. Invisible. Liitate Birds. Price 6d. | @ >civ f AL i for the Wli"'_"l'-‘h Tf'i*:gl‘:fﬁﬁf‘-‘"unil
cacin. .4 for-1/-.—T. W. HARRISON 239, Penton- . Signa.ling DBranches). Aze 15! 10 162 years.
ville. Road. London, N.1. - MEYN als” are regrited for : ER
) f ] 2
SENSATIONAL STAMP OFFER SEAMEX Age 18 to 25.

DUPLICATE STAMP ALBUM

(SPECIAL SERY IO

STOKERS ‘dye 18 fo 25.

FREE!

} . ol o3
;100-DEFFERENT STAMPS LOYAL \.L_\RI‘\! FOLCE Age 17 to 23,
‘SET .14 AUSTRHLIAN = ehe

All the above sent absolutely free. Just request GOOI} PAY. - . ALL I‘OUHD.,
cur famous approvals. A postcard will do

EXCETLLENT CHANCES FOR PRDMDTION
M f*} = -
IIS:T-EHLI'H" =aft Officer,

Lisburn & Townsend, London Rd., Liverpool.

App'y by letier fo the R.N,

\  swilt cycles on 14 days’ ap-
) '7\ proval packed freeand carr.
T AR paid, on receipt of small de-
-1] posit, Lowest cash prices, or
easy payment rerms, Write <
.or Free Eargain Lists NOW, Ladd

I bjl’m v A:& l‘i en-@ THCWORLDX LARSCSTEYELE DTALR

o 18 COVENTRY.
R

| @ ond R.M., - 5,4 Snftolk Sirecl,e Birmingyigm ;2 121.
A"DTHE BIKE Victoria Streer, Bristol; !3 (I RS} ln rrLce,” Du‘\ ~.!
hill, Glascow: 30, Canninz ~FPlas e, Il.u]mui 55,
ls Youns Whitehall, " Lomdan, S:‘\\'.l 2889 —~ l)i'nh&*ir. -\rI -
chiesteer: 116, RHye ILill,» XN uu’l\fh rm“’t‘ﬂw. ol» €,
.- i supply the nnest Coventry “"l.d.ih-rt- n Terrace, Quevi’s's Pu kk, Htl:l!]l'l!ll_j Lot

H
ek

ot

S

(Abroad lja}includinz

300 STAMPS FOR Bd Kirpost re Apigezuia

Old Irdia, Nigeria New Sontk Wales; 7Gold” Coasts ¢te.
W.A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

Stop

Stammering | Yo

: ticulars FREE.— FRANEK " B. - HUGHES. 7,
1 TO THOSE REQUESTING Approval | Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.: &= o
FREE Sllf‘-r_'li_s—f}(,‘: different Stamps, ltlr"?al Watenr- o
muitrk Delector, and a Yest Pockel Case. o }’ omp! et
R. WILKINSON COLWYN BAY. HEIGHT INGREASED 5 Course

3-5 1nche-= in ONE - MDNTH .
Wiihout appliances — drugs — or - mmnv :
The Famous Clive System Never -
Fails. Complete Course 5/« PP.O. p.f..
or furlher parlics, stamp.—P. A. Chve‘
Harrcck House, Tiie Close, COLWYN BAY.

CUT THIS OUT

“*NELSON LEE" PEN COUPON, VALUE 3d.

send & of these ecoipons, with only 2/9 (and 2d. stamp)

divect to the FLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street,

E.C.4. By rcturn you will receive a handsome lever

selif-fiiling FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with solid gold

mlb (dwe, mediwn, or ULroad), usually 10'6. Fleet
price 4/-, or withh 5 coupons ounly 2/9,

All applications for Advertisement Spaces in this
publication should be addressed to the Advertise-
ment Manager, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The Fleetway House, Farmggdon St.,Lond., E.C. 4
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P'rinted and Published every Wednesday by the Proprictors,
[louse, Iarrmgdon Street, London, E.C.4. Advertisement
London, E.C.4. Rogislered for transmission by
11/- per annum, 5'6 for six months.
tor Australia and New Zealand

T Amaleamared Pross, Litd., «The I'L.m\}m.r
Offices 1 The Fleetway Hotise, Farringdon s Siréer,
Canadian magazine noat. Subseriputon Rates: Inland and Abrvodd,
Sole Asents for South Afriea: Central News Ageney, Limited. Sole }'i!.’;u'lw
Messrs, Gordon & Gotch, Iamitod: and for Canads : 'Ihe Imperial Nows'.Co
(Canado), Limibted . St

March 5th, 1927..

New Series No. 44. DR



