svewset, THRILLS AT FLODDED ST. FRANKS ! “fe

A v

| THE LATEST STARTLING EXPLOIT
* THE FAMOUS BOYS OF ST. FRANK'S !

- A DR e e duk: . e I A S B, i e it s 3L

New Series No. 47. OUT ON WEDNESDAY ! March 26th, 1927,




THE NELSGN LEE LIBRARY

D5 ) ,.,._‘./_...I..
AT

QLIRSS ,/ WY
- O /x
= W
s eI

AT T TR
v_...?ifiswu.ﬁ, X

R

¥ .... y .\\ f \ _q w ) . " J-..:Qﬁ“u'rrt-.
.\__.ﬁ_gs__.?_\\_h S S 2

I & i i i

n o e

- -

y

:

]

“.
{448

!

= -‘-"E

RN T
W a_ _."..,..’_5,—,. \\\n\w -

__.f-
W e s .-.

|

Nelson Lee

nized him,

o

4

came towards the seaplane,

A shout went up as the juniors reco

had returned to the flooded scho.l.

the pilot stepped out of the cockpit.

]

! As Willy Handforth and his chums, in their home-made paddle-bodt,
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Cut Off by Floods!

The Schoolhoy Refugees
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A stirring, long complete yarn of fun and
adventure at flood-bound St. Frank's.

CHAPTER 1.
THE STRANDED SCHOOLBOYR!

« HAT,” asked Archie Glenthorne,
“is this 7”7

““Oatmeal fritter—my 5£eeial

recipe!”  said  Fatty ittle
proudly.
“Good gad! Xindly remove it!”
“You ass! It's my triumph!” roared
Fatty.

The genial ass of the St. Frank’s Remove
jammed his monocle firmly into lis eye,
surveyed the abomination more closely, and

shuddered.

“It reminds me of the family ghost!”’ he
said distastefully., “It has the same pasty,
mottled complexion. Take it away, laddie,
and lay it! All self-respecting ghosts must
be laid!”

“You funny chump ' snorted Fatty Little.
“Is this all the thanks I get for frying you

one of my specials? TI'll jolly well eat it

| myself unless you make up your mind !”’

Archi® averted his eyes.

“The old mind is alrcady riveted!”’ he
declared. *‘‘In fact, dash it, it’s so securely
fixed that I might say that it's bolted and
padlocked! The odour of this foul atrocity
offends me!”

The fat junior was offended, too. He had
taken a particular pride in that fritter, and

it hurt him to hear these disparaging
remarks. In his eyes, 1t was a thing of
beauty.

“That’s done 1t!” he said indignantly.

““ After this, you can prepare your own grub.,
orl starve! I fried that fritter in oil—real
oil I’

*“1I believe you, old
said Archie fecbly.

“I'll admit it wasn’t proper Irying oil,
but we can’t be too particular at a time like
this,” went on Fatty, with warmth, * Hand-
forth found it—a brand-new can of bicycle

fright—absolutely,’’
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~l, stuffed away in his bed-room cupboard!
The only trouble is, it’s burning oil—and 1
asually find lubricating o1l better for frying
purposes, Still—”
~He paused. Archie was making pitiful
signals of distress. The elegant junior, in
fact, rose from his bed, draped a blanket
vround him, and staggered off to the nearest
bathroom.
“Well I'tn jiggered!”’ said Fatty, staring.
'he poor chap must be 1ll! 1 take the
trouble to bring him his breakfast in bed,
knowing what a lazy-bones he 1s, and he
scorns my prize fritter!”’

And Fatty, thoroughly incensed, prccceded
to demolish the delicacy himself.

St. Frank’s was just shaking itself up for
the day. And St. Frank’s, to be exact, was
not quite its usual self. Instead of f)eing
surrounded by picturesque grounds, playing-
fields, and grassy meadows, it was entirely
surrounded water.

The flood flad got the old school in its
grip. and the inhabitants were hopelessly
stranded. Nobody quite remembered when
the deluge had taken place; the date seemed
remote. Nobody even troubled about the
day of the week. Food, perhaps, was the
weightiest problem which exercised most
minds, with the thought of escaping from -
the flood area a good second.

Considering the nature of the general
breakfast which had just been demolished,
the boys were justified, -perhaps, in their
anxiety. For that breakfast had consisted of
plain flour-and-water dough, baked or boiled
over bed-room fires, without salt or leaven of
any kind As an alternative, there was oat-
meal gruel, or whole-wheat porridge.

The boys consumed this diet eagerly and
ravenously, for, after all, nobody could deny
the unquestionable fact that it was whole-
some food, if somewhat indigestible. The
only trouble about it was that it lacked
variety. And after one or two dumplings
or stodgy pancakes, the stuff seemed to lose
its original appeal.

“ All the same, it’s grub,” declared Dick
Hamilton, the popular captain of the
Remove, It may be plain——"

“It is plain!”’ put in Tommy Watspn.

“It may be unpalatable, but we're at least
saved from the shadow of starvation,” con-
tinued Dick smoothly. *“And as the stuff 1s
only a sort of stopgap, we can face the future
with calm stoicism. To-day, my sons, we're
going to make things hum.”

Reggic Pitt, of *the West House, <niffed
the arr. < '

* It vou ask me, things are humming pretty
badly already,” he remarked. ‘' \What’s this
1iff of cart-grease, mingled with hair-oil,
paraffin, and colza? Who's perpetrating this
dastardly offence 7'’

Fullwood grinned. : ‘

“It's only Fatty, making some . of his
special messes,”” he chuckled. *There’s no

ier

end to the ingenuity of that chap! What a
cook 1" , '
“ Exactly,” agreed Reggie, ‘‘with the

3 13D

accent on the ‘what’i

“He can'v help it—it comes natural to
him,”” continued Fullwood. ‘‘He¢ uses any-
thing, too—he’s not a bit particular. Per-
sonally, I’d rather stick to the plain ocatmeal
porridge, or the stodgy dumplings.”

“ Breakfast’s over now, and KFatty’s in-
dulging m some of his fancy work,” re-
marked Reggie. ‘'He made a special fritter
for Archie, but I hear that Archie turned it
down.”’ _

“That’s just as well,”’ said Fullwood. “I
only just rescued my tooth-paste in the nick
of time. That fat horror wanted to use it
for peppernunt flavouring!”

“That’s nothing!” said Watson. “I
caught him running off with my pot of -
vaseline. Said 1t would do fine for irying!
And Dick Goodwin only just rescued his tin
of soldering flux by a ﬁair’s-breadth. Fatty
wanted it for shortening his pastry *?

“There’s no end to his activities!” put in
De Valerie. ‘‘Remember those pancakes he
gave us, with an almond flavouring? He'd
used my pot of brown boot cream, if you

please !”

“If we’re not all poisoned, it’'ll be &
wonder !” grinned Reggie. “ After this, 1'm
going to stick to the plainest of plain diet.
Somehow, I've got a flavour of zam-buk
hanging round. my mouth. It wouldn’t be

a bad idea to change our cook!”

Fatty, of course, had appointed himself
sole chief of the commissariat for the
Remove. The task fell to him naturally, as

his reputation as a chef was well established.
But he neceded to be watched. When he was
short of the recognised ingredients, he had
no compunction about utilising the most fan-
tastic substitutes.

But, anvhow, breakfast hid been success-
fully negctiated in the Ancient House.
Stomachs were feeling slightly weighty, per-
haps, but appetites were appeased, and the
fellows were ready for the rigours of another
day.

—— ——

CHAPTER 2.
ARCHIE SEES8 DOUBLE |

% HE flood had engulfed St.
- Frank’s with dramatic
- completeness,
After a solid week of
pelting ram, the great
Pine Hill rescrvoir had %urst its south wall,
and the Stowe valley had bcen converted
into a wilderness of water and debris. St
Frank’s, full in the path of the flood, had
become Half submerged,

The flood waters were swirling and eddy-
ing only a few feet below the level of the
dormitory windows. The old Triangle was a
lake—the squares and Inner Court were
smaller lakes. And the cntire district round
about the school was like an inland sea.

There had been plenty of excitement since
the disaster had burst upon the school.

In the first place, there were no masters.
Not a single House of St. Frank’s had a
man within its walls., and even the prefeects
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wore missing. All had been called away
during afternoon lessons on the day of the
catastrophe—in a futile attempt to stave off
the danger. And thus St. Frank’s had been
caught napping, as it were. The school was
marooned utterly, and none of the masters
had been able to get near since.

Even Phipps, Archie’s faithful valet, had
become separated from his young master.
And the clegant junior was, in consequence,
just drifting through life in a dazed condi-
tion of helplegsness and misery. Without his
tr&;st}' Phipps, he was like a dog without a
tail.

The first twenty-four hours had been the
worst, for during those anxious hours the

flood had been rising, a fearful hurricane

had raged throughout the night, and  the
school had found itself without a morsel of
food. The girls of the Moor View School,
too, had been in the utmost peril, and the
Remove had valiantly undertaken the task
of rescuing them. The girls, with two mis-
tresses, were now in full occupation of the
West House. And the normal West House
immhabitants were crowding upon their Ancient
House colleagues.

Finding that no help came from the outer
world, the boys had faced the situation
pluckily. Dick Hamilton, perhaps, was the
teilow who had done most to keep everybody
calm and collected. In this emergency, the
school had conducted itself in a way that
ipheld all the fine old traditions of St.
Irank’s.

For all the sight of other humanity they
saw, they might as well have been on a
lonely Pacific island. They were deserted—
cut off —marooned in the midst of this watery
waste, with the strong, swirling currents of
the swollen river forming a barrier between
them and outer civilisation,

A great raft had been built, and many
sacks of Hour and oatmeal had been rescued
from the flooded mill on the outskirts of
Bellton. Thus the school was saved from
starvation. But nonc could deny' that the
position was still bad., They couldn’t con-
tinue on that frugal diet for long, and the
main thought was to get away, out of the
flood zone altogether. :

Fortunately, there were plenty of fires

going. 'The debris that came drifting down
the current was useful. Much of it was ser-
viceable as fuel—hen-coops, sheds, planks,

and a hundred-and-one other wooden scraps
of flotsam and jetsam. The majority of these
articles drifted irresistibly into West Square.
There was some hidden eddy which caused
the stuff to swirl round and entrap itself in
the square.

Certain juniors were told off to rescuc all
ihis fuel. to carry it indoors, and dry it in
front of the existing fires, And so there was
a coustant supply. The fellows took it in
turns to do these duties, and the other
Houses were allotted their equal share.

It was now eight o'clock in the morning,
and fellows were thinking about the big raft,
and the possibilities of getting away. The,
flood was still at its high level, although

many prophets were declaring that it would
soon begin to drop. Rain was no longer
falling. 'The March mecrning, i fact, was
sunny and pleasant. But for the ever-present
desolation of the flood, evervthing would
have been very cheery this morning.

“Well, Nipper, what's the nrogramine 7’ .
asked Pitt. “You’re the commander-in-
chief, and——"

“Rats!” said, Dick Hamilton, frowning.
“We're all in the same boat, and we're all
pulling together. We'd better bring the
Majestic out of dock, and get her ready for
her trans-Atlantic trip. The idea is to take
a load of girls to Bannington, isn’t it?”’

“And a jolly good idea, too,” said Pitt
stoutly. “Who would 1magine a nicer
cargo?” :

“Don’t rot, old son,” said Nipper. “We
talk very ghbly about wusing the raft to
rescue the school, but it won’t be so easy.
There are three or four hundred of wus, and
if we can only take twenty at a time, and
the return trip occupies four hours, where
are we? Just figure 1t out!”

Reggie scratched his chin.

“H'm! We shall be getting somewhere
near to Christmas!’’ he said.

“Somewhere into next week, anyhow!”
growled Nipper. *I think we had better
confine ourselves to the girls alone, and sce
them safely on to dry land. The rest of us
ought to stick to St. Frank's to the bitter
end.” s

““Personally, I was hoping that the end
would be sweet,”” said Pitt.  ““I don’t quite
like that * bitter end’ stuff. It sounds pessi-
mistic. You're nof anticipating a gcnera!l
collapse, are you? The flood 1sn’t under-

[ A1

mining the -foundations, I hope?

But Nipper was thinking. He took no
notice of Reggic’'s characteristic jocularity.
Such pleasantries were hardly in tune with
the situation.

In the meantime, Archie Glenthorne was
taking his morning air. This was a rite
which Phipps had never allowed him to miss.
Ten minutes’ stroll in the Triangle had
been, as Archie cxpressed it, just what the -
doctor ordered. But although Archie was
quite keen on that morning stroll, he saw
no reason why he shoild take to swimming
as a substitute. There was certainly no
other mecthod of perambulating the Triangle
at the present time. '

So Archie took the only alternative, and
went out on the roof,

At this place it was flat, and made an
cxcellent exercising ground.  Archie took
several turns round, and then considered
that it was time for a brief rest. He leaned
against the stone parapet, gazing pensively
at the flood. A waft of oily odour came up
from a lower window, and he started a:
though he had been stung by a hornet.

“Good gad!” he gasped, reeling away.

He recognised that odour, and a momen
tary vision of Fatty Little's “special fritter ”
came before his mind’s eye. Archie felt that
his spine had turned into jelly, and the
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middle scction of his person was revolving
round and round.

He went to the other side of the roof, and

breathed in scveral mouthfuls of the fresh
morning breeze. Then he started. His eye-
glass dropped out of his eye, and he stared
glassily across the flood, ;

“Odds tragedies and horrors!” he mur-
mured, aghast. ‘I feared as much! That
frightful stuff has impaired the good old
health. The pride of the Glenthornes is
absolutely seeing things!”

He was gazing across the paddock, his
attention being riveted upon the big barn
which stood just beyond the corner of the
playing-fields, That barn was a weli-known
landmark, and it had been three-parts sub-
merged by the ever-rising floods. ,

But it seemed to Archie that the barn had
taken on a drunken list to starboard. And
even as he watched it, it seemed to heel
over still more. Archie shook his head,
groped for his monocle, and jammed it in,
"and starcd again.

It made no difference—the barn was still
behaving in a fashion that no self-respecting
barn should. Unless Archie was mistaken,
the thing was absolutely inclined to be tipsy.

CHAPTER A.
TROUBLE WITH MISS BROOME!

RCHIE gave
vigorous shake,
““No, it's just the
same!” he said despair-
ingly. *“The dashed old
barn appears to be reeling somewhat. Of
course, 1t 1sn’t. 1 mean to say, barns don’t
dash about in floods, executing the good old
Charleston! Absolutely not !
it! Good gad, it’s absolutely me!”

For a {ragic moment, Archic
that the recent flood had
balance. It was so®obvious. There was the
barn, a solid wooden structure, with a
thatched roof, reeling over until it was many
degrees out of the perpendicular.

And then Archic started again—-more vio-
lently still.

“0Odds mysteries and puzzles I’? he ejacu-
Jated hoarsely. “The old eyesight is doing
the dirty on me! Absolutely and unques-
tionably, the dirty! 1Tt's a bit thick when
a chappie’s optical department turns on him,
as it were, and positively bites him !’

The barn was perfectly level now—as staid
and sedate as ever. Archie gulped, polished
his eyeglass, put it in his eye agamn, and
wondered what he would see now. He
wouldn’t have been very surprised if the
barn had assumed an upside-down position.

But there it was—quite normal.

“Of course, it’s the eyes,” =aid Archie,
looking desperately across the Hood in the
direction of DBannington. * Phipps, old life-
saver, where are you? I mean to say, how
can the young master proceed without your
choice and juicy advice?  And, dash it,

himself a

helieved
impalired his

It’s me, dash

there isn’t a doctor in the place I’ he added,
coming down to practical affairs. *“ The
next thing will be, so to speak, blindness.
If a chappie’s eyes shove the half-nelson on
him without the slightest warning, they’re

liable to——  What-ho! I knew it!"’ he
gdded.ho’pelesaly., ““They’re dashed well at
1t again ™’

The barn was still there—still in full

sight—but it wasn’t where it ought, to have
been. The startled Archie could easily see
this. He knew for an absolute.fact that the
barn had never been within a mere six feet
of the sports pavilion |

Reggic Pitt came wup, and rubbed his
hands cheerily.
“Ripping  morning!” he  observed

“You've got good judgment, Archie—"

*“*One moment, laddie!” interrupted Archie
Glenthorne, ““Kindly flow to this side of
the good old battlements. Be good enough
to pour vourself in this direction, laddie!”’

Reggie obligingly poured himself.

“Fine!” he said. ‘““There’s betler
here—"

“You frightful ass!”’ interrupted Archie.
“Be good enough to corroborate a ghastly!
fcar of mine. Is the dashed barn where it
ought to be, or is the dashed barn not?
That, 1 mean, is the question.” .

Reginald Pitt looked, started, and grinned..

“As a matter of fact, the dashed barn
isn’t,” he replied. :

e Isn}tlh’

“The dashed barn is wandering into the
playing-fields,”” continued Reggic. “Got
tired of the flood, 1 expect, and pulled up-
its foundations in disgust. T don’t blame
it—I'd do the same myself, if I could.”

“Then 1t’s all right?”’ asked Archie, in
great relicf. “The good old eyes haven’t
been playing draughts with me? I mean to
say, I’'m not buffed?” i

‘““Nothing to worry about at all, old
man,” grinned Pitt. “I'm secing the same
as you're sceing, so you can dismiss all those
hard, cruel, sinisier suspicions about poor
old Iatty!”’ - _

“Well, as a matter of fact, I was begin-
ning to fear that Fatty’s culinary atrocities
had impaired the mental balance,” confessed
Archie. 1 don’t mind admitting, old top
that I’m somewhat ripely relieved. Abso
Jutely! I can ooze below in comfort now,
and scck the good old couch.”

Archie wandered off, much happier in mind.
Rergie was slill watching the barn when
Nipper and Handforth came up. The famous
leader of Study D was arguing, as usual.
And Nipper was ignoring him—also as usual.

“What’s happening to the barn?” asked
Nipper, staring.

“Left it’s foundations, and going off for a
little swim,” replied Reggie. ““We cai’tl
waste time on such trifles, though. What
about the raft? When do you propose to
get things going?”

They watched the barn for some inoments.
The wooden building was drifting lazily. and

alr

one of those back currents which are peculiay
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“PVE BEEN UP
ALL NIGHT!

Mind you, it’s my own fault.
that bit they stick in the papers about tellin’ the newsagent
to deliver your copy cvery weck—saves you gettin’ wet fcet
going round for it, and all that sort of thing.

“ Gosh, I am tired!

it! I said to our
‘BOYS® REALM’
mornings !’
have a look at it over breakfast.
didu’t lay awake all night listenin
the bloke delivered it !
and Pete’s a proper scream !

1y club’s just joined the ‘ Rea'm
( hampionship Cups they give aw ay.

newsagent: ° You

through

?

the letter-box on Woednesday
My idea was “that I'd get it a bit earlier and

I went to bed Tuesday night, an’ blow me if I
g for the old
You sce, they've got Jack, Sam and Pete running in it now—
I wouldn’t miss it for anything, and it's only

You know

Well, T did

might stick the

‘REALM’ to plop on the mat when

tuppence.

Football League, and we’'re right after one o’ those
But no more laying awake for me.

I'm Uoln' round

to collect the old paper on Wednesdavs ; the newsagent’s going to put it b\

Every
Wednesday

/

JhE BoyS

Pr.ce
Twopence

QF SPORT & ADVENTURE

to all floods was causing it to veer round in
the direction of Inner Court. Strictly speak-
ing, the barn ougint to have drifted 1n the
other direction, down with the river. But
it had been picked up by one of those side
eddies.

“1’'in thinking about Miss Broome,” ex-
plained Nipper. ‘““She’s been making things
unpleasant ever since we rescued Irene & Co.
From the first minute she made herself a
nuisance.”

““And she isn’t even the headmistress!”
snorted Handforth. * Miss Bond was away,
and this—this old fright tries to pull off the
bossy stunt with St. Frank’s! She's only the
senior rmistress—the senior under-mistress!
Why take any notice of her?”

““Because it’s impossible not to,”
Nipper. “She's grumbling at everything.
and we're all sick of her outbursts and
tirades. But you ecan’t alter the fact that
she’s in full charge of the girls.”

““And that’s where we come against
snag, eh?” asked Reggie.

“Rot!” said Edward Oswald Handforth.
“There’s no snag! We’ll just ignore th~ silly
old frump! We'll take a raftful of girls,
and——7"

““That’s just it, ITandy,”
per, frowning.

“Just what?”

“The snag,” replied Nipper. *‘OIf course,
we could do as you say, and fill the raft with
girls, but I'm dubious. I don’t mind ignor-
ing her. and defying her, becfuse her

authority over us is only self-assumed, and
&

replied

the

interrupted Nip-

doesn’t count for a straw.
to obey her.
e E}l ?.‘l
““She’s their senior mistress, and if we per-
sunade the girls to come with us in defiance
of her orders, we shall simply aid and abet
a mutiny in the Moor View ranks,” explained
Nipper shrewdly. “That’s what I’m think-
ing about. We don’t want Irene & Co. to
get into a peck of trouble later on, do we?”

““Oh, that’s all rot,” said Handforth.

“It may be rot, and it may not,” declared
Nipper. *““You know me, Handy. I'm a
cantious chap——"

“Go hon!” said Handforth sarcastically.

“And we’ve got {o remember that four
of those girls came within an inch of drown-
ing yesterday—including your sister, Reggie.”
concluded Nipper quietly. “If we take the
girls, and land them safely beyond the flood
zone, all well and good.”

“Isn’t that what we’re planning to do?”
demanded Handforth.

“Sometimes a theory doesn’t always pan
out In practice,” Nipper pointed out. *“‘And
if we take the pgirls, and something happens
to the raft, we sha'l be responsible. I'm not
anticipating a tragedy, of course, but what
fools we should look if we got stranded o
a part of the flood where there’s 1o shelter.
The girls would eatch it hot from Miss Bond
uhen Miss Broome reported, :md the ring-
leaders might even be expelled.’

“But the girls are as keen as mustard on
the thing.” pmte‘?ted Handforth. _

“We ali are,” said Nipper, “with the ex-

We're not obliged
But the girls are.”
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ception of Miss Broome. 1 don’t propose to
persuade the girls to venture on this trip
against their mistress’ orders. So I’'m going
to Miss Broome, and I'll try to make her

see reason.’”’
“T wish said Handforth

witheringly.

you luck!”

CHAPTER 4.
¥MISS BROOME SAYS “xo0!”

AWA (| FTER all, Nipper was per-
O\ fectly right, and it was
; & Just as well that he and

Reggie Pitt, and one or two

others Lkept their heads

clear. Ai such a time as this, the fellows
were liable to lose their sense of proportion.

There wasn’t a master in the place, and
discipline and routine were naturally swept
by the board. It was largely owing to
Nipper’s calm, forceful personality that the
Remove had maintained its equilibrium,

During the building of the raft, there had
even been a minor barring-out, and that
-sort of thing was calculated to get into the
blood—at least, into the blood of a schoolboy.
Being a young animal who naturally rebels
at authority, the schoolboy welcomes a bar-
ring-out with open arms.

Even Nipper had joined in that little
affair—in fact, he had mooted it. For he
had no intention of being hindered in his
work, and he had told Miss Broome plainly
that he refused to recognise her authority.
It was, in all truth, a piece of sheer effron-
tery on the lady’s part to assume any
authority at all at St. Frank’s. Her domain
was solely confined t> the girls.

And that was where Nipper decided that he
must step warily.

There was nothing to prevent him taking
the raft off with a load of fellows, Miss
Broome could forbid it all she pleased, but
the boys could get into no ‘rouble for defy-
ing her, cnd they knew it.

But neither Nipper nor Pitt nor Handforth
waunted to take the raft off with a load of
boys. That sort of thing went against the
grain. They believed in the axiom of
‘“ladies first.” They simply couldn’ rescue
themselves, and leave Irene & Co. stranded
here. St. Frank’s was a safe shelter, no
doubt, but it was not an ideal efuge for
the occupanis of a high-class boarding school
for young ladies. The conditions were bad
enough for the boys, but they were much
worze for the girls.

They had been brought to St. Frank’s
practically destitute. It had been a ques-
tion of saving lives, and none of the girls
had been able to bring a stitch of clothing
sxcept that which they stood in. The West
House was comfortable enough, but it had
ot bheen built for the accommodation of
agirls.  And there was the food question,
15, Nipper didu’v like to think of Trene

free will—well,

& Co. subsisting on the stodgy, half-cooked
dough that was the school’s only diet.

The sooner the girls could be removed to
dry land, the better. For then they would
be able to get to their various homes, and
be safely out of all this confusion and dis-
comfort and turmoil.

But Miss Broome thought differently!

She was in full command where the girls
were concerned, and Nipper did not like to
take tho serious step of counselling his girl
chums to flout their mistress’ authority. By
doing so he would be gravely in the wrong.
If the girls defied Miss Broome of their own
that was quite a different
matter. .

Nipper went over inte the West House
without delay. :

At the beginning of the flood, there had
only been a line, stretching across the square.
But now there was a  proper bridge. A
number of Fifth-Formers, under Browne, feel-
ing that a little exercisc. would do them
good (or perhaps Browne had felt that the
exercise would do them good) had got busy
with ropes and planks.

A sort of pontoon bridge had been con-
structed. Many barrels had drifted on the
flood, and these had been requisitioned for
the bridge—before the fuel merchants could
gather them in for the fires.

A series of barrvels, with planks nailed to
them, stretched across the flooded square,
and there was a_ rope support, too. to serve
as a kind of handrail.

Miss Broome, naturally, had been against
this bridge from the very start. Why, she
wanted to know, did the boys want a bridge:
that led only into the girls’ quarters? She
failed to appreciate that Irene & Co. were.
keen on joining the boys in their building
operations, and that the boys were equally
keen on establishing free and easy communi-
cations with their enforced guests.

As a matter of fact, the girls hadn’t
crossed that bridge once, for Aiss Broome
had forbidden it. In vain Nipper pointed out.
to her that the bridge was essential. It was
used constantly, for fuel was regularly taken
into the West House, and food supplies were
carried over, too. There were a hundred
ways in which the bridge was essential.

It incensed the girls enormously when they
realised that Miss Broome regarded them as.
a species of hot-house fower, to be shut:
up within a glass case. Actually, they were
healthy, modern girls, and they wanted to;
have as much fun as they could out of this
exciting situation.

Nipper crossed the bridge, and found his
way barred when he got to the opposite’
window. Miss Broome regarded him coldly.
She was an austere lady, thin, angular, with
a hooked nose and a stern rhin, '

“Just the one I wanted to Miss
Broome,” said Nipper cheerily. '

“You surprise me!” retorted the mistress.

“On bwusiness, of course,” added Nipper.
“We’'re getting the raft ready for immediate

see,



The barges swung into the Triangle.
the craft,

sailing, and v : want your permission-to take
half your givls with us. We’ll deliver them
safely out of the flood zone, and then come
back for the rest.”

“Indeed!"” said Miss Broome acidly. * You
seem to have planted it out very neatly,
young man!”’

“Our idea 1s to go straight to Banning-
ton,” went on Nipper. *‘There may be trains
running from there; but even if there aren’t
it'll be a big improvement on St. Frank’s.
The girls will be able to get the accommoda-

tion they need and fresh clothing, and
proper food
“ All this is very interesting, no doubt, to

vou,” said Miss Broome. ¢“I will tell you,
however, that it does not appeal to me in
the least., I refuse to allow any of these
girls to embaln on such a mad, preposterous
enterprise.’

“But look here 4

“(Owing to the plucky and commendabie
activities of you boys, Miss Bond’s pupils
are providentially safe.” continued Miss
DBroome. “1 have never attempted to be-
little the wonderful help you gave us, but
I am, nevertheless, determined to show my
stern disapproval of your present activities.
The whole thing is insane!™

“What do you propose,
Nipper grimly.

“We shall remain here until the masters of
this school recover from their lethargy, and
think fit to send an expedition.” satd Miss

then?” asked
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. suooestion. |

On the foremost, Handy had grasped a sweep and was trying lo guide
But the weight was too much, and brickwork flew in all directions as the clumsy v&ssel crashed
mto the wall of the Wes:

Houze.

Broome curily. ‘The manner in which St.
Frank's has becen dgnored and deserted -1s
little short of scaundalous. From the head-
master downwards, the men of this school
are deserving of the sternest censure!”

Nipper kept himself under control

difficulty.

“Doesn’t it strike you,
a statement like that cuts both ways?” he
asked. **You might just as well say that
Miss Bond is even now censuring you for
not bringing the girls out of the flood. How
can the masters get here? There aren’t
boats by the hundred knocking about, ready
for anybody to use——"

“1 have no wish to argue with an imper-
tinent schoolboy!” iuterrupted Miss Broome
angrilv. “I have told you my decision, and
I shall not shift from it. None of my girls

with

Miss Broome, that

shall go away on that raft of yours. Dr.
Stafford is guilty of callous and criminal
neglect & -

“That’s not fair!” broke out Nipper
heatedly. ““That sort of talk, Miss Broome,
only does more harm than good. Why
can’t you wait until you hear the real facts ?

The Ilead may have boen killed during that
deluge. for all we know.’

Miss Broome compressed her lips.

“There were many masters, all told,” she
replied. “While I do not admit for a
moment the possibility of your pessimistic
do maintain that the masters
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of this school have failed.
gsend relief, I shall remain.”

“You're welcome to, of course, but I was
talking about the girls s

“The girls will remain, too!” snapped Miss
Broome. *“I should be guilty of a gross be-
trayal of my trust if 1 permitted any of the
girls to risk their lives on that crazy con-
traption of yours. That is all! Once and
for all, I desire this subject to be closed.”

She turned on her heel and strode off down
the passage. And Nipper sat on the window-
sill, glaring after her with an expression that
really ought to have caused a burning sensa-
tion up and down her back.

And until they

CHAPTER 5.
WELCOME VISITORS.

OOR old Diek!”’

Nipper looked up and
found Mary Summers and
Irene Manners next to
him.  Doris Berkeley was

also tiptoeing up.

“She’s gone!” she whispered. “Oh, the
old tigress!”

“That’s no way to speak of your beloved
mistress!” said Nipper severely. ‘I wouldn’t
dream of calling her a tigress.”

"~ “What would .you call her, then?” de-
manded Doris.

““Oh, something much worse than . tigress;
a female ogre, for example,” replied Nipper.

““ Anyhow, she’s an. outsider!” declared
Irene. “Think of it!” she added in an in-
dignant voice. *““You fellows get that raft
all ready for us, and she won’t let us go!”

“One of life’s little tragedies.” sighed
Donris.

The girls found Nipper eyeing them with
frank astonishment.

“Well, it’s amazing!” he said at last.

“You needn’t be personal!” complained
Mury., “We know we look pretty awful-——"

“T was just thinking how 1ipping you
looked!” interrupted Nipper. .“It beats me
hollow! How the dickens do you manage
it? We fellows are going about like tramps
—with dirty collars and torn jackeis and
ecoodness knows how many other defects.
We’'ve got changes.of things, too!”

“That’s a serious admission,” said Doris
sternly. ‘It leaves you without the slightest
excuse——"’

“And you girls, who were brought here
with only the clothes you wore, are looking
as neat and clean and tidy as if you were
at home,” went on Nipper In open admira-
tion. ““One of those mysteries that the mas-
culine mind can’t grasp, I suppose.”

There was some excuse for his enthusiasm.
At first the girls had worn any clothing they
could get hold of—borrowed, of course, from
the West House fellows’® wardrobes. But
now they were attired in their own frocks
again, these having I?een dried in the mean-

time. Considering the difficulties under
which they were living, the result was aston-
ishing, Irene & Co. were looking almost
their own charming seclves.

“Well, never mind about our appearance,”
said Mary firmly. ‘“What are we going
to do about this little problem? Shall we
hold ourselves ready, and jump down to the
raft when you give the signal? We’re game
to defy the Broome bird, you know.”

Nipper shook his head.

“I’'m not going to advisc you on that
point,” he said promptly. * Miss Broome 18
your mistress—you’re welcome to her—and
you have my sympathy. But as she’s so hard-
and-fast——"’

‘““Hey, Nipper!”

Dick turned, looked out of the window,
and saw Reggie Pitt up on the zoof of the
Ancient House. He waved.

“When you’'ve done flirting down there,
perhaps you’ll tear yourself away and have
a look at the latest?”” sang out Reggie.

“Ass!” shouted Nipper briefly.

“Any luck?” asked Reggie. “Or has
Miss Broome swept you up?”

Nipper turned to the girls.

“I had better go,” he said. “There

seems to be something doing over there.
Have a shot at Miss Broome yourselves. Go
to her room, and carry on the good work.
She may relent.”

“It's too much
firmly. ®

“What, that she’ll relent?”

“No, that we’ll go to her room!”

“Yes, I suppose it is,” admitted Nipper.
““Something like sending a party of lambs
into a lion’s cage! Oh, well, it’s pretty
rotten. but I dare say there are worse
troubles at sea! Don’t forget to trot across
the suspension bridge when you feel inclined.™

He departed, and they looked after him
indignantly, for he knew well enough they
were forbidden to set foot on that bridge.

When Nipper got on to”fhe roof, he found
a number of fellows gazing intently down at
the flood. Browne, of the Fifth., was
amongst them.

“If there is one feature about floods that
I appreciate, brothers,-it 1s their constant
variety,” Willlam Napoleon Browne was say-
ing. “It is not too much to say that one
can be constantly entertained by merely
standing here and watching. An hour ago
we welcomed the remains of a rustic bridge,
and shortly afterwards we were treated to
the sight of two dejected chickens floating by
on the ramshackle remains of their erstwhile
home. And now, behold, a fleet of stately
vessels appears on the bleak horizon.”

. “If, by horizon, you mean Inner Court,
I agree with you,” said Nipper.

“A mere figure of speech, Brother Dick,”
said Browne kindly.

‘““Barges!” ejaculated Nipper. *‘ Whacking
big ones, too, and absolutely undamaged.
Anybody aboard, do you think?”

to expect,” said Doris
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“We have hailed in vain,” replied Browne.
“We therefore conclude that their skippers
are consoling themselves in esome up-river
hostelry, arnd——"

“They're taking the same course as all
the other litter,” interrupted Reggie. **Sec
how they’re gentl}' swinging round, and com-
ing towards West Square? 1 shouldn’t be
surprised if they barge right in!™

*“*Which merely proves their good sense,”
said Browne. ““For here they will reach a
safe harbour. The end of their long pil-

egrimage is in sight, and, like horses eager
to leap at the manger, they are seeking
their nest.” -

“One looks as if it’ll find a nest on the

botiom!” remarked Handforth.

Browne nodded.

“TI will grant that the rearmost argosy
has a somewhat depressed look,”” he agreed.
“But, in spite of all drawbacks, she’s clinging
nobly to her haughty companions. They have
doubtless attempted te shake her off, but all
in vain.”

The threce barges were undoubtedly drift-
ing towards West Square. There was some-
thing rather magnetic in the attraction of
that backwater, it seemned. Two of the barges
were proudly braving the flood, but the third
was waterlogged,

“They must have drifted for miles,” said
Handforth. “We don’t want the blessed
things here! They’ll only be in the way of
ounr raft——-"

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Anything funny in that?’ demanded
Handforth, glaring at Nipper and Pitt.

“ My dear chap, you’re a scream!” grinned
Nipper. “Youw're so concerned about the
ramshackle old raft that you don’t seem to
appreciate the possibilities” of these barges!
Why, one of them alone is worth three of
our rafts.”

“By George!”
—you mean——"

“I mean that Miss Broome’ll probably
waive her objections now, and let us carry
on with the good work,” repliel Nipper
“briskly. “A good, solid barge is a different
proposition to a home-made raft. And even
Miss Broome can’t object to a transport of
- this nature.”

“You’re right!” ejaculated Handforth ex-
citedly. “Quick! Let’s dash down, and
make sure that the giddy things don’t drift
off! This is a prize worth grabbing!”

gasped Handforth. “You

CHAPTER 6.
THE TREASURE ARGOSY.

| UT Ifandforth need not have

B worried.

The drift of the flood
was so inexorable that the
barges were heading
straight for the cul-desac formed by the
three azides of West Square. Once they had

nosed their way into that trap, there was
no getting out.

Nipper’s suggestion was the only obvious
one.

Two of these barges were practically new,
and it was astonishing that they could be
adrift like this, without any crews. The
only explanation was that they had been
moored somewhere, and that they had got
adrift while the crews were cway.

Not that this aspect of the mutter worried
the boys. These barges were rich prizes,
and worth seizing. It was just the irony of
fate that they should drift in after the boys
had expended so much energy on the manu-
facture of the raft. Fate has a habit of
playing such capers.

“They’re all complete, too,” said IHand-
forth eagerly. “They’ve got their big sweeps
on deck, and evervthing! Miss Broome can’t
object to us taking the girls away on these
giddy boats!™

““There’s another aspect of the malter,
brothers,” put 11 Browne gently. ‘ Without
wishing to raise any unwarranted hopes, 1

would like to remind you that barges, as
a general rule, are constructed for the pur-
pose of canmying cargo. They cannot be

described as true pleasure eralt.™

“What's that got to do with 1t 7 demandad
Handforth. “ There’l! still d8e plenty of room
for a lot of passengers.”

““Granted, freely and without ;irejudice,”
sald Browne, nodding. ‘“But you may recall
that T was speaking of cargo. And what, |
ask, do barges carry as cargo? A mere sug-
gestion, nf course

“Food!” gasped Handforth, with a yell.

“I thought of the same thing, but we don’t
want to take anything for granted,” put in
Nipper quickly. ¢ Barges carry coal too—
and gravel—and cement. We can hope for
the best, of course, but we don’t want to
excite the whole school by visions . glorious
provisions which only turn out to be bricks!
Let’'s go easy, Handy! Let’s keep calm.”

“Wise counsel,” declared Browne. “ Al
the same time, we must always remember
that there is an adds-on chance of clicking.
Let uns steel ourselves to be duly resigned
if we cast off the hatches and zaze down
upon nothing more edible than roof tiles!”

But the juniors would hear none of it.
Bargés and food were terms that went well
orrether and they all considered that it was
high time that Luck did something for them,
and not against them, These barges con-
tained food. They had to contain food. There
was simply nothing else for it.

It was ridiculous to suppose that such
smart, clean-looking craft could be soiled with
gravel or bricks. Even when somebody sug-
gested the highly probable theory that the
cargo consisted of flour, the optimism still
ran as high as ever.

Just at the moment, St. Frank’s had no
interest in flour. The school was even begin-
ning to regard oatmeal with a prejudiced eye.
- No. these barges must be chockful of sides
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of bacon, and barrels of butter, and great
cases of biscuits. The thing stood to reason.
Auy fellow who thought differently was a
chump.

An excited crowd poured down into the
\bed-room corridors, and gathered at the
windows. Nipper found so many juniors on
the pontoon bridge that the whole affair was
sagging ominously.

“1 say, chuck 1t!”
“There’s no hurry—those
arrive for another ten minutes—-

“Won’t they?” velled Handforth. “Who's
mmmg on the raft with me? We don’t want
to take any chances! Let’s man the raft and
steer the barges safely 1n.

“Hear, hear!”

“Too much risk to let them drift!”

“Well., what is ths fresh excitement?”
asked Miss Broome ‘tartly, as she appeared
at one of “the West House windows.  “ Ah,
the raft! I am quite delermined to adhere
to my——"

“I am glad to have a word with you, Miss
Broome,"’ said Nipper, going to the window.
HIEWO serviceable-looking barges have drifted

down on the flood—derelicts. There’s a third
one, but we needn’t count it.”

*“Barges?” 1eﬁ?ated Miss Broome.
of them?”

“You’'ll

protestea Nipper.

barges won't
»

“What

see them soon,” replied Nipper.

“We’re hoping that yow’ll alter your
he L L]
“I am not in the habit of altering my
mind!”’

““There’s gn exception to every rule,” said
Nipper cheerfully. ‘“You see, Miss Broome,
a strong, sturdy barge is a different propo-
sition to a home-made raft. I'll even grant
that the raft isn’t everj,thmfr it should be.
But a good barge

“I quite fail to understand what you are
driving at!” interrupted Miss Broome impa-
tieutl:} “Why should I be interested in
these develict craft which come drifting down
on the flood?”

“I’ll tell you why,” replied Nipper. “You
can trust the girls to a barge with perfect
confidence. There’s even a cabin, and a fire-
place, in case it’s needed. We can carry at
least twenty——"

““Ridiculous!” said Miss Broome curtly.

The junior skipper looked at her with
sudden surprise.

‘““* But—but don’t you approve of this?” he
asked. “Great Scott, Miss Broome,
needn’t be afraid—-—"

He broke off, her look chilling him. Nipper
had taken it for granted that the mistress
would change her prejudices entirely. The
barges would make all the difference. But,
apparently, she was as obstinate as ever.

“I have already told you that the subject
is dismissed,” she was saying.
“ But—but You don’t mean it, Miss

??

"forth needn’t have troubled.

you |

Broome!” protested Nipper. *‘What possible

objection can you make?”

“I will admit that I am not versed in the
ways of river boats,” retorted Miss Brcome
acidly, “but I.do know that barges are
clumsy, difficult vessels to manage. It is
work for men—not boys. I refuse to irust
any of the girls in my care——"

“But on a boat like that——"

“Enough!”” she snapped.
refuse.”

Nipper went away, staggered. It seecemd
that nothing on carth would shift this
obstinate woman.. She had evidently set her-
self to be unpleasant, and she regarded every
suggestion with hostility. Her repeated
refusals were doubtless due to ignorance and
fear.

She could not believe it possible that these
schoolboys could safely control a barge. And
in that, perhaps, there was just a glimmering
of reason on her part. Even Nipper was no
bargee, and the flood current, after all, was
a treacherous thing to monkey with.

But Nipper took the view that in an
emergency like this, one was perfectly justi-
fied in taking a chance. If one waited for
absolute certainties, one might go on waiting.

“I distinctly

Miss Broome, however, was one of those
women who refuse to risk anything. She
and the girls were safely at St. Frank’s, and
there they would remain until rescuers came
—men of responsibility. She regarded all
the boys as hot-headed, impectuous irresponsi-
bles. Quite apart from’ that, she viewed with
a jaundiced eye all boy-and~gi1‘1 friendship,
and her one desire was to keep her chiirges
as far from the boys as possible. Miss Broome
was behind the times. . .

But Nipper knew when he was up against
a rock, so.he dismissed the subject, and
watched the arrival of the barges. There
was no question about them arriving. Hand-
Indeed, the
raft’s activities probably hindered rather than
helped.

At close quarters, the river vessels looked
extraordinarily large as they swung round
into the West Square. The flood was nine or:
ten feet deep there, =o there was no fear
of the vessels grounding. i

They were bunched together, as though
huddling up for companionship. Yet ecach
barge was independent. They were not
lashed together in any way. Handforth and
a number of others had already leapt upon
the deck of the leading one, and they were
using the sweeps to help them along—just
when they didn’t need any help.

“Look out!” yelled Nipper. “You’ll do
some damage!”

The others hardly realised the weight of
those clumsy vessels. They came sluggishly,
into the West Square and drove straight on.'
And the leader butted into the wall of the
West House with a dull, sickening crash,
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CHAPTER 7.
CORN IN EGYPT.

¥ Y hatl”
: “It’s rammed a hole
right through the walll”
“My goodness!”
The air was full of
and the juniors were dropping down

shouts, _
from the nearest windows and leaping on the

batges, which filled half the square.  The
pontoon bridge, indeed, had been swept com-
pletely away and wrecked. But nobody took
any notice of that amid the excitement.

The derelict barge—the one that was water-
logged—was an old, ramshackle vessel, and
received no attention. But the other two
were practically brand new, and displayed to
the .world at large thatthey would answer to
the names of Aramintz and Penelope. They
were in trim condition, with closed hatches,
and with tarpaulins snugly fixed.

Handforth, of course, had already been
down the little companion-way of the first
barge, and he ran up, reporting that the
cabin was in good trim. The remains of a
meal were on the table, and he had found
a cupboard stocked with groceries.

“I’m afraid they won’t go far when it
icomes to feeding the school,” said Reggie
Pitt. “I shan’t be satisfied until I've looked
into these holds. By Jove, it’s like a sea
story I once read, where some people found
a derelict ship in the Pacific, with everything
all in order, and the remains of a meal in
the saloon.” .

“Well, isn’t this the same thing?" asked
‘Handforth. *“I’ll bet these barges were
moored to a wharf, farther up the river, and
the crews were ashore when the reservoir
 burst, Of course, the chaps never had a
chance of getting back.”

This surmise was probably corrcet, and
explained why two such worthy vessels
‘should be drifting helplessly, and without
.any men in charge. It seemed that half the
~school was engaged on the task of ripping
'off the tarpaulins.
~ Both the barges were swarming with
juniors, and they were so eager that they
hindered one ancter. Iowever, the Ara-
minta was at last reluctantly compelled to
yvield up her secret. The hatches .were
wrenched off. and the juniors stared down
into the spacious HNolds. Nipper was among
the fellows who looked down into the forward
~cargo space. He felt a little pang of disap-
pointment.

““Oh. my poodness!”
Watson. “Gravel!”

““Ballast!” nodded Nipper.
palatable.” :

“Why, it's a swindle!” yelled Handforth
from the after hold. ‘ There’s nothing in
this rotten barge but a lot of gravel. Oh,
corks! What a giddy frost!”

The wild enthusiasm was dampened as
though a hose had beer turned on the crowd.

-

ejaculated Tommy

“Not  very

¥
o

The excited expressions faded, and there
were many full and disgusted comments. The
juniors thought it decidedly thick that Fate
should have played such a trick on them.

“Well, Browne warned you,” said Nipper.
“You can’t judge a cigar by the pictyre
on the box! These barges look nice and
clean on the outside, but it’s not much com-
fort to find gravel &

“Hi!” yelled somebody from the deck of
the Penelope. *‘‘Boxes and things! Come
on, you chaps!”

“Who's got a chisel ?”

“This isn't gravel, it’s something good!”
sang out De Valerie. ‘' Either my nose is
playing meo false, or I can smell coffee!”

“‘Coffee!” roared a dozen voices.

“Yes, and cheese!” said Val,

*Cheese!”

““Great Scoti!”

There was such a wild rush for the othev
barge that several of the juniors were necarly
hurled overboard. A minute earlier they had
all given up hope, for the sight of that bal-
last had disheartened them. They took it
for granted that both barges were similarly
loaded. '

So this fresh news came as a shock. .

Nipper, elbowing his way through - the
crowd, found that the after hold of the Pene-
lope had been removed. .‘atty Little was
already down in the hold, with De Valerie,
Nick Trotwood, and one or two others. There
were great packing cases in view—piles and
piles of them. The hold, in fact, was full
of them. : _

“By Jove, this looks emcouraging,” said
Nipper eagerly. “But even now we can’t be
sure Let’s get one of these lids off N

“Hi, make way!” yelled Handforth. “I’ve
got a marlinspike here, or whatever they ecall
'em. Anyhow, it’ll do fine as a crowbar.
J.et’s get up one of these lids!”

He wrenched and hacked at ihe lid of
the first case, and the crowds jostled one
another all round the hatchway. Other
fellows were wrenching off the forward
hatch, bent upon examining that hold, too.
The Penelope was promising to stand re-
vealed as a treasure argosy instead of a
prosaic river barge.

Crashl

The lid of the case came up, and ¥and-
forth and Nipper wrenched it free.

“Tins!” gasped Handforth. “Oh,
rot! Al this trouble—"

He bhroke off as a wild paan of triumph
shricked out from Fatty Little’s lips. Fattw
was brandishing one of the tins aloft.

“Balmon!” he waz yelling.

“Salmon!”’

“Prime British Columbia cut!” said Reggie
Pitt, grasping one of the tins. ‘““Oh, give me
an opener! My kingdom for a tin-opener!”
~ ““Give the tin to Fatty—he’ll bite through
it!"" said Nipper. *“By Jove, though, this
Is a prize, and no mistake! We’ll have salmon
for lunch to-day!”

“Hurrah!™

what
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At any ordinary time the school would
have felt itself aggrieved at the very sug-
gestion of tinned salmon for its midday ineal.
In fact, the fellows would have held indigna-
tion meetings at the very suggestion of it.

But it now appeared that tinned salmon was
the only food in the world - that really
mattered.

The frst execitement soon passed. Fellows
were grabbing tins of salmon, and some were
even peing tossed up to the Moor View airls,

who were crowding the West House win-
dows. Quite a few of the tins dropped into
1the flood and sank.

“Stop that, you -idiots!” shouted Nlpper
angrily. *Cool down, everybody! We've got
to organise this thing properly. It 1sn’t
lunch-time yet, and 2

“That doesn’t matter!” yelled Hubbard.

“We want some salmmon now!”

“Hear, hear!”

Tt took Nipper and Pitt and the other level-
headed fellows some little time to calm the
rank and file. And then came the problem
of unloading some of the spoils.

“Of course, we're jolly lucky,” said Hand-
forth. “But I wish it had been something
¢lse, instead of salmon. We shall get pretty
sick of it——" !

“You hopeless ass,
be full of something else,
was tearing off another lid.
this? What have we got

“My only hat!”

“Hi, yon chaps—eondensed milk!” roared
De Valerie.

“There’s about* ten cases of corned beef in
the other hold!” gasped somebody on deck.
“They’ve found a lot of baked beans, too,
and a coaple of chests of tea—7"

“Hurrah!”

“This is corn in Egypt!” declared Nipper
aratefully. “A barge full of groceries and
provisions. By Jove, who says we never
et any Inek "

these other cases may

* said Church, who

““Hallo! What's
Sugar!”

CHAPTER 8.
ANOTHER UNEXPECTED TURN.
VERYBODY was so full of

g the great discovery that
—Jll &' time was forgotten, and
all thoughts of leaving the
school, for this morning, at
all events, were abandoned. 1In fact, why |

leave the =chool at all?

Witnh sweh a food supply -as this, the neces-
sity for getting away had vanished. There
were enough stocks here to last two or three
~days, and a wave of serene happiness was
passing over St. Frank’s and spreading from
House to Hmnﬁe

Buster Boots, Bob Chrisiine, and some more
Fourth-Formers had arrived on a raft from
the Modern House. Armstrong and his East
House gang appeared soon afterwards. The
news spread like lightning,

be

And the Penclope, the prize of prizes, was
stecred out of the West Square by many
willing hands, and mancuvred round into
the Triangle. There she was moored rigidly
to the Ancient House, about six ropes being
utilised, so that there could be no possibility
of her escaping. '

It was better for the barge to be secured
in the Triangle, because it was a handy base.
The Modern House and ISast House fellows
could get at the stocks more ecasily. The
big raft was used for the purpose of %taking
sundry cases to the various hungry parties.

Even butter had .been found—tubs of 1it.
There were mno  biscuits, but the school

already had plenty of flour, so there would
no shortage of bread. It didn’t matter
much about the guality of the bread now,
since there were plenty of ‘other good things
to disguise 1t.

Iiven the seniors so far forgot their dignity
that they entered into the spirii of the thing,
and helped with the great preparations for a
grand banguet. Tins were opened by means
of hammers and chisels, or with pincers, or
by the simple process of ramming a chisel
through the lid.

Fatty Little was already gathering a host
of helpers round him, and half the fellows.
were commencing operations by sampling the
supplies before they were really prepared.
Even Nipper found it impossible to check
these depredations.  Fatty, indeed, had
sarupled so many tins that he was already
beginning to look shiny and bloated.

The ballast barge had bheen left just where
she had drifted—at the back of the West
Square, broadside on to the wall. The water-
logged barge was pottering about near the
submerged chapel, neglected after she had
been pulled out of the fairway to make room
for the triumphant passage of the Penelope
to the Triangle.

And now somebody noticed that another
piece of flotsam was drifting into the West
Square trap. Rather a Bbrg piece this time.
In point of fact, the barn.

Unnoticed, the barn had come closer and
closer, unfil she was now butting against
the end of the West House, irrvesistibly drawn
in by the back current. The building looked
grotesque at such close quarters.

“T say, we ought to do something about
it!” exclaimed Church, as he took the news
to Handforth. * The beaquy thlng will come
right into the square, and block it up.’

“That’s all right,” said Handforth, who
was interested in a tin of sardines. “We can
hanl it . out again.”

“Not if it gets jammed.”

“Let it jam!” said Handforth.

But Church was <o insistent that his leader

accompanied him to one of the windows,
where MceClure was standing, and they stood

watching. Handforih forgot all abount his
sardines. _
“Well, T'm jiggered!” hé ejaculated

blankly.
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Willy’s craft was moored under the window,
*“I wash my hands of you !’

West Sgnare seemed to boe almost filled by
fue bulk of the drifting barn. Tts roof was
seraping against the grey walls, and the whole
derelict building had an acute list. In fact,

this list was so pronounced that Churchs
alarm was Juslified,

“By George, it's gomg o collapse!”
shouted ITandforth. “1f it fulls over here
there'll be a terrific crash, and 1t might

stmuash  through these windows and cause a
lot of damage.”

Reggie Pitt had joined them.

“Bat we can’t do anything,” he said prac-
rically.  “The thing will be at the end of
the square 1n a minute, wedge:{‘ against that
barge. We ought to have seen 11 earlier, and
sent it off into the main flood. 1t’s too late

now."’

“ Afraid it is,” grunted llandforih. “What
rot!”

They watched, unable to do anyvthing.

From that Ancient House window the barn
looked huge and menacing as it slowly drifted
by. The building had entered the square
broadside, and was still broadside, with the
list so pronounced that one wall of the barn
vas quite out of the water. T1i was this
wall which was moving onwards iowards the
barge at tho end.

And then, with a jarring and splintering,

the barn reached the end of ts first vovage. |

It was rother curious how the thing hap-
pened. T'he entive wall of the bharn—the

“‘ If you're going off in that crazy cockleshell,’”’ roared Handy
““ GGood !’ retorted Willy.

‘* Your hands look as if they need it ! »

broadside wall which was clear of the water—
scraped over the edge of the barge, and tuen
jammed tiself inextricably on the top of the
Araminia. It was so tightly locked that the
juniors knew, after the first glance, that they
would never be able to free it. And after
that first grinding and sphliiting of wood,
there was silence. The barn was wedged on
to tho Arvaminta as thcugh it had chosen
the unfortunate barge as a new foundation.

But it was only a foundation for one side,
for the opposite wall of the barn was well
under water, the whole building heeling over
towards the exit of the square.

“She’s fixed there now,” said Iitt. “We
cai’t do anything. By Jove, what a job
it’ll be to clear all this away after the Hood’s
gone down!”

“Do you think it’]l capsize ?”" asked Church.

“Not much chance of it,” replied Piit.
“It’s jammed so firmly, and, besides, that
submerged part must be nearly touching the
ground as 1t (s. If we could only haul her
up level, she’d almost float on the barge.”

“What aboul getting to some of the other
windows, and eclimbing down?”  asked
McClure. “We shall be able to reach the
door of the loft with ease. You remember
the loft? We often used to go up there.”

“We wnzed it as a kind of headguarters

o

once, when we Dbarred-out against Miss
Triumble, and thoce dotty mistresses,” said
Iindforth.  “There’s a rummy thing! DMiss
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Broome tried to start petticoat rule with wus,
but we weren't having any!”

The old barn was a favourite haunt of the
juniors. They knew every inch of the place,
and the loft was old, familiar ground. But
it certainly seemed strange to have the barn
here, right in West Square.

More out of curicsity than anything else,
Handforth and some others went :ound to
the main part of the building, and found that
they could reach the loft doorway with ease
from one of the windows. From here, the
barn wall sloped away from them, thc list
being away from the building.

Handforth jumped, and was in, The loft
door was wide open, and Edward Oswald
went slithering down the sloping floor to the
other side. He was brought up against a
pile of hay -bales.

‘“Well, there’s no cffect without a cause,”
said Pitt, as he cntered. “It’s ‘lis hay.
It must have shifted after the barn got adrift
from its foundations, and she couldn’t do
anything else but sag over.”

They explored interestecly, and came to the
conclusion that the building was <3 strong
and sturdy as ever, in spite of her journey.
The roof was showing no signs of weakness,
and all the wooden walls were sound, without
a single crack.

“Pon’t you fellows want somethuing to
eat ?” sang out De Valerie from one of the
windows. ‘Never mind that old ruin now.
The banguet’s just beginning.”

And Handforth and his fellow explorers
suddenly lost all their interest in the old
barn.

——

CHAPTER 9.
HANDFORTH’S GREAT . IDEA.
INISHED ?” Chureh

curionsly.

“EKh?” said
with a start. “No. you
ass, I've only just started.”
“Well, you weren’t eating- - |

“7 was thinking,” said Handiorth. * An
idea came into my head a minute ago—a
kind of flecting idea. I tried to grab it, but
the giddy thing escaped me. Ideas’ do that
sometimes, you know. You think youw've got
it, but you haven’t.”

Church had no partieular regard for his

asked

lcader’s ideas. __
“Well, try t.ese baked beans,” he suy-
gested. “And drink that teca up! Mac

and I arc going to share the goblet after
yow've finished with it. ID’you think we're
going to wait all day?”

“Goblet 777 repeated Handforth.

“Jt’s only a salmoun-tin, but we can’t be
too particular,” said Church. “What does
it matter if the tea tastes a bit fishy?  It'’s
real tea—hot, with plenty of condensed milk
in it. What greater joy could life give?”

Handforth took a sip of the tea, forgetting,
in his abszemnt-inindedness, the nature of the

Handforth |

vessel. He took it from his mouth with a
yelp. -
“I’'m cut!” he gasped. -*Who the dickens

gave me this rotten tin? It’s all jageed
and_’) .
“Sorry!” said McClure. “We shall have

to complain to the management. They’ll
give you one of the silver drinking cups,
instead of a dianond-studded gold one!l”

Handforth wasn’t listening.

He had once more relapsed into deep
thought, and his forehead was wrinkled. It
was so wrinkled, in fact, ihat Chureh re-
marked upon it.

“That’s just how old Hoz goes when he’s
worried about his fodder!” he said. * Some-
thing, Mae, i3 stirring. The great mind is
beginning to function. He’s so jolly keen
on it that he’s forgotten his lunch.”

Handforth was ceriainly preoccupied. In
spite of the wonderful foodstuffs, he was ouly
eating mechanically, and MecClure was rather
shocked.

“What’s the good of finding all” this
glorious food 7 he asked. “1If we gave him
turnips. he’d ., » on eating just the same.

Hi, Handy, what’s the matter with you?”
Handforth started, and glared.
“You fathead!” he snapped.  “You've

driven it away agan!”

“Priven what away?”

“That great 1dea of mine!”’

“What is the i1dea?” asked Church.

“T don’t know; I can’t quite get it.”

“Then how do you know it’s great?”

“Ti. 15!’ roared Handforth., “I know it!
Tt flashed across my mind just before w: left
that barn. T seemed to see a—a No.
I can’t get hold of 1t again. But you needn’t
worry, 1 shall think of it!”

“We're no: worryving a bit,” said Chureh
frankly.  “We chall only be worried after
you've thought of 1it1” ‘

“Oh, leave him alone!” said McClure.
“He’s gone off into anotdier trance. Idallo,
Archie, what’s the matter?” he added, turn-
ing to his next-door neighbour. **What are
you looking =0 worried about?”

It must not be imagined that the juniors
were seated at table. As a matter of fact,
they were on the upper landing, and a trunk
was serving as a table. The juniors them-
selves were kneeling on the floor, and their-
eating utensils consisted of soap-dishes, tin

lids, and similar articles.  They coaldn’t
afford to be too particular.
Archie Glenthorne was distressed. He was

quite willing to rough 1t with anybody, and
he hadn’t been heard to grumble cnce. But
his delicate nature was somewhat revolted
now. Somebody—he didn’t know whom—had
passed him a slab of corned beef, garnished
with baked beans, this rich feast being con-
tained on a coal shovel. And Archie didn’t
know what to do with the handle.

He was perfecily prepuared to eat out of a

soap-dish—providing it had been thoroughly
washed for him—and he would have raised
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no objection if a clean {in lid had been used.
Bui he rather drew the line at coal shovels.

“ Auvihing wrong?” asked Church.

“Well; laddie, yes,' admitted Avchie. “1
mean lo sav, the good old appetite has some-
-what oozed away. 1 rather thoughr 1 was
going to charge into this ailtack with some
vimm, but the tissues are wilting.”

“Crub 1s just what you need for wilting

tissues," satd McClure.
*“ Absolutely,” agrced Archie. ““But. dash
it. kindly observe the good old vessel! 1'm

not a frightfully particular chappie —"

“0Oh, the coul shovel?” asked Mac, grin-
ning.  “That’s nothing! Hubbard and Owen
major., over there, are ecating out of a
scuttle !

Archie shuddered.

“1 have no routed objections 1o the acinal
shovel, old onions, but, dash it, ihe blighter
who whacked out the foddeir might at least
have cleaved off the ashes!”

“Oh, that’s nothing,”” said McClure.
Jittle grit will do you good. 1 don’t
to be personal, but I'm talking about
prit—ashez, for example. They act as a
dizestive—--""

He hroke off as Archie gave a giad yelp.
Some kindly iodividual bad passed him up a
large corned-beef tin, and it was full of
steaming hot tea. Arvchie misht object to
eatinz his foord ofl a shovel, but he wouid
have dieuck tea out of a parafin can. He
orasped the tin fervently, aud took several
“glortong gulps. _

“What-ho! he gurgled at iast. “The
vood old brew! I mean to say, I've been
waiting for this moment for years! The old
corpuscles are of the correct vivid colour

again.  All is right with the world, laddies!
JKindly commune with vowrselves, for Archie
1s engaged !’

He took another dosce, and paused. Some-
how, the second taste wasn’t quite so good.
And after hz had half-emptied the can, he
gazed inquisitively into its interior.

“I may be wrang, of course,” he zaid,
“bul this was dashed fuuny corned beef! 1T

19 i&
moean
real
wood

detect a frightful flavour of fishiness—--
Good gad! The dashed old brew is alive!”
Now that he gave the tea his closer in-
spection, he observed a sardine floating - on
the surface. Church and MeClure grinned.
“After all. what does it matter?” asked

Church.  “\We eat sardines .nd drink tea at
t'ic same time, so why not out of the same
can? Tet’s be thankful that we've ot the

stuff.”

A0Oh, absolutele,” said Archie feebly. “Old
scouls, 1'm so frightfully pleased with the
teca, that the corned beef fails to appeal. 1
rather think forty of the best are indicated.
I mean to scy, after a shoek like this, the

good old systein——"

“Got it!” roared Ilandiorth abra,nh

The unfortunate Archie was so startled by
that yell that he swamped himself. The ean
jerked in hiz hand, and e veet | the tea

went over him in a cascade, leaving the
sardino as a decoration for his hair.

“Qdds earthquakes and eruptions!” he
curgled. 1 mean to say 2

“Cot it!”  repeated  Iandforth  tri-
umphantly. “I knew it was a great idea,

and so it is! It’s brilliant! 1t’s dazzling!
It's the most stupendous idea of the century!”
Church looked at him admiringly.
“If there’s one quality about you T like
more than another. Handy,” he said, “it’s
vour marvellous modesty !

CHAPTER 10.

THE REMOVE THINKS NOT!
ANDIFORTIL didu’t hear.
His face was flushed, his

eyes were gleaming, and in
his exciternent he was wav-
ing his tea about so vio-
lently that he splashed it liberally on every-

body within three yards range.

“Hold him, you chaps!” gasped Reggie
Pitt.

“Cheese if, Handy, you ass!”

“B}-’ George, what an idea!” said Hand-
fml , his voice trembling with triumph. *I
knew I should get it il 1 only concentrated.
An ark!”

£ A what 7°°
“Ark!' said Handforth.

“All right-——go ahead!” nodded Ditt.

“Lh?”

“We're ’arking, old man,” said Pitt. “It
may not be correct grammar, but we’ll ex-
cuse you—--"

“You funny lunatic!” roared Handforth.

“Y said ark. DMy idea is {o build an ark, and

provide cnovgh rvoom for all of us o get
away !’

““Ha, ba, ha!” _

Everybody within earshot howled.

“Isn’t it wonderfnt how lie -ets them?”
asked Pitt. with frank estonishment. * (Good
old Noah!”

®Ha. ha, hat™

“Youwcan cackle all -ou like!” panted
Handforth. **This is the greaiest idea 1've
ever thought of!™

“That’s not sayving much,” remarked JFull-
wood,

“It’s the greatest idea that’s ever been

ithonght of!”
want to

declared Handforth, “We all
get away from St. Frank’s, don’t
we? Wo all want to escape from .he flood!
Welil, here’s a way to do it! We'll mnake a
sort of modern Noah’s Ark, and sajl away!”

“Any more for the Skylark?” asked Pitt,
looking round.

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

“Yaou hopeless ass. Handy ! said Church,
turning red. “Why don’t you sit down and
eat vour dinner?”

He felt personally affected by this exhibi-
tion, and so did M«Clure., They were Hand-
forth's ehrme, asd they vere loval fo him.
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When he made himself an ass, they felt un-
comfortable all over. There was a bond of
sympathy between them—a sort of invisible
chain which held them all together.

“Yes, chuck it, Handy!" urged MecClure.
“How the dickens can we bulld an ark?
We had enoubh trouble with the raft. And
now that we’ve got these barges—-"

“That’s just it!” Interrupted Handforth,
his eyes gleaming more excitedly than ever.
“The barges! They’ll form the fonndations

for my ark. In faect, the ark will float
on them, and-—"

“The poor chap’s gone doity!” interrupted
somebady. “It must be this food. It’s
affected his brain—--"

“Listen to me!” {hundered Handforth,

aware that he was being laughed to scorn.
“You think I’m crazy, don’t you?”

“Yes, rather!”

“You think I'm talking out of my hat,
eh?”

““Not exactly,” said Pitt.  ““You’re not

wearing a hat. Personally, I think you’re
talking out of the back of your neck!”

“ITar, har, har!” laughed Handforth, with
<luboraie emphasis.  “Very funny! But
1’Il soon show you whether I'm talking out
of the back of my neck or not! This idea
of mine is based on solid, sound, sensible
reasoning. I got the first glimpse of it when
I was in the barn.”

“You shouldn’t strain yourself, Handy——

“And just now 1t came to me in a rush,”
continued Handforth grimly. “There’s that
barn, with one wall jammed on the barge.
My schemc is to heave the barn up on an
even keel, and then push the sccond barge
alongside the first. Don’t you understand ?”’
he went on tensely. ““There’ll be a barge
under each wall of the barn—and it’ll be as
solid as a rock!”

There wasn’t quite so much laughter this
time. The fellows were amazed at Edward
Oswald’s optimism.

“Poor old Handy!” said De Valerie. “So
that’s the great idea, is it? Shove the barn
on the two barges, so that it floats?”

“Yes—that’s 1t!” said Handforth.

“Wonderful I said De Valerie.

“Didn’t I {ell you—"

“Only there seems to be a flaw
continued Val,

“A which?”

“A flaw.”

“You ass, of course there’s a floor!” said
Handforth, staring. *“There’s the floor of
tho loft. But thal’s all to the good, because
the loft’ll be a sort of upper deck. It doesn’t
matter about a bottom floor, because the
barges will provide—""

“Hi, hold on!” gasped De Valerie. *I
didn’t say a floor!”

“Eh? What the dickens——"

“I said there’s a flaw in your idea, and
’ll point it out,” said Val. “We’ll grant
that the ark might be a good stunt if it could
be floated. ‘There’s no doubt that the barn
wauld provide plenty of accommaodation.” But

LE

in it,™

b could -get across the flood.

how do you propose to get that other barge
under 77’

“*Heave it under, of course,” said Hand-
forth. “We’ll bring it mm:d from the
Triangle, and then wedge it- --——"

“¥Yes, but wait a minute,” put in Reggie
Pitr. “Didn’t you say wmethmrr about
raising the barn first¥ We can’t slide that
second bharge into position unless the barn 8
tilted up, and brought on an even keel.”

Handforth nodded ecalmly..

*“That’s just the idea,” he said. ““We've
got to get the barn on to an even keel.”

“Exactly, but how?”

“Eh™

“How?”

“How!”
the 1dea of putting all
questions—-—"’

“My dear old chap, it’'s a practical ques-
tion,” insisied Pitt. “This ark scheme is
first-class, m(! I'll give vou full (mdit for
it—after you've told me how you're gmng
to lift twa or three tons of solid bharn.’

Handforth started.

“Twe or three tons?” he repeaied blankly.

“That’s a modest estimate,” said Pitt.
“TIt’ll be more like six or seven. Shall we
all take a swim, and lift the barn up that

“What’s
guibbling

said Handtorth, staring.
sorts of

way ? About five thousand of us night have
e*mu;zh strengl h-——-—"’
“Ha, ha, hal”

Handforth scraiched his head.

“1 hadn’t Hmurrht about that,” he admiited
reluctantly. “You mean, how are we going
to get the thing on an even keel?”

“Yes—how 7”7 zaid De Valerie.  “If the
whole barn was floating, 1t might be easy,
but one wall of it is resting on the Ara mmfa'
Just 1magine the i1mpossibility of heaving the
whole hmhhrw straight, so that the second
barge could be pushed under. No, Handy,
the idea may be good, but it simply ecouldn’t

be done. We should need a whacking great
steam crane—and 1 don’t think there’ll be

one floating down on the fleod.”

Handforth sat down, his enthusiasm
dampened.
“All the same, it’s a thundering good

idea,” he growled. “Think of it—a modern
ark! That barn, fixed securely to the two
barges, would hold hundreds of us. Weo

and rcach dry.
land as easy as winking. That’s the beauty
of the whole scheme. Instead of making
heaps of journeys, taking a handful at a

time, we could all—-"
“But why talk about a dream?” asked
Church gently, “Tt’s no good, old son: it

couldn’t bo worked. Finish up this grub of
yours, and give the ark a rest!”

Handforth spurned the food.

“I’ve got no appetite now,” he retorted.
“How the dickens are we going to tilt that
barn up and get it stralght? That’s the
problem. That’s the thing we’ve got to think
out!”

Church and MecClure exchanged hopeless
glances. Handforth, it seemed, was actually
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setting -himself the task of thinking out this
wild-cat proposition.

But, as it happened, St. I'rank’s was to
receive a diversion of a very welcome kind
almost at once—a diversion which relegated
Handforth and his ark into the limbo of
forgoiten things.

CHAPTER 11.
ON THE SICK LIST.

1. MALCOLM STAFFORD
i  looked at Nelsou Lee with
feverish eyes.

“¥ou must get to the
school, Mr. Lee,” he ex-
clained, his voice a mere hoarse whisper.
“Uuohappiy, 1T am in no condition to accom-
pany vou. Need 1 tell you of my t(‘rrihlu
dn\mt\ Need I—7

“You 1ust try to put all theso fhnu"hh
out of your mind,” interrupted Nelson Lec
gently. ““The doctor has warned me against
exciting vou, or allowing you to speak too
much. Really, Dr. Stafford, T must insist
upor vou calming your fears. There i3 1o
cause for acute alarm.”

But the Head would have none of 1it.

“You cannot deceive me hy such methods,
Mr. Lee,” he said wanly. “Your own alar
18 almost as acute as mine. Luck has been
against ws.  All our efforis to reach the
school have failled. For Heaven’s sake, do
not fail to-day! 1 am ill. 1 feel that T cannot
stand this strain much longer.”

“I want you to rest, to let vour

mind be

as easy as possible,” replied Nelson Lee
quictly. *“T am going now, doctor, and you
cati rely on me to do the utmost in my
power. If there iz any possible means of

getting to St. Frank’s this morning, L shall

get there.”

1 poor boys!

“When may 1 expect you back?” asked
the llead.

“* Not until this afternoon, I am afraid—'

“ Afternoon !’ muttered Dr. Stafford. * It
will seein like a week, Mr. Lee! 1 cannot
tell you of the fear that is within me. Those
The entire school cut off by tho
no doubt. We've heard
round—not the slightest

y

flood—starving,
nothing—not a
word——"

He broke off, breathing heavily.

For the moment the llead was exhausted.
He was lying 1n bed, propped up with
cushions, and his haggard face was un-
healthily flushed. Indeed, there was a fever
on him, and Nelson Lee was more concerned
than he would admit over his condition,

On the previous day Dr. Stafford had
caught a chill, and this present illness was
the cflect. The Hecad was not a young
man, and his ordeal had dealt him a heavy
blow. In desperation he had set out with
Mr. Nelson l.ee and Mr. Beverley Stokes—
the housemasters of the Ancient House and
the West House respectively—in a small boat
from Bannington. In an endeavour to get
to the school, to learn the actual truth of
the conditions there, the headmaster and his
two colleagues had been trapped by the
flood,

[t had been a sheer mischarce. For one of
the rowlocks of the decrepit boat had broken,
and Mre. Stokes had lost his oar. After that,
nothing could be done, and the ramshackle
craft had capsized after striking some sub-
merged debris of the flood.

That plunge into the icy water haa reduced
the unfortunate Dr. Stafford "to a physical
wreck. After hours of sleeplessness, hours
during which he had taken no food, the
drenching had acted with the utmost severity.
His companions bad taken him safely to a
cottage, and afterwards he had been brought
to Caistowe,
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And here he was now, in Caistowe’s best
hotel, surrounded by every luxury. But he
was feverish, and, indeed, the physician was
gravely dfl‘ald that this chlll might develop
into pneumonia,

Dr: Stafford’s condition was very serious.

To make matters worse, Mr. Stokes was
confined to his bed this morning, "o, almost
as feverish as the Head. He had insisted
upon getting up, but Nelson Lee had in-
sisted even more strongly that he should
not do so. Lee¢ himself would continue his
efforts to reach St. Frank’s, For Lee was
unaffected by his experience of yesterday.

He was exasperated beyond measure. It
seemed so ridiculous that they should have
been balked. Here, in Caistowe, i{here was
no sign of the flood at all, except for the
smashed bridge which c¢rossed the torrential
Stowe. The river was tearing through the
town like a raging torrent on its way to the
sea. But the stream passed through Caistowe
in a kind of causeway, and there were no
floods in the town.

Nelson I.ee took his leave of the Head
and went out. He had no fixed idea in
mind. There were boats in Caistowe, but
of what use were they? Not even a power-
ful motor-boat could force its way against
that tremendous current. And even if it
could have done, such a trip would have
been madness,

For the flood waters were filled with heavy
debris--tree-trunks, massive logs and planks
which would stave in the side of any boat
that attempted to fored its way up.

No, Lee decided. his cnly method was to
walk out of the town, cross the litle ridge
of hills, and get across the flood from there.
St. Frank’s was only three miles away, aftm
all.  But that was rather a big ‘‘only.”
Over two miles of flood had to be crossed,
and there was no boat of any kind. The
difficulties were exasperating. A Dboat
wouldn’t have been much good, in any case,
for, from Caistowe, one would have to go
up against the raging ewrrent. and in ihe
present stale of the flood this would be a
herculean task.

T.ee. to tell the truth, did not know what
to do. He was completely at a loss-——a most
untusual state of affairs for him. Only two
oy three miles to cover, and possible
method of getting there!

Ali the other 8t. Frank’s masters :.ad gone
home. Dr. Stafford had insisted upon this,
although the good gentlemen had protested
that they were deserting their charges. But,
as Dr. Stafford had pointed out, what good
could they do? As soon as the school was
reached, and the boys brought safely away,
they would all go home. 8o it was quite
objectless for the undermasters to remain.

And now the Head and Mr. Stokes were
out of the running, and Nelzon Lee was the
only one left. It was indeed a curious set

no

of circumstancez. And Lee, with all his
resource, felt bafled.
The absence of news from (he school was

disturbing. The Head, indeed, was .o greatly
affected that his physical condition was made
doubly worse by reason of his mental stress
He coultl obtain no peace of mind, and therc
could be little relief for him until this sus-
pense was allayed.

Lec, as he walked out of the town, cudgel-
hng his brains for a plan, was thoughtful and
worried. He subeonsciously watched an wero-
plane as it glided down from the unper wir
and prepared to land near the water [ront.
He was wonderinzg what the conditions wers
like at St. Frank’s—and he was wondering,
also, how he would be able to relieve the
acute distress which the school was almost
certainly enduring. ILece knew there could be
no food there-—no heat—mo light. Tt was an
appalling position, '

“Why on earth

He bmko off his muttered exasperated
ejaculation and stared at the plane. Tt was
almost ¢n the point of alighting. And Nelson
Lee could now see that it was a small, single-
seater seaplane. He caught o glimpse of the
floats as the craft banked round preparatory
to alighting,

“By Jove!” he murmured, suddenly alert.:

A seaplane! And here it was, alighting
at Caistowe, within half a mile of him, in
the harbour!

Nelson T.ee was not the kind of man 1o
hesitate. He turned and hurried towards the
harbonr as fast as his legs could carry him.

»
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CHAPTER- 12.
AN UNFORESEEN OPPORTUNITY.

200 LILSON LEE’S plan was

\ obvious. If he conld only
get hold of 1that seaplane
pilot, and persuade him to
fly to $St. Frank’s, the
problem would be solved. There would he
no need to trouble about boats, < such like
matters.

It was a golden opportunity,
fee was disinchined to miss. Within three
minutes of taking off, he wonld be over
St. Frank’s aund then he would be able to
learn the true state of affairs.

An aeroplane would be useless, since it
conld not alight. Bul this machine was a
seaplane, with floats—and it would have no
difficulty in dropping on to the flood over
Little Side, or even 1n the Triangle itself.
And it would be just as eusy to get off again.

(Caistowe was much frequented by aireraft
of this type, for tl.e harbour was always calm
and protected. Tt was an ideal landing spot
for such aircrait,

By the time Nelson Tee arrived at the
harhour, the plane was moored to a buoy
a few dozen yards from the gquayside. Theie
was nobody in it, but « small boat had just
arrived at some steps farther along. A man
in a heavy leather overcoai was striding off
towards the town,

and one that
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“That’s the fellow!”' muitered IL.ee.

IIe hurried after himi and caught at his
arm. The airman turned, and a light of
recognition sprang into his eyes.

“Why, Mr. Lee, surely?” he asked.

“This is well met, Major Hammond!"
replied the schoolmaster-detective gladly.

The recognition had been mutual. Nelson
Tee had met Major Hammond a year pre-
viously at Croydon, when the major had
piloted one of the big cross-Chanuel aero-
planes to Paris. He was, indeed, one of the
most trustworthy pilots in the Service.

“Taking a busman’s holiday,” smiled the

major. ““You saw my little butterfly in the
harbour, didn’t wou? I say, these floods
in this district are pretty s-vious, aren’t
they "™ -

““That is the subject T wish to discuss with
vou,” replied Nelson Lee. *“8t. Irank’s is
isolated, and there happens to be no master

there. I'd like to tell you the whole story,
but it’s rather a long one. But here’s the
crux of the matter. Can I borrow your

machine for an hour or iwo?”

Alajor Hammond smiled.

“Why, certainly, Mr. Lee,” he replied
promptly. “I wouldn’t lend it {o anybody,
but your certificate is about as clean as the
best in the Service., But I’d no idea the
position was as acute as all that.”

-“T'm awfully obliged,” replied l.ce gladly.
“She’s a single-seater, isn’t she?”

“Yes,"” replied the other. “If not, I'd fiy
vou over myself—or go as a passenger. Bui
why this acute hurry? Things aren’t so bad
as all that, are they 7"

They were near an hotel, and in the coffee-
room, Nelson Lee quickly crphuned the main
fucts. He felt that it was only right that
the major should kuow them.

“Phew! That is serious!” said the air-
when he had leard. “1 just came along

man.
at the right moment, didn’t 1? You can
have the machine, and welecome., Mr. Tce. |

shall be infernally interested to hear how the
school has been getting on. I wish the old
bus had room enough for a case or two of
grub, but I’'m afraid that’s out of the
guestion.”’

And so it was arranged. Nelson Lee felt
that the luck was turning, and when he
went down to the water-front with the good-
natured officer, he knew that nothing could
prevent his arrival now.

And while he was preparing to ’ral-.e off,
another machine was about to undergo its
trials at St. Frank’'s. Well, it wasn’t
exactly a machine, but a sort of boat. And
Willy Handforth was the inventor.

Luncheon was over, and the leader of.the
Third had repaired to the rear portion of
the Ancient House. His [faithful chums,
ghubbv Heath and Juicy Lemon, were with

im

“I suppose we shall be safe, Willy ?”’ asked
Chubby dubiously. “We don’t want to get
caught in th: flood, vou know. and get

carried awav—ihe same as those Remove
chaps yesterday.”

Willy looked at himm coldly.

“This is my invention, and vou needn’t
talk rot,” he eaid. *“The boat 1s going to
be a huge success. And if you chaps don’s
like to act as the engines, T'll get a couple
of others.”

Juicy L.emon was rather bitter.

“That’s all we are to you—engines!” he
cotnplained. “Jt was just the same when wa
worked at the pedals in your Silent Two.
Chubby and I were the engine, and—"
usked Willy

‘““Are  you complaining?”
ominously. ‘I don’t want to be unpleasant.
voung Juicy, but I’m an obliging chap, and
if yon want a Dblack eye, T'll deliver one
c.o.d. 1 two ticks!”

“Oh, all.right,” said Lemon grufly. “Why

) 31

make a fuss?

Thev went to the rear window, ind Willy
opened if. Junst outside, moored by a mpc-'
was a weird-looking contrivance. Actually, it
was a big clotheschest, with the doors re-
moved. .. false bow had ‘been added. too,
and there was a big rudder at the back,
operated by means of a steerinz-wheel. illy
& Co. had spent quite a lnt of time on this
contraption, and the Third Form leader was
full of optimism. The craft hadn’t yet been
tried, but it certainly looked business-like.

The wmechanism was not entirely new. [t
had been borrowed, io tell the truth. from
Willy’s ““motor "-car—his celebrated Silent
Two, which he had constructed in opposition
to his major’s Austin Seveu. The Silent Two
had been driven by bieyele pedals ¢nd chains
and other gadgets, the two parts of the
engine—in other words, Chubby and Juicy—
being housed beneath an enormous bonnet.

All that stuff was dispensed with here.
The pedalling apparatus was in full sicht,
and the chest itself looked none to stable.
The whole contrivance was weird and won-
derful.

Handforth came along aud glanced out of
the window.

“I heard you’d been
my lad,” he said severely.
of tricks?”

“It's my sewing mac*hine,"'
castically.

“Your sewing machine ?*”’ gasped his major.
“Why, you young ass, you couldn’t sew—
You're pulling my Ieg!”

“Go hon!”

“You’d better smash the  thing up for
firewood, and be done with it!” continued
Handforth sternly. *“ Anyhow, I’m not going
to let you risk your life on that giddy cockle-

up to something,
“What’s this box

said Willy sac-

shell. \Why, in two minutes you’d be swept
away, and there’d be no chance—"'
‘““ Anyhow, it's a sounder proposition than

your Noah’s ark!” interrupted Willy, in a
voice of scorn.
“You leave my ark alone—-"

“The ark wouldn't be so bad if vou could
got it afloat—I can recognise a pood stunt
when T sce one--but vou haven’t got the
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practical mind, 'Ped,” said Willy, * You

think of things, and picture them as eom- |

pleted, and you never give a thought to
ways and means.”’

His major frowned.

“1 didn’t come here to listen to your
chatter,” he said coldly., “1 haven’t ‘given
up the idea of that ark yet, I might tell
vou. Before long I shall evolve a sound,
practical scheme.”

“ You - always were a humorist!”’ agreed
Willy. -

“What 7* glared Handforth. ‘' Look here,
you young ass! Not another word! 1
refuse to discuss my ark with you, and I
won’t allow any more discussion. I’'m here
to prevent you committing sulcide in that
1diotic contrivance outside the window.”

“In other words, you forbid me to go?”
asked Willy. -

“Yes, T do!”?

“Hard lines, you chaps!?’ said Willy,
turning to his grinning chums. *“Ted for-
bids us to go! 'That scttles it, doesn’t it ?”

** Rather !” said Chubby and Juicy, 1n one
voiee,

“I'm glad you've got cnough scnse
began Handborih, : )

“It settles it finally,”” said Willy calmly.
“We're going !

22

CHAPTER 13.
AT LAST!

DWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH turned very red.

“By George!” he said
thickly. “So you’'re dar-
ing to defy me, are you?
Pve given you my orders; and  —’

" Reggie, old man, you've come just in
time I”” interrupted Willy, as Reggio Pitt
strolled up with Jack Grey and Singleton.
“I want you to do me a favour.”

“Say on, child!” said Reggie. “What is
your pleasurc ?”’

“In fact, I might describe it as a public
service ”” went on Willy thoughtfully. “A
bold, determined act in the genecral cause of
humanity. That’s what it’ll be. Just take
Ted away, and bind him, gag him, and
shove him in a rubbish-bin, and rivet the
lid lown!” |

Reggie Pitt grinned, _

“I’'m always willing to oblige, but e
he began.

“Hold on!’ broke in Handforth. “If you
think I’'m going to stand here and listen to
that sort of rg}, youre wrong! This dan-
gerous young minor of mine is talking
about going off on that cockle-shell of his,
and taking these other fags with him! It’s
not ouly suicide, but next door to murder!
I absolutely forbid &

“Cheese " it, old scout!” interrupted
Reggie. “Let ’em go!”

“What! You—you uphold them?’’ gasped
Handforth. '

“Of courss,” nodded Reggie. “They’ll be

W

'\
i

]
w

K

The Juniors on the tower and at the window
—she’s going up !*’ roa:

safe enough.” He looked out of the window,
and eyed the triumph of shipbuilding. “Tt
looks a bit shaky, but you needn’t worry.
Willy wasn’t born to be drqwned. He’s one
of those human cyclones who are destined
to go through life to a ripe old age. When
he’s about ninety, he’ll probably be play-
ing tricks on his grandchildren, and pester-
ing the life out of them!”

Handforth drew a deep breath.

‘““Well, I've done my best,”” he =aid bit-
terly. “If you fellows side against me, I'm
finished. I wash my hands of the whole
business !”?

“Good!” said Willy, with relief.

“Understand, I'm going to wash my
hands !” repeated Handforth sternly.

“That’s why I said ‘good ’—they look as
if they need it!”’ retorted his minor, “I'm
not a very particular chap myself, but
there’s no need to go about with hands that
look like flower-beds !”?

He climbed out of the window, and Hand-
forth was so indignant that he could find
no words. It was always the same. If it
came to an argument with Willy, Edware
Oswald was left at the post.
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, and gradually the barn was lifted. *‘ Good

ae more pull will do it [

“Let 'em go!” said Pitt, as Chubby and
Juicy followed their leader. “ A little exer-
cise’ll do them good. After that lunch they
consumed, they need a cruise of about four
hundred miles to work off the effects. With
my own eyes I saw Willy eating baked
beans, salmon, tinned pears, corned beef,
and condensed milk out of the same washing
howl I

Handforth was so upset at the mental
vision that he reeled away. And Willy &
Co.,  relicved of his presence, started their
trial trip. Chubby and Juicy scated them-
selves for’ard of the amidships line, where
two saddles were provided, the pedalling
apparatus beneath being of the ordinary
bicycle type.

Willy took his place in the stern, and the
balance was just about equal. He gave the
wheel a turn, and the rudder answered at
once,

“All right—go ahead!” he ordered. *‘I
oughtn’t to give you verbal orders like this,
really, but it'll do for now. Later on I’ll
rig up an engine-room telegraph.”

The boat sheered off from the wall of the
Ancient House, and Reggie Pitt and his

23
companions were not the only  watchers.
Lots of fellows were muerested in this ex-

periment. Many, indecd, were ready o go
to the rescue after the Third Formers had
plunged into the flecod. amid the wrexkage.

(‘uriously encugh, the lLuman motor-boat
met with no such catastrophe, It veered
round with a surging of ripples and a greas
splashing of water. And 1t sailed sereneiv
into the West Square, and spun round with
extraordinary obedience to the helm.

The motive power was supplied by Willy’s
chums, their pedals operating two paddle-
wheels. These plunged round, sending up
the spray in cascades. But there was no
doubt about the success of the trial. The
craft was a triumph.

It could do its ten knots with ease, and
the way in which it answered the helin was
a revelation, Willv performed circles, figure
eights, and all sorts of fantastic evoluiions,
Then he ordered a stoppage.

“She’s all right—better than I expected,”
he anngunced. ‘“We can go to Bannington,
if we like—"

“We don’t like!”” said his chums, in ono
voice.

They wcre puffed. Pedalling was all very
well for a bit, but it was inclined to be
tiring work. In fact, it was much more
strenuous than ordinary cycling, and Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemon were glad of the
rest, ‘

But it wasn’t a long one.

The craft was lying just between the cnds
of the Ancient House and the West House,
and Willy was turnifig over an idea in his
mind. He would do a bit of explorifg.
They would take a course round the Head’s
house, swing round Inner Court, and make
a circuit of the school. And then a voice

Hinterrupted Willy’s thoughts.

“Bring that absurd thing to the nearest
window at once!’ said the voice. *‘‘Good
gracious! Are you trying to drown your-
selves?”’ '

““ Corks 1” “The
eagle I’ \

Willy glanced round, and saw Miss Broome
at a West House window.

‘““Speaking to me, madam ¥’ he asked with
sweet politeness.

“Yes, I am speaking to you!” retorted
Miss Broome. ‘‘Bring that wretched con-
trivance to your House this instant!”

“QOh, well, 1f you insist——"" began Willy.

“I certainly do insist!’®> shouted the mus-
tress. ‘“What i1s more, T shall give orders
for the abomination to be dismantled and
smashed up at once!”

Willy nodded.

muttered Chubby. old

“That’s different, of course,” he zaud.
“Fm glad you told me, Miss Broome. TFuil
speed ahead!”

The paddles churned, -and a yell of

laughter went up from the windows as Wiily
& Co. sheered off and passed out of sighé
beyond the Ancient House wall, Miss
Broome turned pale, compressed her lips,
and her eyes flashed.
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“The unpertinent young puppy I”* she mut-
tered. ‘‘Lven thesc—these fags defy me to
my face! Fags! Poah! A ridiculous, dis-
gusting word to use in reference to young
schoolboys !

Willy, lounging at the whecl as the craft
plunged over the flood, solemnly shook his
head.

“The only thing to do, of course,” he re-
marked. *There are soine things that call
for strong. stern action. It’s likely we’'re
going to let Miss Broome chop up our
imasterpiece, isn't 1t 7"

]"l“'hat's that noise 7"’ asked Chubby sud-
acniy,

He and. his fellow pedaller had eased
dowu, and Willy was cocking his ear, too.
He looked up, and then his eyes gleamed.

“DBy jingo, an aeroplanc!” he ejaculated.
““She looks as if ¢he’s coming down!”

The fags stared up. The machine was
only a small one, and the purr from its
engine was subdued and restrained. 'Then
the sound ceased altogether. and the butter-
fiv-like machine came round in a gliding
curve, droyping towards the wide expanse of
flood which covered Little Side.

“Look !”” velled Chubby. “It’s a sea-
{Jlane——it's got floats! It's going to land
were .

“*Blementary, my dear Watson!” said
Willy. ““Any chump could have seen that.
Civilisation has arrived, my sons!
"about to receive news from the outer spaces
of the world!” |

The roofs of every House at St. Frank’s
were packed with exeited fellows by “this
time, for the seaplane’s descent bad . been
noted by all.  And it was a!so noted that
Willy & Co., in their little craft, swere
pedalling swiftly. And as the 'plane touched
the water and gently surged forward, the
little paddle-craft went to 1eet it with
coo'ness.

serene
“By George!’ ejaculated Handforth in-
dignantly. “Look at that! I'm jiggered if

my minor hasn’t stolen a march on the whole
giddy schocl!” _
“Willy is simply maintaining his unsullied
reputation, brother,” said Browne sooth-
inglv. “A truly remarkable infant!”

CHAPTER 14.

NELSON LEE TAKES
COMMAND!

< n

| T was certainly exasper-
ating to the school that a
trio of mere fags should
be calmly welcoming the
visitor, while the school
itself _was helpless. Some of the juniors
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talked about getting out the raft, but Nipper
vetoed the idea.

“No good!” he declared. “Willy will
have that airman over to us before the raft
could be ceven turned round.”’ _
~ Nipper was watching anxiouslv—and with
just a little suspicion of cager hope in his
mind. He¢ was convinced that the ’plane
had come decliberately—that it was not a
forced landing by a stranger. 7The masters
were responsible, without a doubt.

As for Nelson Lee's feclings, they were
mixed.

He had flown over from Caistowe in a
very few minutes—indeed, it scemed to him
that he had only just started. Ior the dis-
tance, as the crow flies, and at sixty miles
an hour, was & mere hop.

He had only climbed to two or threc hun-
dred feet over (Caistowe harbour, and had
flown straight off at that low altitude, the
machine proving to be a little beauty,

Lee had wasted no time after arriving over
St. Frank’s. His first sight of the school
had confirmed his fears, for St. Frank's
looked grotesquely dumpy. The buildings
were barely half their true height, owing to
the depth of the all-conquering flocd. Lee
could sce at once that the lower floors were
fully submerged.

But his keen eyes did not fail to note the
crowds of figures on the flat roofs, the cager
faces at alimost every window. And he was
cnormously comforted after alighting. The
sight of Willy & Co. ploughing up 1n their
paddle-boat was reassuring. Lee, of course,
was not a bit surprised to see that crazy-
looking craft—and he guessed that the pilot
was Willy, even before he recognised him.

Lee had climbed down from the cockpit,
and was standing on the starboard ficat when
the fags came alongside. From the watchers
went up a shout as they recognised him.
He was dressed in normal garb—a tweed
overcoat and a soft bat. He looked -as
though he had just stepped out of a motor-

car.
“Good cgg!” shouted Willy, his faco
alight with plcasure. “Jolly glad to sco
you, Mr. Lee! DMy hat! It’s like welcom-
ing a long-lost uncle!” ,
““1 should like to acknowledge the coin-
pliment as it deserves, Willy, but 1t can
wait,”” replied Nelson Lece swiftly., “ What
of the school? Tell me! Were any of the
boys drowned when the reservoir burst ?”’
“Not likely, sir!” replied Willy, shocked.
“Just because there weren’t any iasters
here, d’'you think we were like a lot of
sheep? The school’s all right—sitting up
and taking nourishment as well as ever!”
Nelson Lee's relief was profound.
““Nobody injured?” he asked.
“Not one, sir,”” replied Willy.
“Splendid!” said Lce, his whole manner
becoming more cheery. ‘1 was hoping for
tho best, but I must confess that I am
cnormously relieved. TI'll warrant you boys
are ravenous, though!”

“Ravenous, sir?"’ asked Willy,
(LR ]

We've just had lunch!

“Why?
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Nelson Lee looked at him hard.

“Lunch?” he repeated. “ And what, may
1 ask, was on the menu #’ _
“Oh, any old thing we liked, sir. Per-

‘)(}Ilak I plumped for the salman, but I
got corned beef, sardines, condensed milk,
and all sorts of other thmgs too. We're a
bit short of crocks; but that doesn’t matter

mueh.  The bread m1ght be a bit better——"’
“Dread!”” e¢jaculated Lee., “Look here,
my lad, what nonsense is this? Where hav

yoii obtained all this food ?°

Willy grinned, and briefly explained,
helped by Chubby and Juiey. And the
school, 1in the meantime, fumed with im-

patience, watching from the distance. The
Remove, at leauL decided by a unanimous
vote to have every drop of Willy’s blood
whf‘n he returned,

“Well I'm langed!” exclaimed Nelson
Lce, at lazt. ““And your poor headmaqtcr 1S
ncarly out of his mind with worry, thinking
that half of you di% drowndd, and the other
half thin from starvation !”’ '

“Then the Head ought to know
sir,”” saundl Willy firmly,

“1 had similar fears myself-——’

“Then you ought to know better, too,
sir,” interrupted W illy, with a severe look.

‘Haven’t you lcarned that St. Frank’s can
ke trusted in a crisis? I don’t mind telling

-on that Nipper has done more than'any-
od\. else to Ef sep the flag flying.”

‘That hardly surprises me,”” said Nelson
3,60 entl\

“There’s only one blot on the landscape,’
continued \‘»’111}, a note of mdlgnatmn ereep-
g into his votee. *Well, it’s more than a
blot, sir—it’s more like a witeh’s curse.
Miss Broome, sir!” '

|J9

better,

“Miss Broome! The senior Moor View
mistress 77’
“Yes, sir,”?
““Are you calling her a blot?”
“No, sir—a witch’s curse!”
“You impertinent young rascal &
“All  right, sir—we won’t argue,”” said

Willy f:.monthh “1 wouldn’t dare to argue,
anyhow, with you-—I might get my car
clipped. But just you wait until you see
this feminine dragon! You'll take one look,
and then you’ll come to me and apologise
for calling me impertinent.”

“That’s enough, young man!” frowned
Nelson Lee. “How am I going to get to
the school? 'There doesn’t scem to be any
way of crossing. 1 can’t take the ’plane
closer--——- ;

“That’s all right, sir,”’ said Willy. ‘ Make
her secure to one of these trees, so that she
doesn’'t drift away, and we’ll paddle you
across.”

IL.ee cyed the craft dubiously.

“I am grateful for the suggestion, Willy,
but I don’t think T'Il swim - to-day,” he
replied. ‘““Haven’t the boys started out on
their raft? I'll wait until—-"’

“Until doomsday, sir, if you expect that
raft to come,” said Willy. “T'll guarantee
a safe passage on this boat of mine. Take
a chance, sir, and you’ll never regret it.

But if I were you, I wouldn’t go necar the
school at all!” he added w arningly “You've
heard the news, and you can’t do '11131111:1F
anyhow. And Miss Broome will probably
jump down vour throat-—"

But Nelson Lee did not let him continue.
He secitled all arguments by taking the
chance.  And that little paddle-craft per-
formed its work nobiy, and delivered Nelson
Lee through one of the Ancient Houso

e | windows without even wetting his feet.

Pandemonium was reigning everywhere.

Nelson l.ee had been recognised, and the
school was cheering itself hoarse. And when
Lee got to the general-room, literally
heaved there by the excited press, he had
no lingering doubts 1ega1d|ng the general
health and spirit of St. Frank’s.

CHAPTER 15.

ORDERED - TO CARRY ON!.

4
=\ O that's the entire yarn,
sir,”” sald Nipper simply.
Twenty minutes had
passed, and Nelson lLce,
standing before the fire
in the general-room, had rcceived a full
account of the recent events from Dick
Hamilton-—with occasional interruptions from

William  Napoleon Browne, Handforth, and
others. The room was crowded to sufToca-
tion, and the passages were packed, too.

I\.er\ body was eager to hear what Nelson
Lee w Guld propose. His arcival at the school.
had made everybody feel that the adventune
was practically at an end. Rescue would
now be only a matter of hours—and then for
home, until the floods had gone down and
St. Frank’s was habitable again! That was
the general theory.

But Nclson Lee killed it.

“I can only congratulate the school on its
fortitude and ingenuity,”” he declared, ad-
dressing the deputation. “When I carry
this news to Dr, Stafford, he will be won-
derfully heartened.”

All the lesser fellows had been excluded

from this conference. The party consisted
of such stalwarts as DBrowne, Chambers,
Nipper, Pitt—the leaders, in fact, of all the

pnnc:pal Forms.

“We just did our best, sir—nothing more,”
said Browne gracefully. **While admitung
that we havc had our moments of worry, it
is only truthful to add that we have also
had our moments of rapturc. You can well
imagine the eries of joy when the food barge
delivered up its secret.’

“Yeos, I can well appreciate the school’s
satisfaction,”” replied Nelson Lee, “Of
course, those sunplies must be used just as
you need them. The school authorities will
be only too glad to reimburse the owners of
the cargo. 1 understand, too, that you have
used many doors, have torn up flooring for
fuel, and so forth.”

“Woe wuldnt do anything else, sir,
Nipper. “I accept the responsibility

” said
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“My dear boy, I'm not censuring you,”
smiled Nelson Lee. “Under the ecircum-
srances, you could do nothing else. The
flood, 1n all conscience, has caused enough
damage. The schoo! governors will be only
too thankful to hear that every life 12 safe,
and that the school, in general, ha- suffered
no grievous harm. They :e not likely to
qutbbie over such trifling items as torn-up
tloorings. Tor my part, I congratulate you

beartily on your rcsource and courage. The
opisode of the Moecor View School is par-
ticularly creditable.”

*Oh, rats, sir!”

“We only did what any other fellows

"

would do,” said Nipper. * But that reminds
me. As I told you, the girls have got the
West Housze to themselves, and Miss Broome’s
in charge. 1 think you ought to see her,
sir.”’

“[ intend to interview the lady at once,”
replied Lee. *I am rather surprised that she
has not sought me out. She must surely
know that 1 have arrived?”

“Alas, wyou are suggesting a boid,
courageous course,”” said Browne., I would
advise a swift, back-door exit. Unless vou
are anxious to be torn limb from limb, do
not interview this energetic lass.”

"As a matter of fact, Miss Broome was
raging helplessly in the West House. She
knew that Nelson Lee had arrived, and it
was 1mpossible for her to greet him. The
pontoon bridge had been destroved by the
drifting barges, and there was no means of

bridging the flood now. It was ratribution,
for Miss Broome had ordered the destruction
of that bridge several times. And now that
she wanted it, it was pgone!

Her shouts were futile. She had "mado
herself hoarse, calling to the Ancient House,
but nobody had taken any notice of her. And
her temper, as she {fumed at one of tho
West IHouse windows, was comparable to
that of a savage ’igress which has been per-
sistently jabbed with red-hot irons.

- *“Miss Broome 13 in the West House, sir,
I cxpeet,” said Nipper. “Don’t you think
that she and the girls ought to be got away
as quickly as possible? There’s no actual
distress here, but we fellows can rub along
much more easily than the girls.” :

“That is true enough, young 1n, but

“We thought that once the gtri'-‘- were
gone, the West House fellows could go back
to their c¢wn gquarters, and then we could
all hang on until the flood went down.’” con-
tinued Nipper. ‘“Somehow, we don’t ke
deserting the old school in itz hour of trial.”

Nelson Lee shook his™ head.

“A very creditable desire, but T am afraid
it is a trifle too quixotic,” he smiled. ‘‘No.
Nipper. At the carliest possible raoment the
girls will be freed from this flood-prison, and
so will all the rest of you., I want Lo get you
all away as soon as I can. 1 shall return
to Caistowe, and shall do everything in my
power to effcct that rvesult.”

“You think we'd all better go, then, sir?”
asked a Sixth-Former.

and
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“I do, indeed,” replied Nelson Lee. “Un- | Frank’s to be rescued to-day, or even to-
fortunately, there is no immediate prospect of | morrow, I am afraid,” pursued Lee. **This
getting you away. The headmaster is ill, and | lood 1s the most =erious that the district
Mr. Stokes is seriously indisposed. The'| has ever experienced. There is acute dis-
other masters have gone home, since they | tress everywhere. The school must carry on
could do nothing to help. For when you| without outside help for another day or
get away, you will simply go stn:ght to | two.”’
your homes. The problem’s a serious one. “And the girls must stay, too, sir 7" askcd
But one faet is outstanding: the sooner you | Nipper.

can leave, the better.” )

“Are you going to get things moving,
sir 7?7 asked Nipper. “1 don’t see that you
can do anything by taking charge here =

“I have no intention of remaining,” in-
terrupted Lee. ‘“In fact, it would be some-
thing like a slight on the school, since the
school has proved itself capable of looking
after itself so admirably. Quite apart from
that, 1 am needed elsewhere. St. Frank’s
must carry on hy itself for just a little longer.
And 1 sh**.ll go with a feeling of perfect
confidence.’

“*And you’ll
fescue, sir?”

*“'That is my

make plans. for a general
intention,” "said the House-
master-detective. ‘“But you must not expect
immediate results. There 1s much - distress
in the distriet—far more than .we even know
of, perhaps--and it will be a very difficult
task to get you all away. But the matter

1s urgent, and I will move heaven and
earth.”

“But why is 1t so urgent, sir?” asked
Pitt curionsly. “As we’ve got over the

worst, and the weather seems. to be clearing,
we might as well stay until the flood goes
down.” :

_“No, that 1s lmpossible,” replied Lee
gravely.,  “The school must get away from
here as soon as means can be found to cffect
it. You are all right so far, and 'T do not
anticipaie any unhappy development within
the next day or two. DBut you musi remem-
ber that the entire draining system is out of

commission. And when the flood goes down
therc will be rnud, slime and debris. In a

big school like this, any one boy is liable
to develop fever—and I am telling you this
quite frankly so that it may serve as a
warning. A fever, once started, would
spread with appalling rapidity, since you are
all hemmed in together so closely. You will
appreciate my anxiety for the school to get
away.”

“H’m!” said Nipper.
of that, six.,”

“But it is an important point,”” declared
Lee,  “Therefore, if any boyv shows the
slightest sign of illness—any feverich tempera-
fure—it will be your duty to either place him
mm quarantine, or get him away. Far better
fo risk a journey on your raft, and carry
the patient completely out of the school. I
don’t want to alarm you, and 1t is quite
possible that no such happening will oceur.
‘But it is always better to be warned and
prepared.”’

“That’s quite true, sir,” agreed .a chorus.

“Clircumsiances make it impossible for St.

“1 hadn’t thought

2

“I fail to see how they can be removed,”’
replied Lee, frowning. “You must all have
patience. You must trust me to expedite
your release. If I am rather longer than you
expect, don’t lose heart. You may be sure
that. I shall be straining every nerve.”

“Hurrah ™

“We know you'll do your

“Rather!”

st, Mr. Lee!

“And you can trust St. Frank’s to carry

1 h
on.

“Hear, hear!”

The shouts went up in a loud chorus, and
Nelson Lee smiled contentedly as he heard
them. His first impression regarding the boll-
dog spirit of St. Frank’s was thoroughly

verified,

CHAPTER 16.

FROUBLE WITH MISS BROOME.

i35 BROOME
Lee with glittering
She was breathing rather
hard, and there was no
mistaking the warlike set

f&’:(:f?{] Nelson
eyes.

of her square jaw.

She had just come across from the West
Housge, having been fetched, by Nelson lee’s
orders, on the raft. At fist, Leée had
thought about going over to the Wost House,
but he had finally decided to interview the
lady in the presence of the bovs. For he
had heard rumours recarding her activitics,
and he felt that it was only right that she
should justify herself iu the prescnce of her

hosts. Lee did not forget that she was a
refngee.
“Well, sir!” said Miss Broome. opening

the engagement with a couple of high

explosive shells,
“Tet me sympathise with you, Miss Broome.

in this general upheaval,” said Nelson Lee
diplomatically. “T am ff[ad that the boys

of St. Frank’s have been able to be of such
service to your own pupils and to yourself.
The whole distressing situation will be ter-
minated at the earliest possible moment.

Circumstances  have becn exceedingly
trying
““One moment, sir—one moment!” juter-

her words coming out
like hand-grenade explosions. “Yon are
Mr. Lee, I believe? You are, in fact, the
responsible Housemaster of this House 77
“That is true M
“Then, Mr. Lee,

rupted Miss Broome,

pel}th% vou will kindiy

explain the reason for _your gross neglest 77’

harked Miss Broome. “Perhaps vou will tell
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me why these—Lhese irresporsible yvoung fire
brands have been allowed to run l!oose, just
as they pleased?”

“While with

sympathising your very
natural distress, I must add that 1 fail to
understand your anger,” said Nelson Lee
coldly. *'But for the fact that these young
firecbrands ran loose,- I am afraid that you
and your girls would Lave suffered very
cruclly at the hands of the Hlood.”
Miss Broome staited.
“The boys rescued wus, certainly,” she
admitted, rather taken aback. I am not
attempt.ng to belittle their heroic work. DBus

why should it have been left to them w0
‘act thus? This school—this great coliege—
has been left without a scrap of authority,
and 1. in consequence, have suffered indignity

after indignity!”

“I regret to hear that, Miss Broome,”
said Nelson Lee quietly. “As I was saying,
circumstances . practically forced the situation
upon us. Yon may be quite sure that the
masters were nog abbent through any 1n-
competence on the part of Dr. Stafford A

“1 disagree with you, sir!” shouted Miss
Broome. “In my opinion, Dr. Stafford
should have been here when the danger
threatened !”

“The headmaster

was away, with all the
rest of us—called urgently to the reservoir
in a vain effort to avert the disaster,” said
Lee patiently. ““There has been incompe—
tence, I will grant vou—gross, criminal in-
compofence, But that is a matter for the
Jarfnington Town Council to take up with
its engincers.”

“Are you denving that Dr. Stafford s
ouilty of neglect 2" '
“Most certainly. The whole position——

Nelson Lee paused, again interrupted. He
began to realise that it was quite impossible
to reason with this obstinate lady. She had
made up her mind that the school authori-
ties were to blame, and nothing short of
dyvnamiie, it scemed, would shift that
d®lusion. _ ‘ ,

“We will drop the subject, if T have
vour permission,” said Lee smoothly. ‘Un-
fortunately, it is necessary to face facts. I
am afraid there is little pronpect of rescue,
Miss Broome, immediately.”

“I am not surprised,” snapped Miss
Broome. “I am helpless—I can do nothing
here, It occasions me no astonishment to
learn that I am to be left at the mercy of
these impudent boys!”

“T regret their impudence—

Lis

»

“The word is inadequate—utterly inade-
quate!” shrilled Miss Broome. “I give
orders, and they are scornred with con-
lempt.” i :

“1f you adopt a diffcrent tone, Miss
Broome, I have no doubt the boys would

be onlv too willing to grant your slightest

wish,” said Lee, with a trace of grimness
in his voice. “Tt is quite possible they resent
anv attempt on your part to exercise

authority "

“Resent!” eried Miss Broome. “Why
should they reseut authority ?’

“Let me rvemind you that you are a
refugee——"'

“Nonsenge!” stormed Miss Broome. I
comne here and find the school without a
master—without a trace of discipline or

authonh’
reins )
“Not Jikely!”
“ No petticoat rul- for m'”
“We're not standing ic!”
A chorus of excited voices arose.

It is my plain duty to grasp tha

“There!” barked DMiss Broome. “Yon
hear? Before your very eyves, Mr. Lee. they
insult me!  Are you wgoing fto permet this

immsolence 7™

“My dear iady, therc 1s no insolence in-
tended,” replied Lee. “This is a boys’
school, and if you will confine your authority
to the girls under your care. there will be
no further trouble. 1 have instructed the
school to carry on, but 1 am afraid 1T cannot

compel the boys to accept your orders. They
have no intention of insulting vou, and [

regret that you should invite their hostility.
Really, Miss Broome, jou will have no
further trouble if you rub them the right

way. We must all pull together in this d:fli-
culty, and. 1 hope, a happy outcome wiil
s00n-——""

“* Naturaliy, I am _helpless if you support

the boys in this disgraceful fashion!” broke
in Miss Broome bitterly. “I demand that
vou shall tuke me away at once—to-day! Al

my girls must be removed from thiz place
forthwith. 1 insist! You are a responsible
master, and 1 positively refuse ‘o remain ino
this pandemonium!”

Nelsorn Lee felt rather helpless.

“The boys have a couple of barges,
it is just possible that thev could
you to dry land if you insist,” he replied
after a moment. “1 would not advise the
move, because there 1z no need for such a
measure. Morcover, the boys are not skilled

bargees.”
“Good heavens!”  gasped Miss  Broome.
that such a pos-

“ Are you suggesting. then,
The hoy'-z themselves sug-

sibility 1s tenable?
cested this plan, and T refused to listen to
it.”

“In that you were wise, and T only pro-
posed 1t a@s a possible means of cscape for

and
convey

you and the girls,” said Nelson Lee. *“The
only alternative is for you to remain here

until I can get things moving from the other

end. 1 can assure you I shall waste no
time." g

Miss Broome was looking at him with
amazement.

“Would you countenance these boys man-
ning a barge, and placing themsclves at the
mercy of the flood?” she asked. *“Am I
to understand, Mr. Lee, that you actually
uphold such madness?"” '

I.ce breathed hard.
“If the boys were to use these barges for
the purpose of escaping. T chould not altempt
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to check them,” he replied pointedly. “I do not advise
the move, because I do not think it is necessary. But it
mnay become necessary before I can return with help. A
barge is not a skiff, and even the full force of the flood
current would not endanger -the lives of the occupants.
As I bave told you, I am trusting the school to use its
own discretion. I fancy I have good reason to adopt
thiz attitude, as you ought to know, too. The whole
situation is bristhng with difficulties, and we can only
hope for the best.”

Miss Broome said no more, but her expression was hard
and contemptuous. She was beaten—she had failed to
convince this obstinate master that she should take control.
There were other expressions just at that time, too—but
not of contempt. Edward Oswald Handforth, for example,
was looking inwardly excited. He was pondering over
Nelson Lee’s recent words, and he was thinking of that
great idea of his in conjunction with them!

Ka CHAPTER 17.
HANDY GETS GOING AGAIN.

&Y L1.SON LEE walked with a
| springy step as he covered
the distance from Caistowe

Harbour to _ Dr. Stafford’s
hotel.
1tfe had made the return trip * without

incident, and. had suitably expressed bLis
appreciation to Major Hammond for the
latter’s courtesy. And now he was bent upon

carryving his good news to the Head.
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Handy and the others waited below the window t6 catch the girls as they came one by one down the chute.

They arrived on the deck of the barge rather rufied, but thoroughly enjoying the fun.

had commenced.

The great escape
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For it was good news—wonderful news.

Nelson L.ee had expected to find conditions
at the school far, far worse. There was still
every need for urgent action, but St. Frank’s
was at least safe and sound, and in no fear
of starvation. As for Miss Broome, Lee had
already dismissed her from his thoughts. She
counted for nothing. Perhaps there had been
insolence on the part of some of the boys,
but, if so, it had undoubtedly been provoked.
Lee's talk with Miss Broome had left him
with no doubts on the subject. She was
not worthy of entering into his calculations.
She and her girls must be rescued first, and
the sooner the better. Already Iee’s mind
waz full of schemes for effecting a general
rescuc. :

When he entered Dr. Stafford’s bed-room,
Mr. Beverley Stokes held up a warning
finger. The Housemaster of the West House
was looking a little feverish, but he had
insistcd upon dressing, even if the doctor
would not let him go abrovad. -

‘““ He's asleep!” muttered Mr. Stokes.
terribly worried about him, l.ece. But your
news? Mave you succeeded in getting hold
of any information?” - _

The Head opened his eyes and started up.
His appearance was indeed alarming.
His haggard face was flushed and lined, and
{Here - was an expression of wildness in his
cyes. - |

“Mr. Lee!” he panted.
What have you heard? What have you dis-
covered? _1 did not expect you for hours!
You told\me—w—-—-” .

“Tho school is safe,” interrupted Lee
quietly. : e

“Safe!” breathed the Heaa.

I have been there, and I have learned
the real truth,” continuved Lee.: “Nbt a single
hoy has come to any harm, the school itself
is only superficially damaged, aund the spirit
of the boys is admirable. They are all carry-
ing on famously.”

“Thank Ileaven!”
dazedly.

“By Jove, you’ve relieved me. too,” said
Barry Stokes. “All well, eh? Carrying on
famously ? It sounds too good to be true!™

“Tt 1=n't true !’ said Dr. Stafford suddenls,
“Mr. Lee, you are deceiving me! You are
telling mg this out of a sense of false——7"

“No, no—I assure you!" insisted Lee.

And he told the whole story. The effect
was remarkable. The Head, of course, did
not doubt the authenticity of lee’s word
after he had assured him that it was the
plain truth. And when the Head knew all,
the unhealthy flush had left his cheeks,
ereat peace had come into his eyes, aud he
rested back among the pillows with grateful
relaxation.

“This is indeed wonderful,” he murmured.
“Truly wonderful, Mr. Lee. Spendid boys!
Upon my word, I am proud of them!”

‘“ And now, doctor, you can just go to sleep
and forget everything,” smiled Nelson Lee.
“You, too, Stokes—you had no richt to be

'

muttcred the Headl

he had no

LB b doubts

“Nou're back!

out of bed. T'll do what I can to get thingy
on the move.”

Soon afterwards the doctor arrived, and his
amazement at the improvement in the Head’s
condition was positively startling. Later, he
had a private word with Nelson Lee.

““Hone:ztly, Mr. Lee, I don’t think I am
exaggerating when I say that his life has
been saved,” he declared. “The chill had
got him in its grip, and all my physics were
no better than plain water. It was his mind
that retarded any possibiliiy of improvement.
I can safely say that the crisis is now over,
and I have very little fear of unhappy com-
plications. 1 guaranice that he will improve
rapidly, and will be thoroughly well inside
of a fortnight. That medicine of vours was
far more potent than any of mine. We
doctors, after all, are helpless sort of people
when a patient is against us.”

And then Nelson Lee went ont and
about the task of crganising.
he was

sch
. IExactly how
going to act he hardly knew, but
C{lelusmns regarding the problem.

if the boys would be able to
be fetched from ‘the school on the morros.

The

transport difliculty was well-nigh in-
sitperable, owing to the raging torreunt
which was the Stowe at Caistowe. No boat
of any kind could go up the river from
‘titere.  And this was the ounly place where
there were any boats.
- DBut, at least, lLee now had an almost
carc-frce mind. He had Dbeen to St

Frank’s, he had learned the true position,
and he had confidence that the boys wonld
centinue to keep the flag flying.

At St. Irank’s, activities were qaict.

Nelson Liee’s visit had had a  calming
cffect, and the fact that a large foed supply
was on hand made a big ditference. The
majority of the bovs were perfectly content
to let things go on as they were. There was
a good deal of fun to be obtained, anyhow,.
and everybody took.the view that the flood
had its sterling compensations. Lessons
were qutte forgotten.

Handforth had been looking drcamy and
thoughtful ever since Nelson Lee had de-

parted. About half an hour after Lee's sca-
piane  had dicappeared into the distance,
Handforth strode to one of the windows,
and looked out into West Square. His gazc

was resting upon the tilting barn.
“It's got to be done!™ he said firmly,
“What's got to be done?’ asked Church.

“I've  Leen  thinking,” said Handforth.
“And I've come to the conclusion that Mr.
Lee’s right., I agree swith him entirely.”

“Marvellous I murmured MceClure.,  * Did
veu hear that, Churchy? TFor once in his
life Handy agrecs with somcbody !’

Handforth frowned, and regarded AMcClure
with an cagle eye.

“Yes,” he said. *““Just
You're looking lLad!@”

(33 Ba{] ?."

“ Feverish,” said Haundiorth.

“Mc?? said Mac, staring.

“Paositively awful!”

feared.

as I

(1)

r. “leverish
declared TTandfoith.
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“THE FLOATING
SCHOOL!”

All at sea at St. Frank’s !
The boys are afloat on Hand-
forth’s Ark, at the mercy of the
floods and a raging gale.
Some of the Moor View girls are
with them. . ;
What a situation ! It is made '
ten times worse when the barge ."
drifts right out to sea ' You’ll +;
find heaps of excitement in this :
stirring yarn—it’s quite the best

is just the sort of story by which
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yet in this splendid series. :
There is ‘plenty of fun, too. It ‘

Edwy Searles Brooks has made |
himself both popular and famous. |}
You can make quite sure of |!
reading it if you order your copy +;
in advance.

More thrilling chapters from

“THE BURIED

WORLD!"

This amazing yarn is evoking
scores of letters from delighted

readers !

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“I've noticed lots of the other fellows, too.
There’s only one solution. We've %Ut to get
away from St. Frank’s as quickly as we

can!’

“If anyhbody’s feverish, you ass, it’s you!”
grunted McClure. “I wondered what the
dickens yvou were getting at!”’

4 _!}’Ir. Lee said that there might be fever

~ “Rats!” said Church, “That was only
just a word of warning to prepare us, In
case of a genuine illness. You'd better not
go about telling people that they’re looking
squiffy, or there'll be trouble.”

“Never mind about that—it’s all wrapped
up in the same subject,’’ declared Handforth
firmly. ‘““Some of the chaps might contract
fever, and prevention is better than cure
any day.”

“That’s true enough,”’ admitted MecClure.

““And the best way to prevent a fever
breaking out and spreading is for us to clear
off 1" said Handforth triumphantly. “It’s a
perfeetly sound argument-—you can’t get
round it !*’ | -

“If you'll explain how ihe dickens we're

to clear off, we’ll be obliged,” said Churc}}
sarcastically. *‘It’s all very well to talk—
“How ?” interrupted Handforth. *“In my

ark, of course.”
“‘Oh, help!” moaned Church and McClure,

in ong¢ voice.

—— ——

CHAPTER 18.
THE MIRACLE !

® ANDFORTH  looked
¥ them coldly.

“Yes, my ark!’ he re-
peated. “Why, the loft
alone—or, rather,  the
upper deck—will provide accommodation for
a hundred of us. Then there are the holds
of the barges, and the cabins and bunks.
Just think how the congestion will be re-
lieved if -a hundred of us clear off !”

“You—vyou silly dreamer!’ said Church,
exasperated. “That ark idea of yours is
impracticable,”

“Myr. Lee said that he left us to our own
discretion,’’ argued Handforth. ‘“ We can do
as we like, and if we leave St. Frank’s, it's

at
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all square. I mean, we shan’t be disobeying
orders, or doing anything wrong. 8o why
shouldn’t we leave? Why not forestall Mr.
Lee by Eetting the ark afloat, and then
escaping by our own efforts?”

“My hat, he's at it again!’ said De
Valerie, joining them. _

“Can’t you do something to stop this,
Nipper 7" asked Reggie Pitt, as he and Dick
halted at the window. ‘“Handy’s a good
sort in his way, but he’ll drive himself dotty
with these ideas of his!”’ :

“That’s impossible ! said Church tartly.

“You—jyou helpless rotters '’ roared Hand-
forth, turning on them. “Here am I, sug-
gesth a first-class idea, and all you can do
1s to laugh at it! Won'’t it be a feather in
our cap f we can escape from the flood zone
before Mr. Lee comes to fetch us?”

“Yes—if we can escape,”” replied De

‘Valerie.  ““But that’s a terrific ‘if,” my
son.” ;
“Didn’t Mr. Lee give us permission to
use our own judgment?’’ asked Handiorth
ste;"x;aly. “Didn’t he leave everything to
us-? -

“Handy’s right’ said Nipper, nodding.
“And if we can get away from the schocﬁ,
there’s no question about the wisdom of the
move. The guv'nor saw it, but he didn't
like to say too much, because there was no
prospect of us escaping.” ol 8

“Then what’s all the talk about?’’ asked
Hubbard.

*Handy has got the right idea—in theory,”’
continued Nipper thougﬁtful}y. “If we can
only get that precious ark of his afloat, we
can take a hundred chaps away, and that
~would put an end to this congestion in the
- Ancient House, and make things a lot casier
all round.”

“Wouldn't it be better to take the girls,
s& that the West House chaps could go back
to their own quarters ?”” asked Handforth, as
though the scheme was already a practical
certainty. '

“It would be better, of course, but Miss
Broome wouldn’t hear of it,”’ replied Nipper.

“Blow Miss Broome!”

“1 agree—but blowing her won’t change
her character,”> said Nipper. “She’s mis-
tress of the Moor View girls, and we can’t
kidnap the sweet young things, can we?
No, Miss Broome's here, and we’'ve
realisc 1it. So I'm afraid we shall have to
leave the girls out of our considerations.
And, after all, there’s no congestion at all
there, sc it doesn’t matter. The West House
15 three-parts empty with only thirty-five

girls m _1it. But over here we're like sar-
ines, Yes, the ark’s a good idea.”
*A good idea?’ repeated Reggie Pitt,

staring.

“Yes, and Mr. Lee gave us permission to
do as we thought fit.”

Handforth looked at Nipper with glowing
oves.

" Well. 1 never thought it!” he said adinir-
ingly. “I never thought you’d show such
sonnd, sterling cemmon sense.  Yeou're not

can apply natural power to serve us.

|eyed the problem,

got to.

pulling my leg by any chance?” he added
with sudden suspicion.

““Not a bit,”’ smiled Nipper. *“As I said
before, the ark is a great idea—in theory.”

“You make me tired!’ said De Valerie,
“What's the idea of hanging about here,
theorising? That barn is tilting over at a
terrific angle, and only one wall of it is in
position. Are you trying to tell us that the
giddy thing might be lifted?”

“Exactly I”” said Nipper.

“What!”

“There’s just a chance that there might
be a practical method of putting Handy’s
theory into effect,”” replied Nipper keenly.
“It seems a fantastic idea, I know, but I've
been thinking about it.”

“ And the massive brain has functioned 7’
asked Reggic.

“Well, there might be a chance—"

“Enough!”’  interrupted Pitt. “Once
again, children, the great magician has
evolved a masterly——"

“You'll get a masterly black eye unless
you're careful!”’” muttered Nipper, turning
red. “Don’t be an ass, Reggie! My idea’s
as simple as A B C.”

““All ideas of genius are simple,’’ agreed
Pitt, unabashed.

“By George!” said Handforth. “You
really mean that we can lift the old barn
up, and get the other barge underneath ?”’

““No, we can’t lift it,”’ said Nipper. ‘‘But
perhaps we can utilise that old water-logged
barge and let the flood current do the work
for us. This is one of those cases '1:1r.rht=1-r»si3 we

ut,
mind you, the whole thing may gc phut
when we try it.”

- **What whole thing 7’ asked De Valerie.

Nipper looked out of the window and

““The barn is sound enough,” he said.
““And she’s jammed on to that barge as
firm as a rock. There’s no doubt that the
ark will be stable enough if we can get her
really afloat. ‘The two barges will be side
by =side, and naturally we shall lash them
together and make them as one. We might
eyen be able to fix up a sort of lower deck

»

“But, you ass, how are you going to raise
the barn 7’ demanded Church.

“Well, look here, it's this. way,” said
Nipper. “DBut wait a tick—come with me.”

The mystified juniors followed him, and
finally found themselves at the top of West
Tower. It was very high up there, and,
gazing dircctly downwards into the square,
they could see the tilting barn immediately
below. For it had drifted right to the end
of the square, where the Araminta was
broadside on to the school building.

“Well?” asked Reggic interestedly.
“Proceed, professor! Carry on with the
miracle !’ '

“ Miracle be dashed!” said Nipper. ¢ Look
here, the problem is to get that barn
upright, 1sn’t it? Now, supposing we fix
some heavy rope cables on to the tilting
wall—the one¢ furthest from us?”’
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“Well 727

““ And supposing we carry those ropes up
here and over into the Triangle 7’ proceeded
Nipper keenly. ‘At the other end of the
ropes we fix the water-logged barge, and
then edge her out beyond the West House,
so that she catches the strong current. What
will that barge do?”

“Why, drift down until the ropes come
taut,”” said Handforth, with a start.

“And then ?” _

“Well, then— Great pi gasped
Handforth. “ You—you mean that the pull
will be directly upwards, and the barn will
heave herself into the perpendicular?” -

“Yes, if the cable is strong enough, and
if that barge is heavy enough to do the
trick—and if the current is of suflicient
strength,”’ replied Nipper. “ You sce, every-
thing will depend upon those cifcumstances.”

“1t’ll work "’ declared Handforth ex-
citedly. **By George, Dick Hamilton, it’s
a marvellous scheme! I thought of the ark,
but, blow it, you’re the chap who’s made it
possible !”

“PDo you

2
!

really think
asked Pitt. “Supposing the pull is really
sufficient ? What's to prevent the barn
heaving right up and spoiling everything?
We shan’t be able to stop the barge, once
it gets into the flood current.”

“That’s just a matter of arrangement,”
replied Nipper. “A crowd of us will be on
the Penelope, ready to edge her into place
at tho right moment. Some other chaps will
be on the tower here, with knives. And the
instant we get the barge under the lifting
wall, the ropes will be cut. Then the thing
xill be done.”

‘“Masterly !” said Pitt, nodding.

‘“Rats! It may all go wrong when we try
it,2’ grinned Nipper. ‘““But it’s certainly
worth trying. I'm with Handy all along the
line—the sooner a big crowd of us can get
away, the better for everybody else.”

“The whole school will want to come,”
said Pitt dubiously. “We shall have to
draw lots, or something.”

“I don’t believe it,”’ replied Nipper.
“Most of the fellows will prefer to wait.
In the end, we may have to force the chaps
on board! But let’s leave that until the
necessity arises. It’s quite likely that the
whole plan will peter out when we put it
into practice.”

But Handforth wouldn’t hear of it. He
had set his heart on this ark, and he meant
it to be a certainty! '

CHAPTER 19.

THE AREK BECOMES A

REALITY !

8 VERYTHING was ready.

; It was late afternoon
now, and several hours
had elapsed. Handforth,
. + of course, with his char-
acteristic optimism and his impracticable

it might work?”

mind, had assumed that everything would
be rcady for the experiment in about half
an hour. But Nipper knew differently,
When it came down to brass tacks, the
preparations ran away with the time in a
surprising way.

First of all, the barn had to be thoroughly
examined and surveyed. 'This was a satis-
factory inspection, for there were secveral
heavy beams projecting out through the
wooden wall, E&If-way up. Nipper decided
to fix his ropes to these. 'They were plenty
strong enough to stand the strain.

Then the ropes themselves had to be got
ready. The juniors already possessed the
long length of heavy cable which they had
utilised as a life-line to rescue the Moor
View girls. The barges provided plenty of
other rope, too, for several long lengths of
cable were found on them.

Then the ropes had to be fixed to the barn,
carried up to the tower, and carried over
into the Triangle. After that, the watcer-
logged barge was taken round into the
Triangle, and manceuvred into position—
this alone proving to be an hour’s task.

And there was the Penelope, too. She
was brought round into the West Square,
and poled up until she was all ready for the
experiment. Nipper was getting rather
anxious. He did not want this affair to end
in tragedy. If anything went wrong,. and
the edge of the barn fell on some of the
helpers, it would be a case of swift and hor-
rible death.

Se Nipper took precautionary measures.

Nobody was to man the second barge.
She was placed broadside on, ready, and
ropes were carricd up to the windows at
either end. Each rope had its crew, and
the idea was to haul on the ropes, pressing
the barge against the side of the barn. If
the latter lifted, the barge would then auto-
matically slide under, and nobody could be
in any danger, even if the building utterly
collapsed.

And now everybody was at his post.

Nipper was at the top of the tower, direct-
ing the operations—for from here he could
shout to the fellows on both sides. Knives
were ready to slash the rope 1if the
““miracle '’ really happened. A crowd of
fellows were waiting in the Triangle to push
the half-sunken barge into the current. The
fact that she was water-logged was all the
better, since she was heavier. And in the
West Square, the Pcnelope, with her rope
crews pulling, waited patiently.

Would the thing be a fizzle?

Nipper was anxious about it, for it would
be altogether too bad if the experiment failed
after so much labour and preparation. How-
ever, he had repeatedly warned everybody
that -the ark might never materialise.

The senlors were watching with a sort of
detached interest. They didn't believe In
encouraging these juniors by taking part in
their escapades. That was what they told
one another—but many of them Yooked
rather envious.
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“Right-ho!” shouted Nipper, fromn the |mecai. Wc¢ need food. We need sleep.”
tower. ‘‘You can let her go!"” “Oh, rats!”

“And let’s hope,” said Pitt, ‘“that the old
barge doesn’t pull the tower down.”

Those in the Triangle were now getting
the barge into the current, using tﬁe big
raft for this purpose. Nipper watched the
ropes anxiously.  The * barge sluggishly
caught the flow, and then gathered speed.
The ropes drew taut, scraping over
stonework at the top of the tower,
- was practieally no danger of any damage
being done,

The ropes sang noisily, and shrieked as
they giew as tight as stretched wires. One
of them snapped with a twang, but the
others held. And from the windows below
came a loud chorus of vells.

" Good—she's going up!” roared Hand-
tocth.  *“QOne more pull will do it.”’

The current was proving strong enough!
As the waters tugged at the barge, she
pulled at her leash, straining tremendouszly.
And. inch by mnch, the barn moved, and the
heavy list was being corrected. The sub-

merged «de. in fact, was being drawn out -

of the water. -

Nipper, watching, was gratified to sec the
I'cuelope  grate under the now exposed
wooden wall.  More yells came from the
rope crews. The second barge was in posi-
tion—jammed hard alongside her com-
panion.

* Right!” roared Nipper.

The knives flashed, and every rope was |-
It was cnly necessary to

hacked at cnce.
half part them, however, the tremendous
pull “ doing the” rest. They parted with a
tervific  twanging  noise, accompanied by
c:ashing and sphintering of woodwork as the
barn settled back.
U DBy Jove!™
wonder !

He tore down from the tower, and reached
the dormitory window level. From here he
could look right out upon the ark, and,
indeed. he swung himseﬂ out and dropped
on to the narrow rim of deck that was stiil
cxposed. Handforth was with him.

“We've done it!"” said Nipper, with satis-
taction. “Iook! The barge 1is hardly
scratched—and the whole thing is as solid
ﬂska house. Floating buoyantly, too-—a real
ark !" :

“By Geerge, you're right!”’ said Hand-
forth breathlessly.  “It’s marvellous! And
now we can sail off, eh? Let's get a big
crowd tn, and push off at once!”

Nipper chuckled.

“ Easy, old man—easy !”’ he said. ““ What's
to-day ¥ ['m blessed if T haven't forgotten!”

“What does it matter, anyhow ?"’ asked
Handforth, staring.

“Well, we shall be pretty lucky f we
leave St. Frank's on this ark by the dayx after
to-morrow I’ replied Nipper.

“The day after to-morrow!” yelled Hand-
forth.

“ My poor, deluded chump!” said Nipper.
“It's mnearly dark now, and a crowd of
- fetlows are assisting Faity with the evening

muttered Nipper.

the
There:

k< I

“There's a day's work on the ark, too,”
continued Nipper. *‘It's no good doing a
thing at all, Handy,  unless we do it thor-
oughly. We've got to patch up all these
broken holes, and lash the barges together,
and make a number of windows. If fifty of
us work all day to-morrow, we shall only
just manage it. And as 1t would be clean
dotty to start off in the dusk, 1t'll mean
waiting until the next morning before we
can sa:l.” '

Handforth gasped, struck by the wisdom
of those words. -

“Then—then it's all for nothing?’ he
ejaculated. ‘‘By that time, Mr, Lee will be
here with help——"

“Don’t you believe it,”” said Nipper, shak-
ing his head. “It may be three or four days
before anything really big can be donc.
This flood is a terrible affair. don't forget,
and the whole distriet 1s devastated.  Mr.
Lec knows that we're O.K., so he won't
worry.”

“Anv room for us on board?”’ called down
Irenc. from a window.

“Do vou want to come ?" asked Nipper.

“We'd love 1t!” replied Irenc.

Aund those incautious words cost them theis
liberty !

—— o

CHAPTER 20.
THE CGREAT ADVENTURE!

[585 BROOME had heard.
And she came to the con-
clusion that Irene Man-
ners and her immediate
circle were better locked

up oubt of harm’s way. .
The next day, therefore, Irene & Co. wero

conspicuous by their absence. Not that many

of the fellows noticed this, for they were so
busily engaged. Miss Broome was deter-
minced to squash any attempt on the girls
part to escape from the school in this pre-
posterous ark. She hadn’t much fear about
the others, but she was very suspicious of

[rene & Co. '
And the six girls were locked in an attie,

and kept there. They fumed and waxed in-

dignant, and even cried a little; but Miss

Broome frankly told them that they would

not be released until the ark had gone.
Nipper’s time-table proved to be correct.
That night—the nigslt after the prelimin-

aries had been completed—everybody slept

soundly. True, conditions werc bad in the
Ancient House, for the congestion was
heavy. KEvery bed contained two sleepers,

and the question of feeding, too, ~was diffi-
cult. No real organisation was possible.
And Nipper was more than ever anxious to
case the position by taking a hundred fellows
or so away.

The juniors were up soon after dawn,
although the seniors steadfastly refused to
take part in this escapade. Nipper was the
suiding genius, and after a solid breakfast
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r small army of fellows set to work on the
aﬁk, Handforth alone doing the labours of
three.

Everybody was full of the keenest enthu-
siasm. This ark idea had excited their
imaginations. Crowds of Fourth Formers
rafted across, and insisted upon helping—as
they would probably insist upon going when
the ark commenced her voyage.

And all day the work went on. Floors
were being fixed up, windows made, and the
two barges were lashed together so securely
that there could be no possibility of them
drifting apart. The weigﬁ of the barn was
plmost sufficient to ensure this stability, but
Nipper belicved in making doubly sure.

By the time everything was ready., the
afternoon was growing late, and a persistent
rain had commenced to fall. But even this
was insufficient to dampen the enthusiasm.
The flood had dropped by about nine inches,
but if this rain continued the waters would
probably rise again. :

Even Handforth agreed that it would be
unwise to set sail in the dusk, especially as
the evening looked like being rough. No
word had come from Nelson Lee, and none
had been expected. Monday, at the earliest,
would see a general rescue.

So Handforth was satisfied. His ark load

would escape a clear day ahead of the others

—and perhaps several days ahead. The two
barges, in their original condition,
have carried thirty or forty passengers; but
the ark could easify‘ accommodate treble this
number. And that was a very important
point.

Nipper had unloaded most of that food
cargo, so that the school would be well sup-
plied. Only a few cases were left on beard—
Suough to feed the voyagers for a couple of

ays.

And when the school went to bed that
night 1t was tired—at least, the junior sec-
tion of it was. Everybody knew that the ark
was to venture out upon the flood at dawn
the following morning. Miss Broome knew
it—and Miss Broome spent the night out-
side the locked door of that attic where
Irene & Co. were imprisoned. She had no
intention of letting them go!

She didn’t know to what lengths ingenuity
could go. For the girls had whiled away
their night, not in sleep, but in sewing their
sheets and blankets mto a long funnel—
similar to a canvas fire-escape chute. Tor
that attic window overlooked the West
Square, with the ark below. And when the
ark was manceuvred out, it would pass
bencath that window.

Another dawn found the Remove and a
good proportion of the Fourth awake and
active. Mattresses and bedding were carried
mto the ark—for, although the adventurers
expected to rcach dry land within a few
hours, there was nothing like being well
prepared !

Most of the Third decided not to chance
1t, but Willy & Co., needless to say, were
three of the first fellows on board. Inci-
dentally, Willy smuggled his pets down into

might

P e S—

one of the barge cabins bcfore anybody else
in the school was awake. Willy and his pets
were inseparable.

When the dawn light strengthened, : the
ark was being edged out of her position.
Fellows with poles were heaving, others were
pulling at ropes, and slowly the twin barges
moved out of the cul-de-sac.

The barn sat so snugly on her foundations
that the whole thing seemed one solid con-
struction—a single unit. There was still a
small portion of the deck available, prac-
tically all the way round the barn—that
section where the two bows gaped being
bridged over by a false section of deck.
And here and there were doors.

Out of the grey light came a curious
object, tumbling down from the upper air.
It struck Handforth as he went round the
narrow deck. |

“Hi!” he protested. *Who's chucking
bedding about 7’

“Hist, Ted!” came a soft voice from
above. ‘‘Hang on! We're coming down!”’

“Great Scott!” gasped Handforth, look-
ing up. “Is that you, Irene?”

“Yes—and five others!” came Irvene’s
voice. “We've made up our mind to come
with you, and Miss Broome has made up
her mind that we shan’t!”

“I think we’re going to win!” came a
chuckle in Doris’ voice. .

“Good egg!” shouted Handforth.

Nipper came along, and glanced up.

“We're not persuading you, mind!” he
said, “But you're perfectly welcome !’

““That's good enough for wus!” said
Irene. :  §

The next minute a large bulge appeared
in the home-made chute. Half a dozen
fellows were waiting at the base, and Irene
Manners was eased up as she rcached the
bottom, and hclped out. She was all ruffled
and dishevelled, but enthusiastic.

“Phew!” she gasped. “I thought I
should nevér get here!”

One by one they came down in the half-
light, shooting out at the base, gasping,
Janghing, and thoroughly enjoying the fun.

““That the lot?”’ asked Nipper, at last.

“Yes—the other pger things don’t know
anything about it.” replied Irene. “I don’t
think they’d be kecen on coming, anyhow.
I say—what sport!”’

“Well, there’ll be a different kind of sport
if Miss Broome spots you,” said Nipper.
“Take my tip. and dodge down into one of
the cabins. Why didn’t you let us know you
were coming ? We haven’'t made any pro-
vision for fair visitors,”

“As we're not fair,
replied Irene promptly.

But they took Nipper’s advice, and hurried
below. And the ark stole out into the grow-.
ing daylight, watched only by a compara-
tive few, The enthusiasm was only at fever
height among those who were embarking
on the trip. "The rest preferred to remain
comfortably in bed. ‘

Perhaps Miss Broome grew suddenly sus-

(Continued on page 41.)

it doesn’t matter,”
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Mr. Edwy Seaﬂea Brooks (ﬂ
chats with his readers.

NOTE.-~1f any reuder writes to me, I shall be pleased to comment upon such remarks

as ure ltkely to interest the ma_;orzh;
SEARLES BROOKS, c¢Jo The Editor,

LADYS HOWARD  (Beckenham).
G Pe g!c*' {North Shields), Apprecia-
- tive® (Brmton) Herbert A, Payne

{Tottenham), & E. Callis* (More-
~ambe), Cynie [‘.‘folverhampton} Anna J.
Dahl (Sunderland), J. E. C. (Lowestoft),
A Nipper Supporter (Gateshead), G. A. E.
Turnock (Bosham), Geoffrey Rabbitt (Edwin-
stowe), H. L. Ridgeley** {(High Wycombe),
Maurice Stodel (Shorcditch) I“-l H. C (Glas-
cow), Mercia Yoxall-Bubbers ({Ilford), A.
Thomas Ryland (Stourbridge), Herbert Balls
Cambridge), Perey Dowles (Sydney).

* £ 3 £ :

Certainly, Peggie. You may wrile as often
as vou wish, and I shall always be pleased to
hear from you. Perhaps you are not the only
lonely reader. In fact, there might be many
others like you—in [0dg1ng= and aw ay from
home—who feel they would hike to write to
somebody. Don't forget that I am here, and
that I am always ready to rcad your letters,
and to reply to them, too, if they raise any
items of general interest. In any case, vou
san always be sure that they will be acknow-
ledged,

¥ * *

Sorry you don't like this page. Herbert A.
I’ayne. In your opinion, the Old Taper 13
spoilt by ‘ Between Ourselves,” e¢h? T talk
a lot of rot, do I, that lecads nowhere? And
after crying down this Chat so scathingly,
vou calinly ask me to put a note in it, in-
cluding vour name and address. to the effect
that you have seme periodicals to dispose
of ' What's the idea, my son? If vou are
a member of the Leapue, your pmagraph
will be inserted by the Chief Officer, but it’s
not going in thesr columns, considering how
much vou dislike them. You might 1*egar-:l it
a= a lot of rot!

¥* & +®

You needn’t worry about the old series,
Geoffrey Rabbitt. Why trouble to scarch
about for back numbers? Isn’t it better to
spend a shilling a month on the * Monster
l.ibravy 77 All the series you want are
there, and quite a number of the carlier
isstues are still obtainable from the Publishers.
This is much cheaper than buying back num-

All letters
THE NELSON LEE LIDRARY, The Fleet-
way House, ?‘a?‘rm_;r?on Street, London, FE.(C.4
attention, and all will be uc.lnou?ed;cd mn Hu‘se columns.

merit w zI[ be distinguished by « star, thus®, ar;fumt the sender’s
which indicate writer’'s age are rm!uruh’J easter for me to answer.—E,

should be addressed to EDWY

FKrery lctter will have my personal
Letters of very special
s name., Communications
S. D.

bers, and certainly more compact. Any ol
you new readers who want to get hold of the
carlier St. Frank’s yarns can’t do better
than go straight to the newsagent and order
the *¢ \Ionster ” It scems such a ‘waste of
time to hunt round for back numbers—and
{o find, even then, that vervy issue vou wanted
most of all is missing from a serics.
* ® *

I didn’t acknowledge your previous letter,
H. L. Ridgeley, because 1 didn't receive 1t,
Are you sure you posted it? I always ac know-
ledge erery letter that I reccive. but I can't
acknowledge those letters which get forgotten
in overcoat pockets, or which met tucked into
a drawer, pending the aﬂnmg of a stamp. 1
often get letters which are dated weeks
carlier than the actual postmark. I sironglv
suspect that the writers have either got bad
memorics of that the stamp money went on
something more important.

*® = *

No, I haven't forgotten Ulysses Spencer
Adams, Clarence Fellowe, Timothy Tucker,
or, indeed, any of the characters who have
previously appeared, J. J. Ifoser-Cook. 1
may somctimes shelve them, but 1 never for-
get them.  And they'll bob up again when
least expected.

* * -

As far as I know, Maurice Stoder—and 1
ounht to know—Ernest Lawrence is as keen
on boxing as ever. One of these davs he

will probably be featured in another boxing
storv.

* ¥ ¥
Some readers complain that they have beern
unable to c<btain their usual (copy of the Old
Paper. Sold out, of course! DBut what can

they expect if thm do not order their copies
in advance?




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 37

Fighting the Giants!

Prisoners under the Ocean!
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GOING ON THESE THRILL-PACKED CHAPTERS OF

OUR AMAZING NEW ADVENTURE SERIAL!

Jim Maitland lives in a small shop in Stag-
more. A mysteérious man named Stanislaus
Crippe owes money to the snop, and Jim
determines to collect it. He climbs over the
wall of Widgery Dene—Cripps’ estate—and
drops into the grounds. There he finds an
amazing machine which is something between
a submarine and an airship. Mr, Cripps is
on boari and Jim asks him for the money.
The man refuses to pay,_ and before Jim
realises it he finds the machine in the air!
it travels half over the world, then dives
into the ocean. It reaches the bottom, and
then, instead of resting on the bed continues
going downwards! It is then floating on the
surface of an wunderground river, and Mr.
Cripps expluins that there must be a sort of
leak in the ocean bed and they are being
sucked down to the centre of the earth. They
stop the machine and come on deck. But
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Searching for the Submarine.

2 Y more do I belong to the Kru,” chanted
Masra. “I am an outcast from the
Inner Cavern. I go with him who gave
me my life.,”
A musical lauvgh sounded in Jim's ears. -Tinta
had crept to his side, and was smiling at him,

“Where you lead, Masra and I {follow,” she
exclaimed. * There’s no going back now, Krim.

find the submarine and rescue him.

(Now read on.)
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INTRODUCTION,

as they appear they are caplured by several
amaziag giants who fall on them from the
shore. Jim escapes and later saves the life of
a little man called Masra. In return Masra
and his daughter Tinta let him live with
them. Jim finds himself among a colony of
dwarj men, who are called the Kru people.
They live in a vast cavern and are at enmity
with the Giants—a race that is dying out.
One day Jim sees a light flushing. [t is Mr.
Cripps signalling in Morse with his torch,
He is still a prisoner, and is going to be put
to death in four days. Jim determines to
jfﬂsra
and Tinta decide to accompany him. To do
this Masra has to desert from the Kru people.
This he does by a strange ceremony. fHe hurls
his spear at a rock, at the sanie time clhant-
ing words in the Kru tongue, whick Jim can
now understand.

«ENDEOFOREREND

Look, I have the food and the machine for the
liquid fire.”

She showed him a big bag she carried, and that
strange bellows arrangement by which the Kru
people were able to eject a jet of liguid flame.
For a moment Jim’s heart was too full for words.

This loyalty and this friendship, which made
Tinta and her father exile themszelves for ever
from their homes and go out into a world

peopled by their terrible enemies. was some-
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thing so wonderful that it almost took his breath
away.

*“1 shall never be able to forgive myself if any-
thing happens w0 you,” Jim said. *You and your
father shouldn't have done this for me.”

"You go out to save your friend, and are not
we your friends? Masra and Tinta would never
lift up their heads again if they deserted you.”

Jim made no reply in words. Instead he caught
Tinta's hani and pressed it warmly. The next
moment they had both slipped down the rock and
had set their feet on the rocky floer of the Outer
Cavern. ;

Half an hour later when they had put about
two miles between themselves and the eotrance
to the Iuner Cavern—it was a precaution
suazgested by Masra in case their flight had been
discovered—they halted behind a biz boulder, and
there Jim outlined the very hazy plans he had
formed. They had to search for the Flying Sub-
marire. That was the strange vessel he had
drawn for them on the slate that first day of
his coming to the Inner Cavern Tinta nodded
hier head

“I Know, Krim,
like the dead fish
the water.” :

She made & litfle dramatic movement with
her hands to suggest the Flying Submarine coming
head first down the drain from the bed of the
Cealn.

“And it comes down here like that.”

“That’s right, Tinta. We've got to find the
Flying Submarine. If we can find it, we shall
have no need to fear the Falta any longer. We
zshall be masters of the Outer Cavern.” |

““And where do we look?” Masra interrupted.
“The land of the Falta is wide.”

“Not so big as it seems,” Jimn retorted. “ My
friend 1s good at calculations. If we cover a
certain distance between each growing and re-
newing of the fnod, we can make the circuit of
tie whele Outer Cavern in the time.”

.He took his watch from his pocket and
described how many times the hands must move
round for the period of a day.

And we have four of those days,” he added,
“before the coming of the Great Light. It i3
not a3 if it is a small thing for which we are
looking. Thirty of the Faltas, lying stretched on
the ground, head to feet, would hardly reach it's
whole length. So you see if we can get near it.
»ye shall see t. We must try and cover the
whole distance in the four days.”

Masra rose gravely to his feet.

“Then let us be going, Krim.
distance that we Lave to cover.”

Between the edge of the Central Lake and the
walls of the cavern that disappeared into the
darkness above them, there was a distance of
nearly six miles. Assuming that the great bulk
of the Flying Submarine would be visible at a
distance of at least two miles, Jim deployed his
little party 30 that they advanced across the
ground separated from one another by intervals
of a mile

To keep in touch with one another, they
arranzed a system of signals, Owing to the
pressure of the air in the Cavern Jim had dis.
covered that sound carried much further than in
the outer word. The dropping of a stone could
be heard miles away. It was possible therefore
to communicate by cries.

It wa3 arranged that in the event of Masra and
Tinta being in any danger, they should warn Jim,
who marched in the centre of the line, so that he
might flas» the news by the aid of his electric
torch. When they had covered their allotted
distance for the day they were to close in and
take cover for the night.

Jim's courze took him through the heart of

It goes up there. It floats
on .the water—it goes under

It i3 a great

he had craw!ed for nearly half a mile on

-y

that Falta settiement, where he had seen the
great houses built of clumsy boulders, and had
glimpsed one of the giunts engaped in cooking
food in a titanic cauldron over a fire. When last
he had been there, such had been his terror that
his
hands and Kknees, But the months spent
a4mong the Kru had hardened his body and
toughened hi: nerves. Like the Little People he
had developed a profound contempt for the in-
telligence of the Falta

He approached the group of enormous stone
huts with ha diy more than that delicious thrill
of térror with which a child enters a dark room.
Flitting from boulder to boulder, he gained at
last the rear of one of them. The huge stones of
which they were made were innocent of any
mortar, ami through the gaps between them, he
was able to peer into the interior. It was empty;
aod passing on to the next hut, he discovered
that tha®t was in a similar condition. For some
reason or other the Falta had left that settle-
ment.

Behind the ldol!

EFPING careful note of the time by his
watch, and reckoning their rate of pro-
gress at three miles an hour, he pushed

on. Wien over eight hours had elapsed,

he made the agreed signal with his lamp and
squatting down on the ground, waited until he
was joined by Tinta and Masra. Like himself
they had nothing to report. They had not seen
any of the giants nor the Flying Submarine.

“The Falta have mpmathered togzether for the
Feast of the Great Light,” Masra exclaimed. "It
is their custom. They will be waiting at the feet
of their god When we set out again after our
period of sleep, we shall have to pass among
t-h]em. It i3 then that we shall have to be care-
ful.”

Crawling under the boulders, they slept. When
they awoke Tinta lit a fire and prepared the
food. While this was being dome, Tim got into
communiecation with Stanislaus Cripps with the
ald of his torchlight and reported the progress
they had made.

“Boy,” came back the answer, “you must not
fail me It would be an irreparable loss to
science if anything were to happen to me. The
Fualta, who number eighty, are collected here in
honour of some approaching religious rite, of
which, I understand, I am to be the central
figure.”

Jim couléd only flash back that he would do his
best—that if it were possible to find the Flying
Submarine, he would find it.

That day, after be bad eaten, they proceeded
with more caution. They had covered some
eighteen miles when Jim halted abruptly with a
sudden feeling of indescribable horror. Looking
up by chance, he had seen a great expressionless
face, staring down at him from the azure murk.

For some moments he thought he must be in
the presence of a super-giant, but as his startled
nerves grew more steadyv, he realised that what
he was lookiug at was the upper portion of that
huge idol which he had seen depicted on the
walls of the Inner Cavera.

1t waz the most ferrible face he had ever seen.
It was the face of a demon carved out of stone.
The great eyes seemed to look down at him with
a flendish greed. and the enormous lips were
suggestive. ol some belng. ravenously hungry and
waiting for the kill.

So high wa3z the statue, that, seemn in the
shadows, the great head had the appearance of
being suspended In the air. Tt was only on look-
ing closer that he could make out the outlines of
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the figure. 1t stood erect, its feet set firmly on
a great slab of stoue--the stone which he knew
from the mural paintings was the place of
sacriflce. '

And all round this stone the Falta squatted—
gome apparently asleep, some kneeling as if
engaged in devotions. They were about two
miles away, he estimated, and yet he could hear
the sound of their breathing.

Here was a situation in  which he  must
obviously take counsel with his companions.
Making the signal, he was presently joined by
Masra and Tinta. It was agreed among then’
that they must pass to the rear of the statue; to
attempt to make the passage in front would
inevitably result in their being seen by the giants.

Having eaten szome yood they pressed on, Jim
being determined that they should get clear of
ihe neighbourhood of the idol before they rested.
They kept closer together now, Jim, for the
moment more anxious, if the truth be told, to
avoid the Falta than to find the Flying Sub-
marine.

An hour later and they lmd crept within the
shadow of the statue. So vast was i, that all
behind it was in darkness—a fact for which Jim
at Jeast was grateful. Now they coulj see the
giants close at hand, their vast limbs—their huge
heads and their foolish faces.

One seated by the side of the idol was feeding
enomious huandfuls of food into his mouth,
devouring, while they watched him, what must
hiave been at least a hundredweight of some kind
of sustenance.

Jim shuddered as he saw those long yellow
fangs behind the big blubbering lips. The very
grossness of the giant was so unnatural as to be
siocking,

Behind the statue they paused, not daring to
speak. Jim Ioohng about him, saw at the side
of the statue's base what looked like a huge
cage made of some yellow metal. Even as he
watched he saw one of the giants thrust his
gﬁeab hand through the hbhars and catch some-
thing.

.the bars, he was examining his catch.

The next moment, with his face pressed against

Suddenly,

was startled by the sound of a familjar
It came booming through the still air,

To think that Fate should

Jim
yYolce,

* Fool—egross fool!

allow a hypertrophied moron—an exaggerated
idiot—the Colossus of brutal ignorance—to treat
a great man like this! Fool! Fool! if ever my
chance comes, 1 will hind you in chains of

| slavery, even as Jupiter is said to have bound

the Titans!”

It was Stanislaus Cripps. Undoubtedly it was
Stanislaus Cripps. Quite apart from the booming
voice, the exaggerated way in which he spoke
would have betrayed him. Evidently he was
talking more for hLis own self-esteem than in any
hope that his insults would be understood by the
giant. It ‘was Stanislaus Cripps’ gesture of
protest against the cruel fate that had befallen
him.

Jim saw the giant poke a finger of his dis-
engaged hand between the bars. His action was

followed instantly by a squeal of pain and
indignation. Then, as if his curiosity were
satisfied, the giant released his victim amd stood

back licking his lips.

Jiin touched Masra on the arm, and motioning
to Tinta, they crept onwards. For two hours by
Jim’s watch they trekked forward, and having
more than completed their allotted distance for
the day, liaid themselves down to rest in a little
cave formed by two boulders. In spite of his
terrifying experiences, Jim no sooner lay down
than he fell asleep.

He was awakened by a hard, warm little hand
placed across his lips. lle sat up to find Tinta
kneeling by his side. In that unearthly Ilight
her face looked curiously rigid. Following the
direction of her eyes, Jim saw Masra crouched
at the further end of the little cave with his
spear ready in his hand. He was obviously on
the alert against some danger that threatened;
but what that danger was, Jim was at first un-
able to discover.. And then he saw.
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At Qrips with a Qiant!

' HROUGH the opening between the two
boulders something was being thrust—
something that looked like the tentacles
of an enormous octopus. They were flve

in number and they sawed at the air as if
groping for something. Then Jim realised that
those tcntacles were attached to what looked
like a piokish blue pillar in that strange light.
With a shock of terror he understood all.

One of the Falta Tad tracked them down,
either by c¢hance or by some hunting instinct
which these jants possessed. He was lying
there outside their cave, thrusting his great arm
in as a boy thrusts his careless hand into a bird’s
nest. ‘

“The liquid fAre, Tinta,” Jim whispered.

Tinta shook her head and pointed helplessly to
that curio'1s bellows-like machine which they had
left with their bag of food mear the entrauce of
the cave. They could not get to it without
being caught. And now the hand was drawing
nearer to Masrh, Jim felt Tinta cling to him as
if for support. One of those fingers had touched
Masra's foot, and-then paused suspended, as if
trying to decide whether # had at last touched
what it sought, or not. The next instant that
vast arm was thrust further into the cave and
the giant’s hand closed about Masra’s legs.

Instantly the Kru struck with his spear. Jim
saw a spout of blood spring like a fountain from
that pinkish blue flesh. There was a squeal of
pain.. . Refore Masra could strike again he was
jerked from his feet and the giant’s arm Wwas
drawn back. gripping its victim,

Jim heard Tinta erying, and the sound braced
him to am act of courage from which in cold
blood he -would have shrunk. Putting the girl
aside; he rushed at Masra, and caught him under
the arms. Flingink himself backwards and bracing
his feet against the two sides of the cave, he
managed to stay his progress.

That sudden opposition must have puzzled the
giant, for with the simple curiosity of a child, he
thrust his huge face into the opening of the cave
az if to discover the cause of the obstruction.
Jim found himself looking into those saucer-like
eves,

Once when he was younger he had found a
baby owl and brought it up. HMe remembered
how its eyes had been dilated, just like the
giant’s, and how helpless and blind it had been
ia the sunlight. Jim was quite helpless—he could
no more have withstood the slightest pull
exercised hy the giant, than he could have stayed
the onrush of an avalanche. He had no weapon.
But there was his fiash lamp in his pocket, and
that recollection of his pet owl and its behaviour
when he took it into the sunlight gave him his
arent idea. '

Taking a hand from under Masra’s arm, he
produced the torch, and, pressing the catch,
leaned forward so that the rays of the electric
light shone with their full glare on those dis-
tended eyes. He saw the giant blink—try to
turn away his head—give vent to a little cry,
and then releasing Masra draw back quickly into
the darkness beyond.

Even as h~ did so Tinta leapt to the liquid fire
machine, Holding it in her hand she made for
the exit to the cave. Springinzg to his feet, Jim
rushed after her, calling to her {frantically to
come back.

“Tinta—TFinta—come back.” he shouted.

But the gir! seemed deaf to his appeals. Now
she Lad passed the entrance to the little cave.
Following quickly in her tracks, Jim saw the
giant standing some twenty feet away, rubbing
his eyes with his hands, as if he was still
blinded by the glare of the electric torch.

“Tinta—Tinta—come back'!"”

| and horror at the deadly

-mass of Titanic figures,

they had covered a mile!

'

He made a grab at the girl's arm. KEven as he
did so, from out of the spout of the apparatus
there was projected a jet of flame. It struck the
giant on his left side in the region of his heart.
Jim heard a dr:adful sizzling noise, followed by
the horrible stench of burnt flesh. It seemed
to him, as he watched, that a hole was eaten
away in the giant's side, even as the flame of
the deadly oxy-acetylene blow-pipe eats its way
through steel

He saw the giant reel on his feet, put his haands
with a pathetic clumSiness to his side, as if to
guard himself from that cruel pain, and then
fall back with a thud that awoke the echoes of
the Buried World.

Before Jim could recover from his astonishment
effegts of this Kru
weapon, he felt Masra touch his arm.

“Tet's make speed, Krim, while yet there Is
time. The Falta will have heard and will follow
us.

Keeping' his head even in that emergency,
Masra seized the bag of food and bounded out
of the cave. Without a second’s -delay Jim and
Tinta followed him hot foot.

Behind them they could hear the thunderous
thud of the Falta’s footsteps in pursuit. The
ground shook beneath their onrush. Glancing
over his shoulder, Jim could see them, a serried
advancing through the
gloom. It seemed to him that they could never
hope to avoid capture. At each stride they
covered four or five yards to their misérable
thirty-three inches.

That meant that. given a four miles start, the
giants were capable of overtaking them before
And now less than a
thousand yards separated them. He saw that
Tinta was lagging behind, and. turning, he took
her hand. At any rate, he would die with this
girl, who had given up everything for his sake.

The -front rank of the giants was now only a
hundred yards away. Sixty more paces and.tihey
would have casught them. He was running at
the top of his speed, dragging Tinta after him.
And then the unexpected happened.

The TFalta had reached th~ spot where thelir
dead comrade lay. At the cight of him, they
halted, and reh up a wail wiich rang like the
ery of sea-gulls through the vast cavern. Masra,
who- was leaping among the boulders ahead of
them, looked back, waving to them excitedly.
With a last effort of his strengih, Jim dragged
Tinta forward, and gained the man’s side.
Masra pointed to a hole in the mess of boulders.

“See, there is a rock there.” he gasped. “II
we can cove the hole with that, the Falta are

g0 foolish that they will never find us. Help me,
Krim.” ;
Having made Tinta descend the hole. Jim .

turned fo assist Masra in moving the small rock
that was to conceal their hiding place. Balancing
it on the edge of the hole, and, s#ill holding it
with their _hands, they let themselves down
through the aperture. Then they lowered the
stone, so that it half hid their place of conceal-
ment.

They had hardly done this, than the rocky
surface ahbove them resounded with the pounding
of the Faltw’s feet. They could hear their high
pitched, whining voices and the slobbering of
their lips. They cowered there in the darkness
and listened.

Prisoners of the Cave!

OR neariy two hours the giants searched
and searched for their prey. But a3
Masra had rightly .assumed, their in-
telligence was so negligible, that they

never dreamed of lifting apy of the rocks to see
if those they sought were hidden there.
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One fact only seemcd to have dawned upon
them-—one deduction their gress mionds were alone
capable of making from the set of circumstances
—and that was, that the Eru must be hiding
somewhere, and that if they waited long enough,
they would come out and be caught.

Presently a curious silemce fell, save for the
massed breathing of the giants. Jim, peering
through a crevice could see them seated around
their hiding place, waiting and wateching stolidly.

“How am [ going to find the Flying Sub-
marine?” he asked Masra. =My friend is relying
won me to help him.”

- Masra shrugged his shoulders.

“We have done what we could.
more.”

Jim sunk down omn a rock and buried his face
on his hands. He felt very near to tears, as he

We can do no

thought of the {errible fate that must now-

inevitably await Stanislaus Cripps. The man had
trusted him—yet here he was virtually a prisoner
in the cave. In his despair, he heard Tinta’s
voice soft and pleading and musical.

“Do mnot be sorrowful, Krim. The Falta must
leave some time- before the coming of the Great
Light, and maybe we shall yet find what you
seek in time.”

But her words failed to comfort the boy. For
sixty hours now they had been searching for the
Flying Submarine and bad not discovered it.
How could they expect to find it in the brief
time betwee: the raising of their siege and the

moment when Stanislaus Cripps would be
sacrificed to that demon god?” i
“It's no use, Finta,” he gasped. *1've cut

vou off from your people—I have condemned you
to this wretched lif—and ail to no purpose.”
“Who c¢an read the
Tinta answered gravely.
It was then, Jim =zaw, by glancing at
watch, half-way through: the third day.
had but thicty-six hours left. Stanislaus Cripps
was doomed, he told himself. It seemed to him
that it would be better to risk capture by the
Falta., than to lie skulking there in that hole
doing nothing. But both Tinta and Masra
counselled patience, and Jim had perforce fo

wait.

Slowly the time went by. Another twelve
hours passed. In twenty-four more the feast of
But

the Coming of the Great Light would begin.

pictures of Fate, Krim?”

his
They

still the Falta kept watch and guard on their
hiding place. They could hear them from time
to time whispering among themselves in those

strange high pitcbed voices. Jim sat with his
watch in his hamd. An eternity seemed to
elapse. Tinta prepared food and they ate, but

the boy was unconscious of doing so. Only twelve
hours more. Now eleven. Now ten.

“They wilt go soon,” Masra exclaimed con-
fidently. :

But they did not go till there was but two
hours left: then they heard the thundering of
their footsteps as they rose and disappeared into
the distance. Jim was the first up the little
shaft, and with a violent shove of his shoulder
had pushed the rock aside. The next instant he
was clambering over the boulders. Almost mad
with despair he rushed blindly on, hardly seeing
where he was going. He could hear his com-
panions behind him, but he took no heed of
them. He was like one demented. He had failed
Stanizlaus Cripps! .

Suddenly a e¢ry made him halt. e turned
round dazedly. There was Tinta, her figure very
erect, standing on A& boulder pointing into the
distance. ' - o

“Krim!” she cried. “ Krim—look!”

Hardly knowing what he was doing, his limbs
seeming to act automatically under the urgency
of her summons, Jim scrambled wearily to her
side. Then abruptl{. the blood rushed to his
head and raced tumultuounsly in his veins. There,
not a mile away, lying like a great green bubble

on a Jevel stretch of the rocky floor, was the
Flyiug Submarine. Wonderfully—miraculously—
they had found it at last! ;

He glanced at his wateh. There was stil}

-a little time before- the hour fixed for the

sacrifice o the demon god. Could they reach
the Flying Submarine, set her floating in the
air, and drive her to the scene of the Falta's
demon rites. in time to save Staniskaus Cripps?

(Jim and hi: companions are certainli) in for
a desperate race against time. They've less than
a couple of hours left now to rescue Stanisiaus
Cripps! Look out for great thrills in next week’s
thrilling instalment of our splendid Serial, ana
don't forget to order your copy of the NELSON
LEE LIBRARY in advance!)

HOOOOTTOTOTOOOOOOOSORE
¥ HANDFORTH'S ARK!

O (Continued from page 35.)
S OOTTOSTTOTOTS OTSOOOOOHE

picrous—or perhaps she was reassured when
she noted that the ark had passed
beyond the square. Anyway, she opened the
door of the attie prison, and beheld stripped
]&j,Cdé’ & wide-open window, and no IF:'ene
¢ Co,

Miss Broome nearly fainted on the spot.

““Good gracious!’ she panted. “The
wretches! The good-for-nothing young hus-

sies! They have dared to escape, in spite
‘{t}}i ‘?‘y strict orders! They shall suffer for
1s 1”7

- She staggered to the window and stared
out. One glance at the chute was enough
for her. The thing became plain. And
there, slowly turning round t_ge angle of
the Ancient House, the “ark was. floating
serenely out upon the flocd.

out -

1t.

“Come back!”’
“I insist——"’

She broke off, gulping. Crowds of {ellows
were waving their hands to her—and there,
in the midst of all those boys, were Irene &
Co.! Miss Broome clutched at the windaw-
ledge feebly. -

And the ark drifted away from St.
Frank’s. She was an impressive sight, and
she contained all the bold spirits of the
Junior School. Incidentally, she also con-
tained the bold spirits of the Moor View
School !

They believed that an easy voyage lay
ahead of -them, with dry land at the end of
And then the train—and home. Tt
scemed quite nice—and so easy.

They didn’t realise what they had let
themselves in for!

THE END. _
(Look out for some exciling times in next
week’s long complele story, “ THE FLOAT-

ING SCHOOL!”’ Avoid disappointment by
ordering your copy in advance.)

screamed Miss Broome.
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THE NELsON LEE LiBRARY. On one of the forms
till in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. The second form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his pame and
address at bottom of form. Both forms-are then
pinned together, and sent fo the Chiel Officer,
The St. Frank's League,
L1BRARY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C.4. Member Applying for Lronze Medal: It
will be necessary -for you to obtain six new
readers for this award For each aew reader
TWQ complete forms, bearing the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of

c/o THE NELsCN LEE

reader will then be registered against your naine,
and when six new readers bave been registered,
you will be sent the St. Fnank's League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers
at once, provided that each pair of forms bears
the same date and number.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver or pgold medals can apply in the same
way as for the bronze medal, tilling in Section B.
Every introduction they make will be credited to
them, so that when the l.eague reaches the
required number of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions with
which they are credited,

These Application Forms can be posted for
ld., providing the envclope is not sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTACES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You can write to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
fimpire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade” or calling, and on emigration to the
coionies and dependencies.

If you want to -form a sports or social
local members

whether walking, biking or camping.

promoting the growth of the League.

You are offered free hint3 on holidays,
You can qualify for the various awards by

If you want help or information on any

club, you can do so amongst

of the League,

subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever
ready to assist you.
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Ad LETTER> e rejerence w the League showld be addresced to the Chiej Offices, The St. Frank's
] Learue, cio THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Furringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
dny enquiries which iwed an urincdlate answer should be accompanied by a stampzd and wd(ressed envelope.
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All Right Ahead.

' E are swinging along in good style,
i uand those Silver Jledals are going
like hot cakes. Thirteen iutroduc-

f1021s
along. 1 o getting plenty of praise for
the Silver Medal, and no wonder. It 15 a

real beauty.
A Queue For The N.L.

There are queues for the NeLsoN LEE 1n
Boksburg Euasi. South Africa. So says my
chum, lLeslie W.» Parkes, of Claim Sireet.
More copies wanted there, and no mistake!
This correspondent wants to see England, s
there is always something happening here.
In Boksburg there 1s nothing but heat. Well,
if he comes over next winter I hope he will

bring some of the remperature with him.
FTLondon could do with it to mix with our
nortn-east blizzards.
Advice on Emigration.
A Berks pual wusks for advice as above. The

query 1is fuv too vague. He would get -
formation about conditions overseas from the
Oversea Settlement  Office, Caxton  House,
Westnunster, Loundon, 5.W.; but, of course,
before serviceable hints can be served out
oue must know what the applicant has In
mind. Does he mean to go on a flarm?
Town jobs are hard to get.
Just Nothing.
A Midland chumn 1s down in the dumps
because he has been severely snubbed by a

eirl. “*What am I to do about 1it?” he
asks. The answer is at the top of this para-
graph.  Snubs don’t really do much harm,

my chum; they may do a power of good!
Any old how, they have to be lived down.

Touring.

1 advise the correspondent at Stoke who
wants to know about mns and route details
to get the book issued by the C.T.C., 280,
" Euston Road, London, N.W.1.

Colour Films.

J. R. Wilkinson writes from Alberta to
ask about the coloured films. Are these
hand-painted by Chinese, or 1s there a pro-
cess for doing 1tY  He can ‘wuash out the
Chinks or any other hand painters; there is
a special method for taking these coloured
pietures, and this differs eonsiderably  from
the system of orvdinary colour photography.
1t was splendidly exemplified in *““The Black

Pirate,” the great Douglas Fuirbank’s film.
S.F.L. Clubs.
r . 2
J__‘o my miud, many correspondents who
write i about forming St Frank’s clubs

make a mistake of wanting to start on a
large seale. I am alwavs ready to inseirt

iv all bring this fine award

»

notices, and these help, but a good little club
which will be of much service in the way ot
sport and hobbies can be got going hy a few
chhums who are keen.

— o — —

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

F. L& Spreadbury, 6, Whitinore Gardens,
Kensal Rise, London, N.W.10, wizhes to hear
from members 11 Ins district who would hke
to help form a St. Frank’s League Sporis
and Pocial Club.

A. J. Southway, Beaulieu, 100, Queep’s
Road, South ¥Farnboroungh, Hampshire, wizhex
ro correspond with readers.

Norman Shirley. 242, Swan Lane, Coven-
try, wishes to hear from BStanley Whire-
house, late of Coventry.

Arthur R. Thomas, 13, Oakland Roadl.
Mumbles, Swansea, desires to obtain Nos. 36%-
380 inclusive of the N.L.L., also Noz. 529-
536 inclusive.

Member No.
Park, Victoria,
from members who
collecting, sport, ete.

Leslie Drury, 6, Beech Street, Tunbridgc
Wells. Kent, has back numbers he will sell.

P. J. Roche, 14, Mary Strect, Coburyg, MMel-
hourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to corre-
spond with readers in Ireland who are keen
on swimming, jumping, tennis and other
sports; also readers in England.

Wilham Sullins, 1, Keogh Road. Stratford.
Londen, E.15, wishes to hear from West Ham
readers who are intevesied in the formation
of an S.F.I.. elub and ericket team.

J. R. Wilkinson, 10219, 99th Avenue, IEd-
monton, Alberta, Canada, wishes to hear trom
readers who wish to buy some mechanical

:\*t}hh*
hear
stamp

5117, Alons Parade,
Australia, wishes to
are interested 1n

equipment which includes many eleetrical
snpplies.

W. Raab, 94, Westhourne Grove, Bays-
water, Londen, W., wishes 1o correspond
with readers in China who are intercsted In
photegraphy.

J. T. Wren, No. 2 Flat, 46, Renfrew
Road, ILambeth, Lorndon, S.E.11, wishes to

correspond with readers interested 1n photo-
graphy and model sailing ships.

Fred C. Camfield. 89, Salisbury Road. Wood
(rreen, Lendon, wishes to correspond with
readers in the United States on any subject
except stamps, posteards and natural history.
All lefters answered.

Fred Chapman, 12, Cavendish Road. Urm-
ston, Manchester, wants o join a foothall or
ericker elub  attached o the 8.1, and
waorld like to hear from readevs who can help

'him to this.
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