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Fighting his dizziness, Nipper stagzered on through the gas-filled tunnel, followed by the choking Hand-
forth. Then, just when all hope seemed gone, the beam of Nipper’s torch picked out the exhausted figure
of Sir Lucian. Were they in time to save him ?
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The Mystery of Sir Lucian!
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Handy on the Trail!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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The Boys of St. Frank’s in another rollicking
mystery and adventure yarn of the Fresh Air
Fiends.

CHAPTER 1.
LAYING DOWN THE LAW,

RCHIE GLENTHORNE, of the St

A Frank’s Remove, put his head out

of the tent, and took a look at the
morning.

“Good gad! There’s a frightfully bracing
chunk of ozone hovering about in the good
old atmosphere,” he observed “Kindly
shift-oh, Alf, old lad, and allow mne to obtain
a lungful!”

Alf Bren: grinned.

“That’s not ozone, Archie,” he said.
“Somebody’s frying bacon !” '

“ Absclutely !” agreed Archie, nodding.
“Now you come {c mention it, old chappie,
I recognise the perfume, Odds appetites and
relishes! U'm dashed .f somo merchant isn’t
- brewing some of the priceless old India and
Ceylon! I mean, dash i, it's enough to
make the head reel!”

“You'd better buck up. and prepare your
own brekker ' said Alf. “There’s no Phipps

for you this morning, Archie—no early cup
of tea on a tray! If you want your teas,
you’ll have to make 1t.”

;]Ehe Genial Ass of the Remove braced him-
self.

“When the worst comes to the worst, we
must, mnanfully face the ordeal,” he said
stoutly. ““Is Archie going without his cup
that soothes? Absolutely not, old rasher!”

And before long the usually helpless Archie
was bustling about with kettle, tea-pot, and
frying pan. When it came to the pinch. the
Pride of the Glenthornes could do his share
with 1the best of them.

The Open Air Camp was ewakening for
the day.

+ It was only just after seven o'clock, and

the summer’s morning was wonderfully fine.
The sun was shining out of a blue, cloudless
sky, and the Sussex countryside was green
and delightful. Twenty yards from camp,
the River Stowe flowed placidly along its
course,
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Scores of tents were placed here, and in
front of each tent figures were busy—curi-
ously clad figures. But they all belonged to
St. Frank’s.  Removites. Fourth Formers,
and Third Formers., One and all, they were
wearing sandals on their bare feet. Their
clothing mainly consisted of shorts and
Arcadian-like tunies, with open mnecks and
quaint girdles. But over the quaint costume,
the bulk of the fellows were wearing their
cricketing blazers and the familiar St
Frank’s caps were everywhere.

Outside one tent, Edward Oswald Hanrd-
forth was busily frying bacon, and laying
down the law at the same time.

“This camp had got to do the thing pro-
perly, or not at all,” he was saying. “We
came here to lead the Simple Life, didn't
we?”

“That was the general idea!” admitted
Church.

“Well, the whale thing's a farce if we feed
on bacon, and tea, and kippers, and steak,
and mutton chops?’ said Handforth firmly.
“The only correct way to dothis is to hunt
for our mealst” .

“Yes, I noticed the way you stalked those
two rashers of bacon this meorning,” re
marked MeClure, ‘nodding. “It was won-
derful how you-ran them to earth, and shot
them both with the same barrel !”

Handforth frowned.

“I don’t want »ny of your rot!” he said
severely. “I'm talking about the future--
from this meal onwards, in fact. Nobody’s
bhad time to hunt for food so far, but thero's
no reason why we shouldn’t start this morn-
mg.”

“"You can start, if you like,” said Church
“We shan’t step you.”

“Lady Honoria has gaot the right idea, but
it doesn’t go far enough.” continued LEdward
Oswald. “So it's up to me to sct the exam-
ple. T believe in doing a thing properly, or
not. at all.”

“Generally not at allt”
Clure.

“Whatt”

“Oh, nothing !

“Unless yvou can speak audibly, don’t speak
at all!” said Handforth, glaring. “ We're
here in this camp. and we've pledged our-
selves to lead the Simple Life strictly and
rigorously. We want to show the Head that
his sister was justified in taking us under her
banner.”

Church and MeClute did not pay much
attention. They were busily preparing their
own breakfasts, and they had no time to listen
to their leader’s chatter. In one way, he had
ceased 1o be their leader now. For in this
camp 1t was cvery fellow for himself.

The Open Air Soclety was an organisation
which had been founded by Lady Honoria
Dexter, and the good lady herself was m full
charge of this recently opened branch. She
was still- organising—still  reeruiting new
nmcembers.

Lady lonoria happened to be .the sister
aof Dr. Alaleolm Siafford, the learned head-

murmurcd Mec-

|

master of St. Frank’s. She was also tho
wife of Sir Lucian Dexter, onc of the School
Governors.

Lady Honoria had escended upon St.
E]‘(rank’s hke a thunderbolt out of a clear
sky.

If the boys had been surprised by her
eoming, the Hcad himseclf had been literally
staggered. This sister of his had always been
a sort of skeleton in his cupboard.

Lady Honoria was a stormy petrel.

She was middle aged now, and her varied
expericnces covered such fads as joining the
Suffragette movement mn the old days, ex-
ploring odd corners of the world, and gener-
ally making herself a nuisance to evervbody
with whom she came iIn contact.

In short, the headmaster’s sister was a
crank of the very first order. If anything
bizarre was going on, she was bound to be
mixed up with it. In her favour, it can be
said that she was as honest as the day, and
that her motives, however misguided, were of
the best. She was one of those women who ean
never rest content. £he always had to be
“up and doing.” And as she had plenty of
money, she was generally up, and she was -
always doing. :

This Open An Society was one of her
mildest exploits. She was now devoting her
activities to fads in connection with hygiene,
and she had succeeded, with singular ease, in
dragging St. ¥rank’s into her snare.

-

CHAPTER 2.
TROUBLE IN TENT D.

course, Dr. Stafford had
put bis foot down hard
when Lady Honoria had
suggested a special branch
of her Open Air Society for

the schoolboys.

But the Head had soon discovered that put-
ting his foot down, however effective it might
be with masters and boys, was utterly futile
where his sister was concerned.

She stmply took no notice of it, and went
ahead as though Dr. Stafford had not opened
a protesting mouth. F&r once, the llcad’s
voice was no more authoritative than the
voice of his smallest fag.

Lady Honoria’s personality was powerful.
She had a will like iron, and if anybody was
fcolish enough to stand in her path, she
swept him away  The Head had- been
brushed aside without compunction, for he,
of all men—being merely her own brother—
waz of utterlv no account,

Thus her invitation to the schoecl to join
her camp had been allowed to stand, and a
large proportion of the Remove, Fourth, and
Third were already under canvas, cnjoying
the novelty of the situation.

It was a fine bit of sport. .

- No lessons, no school regulations to bother
about, and any amount of enjoymnent in the
open air. True, belonging to this society
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meant a minimum walk of five miles daily,
and it entailed every fellow preparing his
own meals, doing his own work, and relying
on nobody but himsclf,

But who cared?

The weather was perfect, the river was
ncar at hand, and the novelty of the whole
adventure was attractive. Added to all this,
a little mystery had crept in—a mystery
which was keenly exercising the minds of
Nipper, Pitt, Handforth, and a few others.
+ Mpysterious strangers were prowling in the
ncighbourhood of the school at night-time,
and still more mysterious holes were being
excavated on the sacred turf of Little Side.
And Sir Lucian Dexter was another mystery
in himself. Nobody had been able to make
head or tail of him.

He never came near the camp, he hardly
over saw his wife, and it was whispered that
he spent very little of his time under the
Head's roof, where he was supposed to be a
guest. Sir Lucian was a bony, gaunt sort of
man, sinister in aspect, and strange 1in man-
ner.

Altogether, these times were worth living.

When breakfast was over, Handforth was
still full of his latest idea, When Edward
Oswald embraced a scheme, he fairly hugged
it, and took it to his bosom. And he gener-
ally went to extremes. This Simple Life
notion had fascinated him completely.

“Yes, we've got to do the thing properly,”’
he was saying, as he pushed his plate aside.
“We don’t eat another mouthful unless we
capture it with cur own hands, and by our
own wits. That’s the only way to lead a
truly primitive existence.’’ |

Church and McClure grinned as Nipper,
Pitt, Russell, and one or two others paused to
hear the great man’s edict.

- “Ts this the latest?’’ asked Nipper politely.

“Yog, it is,”’ said Ilandforth. “I1 hope
you’ll support me, Nipper.”

“You'll need supporting by the time the
day’s out,”” nodded Nipper. “If you're going
to feed yourself on your own catches, Handy,
you'll starve! We shall find you eating grass
in the end!”’

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Rot!”” said Handforth. “You wait until
dinner-time! I'll have a better dinner than
any of you—and I shall have the pleasure of
knowing that I've obtained it by my own
efforts. To start with, I'm going fishing.
There’s nothing to beat a good fish dinner.”’

““Why trouble to catch fish ?"? asked Church.
“We've got three or four goed bloaters in the
tent.”’

“You idiot!”’ snorted Handforth., “Don’t I
keep telling you that the only way to lead
the Simple Life is to fend for yourself in
everything? It’s only half doing it if you
go to the grocer’s and buy eggs. If you want
eggs—find your own eggs! If you want vege-
tables, go into the woods and dig up some
edible roots!’’

“If you want bacon, choose a nice pig and
cure him!’”’ agreed Pitt.

“It’s all very well to be funny, but I'm

*And it's vp
Iet’s do this

serious!”’” growled Ilandforth.
to you chaps to back me up.
thing as it ought to be done.”

Nipper shook his head.

“I can see your point of view, old man, but
it’s too idealistic,”” he said. “In this life it's
always safer to be practical. On a tropical
island we could carry out your scheme with
great success. DBut here, in Sussex, it’s a bit
too diflicult.”

“Oh, rot!”

“The only edible roots about here are
Farmer Holt’s new potatoes, or somebody
else’s field turnips,”’ said Nipper. “The only
eatable egps are to be found in a private
chicken-house. I’ll admit you've got the river,
but you can’t expect us to live on fish, ard
nothing else. No, Handy, the idea’s al! right,
but the location is wrong. You could put
it into practice 1f we were marooned on a
South Sca island!”’

The juniors moved off, and Ilandiorth
glared.

“Well, I hope you’re satisfied,”’ said Church.
“If you ask me, Nipper put the thing jolly
neatly. You can’t get away from it, Ilandy—
the only way to lead the gimple Life here is
to buy your food from the shops.”

“Rats!”’ said Hand{orth stubbornly. “Those
other weaklings can do as they like. DBut
we’re going to handle the job properly.”’

“Are we?” said McClure.

“Yes, we are!l”

“Not so much of the *we crowled
Church. “You can’t drag us into this potty
nonsense, Handy! In thie camp we're all
individuals. Every chap for himself! So you
can hunt your own dinner with pleasure. Mac
and I are going to the village to buy a nice
chunk of steak.”

And Handforth’s chums entered the tent as
an indication that the subject was closed.
There was a big “D" on the tent flap, but
Handforth & Co. were unaware of the identit
of the humorist who had placed it there. Stilz
it served. The inseparabie trio occupied
Study D in the Ancient House, so it was only
fitting that they should have Tent D in camp.

Church and McClure had hardly got inside
before their leader barged in. Ilis face was
red, and his eyes were gleaming.

“Just a minute!”’ he said ominously.
want a word with you rotters!”

His chums eyed him warily.

-“Cheese it, old man,” said Church, noting
with dismay that the exit wus covered.
“You’re not going to be silly, 1 suppose?
Mac and I can do as we like—""

“Oh, can you?” interrupted Handforth.
“Not while I’'m able to breathe! This * every
fellow for himse!f ' business is all very well,
but I don’t recognise it. We three have
alwa;.:.f. stuck together, and we’ll stick together
now !

“We're willing to carry on as usuai—if
you'll only be sensible,”” sa:d MeClure. “ But
it’s a crazy idea to hunt for our own food.
Why don’t you think, Handy? We might
catch a fish or two, but what about meat ?”’

“Aren’t there plenty of rabbits 7' demanded

) '!’

I(I
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Handforth. “And what’s better than a rabbit “Survivor No. 2, said Pitt. “I must say -
pie?”’ that you’re badly knocked about, my sons.”

“A pie’s a fat lot of good without a crust!”’
snapped Church, in exasperation. “How do
you suppose you'll get a crust? Perhaps
you’ll grow the wheat—after finding the seeds
wild in the forest? Then perhaps you'll thresh
the wheat, and grind it into flour? You’re
a pretty marvellous chap, so we’ll accept your
word-—="’

[1} R("t.!,,
“Can’t we have stewed rabbit?
about a crust?”’

“Well, what about vegetables?”’ demanded
McClure. “Vegetables don’t grow wild. And
you're not proposing that we should pilfer
out of somebody’s alfotment, are you? You've
cot to look at the thing from a practical point
of view, Handy. Tt's the only possible way.”’

But Handforth was thoroughly exasperated.

“I'm fed up with this argument,’”’ he said

interrupted Handforth  gruflly.
Why quibble

grimly. “Are you going to back me up, or.
arc you not? I want a straightforward
answer !’

“We're not!’ said his chums, in one voice.
“All right—don’t blame me for this!”’
roared Handforth.
. He flunz himself into battle, and the next
second Tent DD was rocking and swaying
ominousiy on its flimsy foundations,

CHAPTER -3.

Y. =N said Al
: - Brent. “What’s happening
L in there?”
~ — JHe and Archie Glen-
thorne were )just passing
Tent D, and they stared at the canvas edifice
in astonishment. A bulge would appear on
one side, and then sway across to the other.
Now and again the whole tent would reel
drunkenly.

“It scems to me that there’s trouble in the
family, laddie!”’ said Archie, with concern.
“ A bit of a bother, what? Shall we pile 1n,
and see what can be done? Or not?”

“Or not, I think,” grinned Brent.

“Correct-oh,”” nodded Archie. “This, dash
it, is the abode of Handforth, now I come
to inspeet it through the good old monocle.
And strife is the natural order Whoal
Odds crashes and disturbances! There she
goes!”’

With a billowing movement, the entire tent
sagged over and collapsed on its side. Muffled
yells came from the folds, and after a moment
‘Walter Church crawled out. His left eye was
puffy, and a thin trickle of red was adorning
a corner of his mouth. He came out into the
sunlight, and sat there, looking dazed.

“That’s the first survivor!”’ remarked
Reggie Pitt, coming by, and pausing.

Arnold MeClure came next. One ear was
swollen, his nose was considerably enlarged,
and there was an expression of dreamy con-
tentment on his battered face———althougﬁ why

he should look contented was a mystery. .

e

and vanished among the other tents.

MecClure smiled with happiness.

“Are we ?”’ he murmured. “ Wait until you
see Handy!”

They did not have to wait long. The canvas
heaved, and Edward Oswald Handforth
crawled into the sunlight. And now the ex-
planation of MeClure’s contentment was
patent. Handforth was a wreck. He had a
dazed, bleary look in his face, his under-lip
was swollen, and his nose was puffy. Both
eyes were the worse for wear.

“Well, it was a good scrap, anyway,” he
said thickly. “Who won?”’

“Ha, ha, ha }’

“Perhaps he won’t try to foist any more of
his rot on us!?’ said Church. “We’re not
going to make fools of ourselves, just because
he gives his silly orders. Not likely! If he
;]vants to go and hunt for his dinner, let him

unt.”’

And Church and McClure rose to their feet,
Hand-
forth picked himself up slowly and painfully.

“I’lH get even with them for this,”” he mut-
tered. “By George! They won’t be so jolly
cocksure when I turn up at dinner-time with
my cateh ¥’

“You’d better accept the situation, old man,
and give up this hunting idea,’”” remarked
Pitt. “You’ll only make trouble for your-
sel B

“When I want your comments, I’ll ask for
them !’ interrupted Handforth aggressively.
“I’'m ashamed of the whole lot of you! In-
stead of doing a thing properly, you’re onl
playing at 1it. Well, I’ll set you an example.””

The others walked off, chuckling. And
twenty minutes’ iater, Handforth set out en
his mission.

His appearance was greatly improved. He
had removed most of the traces of the fight,
and his jaw was set in a determined way.

He strode up the towing-path to the boat-
house, and when he ventured upon the river
he took with him an expensive fishing-rod
and all the necessary outfit. He hadn’t had
this tackle long, and so far he had caught
nothing. But this morning he was deter-
mined to catch enough fish for his own
dinner, and he had visions of giving some
away, too. By George, that would show
them !

He tcok no notice of the wvarious polite
comments which were sent to him from the
bank. Members of the Open Air Socieiy
were actively engaged on all hands—for there
was plenty to do In the camp, Everything

-was quite free and easy here, however. There

were no restrictions, and no regulations. As
long as the fellows honour the simple
laws, nothing more was asked of them.

Handy anchored his little craft in mide
stream, and then. commenced fishing. Judg-
ing by the nature of his outfit, he should
have met with great success, for he wanted
for nothing. But, somehow, his float re-
mained placidiy on the surface of the water.
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You Qught To Get This!

You're keen on cricket, pren't you- [It's a great
game, znd even if you don't play much }'_p_u_ogrobably
watch county matches on ho' summer efterncons.

It would be fine it you couid name all the positions
of the fielders. and if you knew iust why they stand
where they do How much more interest you would
have in the game if you understood how the bowler is

trying to trap the batsman—and how *he batsman is -

doing his best not to be 'rapped

You can find out about all this trom the handy-size
bocklet pictured on the right. And if you happen to
be a keen <ricketer—why, it tells younrl those things
about cricket play that will make you a crack player
in your own team !

This book is presented inside this week’s issue of—
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50.5'

OF SPORT & ADVENTURE
Now on Sale.

——

Price Twopence.

An hour passed, and not a bite had he
had.

“There must be something wrong with the
giddy river,” he said fiercely. ‘‘Just my luck,
of course! I'll bet these fatheads have scared
all the fish away, what with their shouting
and bathing!”’ _

He glared down the river to a spot where
a number of juniors were disporting them-
selves gaily in the water. How on earth
could a fellow fish amid all this confusion?

‘Then a punt came drifting gently down the
stream. Handforth’s temper was by no
means improved when he recognised the occu-
pants. He was an impatient fellow, and the
igluctance of the fish to bite exasperated

im,

“My minor!’”’ he muttered, as he “stared
at the punt. ‘““By George! I'm jiggered if
the young rotier isn’t fishing, too! Like his
nerve!”’

Willy Handforth was reclining 1 the [roat,
and Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon brought
the craft to a standstill in mid-stream.

‘“Clear off!I”” roared Handforth fiercely.
“*What the dickens do you think you’re
doing, Willy 7’

“I’'m fishing.”

“Don’t be an ass,’”’ retorted his major.
““How the dickens can you fish with a home-
made rod like that, and a piece of thread
for a line? 1 suppose you’ve got a bent pin

on the end of it? You’ll never ocatch any-
thing l?)

e T

““Oh, I don’t know!’ replied Willy cheer-
fully. ‘1l haven’t had much luck yet, Dll
admit. I've only caught a couple of roach

“What!”

“One of them’s pretty big—look!’ con-
tinued the fag blandly.

He held up a splendid example, and Hand-
forth gazed at it dazedly.

“You can’t spoof me!”’ he snapped. ‘*You
didn’t catch that with your silly line. Why,
my only hat! I'm blessed if you haven’t got
a bottle-cork for a float!”’

"*What’s the matter with it?”’ asked Willy,
““It floats, doesn’t it?”’ '

““Not now!’ said Chubby Heath™ excitedly.
“Whoa! Look out, Willyl Down she goes!
You've got another bite, old man!”

Willy hauled in another beauty, and caimly
popped it into his basket. His major
watched fascinatedly.

“Well, I'm jigrered!”’ he breathed.

“Of course, I can’t expect to egual your
catch, Ted, old man,” said Willy. “With
that expensive rod of yours, you've probably
caught half a dozen whacking great pike.
Still, I'm not grumbling. @ We shall have
some aice fresh fish for dinner.”

Handforth was so startled that he hardly
noticed that his own float was gently bob-
bing about. It was Willy, indeed, who
called his attention to the gact. He stared
at the thing with sudden joy. '

““By George, if this is a pike, I'll be able
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to hold my head up, after all”’> he muttered
fiercely. “‘I''mm not going to let my minor
have the laugh over me!”

He gingerly wound in his line, and a untted
cackle went up from the three fags. A tiny,
msignificant fish was wriggling forlornly at
the end of Handforth’s line.

“Who said that Ted isn’t an angier?”
grinned Willy. ‘“He’s caught a tiddler, any-

way !’

CHAPTER 4.
THE SIMPLE LIFE.

ANDFORTH allowed
unhappy fish to escape.
He didn’t actually mean

o, but he gave suth a

start that he jerked -the
little ereature off his hook. "But one glimpse
of it had been sufficient. A tiddler! He
wasn’t actually sure that it had been that
typo of fish, but Willy probably knew.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Go on! Laugh!”” hooted Handforth,
“But I'll prove my case before dinner-time!”’

““Then you’d better buck up!”’ suggested
Willy. ““Some of the chaps are getting
ready for cooking even now. You've only
got about another hour, at the most. I'm’
go(:ing z}fhme, z0 1f vou want to borrow my
rod——

“Go and eat coke!”” roared his major.
“How the dickens can I fich avhile you keep
interrupting ?”’ -

In desperation, he pulled up the river, and
did not anchor again until he was well clear
of the camp. Here everything was still and
peaceful. The water was deep, and the con-
ditions were 1deal for angling.

But that was as far as Handforth got.

He changed his bait two or three times,
he did everything possible—but not one bhite
did he get. And his alarm was Increasing.
(fatching his own dinner wasn’t so easy!”’

He had set out so full of confidence, too.
He always did. Experience was the oanly
teacher which Handforth recognised. But he
never seemed to learn by his experiences.

And at last, to his dismay, dinner-time
arrived.

And still he was without. a bite. Inside,
he was aware of a dull, gnawing pain. He
had caten rather sparingly at breakfast-time
purposely—so that he would develop a first-
class appetite for the ripping meal that he
had planned to prepare.

He had developed the first-class appetite,
but the ripping meal seemed remote.

And at last, exasperated beyond all words,

the

he hauled up his anchor, and decided that {

angling was a rzdlcuiously over-rated sport.
He went back to camp mechanically. If he
had been wise, he would have steered well
clear of it, for the very atmosphere of the
place was enough to make him dizzy.
Ceoking operations were in full blast. Here
sausages were [rying, with chip potatoes

p=

|

1 - . .
browning merrily In the same pan.

And
there a juicy steak was sizzling. No matter
where Handforth looked appetising food wus
either being cooked or ecaten.

Church and MeClure were just turning out
their own dinner, and Handforth’s mouth
watered as he eyed it.

True to the rules of the Society, Church
and McClure had each prepared his own
food. But it consisted of the same in-
gredients—fried steak, garnished with well-
browned onions. And floury roast potatoes
to go with them.

“*Oh, here you are, Handy!”’ said Church
brightly. *‘*We wondered what had become
of you. We've finished with the fire, S0 you
can go ahead with your own cookmg

Handforth gulped slightly.

““I—I’ve decided to do without any dinner,”
he said carelessly. ‘“We’re leading the
Simple Life, and 1 don’t believe in all this
gorging. It isn’t healthy.”

His chums looked at him in amazement.

“There’s nothing in the Simple Life to
make a fellow starve himself,”” said Church.
“What about the fish you were going to
catch? Where’s the bag? How many did-
you get hold of?”’

LIEh ?3" £

‘““What about ail your fish?”

“I—I didn’t bother!’ said Handforih,
with exaggerated indifference. ‘““At least,
the rotten fish wouldrn’t bite, and there’s my
silly young minor catching whacking great
beauties with only a giddy bottle-cork, a
piece of carpet thread, and a bent pin!”’

Handforth’s exasperation had betrayed him.

“And you caught nothing?” grinned
Church. “Hard lines, old man. Well, never
mind. There’s a chunk of steak left, and
heaps of onions. Get busy with the frying-

an.”’

Handforth hesitated. The odour which
came to his nostrils was enough to nmke his
senses reel, but his natural stubbornness arnse
within him.

““No fear!” he said grimly.
what I said this morning.
catch my own food, or eat nothing

“But you can’t go on like that!” protested
McClure, with concern. ‘‘Don’t be such a

“I meant

I'm going to
!}3

chump, Handy You’ll starve to death. I
thought you’d give the whole thing up—""
“Well, ’'m not giving it up, and you

needn’t try to tempt me with this bought
grub,”’ Interrupted Handforth. “‘It’s agamsﬁ
my principles to eat it. This afternoon 'l
catch some rabbits.”’

“How ?’ asked Church.

(¥ Eh?’?

£4 HOW?,,

“How?” said Handforth.
shall catch them, of course,’

“It’s easy enoug to say 1t, but you need
a gun,” said McClure. “Or you might be
able to snare them, But that means waiting.
You can’t snare rabbits to order.”

“I've got a catapult,” said Handforth
obstinately.,

“Well, T—I
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His minor sauntered up.

*“Brought you one of my
son,”’ he said generously.
of the lot.  Your appetite’s pretty hefty,
isn't 1t? Take 1t with my blessing.”

"He held out the prize of his catch,

¥or a moment Handforth hesitated, then
he steeled himself.
= ¢“Jolly decent of you, Willy, but I'd rather
pot take it—thanks all the same,” he said
awkwardly.

“Why not?” asked Willy.
you'll have better luck than me one day,
and then you can rcturn the compliment,”

“That’s not the point,” said his major.
““My policy is to catch my own grub—to pre-
pare it single-handed. 1 ‘don’t believe in
doing things by half-measures, and bought
food 1s barred.”

“But this isn’t bought food,” said Willy,
“I caught it!”

“I know you did—but I didn’t!”

“What’s the difference?”

“There’s a lot of difference,” growlcd
Handforth. “I’'m not going to eat anyvthing
unless I've captured it with my own hands.
I don’t care whether it's a fish, rabbit or a
wild duck, or even a giddy sparrow! Kvery
fellow for himself! And the one who fails
to satisfy his own appetite is not worthy to
live the Simple Life. That’s my argument,
SO you can keep your fish with my compli-
ments,’

\Villy shook his head.

“Poor old Ted!” he said sadly. “You
mean well, but you’re misguided. You'll
have to knuckle under in the long run, so
why not take the plunge now?”

“You'll see whether 1 shall knuckle
under !” snapped Edward Oswald. “ Deter-
mination can do anything—and I'm decter-
mined to show the whole lot of you that I
can win through!”

fish, Ted, old
“The biggest one

———

CHAPTER 5.
MORE RECRUITS |
R. CROWLELL, the master

he observed a few of his
boys moving  purpose-
fully towards the playing-
fields. There was some reason for Mr,
Crowell’s frown, for the bell for afternoon
lessons was clanglng

““Just a moment, boys!” he called out.

The juniors halted.

““ Anything we can do, sir?” asked Single-
ton politely.

“Yes, Singleton, you can accompany me
to the Form Room,” said Mr. Crowell.
“Surely you are aware=that the school bell
is ringing?”’

“Yes, sir, but we re not coming in for
afternoon lessons,” explained Singleton.
“We've decided to join the Open Air Soctety
at once, and—"

“Nonsense !” interrupted the Form-master,
¥I was hoping that a few sensible boys

“Perhaps

of the Remove, frowned as |

would remain, but you are all catching this
ridiculous fever, apparently. Be advised by
me—"'’

“Thanks all the same, sir, but we  had
enough of the IForm-room this morning,”
said one of the other juniors. “It was like
an oﬁ'c,n-—a.nd it’ll be twice as hol: this after-
noon.’

They raised their caps, and were prepar-
ing to move on, when Mr. Crowell stopped
them,

“This 1s very foolish,” he said testily. *1
cannot appeal to the other boys, since they
have already joined this absurd society., But
perhaps I can preveil upon you to think care-
fully before taking the step. No doubt 3t
scems all very nice to live in the open air
during this hot. weather. DBut what about
when this heat wave goes?”

“It looks like lasting, sir.”

“That 1s all tho more reason to assume
that it will suddenly collapse,” urged Mr.
Jrowell. ““And when we have rain and cold
winds, you will regret this impulsiveness,
There is not much pleasuré in camp life
during wet weather. So think carefully.”

““Thanks all the same, sir, but we've
thought,” said Singleton. \

The juniors raised their caps again, and
passed on, and Mr. Crowell, with a worried
frown, continued on his way to the School
House. He received a shock when he entered
the Remove Form-room, for only a baiv
half-dozen juniors had turned up.

The thing was becoming a farce.

And it was just the same in the olher
Form-rooms, too. Recruits for the Open Air
Socicty were pouring into camp that after-
noon, The weather was so hot that the
fellows were succumbing to the lure. Those
who bad hesitated at first. now made up
their minds,

St. Frank’s was greatly depleted, and there
was every prospect that the Senior Forms
would soon follow the example of the Lower
School. The campers were enjoying them-
selves so much, and the open air life was so
alluring, that thcre was liable to be a general
exodus before long.

Dr. Stafiord was very worried.

True, it was getting near to the Whitsun
holidays; that was one consolation, since the
school would naturally break up, in any
event, and by the time the new term started
perhaps Lady Honoria would have taken
her fads elsewhere,

All the same, Dr. Stafford felt that the old
school was bcmg made a laughing-stock, and
he, as headmaster, was naturally coming in
for a lot of unfavourable comment.

Whispers were already going round that
he was mortally afraid ng' his sister, and
that she could twist him round her little
finger. This was not the kind of thing that
conduced to respect.

And it was rough on-the Head, too. For
if he had only had his forceful sister to deal
with, he might possibly have over-ruled her.
But her husband was an influential member
of the governing board, and although the
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Head had full authority at St. Frank’s, Sir

Lucian’s wishes were, nevertheless, tanta-
mount to commands. )
Dr. Stafford chanced to encounter his

brother-in-law walking across Inner Court,
and he detained him.

‘T am very concerned, Lucian,” he said
anxiously. 1 hear that many oihel bo_ys
are swarming down to Honoria’s camp.’

“That i1s no reason for concern, surely?”
satd Sir Lucian coldly. “ My wife’s mission
is a worthy one, and I must say that your
attitude is inexplicable, Malcolm, What
carthly reason can you have for these objec-
tions? If I, a governor, countenance then,
why should you disapprove.”

“I am afraid we Shall never understand
one another, Lucian,” replicd the Head
stiffly. “Eou as a governor, have no respon-
sibility. You have no position to lose. But
my own position is very delicate. I am
scriously afraid that I am losing prestige.
The boys are saying that I am afraid of
Honoria, and that she is—ahem !—ruling the
roost | ”

Sir Lucian smiled a rather sour smile.

“’T'hat is very near the truth, i1sn’t 1t?” he
asked drily.

“It 1s not!” snapped the Head. *“ But
for  your support, Honoria would have
dropped this madness long ago. I can be
master of my own school without succumb-
ing to the influence of a woman, The fact
that she 1s my own sister makes no differ-
cnce. It is your attitude which distresses
me. If you will talk to Honorra—"

““My dear Malcolm, what on earth is the
use 7"’ growled Sir Lucian. ‘“Heaven knows,
I have talked to her until I am hoarse! 1|
very much regret to say that your sister is a
wilful, stubborn, determined woman. But
she is my wife and in this particular fad
of hers I am prepared to support her., There
is nothing so beneficial as the open air, and

this camp will do your boys an enormous |

amount of good, so don’t be absurd.”

The Head compressed his lips.

““Before long the whole school will desert
mea "’ he said curtly.

“Well, what does it matter?”

* 1t matters a great deal! It matters

“I am sorry that I cannot see eye to eye
with you, Malcolm.” interrupted Sir Lucian.
“My wife has made up her mind, and I am
not rash enough to opposc her. You,
course, may do as you wish, but you w:ll
have a thankless task.”

And Sir Lucian walked on, leaving Dr.
Stafford biting his lip.

Alore recruits were leaving St. Frank’s
every hour, and Dr. Stafford felt that the
position was becoming impossible. Yet what
could he do? His sister would undoubtedly
create scene after scene if he went to the
camp and ordered all the boys back. And
his brother-in-law would be highly incensed.
Not that the Head feared Sir Lucian.

It must be confessed that he was morzally
afraid of Lady Honoria. In one hour she
would be able to destroy his prestige for
cver.  Yes, it was far getter to have let

3?2

3

5

i forced by circumstances,
 deal with, but while Lucian is ready to sups,

 him for being so ohstinate.

forth hastily.

things run on as they were going. The
boys seemed satisfied, at all evenis, and the
majority of them were ready to cheer him
for his gencrosity in allowing them to go. -
“(Good g1‘1c10u~" murmured the Head
bleakly. “Generosity, indeed! That is what
they credit mea with! And in reality I a
Honoria I coul
port her I am helpless. I really can’t uudu.--1
stand why he does it!”
And the Head went indoors,

a much-j

worried man,

CHAPTER 6.
HANDY THE HUNTER!

ABBITS.” Handforth;
hungrily, 1
He was 1
front of Tent D, an
Handforth, Church and?
McClure were just finishing their clommq up
work. The midday meal was over, and]
most of the campers were feeling well satis-
fied. Preparing their own food and POUL-*
ing i1t was much to their liking.

But Edward Oswald Handforth had gone
hungry. j

“Rabbits !’ he repeated dleamlly

“Why not have a piecce of steak. andi
done with it 7 suggested Church., “1It's stﬂl
here, old man. You needn’'t be afraid.”

“This afternoon we're going hunting,” smd,
Handforth curtly. )

“ Are we?”

1] qu

“Hunting for rabbits?”

“Rabbits first, but I'm not very particu-
lar,” replied Handforth, licking his lips. “I
dare say a squirrel might cook nicely. Any-
how, as soon as you chaps are ready, we’ll
go into Bellton Wood.”

Church and MceClure were sorry for their
leader, although they were exasperated with .
Their quarrel!
Scraps

said

standing

of the early morning was forgotten.
of that nature were every-day affairs.

“0Oh, we'll come with yvou if you like,” said
Church “But I'm afraid you won't Catch
much in the woods. If it was later on in’
the year, you might find some blackberries,’
and satisfy your appetite with them. Or
even wood-nuts!”

“Don’t be a blithering 1diot!” said Hand-
forth desperately. “This isn’t the time of the
year for fruit. Nothing's ripe vet; at least,’
nothing wild. I've got to kill a rabbit or
catch a wood pigeon. I'in not particular."
And you chap‘= can come along to help.

“But we're not allowed to help,” pomted
out McClure,

“Why not?”

“DBeecause you

.

sald so.”
“I—I didn’t P\a,c'tiv mean 1it,” said Hand-|
“ At least, you can come along
to wateh, I cuppose‘? You can help me to

spot the prey, can’t you?”
His attention strayed, and Church and
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Both Church and McClfire showed obvious migns of combat, but Handforth was in an even worse condition as
he crawled from ihe wrecked tent. He had a dazed look on his face, his under-lip was swollen, his nose was
puffy. and hoth eyes were black., For once in a way Handy had come off second best at the hands of his chums }

McClure found that he was looking at a
cheery little dog which had appeared from a
neighbouring tent. He was Boz, Nipper’s
pet. The dog gave Handforth a friendly wag
as he spotted Edward Oswald’s glance.

Reggie Pitt, who was passing, suddenly
looked alarmed.

“Hey, Nipper!” he sang out.

Nipper put his head out of the adjoining
tent. '

“What's up?” he asked.

“Better take your dog in,’

“Why, what’s he up to?”

“Nothing. But Handy’s looking at him!”
said Pitt. :

“Well, why shouldn’t Handy look at him ?”
asked Nipper.

“It’s dangerous,” said Pitt solemnly. I
shouldn’t like to think of poor old Boz appear-
ing on a plate as camouflaged Irish stew!
Handy’s desperate, and the look he gave just
now was purposeful.”

Nipper grinned.

“I don’t think he's so bad as that,” he
replied, with a chuckle.

“You—you comic clown!” sgnorted Hand-
forth, glaring at the blandly grinning Pitt.
“If you think ’'m reduced to cating a dog,
you've made a bloomer, When tea-time
comes, I'll make your mouth water! Just
you waitl”

’

said Reggie.

)

He stalked off, and Church and McClure
followed him. |

Nothing was said until the camp had been
left far behind. They plunged into Bellton
Wood, and were grateful for the cool relief.
It was blazing hot in the sunshine, and the
afternoon had settled over the countryside
more oppressive than ever.

Yet there was no sign of any break in the
weather. The glass remained high, and the
skies were cloudless. It was a regular heat
wave,. and nobody could tell how long it
would last.

Handforth pulled out a powerful catapult
and examined 1it,

- “If only I can get a direct hit, T'll soon
pot a rabbit,” he said. “If either of you
fellows see one, don’t forget to give me the
tip. If we can nab one within ten minutes,
I shall be as pleased as Punch. T'll go
straight back and cook the giddy thing.”

His chums hated to throw ccld water upon
his high hopes, so they said nothing. But
they were very doubtful of success. Hand-
forth the hunter would probably fare no
better than Handforth the angler. The leader
of Study D had taken on a Herculean job.

But there were undoubtedly rabbits in
the wood.

The three juniors received evidence of this
within the first hundred yards, for something
scuttled away through the ferns and the
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undergrowth, and they had a momentary
vision of a fat, healthy-looking rabbit. But
it had gone even before Handforth could get
his catapult ready.

“My hat!” he said eagerly. “Did you see
that? A rabbit as big as a giddy calfi! A
couple like that, and I shall have enough
food for two or three days! I can smoke
some of the flesh, and——"

“Better wait till you’ve caught the rabbit
before you start talking about smoking the
flesh,” interrupted Church. *‘“We may not
spot another one for an lour!”

They proceeded cautiously, and" they sud-
denly met with another stroke of luck. Hand-
forth was leading when a brown objeet shot
out from behind a clump of undergrowth and
whimed along a clearing in the wood.

It was another rabbit!

Handforth gave a yell and flew after it.

“Shoot!” roared Church. “It’s no good
chasing the thing! Where's your catapult,
you ass?”’

Handforth felt desperately for his catapult
as he ran, but he couldn’t find it, and the
rabbit by this time had vanished into the
distance. But Handforth still plunged on.

In fact, he plunged in a manner that he
had not bargained f{or.

Unecxpectedly, as he forced his way through
some undergrowth, he beheld a vawning hole
right in front of him. He tried to check
himself, but it was too late.

Crash ! '

Edward Oswald plunged down head-first,
and fell to the bottom of that deep cavity
with a heavy thud. He rolled over, smothered
in gravel and dirt.

He lay there, still.

Church and McClure, hurrying up behind,
wondered where he had vanished to. One
second they had seen him, and the next second
he had gone. 'Fhey ran up, vaguely appre-
hensive. .

“Handy !” vyelled Chureh.

“Oh!” came a groan from somewhere in
the depths.
“Where the dickens are you?” gasped

McClure, pushing {forward. “ Where—— By
Jupiter! Look here, Churchy!”
They both stared down into that deep hole,
Handforth was just sitting up. and he was
dazed and hurt. He was half buried in

gravel, and he was smothered.

“I—I fell in before I could stop myself,”
he muttered. “Oh, my goodness. I've hurt
my giddy leg! I believe I’ve broken 1it!
My ribs feel smashed up!”

His chums lowerced themselves to his side.

“Come on. Handy!” said Church gently.

“Don’t try to move. We'lt lift vou. Get
hold, Mae., Now then, easy does 1t!” :
“Cheese !’ said Handforth . grufily.

“Pon’t be a rouple of asses! I can get up
without your help, ean’t I7%
“But vour leg’s broken, old man.”
“I—T don’s think it is,” said Handforth.
“And your ribs are smashed in.”
“Don’t be funny!” frowned Handforth,

picking _ himself up and rubbing himself

down. “I'm only a bit bruised. But I can’s
make 1t out,” he added, looking round.
“We've been through this part of the woods
scores of times, and never noticed this
blessed hole before. 'That’s why 1 fell into
it! I wasn’t ready!”

“It hasn’t been like this for long,” said
Church, giving his attention to the cavity.
“Why, look here! If I'm any judge, this
Yes, by jingo!” he added excitedly,
“Look at this!”

He mado a grab at something, and pulled
it from behind a pile of stones and gravel.
It was a pickaxe.

e

“Great Scott!” gasped Handforth. ‘“Then
this hole’s only just been dug!  Another
mvstery !

CHAPTER 7.

A MYSTERY.

B HE chums of Study D looked
at one another with startled
exXpressions.

They remembered those
other  excavations—those
unaccountable holes which had been dug in
Little Side. They remembered their adven-
ture with the three mysterious men who had
escaped in the night., There had been no ex-
planation of that seemingly pointless affain.

And now they had discovered another ex-
cavation!

But this one was right oft the other side of
the school, and remote from Little Side.
What could it mean? Were the same men
responsible ? '

“This beats me hollow!”” said Church, at
last. “No wonder you nearly broke your
neck, Handy! You thought it was solid
ground here.”

“0Of course I did,”’ said Handforth. “ How
was 1 to know that some idiots had been
messing about with picks and shovels? This
hoie must have been dug out last might!™

“Why last nicht?” put in MecClure keenly.
“It wae probably being dug when we came
into the wood, a quarter of an hour ago!
Otherwise, why should this pick have been
left here? The people responsibie evidently
left in a tremendous hurry.”

Church suddenly started, and sniffed the air.

“What’s the matter?’’ asked Handforth.

“It may be ouly my fancy, but I thoughs
I could smell tobaceco smoke just now—a kind
of waft of it,”” said Church. “That seems
to show that we disturbed the beggars at their
very work.”

“They may be walching us!”’ whispered
MecClure.

hey stared round, suddeniy tense,

This was a very Jonely part of the wood,
well out of the way of the known footpathe.
Th> three juntors were standing at the hottom
of the exeavated portion. And on every side
the denee ferns and the undergrowth crowded

' round.

_ Thickly growing irees surrounded the whole
little spot. So thick were the trees, indeed,
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1
that the upper foliage compietely conceaied

the sky. wn here the light was subdued,
“and the air was close, without a breath of
wind. Only in one or two spots did the after-
noon sunlight penetrate thr}?;{fh. _

“I don’t think there’s anybody here,”” mur-
mured Handforth. “If we disturbed them,
they must have bunked. The’y’re a mile
away by now. By George! I'm going to
examine this spot carefully! We may find a
solution to the puzzle.”

“Do you think this has been done by the
same men who messed up ‘the playing fields 2"
asked McClure.

“Of course it has!”

“But we can’t he sure—

“It’s a certainty,” interrupted Handforth.
“You don’t suppuse that two sets of people
would go about the countryside, digging mys-
terious holee? We've got to find out what
it means!”’

He moved, and winced siightly.

“Are you hurt much, cld man?”’ asked
Church, with concern. :

“No, it’s nothing,” said Edward Oswald.
“T don’t car: if I am hurt, either. I'm too
interested in this mystery to take any notice
of it. Now, why the dickens have these
people been doing al! this?”’ '

They *examined the ground minutely, but
there was nothing to see.

Nothing, that is, except ioose gravel, stones,
and earth. There wasn’t any explanation of
the problem. They bad found the one pick-
axe, but no other clue.

“It all seems so siliy!”’ said Handforth, in
exasperation. “They must be escaped luna-
tics!”’

“I don’t believe it,”” said Church. “There’s
something funny behind this. There’s some-
thing pretty bad. too! It would be a good
idea if we explained everything to Mr. Lee,
and got him to investipate.” _

“Not likely !”’ eaid Handforth quickly. “ Mr.
ILes would discover the thing in no time, and
then we should be dished out of the fun! 1
say! An idea! There might have been a
murder, and they’re trying to find a place to
bury the body!”’

“That’s very likeiy !’ said McClure tartiy
“Who’d bury 4 'body in the middle of a cricket
field 2’

“H’m!
Handforth.
some reason for——

“Look!” gasped Church.

He grabbed Handforth’s arm, and pointed.
For a f{raction ot a second, Handforth and
McClure saw something move. They had an
idea that a face had been there, Church was
certain of it.

“A facel’”” he shouted.
watching us!”

They heard a movement beyond the ferns,
the crackling of rwigs. And the next minute
they were scrambling up the eides of that
pit, bent on giving chase. They blundered
through the undergrowth, runmng blindly,
and at last they were compelled to give up
the hunt as futile,

12

It seems a bit unlikely,”” admitted
“Well, anyhow, there must be

LD |

“Somebody was

|

|

“He'’s gone!’” panted Handforth. “If we
hadn't been down in that beastly hole, we
might have overtaken—— Hallo! What the
dickens i8 the matter with you, Churchy 2’ he
added curiously. “What are you looking so
scared about ¢’

“I’'m not scared!’ .

“Weli, then, why are you looking startled ?”’

“That face!’ said Church breathlessly. “I
recognised it! I saw him distinctly—for a
clear second before you chaps looked up. He
was Dir Lucian Dexter!”’

“What!’ velled Handforth.

“Eh?’ shouted McClure.

“He was Sir Lucian Dexter.”’

“Rot?’ said Edward Oswald. “Don’t be so
dotty! Sir Lucian Dexter is Lady Honoria's
husband, and—""

“I can’t help that!” interrupted Church.
“I tel! you I recognised him. It's mot a
face you could easily mistake.”

“But you’re mad!l” ejaculated McClure.
“Sir Lucian Dexter is one of the governors
of the schooi. He's a man with pots of
money! He wouldn’t be fooling about with
this crooked sort of business!”

Church set his jaw

“I don’t care wl'ro he is, or what he isI’’ he
said stubbornly. “I saw his face just now,
and T tel! you he was Sir Lucian Dexter.”

“The IHead’s brother-in-law!’”> breathed
Handferth. “Oh, it’s too thickl. I think
we’d better get back to camp, and have a
word with Nipper. He was in that other
affair, so he ought to know about thjs, We
can’t do any more here, anyhow.”

McClure was !ooking thoughtful.

“Now we come to remember it, Sir Lucian
might be mixed up in something mysterious,’’
he said. “What about when we saw him
measuring the ground, and tapging with his
stick? If vou ask me, he’s dotty!”’

Handforth shook his head.

“That doesn't explain much,” he replied.
“There were three men on the job, don’t for-
get—three men digging up Littfe Side! Well,
we can't reckon that there are three lunatics
can we? And this excavation in the wood
wasn’t done by one chap, either.”

“1f there was any possible object, we could
understand the. business,”” said Church. “But
why make holee,in a cricket field? Wh
dig up a wood? It all seems so ridiculous!”

. flmd the chums of Study D remained mysti-
ied.

CHAPTER 8.
BY WHOSE HAND?

HEY made their way out ot
the wood in thoughtful
silence, and it wasn’t until
they were crossing the
meadows: towards the camp

that Church remembered something. -

. “What about your rabbit?’’ he asked, halt-

ing.

“Rabbit?”’ repeated Handforth.

“Weren’t you going to catch—"’

“Never mind that now,” growled Edward
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Oswald. “I’m jolly hungry, and I'm still
determined to stick to my policy. But this
other business needs investigating.”’

So they continued on their way. .

Handforth was ravenous, but his appetite
for detective work was greater than his appe-
tite for food. He would have carried on the
investigation single-handed if such a thing
had been possible. But it would require a
few dozen thoroughly to search Bellton Wood.

And this was Handforth’s plan. He was
woing to get every available fellow, and in-
stitute a complete hunt. He had concluded
that the woods held the key to the puzzle,
and he wanted to waste no time.

..s it happened, they ran into Nipper & Co.
cutside the camp. The chums of Study C
had been having a bathe, and they were look-
ing {resh and cool. Boz was with them, leap-
ing® friskily about and getting himself
thoroughly over-heated.

“Hallo!”’ said Nipper, as Handforth & Co.
approached. “Why these grave looks? What's
the matter, Handy ? You’ve just come out of
the wood, haven't you?’”’

(14 Yes. 4]

““Have you found a rabbit there?”

“No: but we've found a hole!” said
IHandforth tensely. “A giddy excavation,
my lad! As a matter of fact, I was just leok-
ing for you. There’s something in the wood
that needs our atiention!”

He explained. the circumstances, and
Nipper listened with considerable inlerest.

~“It seems pretty obvious that the same
men have been at work again,” he remarked
at length. “We don’t know who they are,
or what their game 1s, but——"

“We do know who they are!” interrupted
Church. “Handy hasn’t told you yet, but
I recognisege the man who looked at me
through the ferns. He was Sir Lucian
Dexter !” ]

“Begad!” said Sir Montie Tregellis-West
blankly, -

“0Oh, cheese it!” protested Tommy Wat-
son.

““Look here, Church, are you sure of
this?”’ asked Nipper keenly. ‘“Are you
absolulely positive that you recognised Sir
Lucian? It’s important that you should
avoid guesswork!” _

“He was Sir Lucian,’” said Church briefly.

“ Hold on,” said Handforth. “Why 1s it
so 1mportant ?” :

“Because Church's cvidence corroborates
minec.” replied Nipper. “I didn’t tell any
of you fellows, but I’ve had an idea that
Sir Lucian was mixed up n this mystery.

When we nearly captured those men on
Little Side. 1 fancied T recognised Sir
Lucian. But as I wasn't sure, 1 said
nothing.”

“Well, this proves it,”” said Handtorth
eagerlv. “1TI was a bit sceptical myself when
Church told e, but this removes all doubt,
doesn’t 1877 _

“Not all,” replied Nipper. “1 didn’t

sce him clearly, and it was only a suspicion
on my part, and Church had conec flecting
glimpse. It secems good enough to clinch

the matter, but we musin’t look on it as a
certainiy.” .

“By the way,” said Church. ‘' What about
that old piece of parchment you found,

Nipper? One of those chaps dropped it
during the scrap, and——7"
“I've got 1t,” said Nipper. “But we

needn’t think about that now. I shall proba-
bly show it to the guv’nor, and get him
to dectpher it. We'd better keep this fresh
development to ourselves. We don’t want
everybody to be saying rummy things about
Sir Lucian. He’'s Lady Honoria’s husband—
and he’s related to the Head. We've gob
to be cautious.”

‘“Begad, yes!” nodded Sir Montie gravely.
“It would be frightfully awful if the Head’s
name were dragged into some shady busi-
ness. I hope vou’ll bs discrect, Handy, dear
old boy?”

“That's a slur,” said Handforth coldly.
““Surely you can trust me to use tact?”

“That’s just tho trouble—we’ can’t,” said
Nipper, swvith a chuckle. “But this is very
important, Handy, so we hopo you’ll rise
to the ocecasion. Think of tho harm we
should do if we spread unfavourable reports
about the Head’s brather-in-law. And there’s
no proof that Sir Luecian is even remotely
connected with these people who are erazy on
digeing.”

“No proof 7" repeated Handiorth, staring.
“What about the face Church saw? What
about your own evidence?”

“My eovidence amounts to nothing more
than a vague suspicion,” replied giippcl‘.
“ And Church’s story is too thin to amount
to proof. How do we know that there i1sn’t-
somebody prowling about here who looks
just like Sir Lucian? It’s not likely. of
course, but I’'m just trying to show you that
we can’'t be sure. We don’t know for certain
that Sir Lucian himself is the man.”

Nipper’s methods did not suit Handforth,

“Rats!” he said gruffly. “I'in satishied,
anvhow, and I want to get all the chaps io-
gether. so that we can make a search of
the woods. Evervbody must join in—IFourih-
Formers, and fags, and—"

“Just & minnte,” said Nipper. “What
are you going to scarch for?”

“Jeh?” A

“IWhat are you going to tell these chaps,
when vou suggest an organised hunt in the
woods ?”

“Can’t we explain that we suspect Sir
I.ncian, and that——" began Handforih.
“That’'s just 1t!"” interrupted Nipper.

“So far, this liitle mystery has been kept
confined to our own little eircle. But if you
orzanise a big search party. there’ll be end-
less 1alk. Besides, a hunt of that sort would
be worse than useless. There’s nothing to
look for, Handv. The best thing we can do
is to lie low. and keep our eyves apen. and,
above all, let’s keep our mouths shut.”

“Then you don’t approve of a search?”

“Sorry, but T don’t think it would be any
good.”

T “H'm!

Perhaps you're right,” admitied
Handforth grudgingly.

“Now I come 1o
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think of it, the rest of the chaps would be
pretty inquisitive, wouldn’t they? All right.
We'll keep it to ourselves.”

““Good man!” said Nipper. “lt's the
only safe way. Minhd you, I believe Church
is right—I believe he did see Sir Lucian.
But we've got to avoid jumping to con-
clusions. And before we can press any iIn-
quiries about Lady Honoria's husband, we've
got to be sure that we're on solid ground.”

Church nodded,

“Yes, there’s nothing like being certain,”
he agreed. “I’m satisfied that I saw Sir
Lucian’s face, but if I was asked to swear to
it, I wouldn’t., I hadn’t thought of it like
that . before.”

.And they parted, fully agreed that dis-
cretion was the policy to go upon for the
moment.

Handforth & Co. went to their tent.
Church and McClure led the way, and Hand-
forth naturally {followed. WWhenever the
great Edward Oswald was in a thoughtful
mood. he would go anywhere his chums liked
to take him. At such times he was inclined
to be absent-minded. -

Church and MeceClure had a little scheme.
They meant to show their leader some food,
and they had an idea that he would be
tempted. The sooner he dropped his impos-
sible pose, the better. There would be no
peace at all unless he adopted the general
system of the camp.

But the little plot eame to nothing, for,
as soon as Churc{: and McClure entered the
tent, they halted in astonishment. Tvery-
thing within those canvas walls lay in com-
plete confusion. The tent was so disordered
that it scomed as though a bullock had run
amok Inside it.

“Who the dickens has done this?” asked
Church indignantly., ‘Great Scott! The
whole place has been ransacked!”

““ Absolutely turned upside down!” gasped
McClure. “Look at this, Handy! I say,
what a dirty trick!”

Handforth came
disorder.

“By George!” he said grimly. * Some-
body’'s raided the tent! But what for? It
isn’t a study, and there aren’t any House
rows in camp! What's the meaning of it?”

““@Groodness knows!” said Church, scratch-
ing his head. “Anvbody might think there
was something valuable here, and that
thieves had been in. But who the dickens

in, and surveyed the

would burgle a giddy tent?”

“Another mvstery!” said McClure, with
2 orin,

CHAPTER 9.
TANDY'S THEORY!

ANDFORTH, of course,
would not rest. until he
had made exhaustive in-
quiries.

e camp was fairly de-
serted, only a few of the fellows being in
or about their tents. The majority were out

walking or swimming or rowing on the river, -
They were taking %ull advantage of their
unexpected liberty.

_Those who remained could give no satisfac-
tion.

An examination of Tent D proved that
nothing had been taken. Handforth & Co.
had brought many of their personal belong-
ings to the camp, but nothing of any value
was touched. ;

“Well, it wasn't thieves, anyhow,” said
Church, at length. “ All our money is intact,
and burglars could easily have pinched it.
There’s no damage, either. Somebody’s been
in here searching for something, That's the
only possible explanation.

“But what have they been searching for?”
demanded Handforth.

“(Goodness knows!”

“Oh well, we’ll soon find out,” declared

Handforth gruffly. ‘ Somebody’s idea of
a joke, I expect.”
But their inquiries were not very succlss-
ful Reggic Pitt declared that none of the
fellows had been anywhere near "Handforth's’
tent that afternoon. Several other juniors-
corroborated this statement, and it seemed
th_ait the inquiry would fall to the ground

“As far as I know, Lady Honoria is about
the only one who’s been anvwhere near the
tents,” said Fullwood. “She went round

inspecting things, and I believe she went
into your tent, Handy.” .

“Stayed there rather a while,” grinned
Russell. *““I expect she found everything in
o

Then vou expect wrong!” interrupted
Church. “Our tent was in apple-pie order,
and a single glance would have been enough.
If she’s going to nose about. she won’t be so
popular.” .

ITandiorth drew his chums aside.

“I've just thought of something!” he said
tensely. “That parchment!”

“Eh!”

“Supposing that parchment is valuable?”
went on Handforth. “lven Nipper doesn’t
know what it really is. and the chap who
dropped it was Sir Lucian Dexter!”

“We haven’t any proof—?

“Perhaps not. but we know enough to

satisfy ourselves, don’t we?” went on Hand-
forth. ““Supposing that that parchment be-
longs to Sir Lucian? He couldn’t very well
come and ask for it, could he?”
_ “By jingo, mo,” sa2id MecClure, “ Asking
tor it would be as good as confessing that
he’s the man who's been digging up the play-
ing fields.”

“Txactly,” said Handforth.
Sir Lucian couldn’t tell which of us had
grabbed it. Naturally, our tent was searched
first, as we're the most important chaps in
the Remove.”

“Ahem” coughed Church. “Quite so!”

“And Lady Honoria did the searching!”
went on Handforth triumphantly.

“Oh, draw it mild,” said Church,

“Rats! . Weo've got proof, haven't we?"
said Handforth. “Nobody’s been near this

“ And even
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tent except I.ady Honoria—and she's Sir
Lucian’s wife! He lost that parchment, and
believes that I was the chap who grabbed it.
So he put his wife on the scarching for it !’

It sounded plausible enough. In fact,
Church and MeClure were so astonmished at
such a sensible theory from their leader that
they hardly knew what to make of it.

“Oh, it’s too dotty!” protested McClure,
at last. “First of all. we suspect Sir Tucian
of being crooked, and now we are dragging
Lady Honoria into the beastly business! And
she's the Head’s sister! You’re not going
‘to tell me that she’d do anything dishonour-
able or dishonest. I won’t believe it.”

“Neither will 1,” said Church.

“It may not be dishonest,” argued Hand-
forth. “In all probability, she doesn’t know
what a crook her husband is. She’s so 1n-
terested in her own schemes that she doesn’t
know he’s a criminal!”

“We don’t know it, said Church
drily.

“Well, we’ve had enough evidence to in-
dicato something of the kind,” persisted
Handforth.
a varn, and she fell into the trap without
malmng it. Then he came along and met
his confederates in the wood

“Whoa !” gasped Church. “W’hy not stick
to facts, Handy? You mustn’t let your
imagination run loose, and take all sorts of
fantastie things for granted' That’s the
way to get mixed up !’

“Well, let’s go out,” said MeClure.
stufiy in here.”

“I'm going to Invc";t]gate everything 1n
this tent!” dcclared Handforth. “I shall
stay herc for an hour, at least—and you chaps

cither,”

dt It's

will help me! We're golng over each
article, looking for finger prints or other
marks.”

“But——"

“You ought to be jolly pleased to figure
as my assistants,” continued Handforth,
grandiloquently. “Come on! None of your
bagking out! Don’t grumble about the heat,
an ________J. &

“Isn’t that Irenc’s voice outside?”
Church casually.

“Eh?” gasped Handforth. “By George!”

He ran out of the tent, and Church and
McClure grinned. The arrival of the Moor
View girls could not have been more oppor-
tune. They were just in time to save Church
and McClure from a grcat deal of unneces-
sary exercise. @

There were six of them and they ‘were
talking and ‘laughipg with Nipper, Tregellis-
West, Reggie Pitt, and a few others.

Handforth’s eyes sparkled as he looked at
the schoolgirls, They were well worth look-
ing at. All were dressed in river frocks, and
it was surprising how cool they looked. The
hot sunshine and the close air scemed to have
no effect on them.

“Come -on, Handy, you're just in time,”
-satd Reggie Pitt, ‘as the chums of Study D
strolled up. “We need the eloquence of

“I expect he spun Lady Honoria-

asked

your wondrous tongue. Seo unloosen some of
your best persuastyve shafts.”
“Hallo, girls?’ said Handforth n.heen]y

h"How do you like our sandals and things?

What do you think of the camp? Aren’ ¢
vou all jealous?”
“It must be

Manners.

“But it’'s no good asking us to join the
Open Air Society.” said Doris  Berkeley
firmly. “ These chaps have 'been trying to
persuade us, but there’s nothing doing.”

“Oh, so that’s what you mecant about my
alogquence ?” said Handforth, glancing at Pitt.

“You heard me, then,” said Reggie. “I°
thouight you were so stunned by this vista of
| prettiness that you had no ears for any words
of mine.”

“There’s not much I miss!
forth confidently. “So you've been trying
to get the girls to join the camp, ch? Well,
why not? I.ady tlonoria’s planning a speeial
ladies’ camp, and——>

“Thanks all the same, Ted, but we're not
joming,” interrupted Irene resolufely.

“We wouldn’t join for anything'!”
Winnie Pitt.

“Never ! echoed the other girls.

They were so stubborn that the juniors
were rather astonished. As a general rule,
Irenec & Co. were only too eager to join
in the general fun.

“T ean’t understand why you're so—well,
obstinate,” remarked Nipper. “I was going
to say ¢firm,” but why not call a spade a
spade? ‘You're just obsiinate.  The Open
Air Society is available to all, and there’s
a special ladies’ eamp. and——"

“Tt’s no good. Dick, we're just as cbstinate
as cver,” put in Mary Summers, smiling.
“This sort of thing may be all right for you
boys but we're not having any.”

“Don’t you like the open air?” acked Hand-
forth in :aurprisc.

“The open air's lovely.”

“Well, then, don’t you like camp life?”

“’\cuthmg better,” smlled Irene.

“Aren’t you in favour of slecping in a
tent, and preparing your own meals, then?”

“That seems to be the best part of the pro-
gramme,” said Doris, with sparkling eyes.

“Then what the dickens i1s the matter?”
demanded Handforth. “You ]1ke the camp,
you like the open air life, and you’re kecn on
cooking your ¢wn meals, and living in tents.
What’s the trouble?”

The girls glanced at one another, and there
was an awkward silence.

“1 suppose you think that your headmis-
tress would object?’ suggested Nipper.
“Well, of course, she might. JT.ady Honoria
has no influence with Miss Bond. whereas sho
has plenty with tho Head.”

Irene & Co still looked uncomfortable.
“That isn't it,” said Mary. “It’s—it’s—
Well, if you must know the truth, you per-

smtent bounders, we’re not preparerl to dress
‘hldeouﬁlv and make ourselves look ridicu-

ripping, Ted,” said Ircne

” replied Hand-

said

lous.™
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Handy, Church and McClure surveyed the disordered tent in amazement.
*“What’s the meaning of it ? ”’

Edward Osweld indignantly.

‘* Somebody’s raided us ! >’ exclaimed
There was a short pause, then : “ Another

mystery ! ' gaid McClure briefly, Another mystery it certainly was !

5 ';_'l'hai;'s it ! said the other girls, with re-
ief,

“Ilideous?” repeated Handforth, in as-
tonishment “You don’t call these sensible
clothes hideous, do you?”

“They’re fine,” agreed Irene nodding.
“But what about us? We should look glori-
ous 1n breeches and jerseys, shouldn’t we?
I understand that Lady Honoria wants cvery-
body to dress in her own style, and it'a not
good enough for us!”

The next moment the girls - were startled,
for the St. Irank’s fellows burst into a loud
roar of lauzht-=r.

CHAPTER 10.

BETTER THAN TIIEY
THOUGHT.
INISHED  wvet?”  asked

Irenz coldly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The shoutls of laughter
continued.

“Sorry!” grinned Nipper at last,
I think you've got hold of it wrong., My
hat! No wonder you refused to join the
Open Air Society! Did you actually think
thar vou woula all have to wear breeches and
pullovers ?”

“Lady Honoria wears them,” said Violet
Watson,

“But

“She wore themm when she first came to
St. Irank’s, but that’s only her travelling
attire,” chuckled Nipper. “Haven't you seen
her lately?”

I‘No 3

“Then you'll probably change your mind,”
said Reggie Pitt. “If you join this camp,
you’ll have to wear a sort of Arcadian cos-
tume, That's one of the orders of the Lodge!
Rational dress! Loose tunies and sandalg,
and all that sort of thing.”

Irene & Co were greatly interested. They
had been under a misapprehension until now,
and their objections could be understood.
For when Lady Honoria had first arnived at
St. Frank’s she had created general merri-
ment by her grotesque appearance. That i3
to say, merriiment in the school. Among
the surroundng residents her appearance had
been the subjeet of scandalised gossip for
davs.

Dy great good fortune, Lady Honoria
herself arrived just then, and Irene & Co.
had an opportunity of inspecting the
‘““ Arcadian ”’ dress for themselves.

The President of the Open Air Society
looked terrible.

It wasn’t the fault of the dress, but of
the weaver. Lady Honoria, unfortunately,
was quite unfitted for the donning of such
garb. She was fairly short, and she was
certainly not slender. And when a lady of
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that type gets into short skirts and loose
tunics and sandals, she merely converts her-
self into a freak.

To make matters worse, Lady Honoria was
wearing a kind of Arcadian wreath on her
head. It was the finishing touch! The
Head’s sister thought that flower-wreath a
fitting addition to her open-air costume—a
sort of emblem denoting the tenets of the
Open Air Society. But Lady Honoria had
no sense of the ridiculous. She thought she
looked quite rational, whereas her appegr-
~ance was purely comic.

It was only with difficulty that the &t.
Frank’s fellows kept their faces straight.

Irene & Co., being girls, were tremendously
interested.  And after a short inspection,
they ywere inclined to change their minds
about joining the camp. This style of dress
had more appeal for them. )

Lady Honoria looked out of place in short
skirts and sandals, but the slimmer figures
of Irene & Co. would make all the differ-
ence. And the girls, mentally picturing
themselves in those rational costumes, felt
that they would be able to look their best.

“I am delighted to see you here,”’ the
Head’s sister was saying. ‘‘Oh, yes, I’ve
heard all about you young ladies! Youn are
from the Moor View School, aren’t you?
Quite close neighbours, eh? Why don’t you
come and join our special little camp, and
lead the Open Air life?”

“Would you really like us to?”
Irene.

“You would be quite welcome,”” replied
Lady Honoria. “‘I dare say you know all
the rules of our Society by now. Naturally,
you would not be permitted to wear those
frocks. All members of the Society must
dress rationally. Ladies must adopt the cos-
tumes you now see me in.”’

“TIt’s lovely !’ said Doris gravely.

“But we can’t join yet—even if we did
want to,”’ put in Mary Summers. “You see,
Miss Bond wouldn’t excuse us from school.
But we might be able to come ag soon as
we break up for the Whitsun holij\ays.”

“Yes, rather!”” said Marjorie Temple.

“I shall have to see Miss Bond, and
arrange something,” said Lady Honoria. *‘I
agree that lessons are essential to the young
mind, but the open air is much more im-
portant. A week or two in camp would do
yvou all a world of good. It is the most won-
derful iife in the world. I eannot understand
why every schaool is not equipped with its
own camps for the hot weather.”

Lady MHonoria spoke rather indignantly.
She had, of course, no authority at the Moor
View School.  She had no brother there,
whom she could browbeat and terrorise.

“I’'m afraid Miss Bond won’t agree,”” said
Irene, shaking her head. ‘‘She’s just a bit
oid-fashioned, and she might be difficult to
persuade.”’

asked

“Yeave her to me,” said Lady Honoria |

confidently. ““There is nobody on earth who
car withstand my arguments for the Open

Air life. T will see your headmistress, and
compel her to sec tho sensible viewpoint.”’

And the Head’s sister, with a grim set of
her jaw, took her departure.

“I believe she’s going to -.ee Miss Bond
now ¥’ chuckled Irene. ‘I say, what a lark]
Old Bondie wili have a fit if Lady Honoria
walks into her study with that wreath on her
head !’

““Ha, ha, hal”’ .

*““Look here, about Whitsun!"” ejaculated
Handforth excitedly. ‘‘I’ve just had an idea.
What’s that you said about joining the camp
as soon as you break up for Whitsun, Mary?
Do you mean that you’ll come along and join
us then?”’

““Yes, of course,”” said Mary Summers.

Handforth beamed.

“Then this idea of mine is an absolute
stunnér!’”’ he declared triumphantly.

2

CHAPTER 11.
PLANS FOR THE HOLIDAYS.

EGGTE PITT clapped Hand-
forth on the back.

““There’s nothing like
it, old son!’ he said
heartily. “‘It’s the one

quality in you that I’'ve always admired.”

“Eh?’ said Handforth. “Which quality 7’
“Your wonderful modesty!’ said DPitt
solemnly.

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Rats!”’ growled Handforth. *“‘You’ll say
this idea is a stunner when you? hear it.
The girls are going to join the camp for the
Whitsun holidays, aren’t they? And at about
the same time we’re supposed to go off home
for the vac. Well, why go? Why shouldn’t
we all spend Whitsun in camp?”’

There was a moment’s silence.

““Is that what you call a stunning idea?’:
asked Nipper at last.

“Yes!”

“You silly ass, Handy

“What the dickens .

“It’s like your nerve to trol that out as
an idea!”’ growled Nipper. ‘I the girls
joined the Fresh Air Camp for Whitsun, do
you think we should go home?”’

;‘.Eh ?35

““My dear old ass. the majorily of us had
already decided to stay here over the holi-
days,”’ said Reggie Pitt gently. *‘*Of course,
if Irene & Co. are attaching themselves to
ihe movement, the very idea of going home
is idiotic.”

““That’s very nice of you, Reggie,” ssdid
Doris.

“Rats!’ replied Reggie. “‘Excuse my
bluntness, but rats! My idea is to have an
‘open-air holiday. Detter than being roasted
in .J.ondon.”

“You fellows seem to have started your
holiday well in advance!’ chuckled Irene.

3
!

““Well, let’s hope that Miss Bond reveals an
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atorn of sense for once, As a rule, she’s
down on anything modern. And as for our
joining forces with a boys' camp, the very
idea will give her a paimn.”

““But this is different,’”’ said Winnie quickly.
fLady Homnoria is in charge, and even Miss
Bond can’t raise any objections when we’ve
got an official chaperone.’

“Yes, that’s the pojnt,”’ agreed Nipper.
““Although I don’t see what the dickens
Miss Bond has to do with it. Surely you
can spend your Whitsun holidays as you like,
without asking her?  Your people woa't
okject, will they?”

Doris smiled.

“““We were thinking about coming straight
to the camp, you see,”” she replied. *‘‘But
Miss Bond may make us go home first. Her
responsibility doesn’t end until we’re safely
delivered into our loving parents’ armas.
Don’t worry, you chaps, we’ll join the gang
pretty soon, and after that you can look out
for ructions.”’

The girls accepted several invitations to
tea, and were soon distributed about the
camp. Much to Handforth’s rélief, Irene was
captured by somebody else, and Tent D had
no visitors to entertain. On any other occa-
sion, Handforth would have slaughtered any
possible rival. But not to-day. The food
problem was on his mind.

The girls wanted to help with the tea
preparations, but all offers were firmly de-
clined. It was an unwritten law -of the camp
that every fellow should prepare his own
meals. But there was nothing to prevent
them from entertaining guests.

“It’s a jolly good thing that Irene 1is
having tea with Winnie Pitt in Fullwood’s
tent,”” said Church, with a grin. “I’m afraid
you couldn’t have provided much, Handy.”

Handforth frowned. .

“Tea?” he repeated. ‘‘By George! 1
suppose I shall miss tea, you know. There’s
nothing much to take its place, is there?”

““Well, you can’t go out and pick tea

wild, if that’s what you mean,’’ said McClure. |

““Of course, you might dry a few dandelion
leaves, and have dandelion tea. Dried daisies
might make a good beverage. You never
know. Still, that’s your trouble. If you will
have these potty ideas, it's up to you to
suffer the consequences.”

“Y don’t want any nerve!” said Handforth
darkly. “I’ve made up my mind to eat
nothing except that which the countryside
provides! No bought stuffl  That’s my
policy, and I’ll stick to it.”

““And starve in the meantime?’’ asked
Church.
““1I shan’t starve,” replied Handforth.

““Fasting is jolly good for you, and I shan't
come to any harm, even if I eat nothing
until the morniang.”

‘““ And what will you eat in the morning?”’
asked McClure interestedly.

““The rabbits I snare to-night!’ repliad
Handforth.

““The rabbits you snare?”’

“Yes.”

“To-night 7

“To-night I’ repeated Handforth
“That’s given you a surprise, ch?”

“It’'s nothing to the surprise we shall have
if you eat snared rabbit for breakfast,” said
Church. “My dear old ass, you don't know
the first thing about snaring rabbits. Still,
if you won’t listen to reason——"

firmiy.

“By George!” interrupted Handforth
tensely, “Look there!”

He was staring in a fierce way across the
camp.

“What is it—a rabbit?” asked MecClure
politely.

“Three rabbits!” said Handforth, setting
his jaw, “Or, to be more exact, thrce
worms !’ |

“There’s something wrong with you if you
can’t tell the difference between a rabbit
and a worm,” grinned Church, turning and
looking. “But I'm Dblessed if I can sce
them! I thought you were going to have
somc tea, after all, but——"

“There!” growled Handforth, pointing.
“Those beastly worms of Study Al Torrest
and Gulliver and Bell!”

His chums inspected the cads of the Remove
critically.

“No, you can’'t eat them for tea,” said
Church. “I'm afraid they’d be a bit too
tough.”

“Besides, their parents might object,”
added McClure. “I don’t know why the
parents of Iorrest and Gulliver and DBell
should jib at such a thing, but they might.
Quite apart from all that, Handy, you ought
to draw the line at cannibalism.”

“It isn't done nowadays,” said Church.
“At least, not in polite society.”

Handforth ignored their pleasantries,

“I want to know what those three bounders
are doing in this camp!” he said fiercely.

“Why not go and ask them ?” suggested
Church.

Handforth was alrcady off. It irritated
him to see Bernard Torrest and his two
rascally cronies” in this clean encampment.
The arrival of Forrest & Co. had robbed it of
its origmal freshness.

“What are you chaps doing here?”
demanded Handforth, planting himself in
front of the cads of Study A.

“Can’t we come if ,we like ?”’ asked Forrest
dangerously.

“No, you can’t!” roared Handforth. “ We
don’t wans outsiders! Understand? No cads
allowed! TIl give you just twenty seconds
to get outside the camp!”

“You'd better cool down, Handy, and talk
sense,” said Forrest calmly. “We’'ve as much
right here as you have.”

“ As much right—"

“The fact is, we've joined the Open Air
Society,” said Forrest blandly.
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CHAPTER 12,

HANDY ON THE SCENT!

OINED the Open Air
Society !”
Handforth echoed Ber-
nard Forrest’s words as
) though they were fraught
with horror.
“Anything to say about it?” asked
Gulliver “sourly.
Handforth had so much to say that he
could say nothing. He just stood there,

va‘i‘nly attempting to pronounce his words.

. Lady Honoria has invited everybody to
join,’” said Forrest. “We have decided to
come to the camp. So we’re here. We're
here for good. And we don't want any inter-
ference from you, Handforth!”

“You may not want it, but you'll get it!”
roared Handforth, finding his tongue. “By
George, this camp is for decent chaps—not
for smoky blackguards like you! We won’t
let you join up!”

Forrest scowled.

“Fortunately,” he said, “we don’t have to
ask you!” '

They stalked off, and Handforth was pulled
up by his chums just as he was about to give
chase. Nipper happened to be passing at that
moment, too.

“Lemme go, you asses!” shouted Hand-
forth.

“What's the matter ?” asked Nipper.

“Why, didn’t you see those three cads?”
demanded Handforth. “Forrest says that
he’s joining the Open Air Society! Gulliver
and Bell, too!
that !”’

“I don’t see how we can prevent it,” said
- Nipper.

“What, aren’t you going to do anything ?”

“My dear chap, we can’t bar them,” replied
the Remove skipper. “’This is Lady Honoria’s
camp—not ours. Besides, the open-air life
will probably do those fellows a lot of good.
It’s just what they need—open air. It’'ll take
some of the smokiness out of them.”

“H’m! There’s that, of course,” admiited
Handforth. .

“We can easily keep an eye on them,” con-
tinued Nipper, in his level way. ‘It they
start any of their funny tricks, we’ll kick
them out of the camp, and Lady Honoria will
support us. But we can’t kick anvbody out
before he has broken ithe society’s laws.”

So TForrest & Co. were allowed to join
without any protests. But Handforth was
not the only one who voiced objections. The
cads of Study A were not the type of fellows
to enjoy the clean, healthy life under canvas,
They were too fond of smoking and card-
playing and slacking. Life in camp entailed
a certain amount of hard work,

But, strangely enough, TForrest & Co.
seemed to thoroughly enjov themselves that
evening. They prepared their own suppers,
and entered into the spirit of a rough-and-
ready concert which was got up round the

’

We're not going to stand |

camp fires. They behaved themselves rell.

Haudforth was about the only camper with
a heavy heart. And this heavy heart was
mainly caused by a light stomach. He had
eaten nothing since breakfast, and he stead-
fastly refused to acecept two luscious kippers
which his chums had offered him.

No; he had set some snares for rabbitis,
and he would wait until the morning. Handy
had bought a couple of small nets, and had
contrived some rabbit-traps of his own
design.  Whether the timid animals would
be tempted to enter them remained open to
doubt,

As soon az darkness had descended,
camp was qiet,
~ Most of the fellows had retired early, for
1t was the general order nowadays to be up
and about in the early hours. By ten o’clock
there was scarcely a sound among all those
tents. Lverybody was asleep.

At least, everybody with the exception of
Handf{orth.

For some reason which he couldn’t explain,
slumber would *not come to him. He was
tired, and, according to all precedent, he

the

‘should ‘have dropped off to sleep within the

first five minutes,

But he didn’t,

The truth was, he was literally starving,
That aching void in the region of his middle
would not allow him to rest, Furthermore,
he was thinking of those snares of his., He
kept wondering if any rabbits had been
tempted.

“I’ll bet I've caught a couple of beauties
by this time,” he told himself. “I sct those
traps three hours ago, and rabbits generally
come out in the dusk. Then they bunk into
their holes again as soon as it’s dark.”

He lay 1n bed, thinking.

He had set those snares at the end of an
adjoining meadow, in a little -secluded hollow,
where there were many burrows.

It suddenly occurred to him that his nets
might not be strong enough, and the thought
alarmed him.

“My goodness!” he breathed. “Supposing
I’ve caught some rabbits and they’ve escaped?
That’'ll be a nice thing! By the morning
they might have wormed their way out, and
then I shar’t have any breakfast.”

The thought alarmed him to such an extent
that sleep now became shcerly impossible.
He couldn’t even rest. He was obliged to get
up, slip seme things on, and go out. Hoe
managed to leave the tent without awaken-
ing his chums,

And once outside he made up his mind to
settle all doubt by going to the little hollow
and examining his nets. That would™ settle
the thing once and for all.

Another thought ecame to him.

“By George! If I've caught a rabbit,
there’s no reason why I shouldn’t cook 1t
straight away,” he murmured. “I can get
the camp fire going again, and it won't
take me ten minutes to fry a few rabbit
steaks! My hat—food!”

The thought cheered him up wonderfully,
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and he set off through the sleeping camp to
examine his snares,

But he didn’t go far.

He had scarcely passed round half-a-dozen
of the tents before he came to a halt., The
moon was up now, and he could see fairly
well. And over near the edge of the camp,
crecping with furtive secrecy, were three dim
figures!

Handforth came to a halt and caught his
breath. '

Three figures!

He remembered the adventure on Little
Side, when three mysterious men had made
still more mysterious excavations. _

And hege were three intruders now-—creep-
ing into the very camp! .

There could be no question of their un-
authorised presence. These three made no’
sound. They crept like shadows, and their
movements were taken with excessive caution.
They were creeping like cats.

Handforth forgot his hunger, he forgot his
snares, and the excitement of the hunt gripped
him. By sheer chance he had spotted the
mysterious men who had caused so much
puzzlement. What mischief were they up to
now ?

Handforth watched breathiessly.

He crept round a tent, keeping his quarry
in sight. Then, to his surprise, he beheld
another figure in the gloom. The four met,
and talked together in the faintest whispers.

Then they all vanished into one of the
tents!

CHAPTER 13.
CAPTURING THE VILLAINS!

* ANDFORTH took a deep
breath.

“That parchment!”’ he
muttered excitedly. “That’s
. 1t! They’ve come here to
search for that giddy parchment! Goodness
knows what they’ll do! They've gone into
that tent, and they’ll probably bind our chaps
up, and gag them, too!”

For a moment, Handforth thought about
dashing to the attack.

But he hesitated. There were four of them.
He was a valiant fighter, but he had enough
eense to realise that he could never conquer
these four men singlehanded.

“Angrhow, the credit will be mine,”’” he told
himselt grimly. “After we’ve collared the
rotters, I shall be able to claim the honour!”’

Heo rushed back to his own tent—after
memorising the exact position of the tent
where the figures had vanished. In fact, he
had noted that that particular tent had a flag
«at the top of it, and the flag was heeling
over, Many of the other tents had flags,
but they were straight.

“Get up!” hissed Handforth.
He grabbed his chums, and shook them.

“What the—— Hil Chuck it, you ass!”
gasped Church sleepily. “Are you dotty,
Handy? What the dickens—? s

|
|

“Get up!”’ said Handforth tensely. “We're
on the track!”

“On the track of what?”’ demanded
McClure. “You rotter] Have you woke us
up eo that we can go and look at your silly
snares ?”’

““Blow the snares!”” said Handforth fiercely.
“I've just seen those three men., They're
here!”’

“Here ?”’

“Yes, here in the camp!”’

‘:But_""""”

“I was on the prowi, and I spotted them!""
went on Handforth. “They vanished into
one of the tents, and they're probably attack-
ing some of our chaps!”’

“My ounly hat!”

“Skip some things on as quickly as you
can, and I'li fetch Nipper and Pitt and Full-
wood, and one or two others,”’ continued
Handforth. “If we’re quick, we can catch
the rotters red-handed, and if Sir Lucian’s
one of them we can expose him as a crook!”’

Ie went coff, excited and eager. Church
and McClure, although they didn’t believe a
word of their leader’s story, turned out.

“I suppor we’d better humour him,”’
growled Church. “I expect he’s beer dream-
ing, but we shan’t get any rest until we've .
Bee;:]l out. Might as well get it over and done
with.”’

In the meantime, Handforth was talking
excitedly to Nipper & Co. They seemed to
}l:;e as scepticai as Church and McClure had

een.

“But why should these men come right into
the camp?”’ argued Nipper. “You've prob-
ably got hold of the wrong end of the stick,
Handy. You must have seen three of our
chaps—-"’

“They weren’t our chape!’ insisted Hand-
forth.

“How do you know ?”’ :

“Because I’'m not a juggins!”’ snapped
Edward Oswald. “ Do you think I couldn’t tell
the difference? These three were wearing
dark clothes, and they crept up like burglars.

If they were our chaps, they would have
walked ordinarily.”
“Begad! There’s somethin’ in it,”’ said

Sir Montie. “I believe Handy’s right, dear
ol'l]d boys. It’s distinctly up to us to look into
this.”’

“Yes, rather!” agreed Watson.

Nipper made no objection, and they were
soon ouf.

By this time, Church and McClure had
arrived, and Fuliwood and Reggie Pitt and
Jack Grey had been aroused. The search
partv was a considerable one.

“Now, where’s this tent?’’ asked Nipper
briskly. “Are you sure you can find it again,
Handy? They all look alike, you know.’

“I can find it—you can trust me to be
thorough,”” growled Handforth. “The tent
they crept into has got a drunken flag at the
top. But by this time the beggars may be
gone. You’ve been so jolly slow!”

They set off in silence, Nipper and Hand-
forth leading the way. His story was cer-
tainly significant, particuiarly in the light of
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what had happened on other occasionz. Tt
would be foolish to ignore the whole thing.

And it seemed that the leader of Study D
had struck a winner for once.

That particular tent was illuminated!

“There’s a shiclded light inside,”” murmured
Nipper, as they paused to take a good look.
“Can’t you see? It’s a candle, T believe, with
some sort of hood to it, so that the light
won’t show.”

“They’re digging in there!’ murmured
Handforth.
“Rats! They wouldn’t come into the camp

to dig,”’ protested Church.

“Then they must have met Lady Honoria
in secret, and they’re planning something
fishy,”” said Handforth, not to be denied. “ We
shall catch Sir Lucian absolutely red-handed,
and then we’ll find out what his game is.
Why not make a big attack now?”’

“You'ra sure that’s the tent?”’ asked Pitt |

dubiously. ;

“Certain.”

“You saw those three men creep in?”’

(11 &Teﬁlaﬁ

“Shall we chance it, Nipper?’’ asked Pitt.

“I rather think we’d better,”” replied
Nipper, with a curiously grim note in his
voice. “Yes, we’ll make a combined attack.”

Handforth looked at him sharply.

“That’s a pretty firm tone of yours!”’.he
murmured. “Deo vou think we shall .really
find something shady ?”’

“Yes, I do,”” replied Nipper. “I don’t mind
confessing I was sceptical at first, Handy—-
but I'm convinced now.” _

The others hesitated no longer. If Nipper
was convinced, it was good enough for them.
And without any further waste of time they
ran for the tent.

Nipper flung the flap open, and Handforth
& C{f}- tore back the canvas sides of the tent
itself, ,

“Thought so!’’ said Nipper angrily. “Yes,

by Jove, there’s something shady here,
Handy !’ ;
“Hold them!”’ rasped Handforth. “We'd

better fetch the police— Eh? What the &
He broke off in blank amazement.

Instead of staring into a meeting of villains,
he found himself looking at Bernard Forrest
—at Guiliver—at Bell—and at the Hon.
Aubrey de Vere Wellbourne, of the River
House School—to say nothing of the Hon.
Bertram Carstairs and the Hon. Cyril Coates!

- It was a shock for the amateur sleuth—but
it was no shock for Nipper.

For Nipper had remembered noticing that
Forrest & Co. had deliberately monkeyed with
the flag on the top of their tent. Nipper had
thought it curious at the time, but now he
knew the reason. The little flagpole had been
tampered with so that the late visitors should
have something to guide them. i

“What—what the—— Forrest!”® ejaculated
Handforth. “Wellbourne! Well, I'm jig-
gered !’

. “Ha, ha, ha!”’

Fullwood and some of the others chuckled
loudly. -

First Bell, Forrest and Guiliver were thrown
the furn of the three River House cads, ‘¢
’em ! And in they went ! They wq

“I’ll admit they’re villaing, Handy, but
hardly the type you expected to find,”” grinned
Reggie Pitt.

“Handy has done good work,”” said Nipper,
“But I think we’ll do gome better!”

CHAPITER 13.
THE MYSTERIOUS PARCIIMENT]

I“RNARD FORREST was
. just recovering his com-
e nosure.

“What’s the idea of this

iate call?”’ he asked, con=

troiiing himseir with difficulty, and speaking

in a calm, sneering voice. “It’s a pity if we
can’t have a little privacy in our own tent.”

“T’ll trouble you to come out, Forrest,”

said Nipper. “Yes, and the rest of you, too.’?

“Go and hang yourself!”’ sneered Well-

bourne. “I’'m not taking orders from any
St. Frank’s cad.”
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river by the indignant juniors. Then came
> sang out Handy. ¢ Good egg! In with
ing and card-playing again that night !

“ Me, neither,” said Carstairs,

“Go to the deuce!’ added Coates. *“We
just came herc to sce our pals in their new
quarters.”

“*An’ I suppose Handforth was nosin’
about, an’ mistook us for somebody else?”
asked Forrest curtly. ““Well, he’s made &
mista,lie. The sooner you clear off, the
better.”

But Nipper was not to be denied.

““Are you coming out willingly, or shall
we pull you out?” he asked. “We don't
want to disturb the camp, but we’'re quite
preparcd to do it if there’s any nonsense !”’

IHandforth was sml'ﬁng the air just inside
the tent,

“By George! The place recks of cigarette
‘snlolcc 1”” he said fiercely. ““This is an Open
Air Camp, and these rotters come here and
poliute it with their rotten cigaretites!”

“That’s not the worst,” growled Nipper.
“l.ook here!”

He flashed on an electric torch, and the
cads were done. They had extinguished

"

-

the candle at the first hint of a]arm and
they ha,d been hoping that the mvestlga-

tors ” would go away after a brief inspec-
tion. But there was no chance of that
Nnow.

Nipper’s light revealed the evidence.

Playing- cards were strewn gll over the
floor of the tent. There was money there,
too—currency notes and silver. A box of
cigarettes came within that beam.

It was only too clear that the six young
rascals had been squatting in a circle, play-
ing banker, or some such game. As a matter
of fact, the half-dozen young idiots had been
mdnlgmg in the doubtful pleasures of pon-
toon.

“Great Scott!”’

“Cards and money !”

“Begad! This is a bit rotten!” protested
Tregellis-West.  “These three rotters only
joined the eamp so that they could meet their
frightful frlends and play cards.”

“Of course,” agreed Nipper. “They
thought they’d be safe here. No fear of a
prefect or a master buiting in. I thought
they wcrent very sincere about honouring
the laws.’

“Why can’t you mind your own bustness "’
snarled Forrest, in alarm. “It’'s a pity if
we can’t entertam some guests without bein’
interrupted an’ mterfered with. Get back
to your own tents, an’ leave us alone!”

““Yes, confound you!” said Wellbourne.
“We're here at the 1nvitation of our friends,
&n ____.__TI

““And you're gomg at an order from us!”
interrupted Nipper. “Let me see. The
River House School is beyond the river, isn’t
it? We won’t make you trouble to go round
to the bridge, or take a boat. A little swim
will" do you good.”

“Hear, hear!”

“That’'s a good idea, Nlpper I

“Let’s chuck them into the river!” \

“Don’t you dare to touch us!” roared
Coates, in alarm. “We told you what it
would be, Farrest, you idiot! We told you
it wasn’t safe!”

“1 say, lots of the other chaps are coming
up!” said Church, from the rear. * Single-
ton. Goodwin Russell and Duncan. W’e re
rousing the whole giddy eamp!”

“All  the better!” roared Handforth.
“There’ll be no chance of these rotters escap-
ing! Buck up, Remove! Come on, the
Fourth! Pile in!”

Wellbourne and - his two chums had no
chance whatever. Neither had Forrest &
Co. They were all seized and held. Their
struggles were in vain, and their threats
were worse than useless.

Nipper had guessed their game.

Forrest and his chums had joined the
camp to indulge their caddish fancies, and
the River House trio were well known as
rank outsiders. They had thought it a very
brainy scheme,- no doubt, to organisc this
little plot.

The cads of Study A had joined the camp,
and had arranged with their shady pals to
arrive after everyone was asleep. And then
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for a quiet, enjoyable hour or two at smoking
and card-playing,

A very pretty arrangement, but it hadn’t
worked.

“Hadn’t we better chuck Forrest in the
river, too?” asked Reggis Pitt.

“Yes, it's a good idea,” said Nipper, nod-
ding. “We'll lend them some towels after-
wards, and they’ve got plenty of blankets in
their tent, so thecy can’t accuse us of being

heartless!”

“Their tent?” repeated Handforth.
“What do you mean? They haven’t got a
tent! They're not members of this camp
any longer! I vote we chuck them out, and
keep them out!”

““ Hear, hear!”

“Expel them from the Open Air Society!”

“Good gad! Absolutely!” said Archie
Glenthorne stoutly. “1I mean to say, things
are somewhat ripe when a cove is aroused
in the middle of the good old night, and
dished out of his dose of dreamless|”

Nipper shook his head.

“There’s no question about these bounders
being expelled from the society,” he said.
“They've broken the rules on their very
first night, but we can’t very well hurl
them out now. We'll wait until the morn-
ing.”’

“Why can’t we hurl them out now?” de-
manded Handforth, —

“Because the school’s locked up, and they
can’t get in,” said Nipper. “We'll givo
them a bath, and let them ponder over their
sins after they come out.”

“You rotters1” gasped Forrest as a move
was made. “Lemme go! If you dare to
chuck me in the river—"

“This way!” said Nipper briskly.

“I.ook here, confound you—"

““No charge for a bathe, Forrest!”

“1 tell you I won't—"

Forrest’s protests were drowned in more
senses than one. They had reached the river
bank, and willing hands heaved the young
rascal into the shallows, where water-lilies
were growing side by side with rushes,

Splash!

Forrest went in, fully dressed as he was,
and he vanished under the surface with a
tremendous commotion,

““Ha. ha, ha!” :

Gulliver and Bell followed, and then it
was the turn of Wellbourne, Carstairs and
Coates. The River House fellows begged,
almost on their knees, to be spared.

“Don’t be so mean, you fellows,” protested
Wellbourne frantically.. *We've got to get
home, remember, an’ then we’'ve got to steal

indoors. If we're all soakin’ wet, we might
loave traces—"
“We can’t help your troubles!” inter--

rupted Handforth curtly. ‘We’re going to

- pNSWERs
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show you that it’s a dangerous business to
comegicar this camp with your smoking and
your card-playing.”

“Yes, but I say! Look here—"

““Ready, you fellows?” sang out Hand-
forth. “Good egg! In with him!”

Splash! Splash! Splashl

The River House trio, thoroughly fright-
encd, were hurled into the river with much
force, But they didn’t attempt to swim
across to the opposite bank. They waded
out lower down stream, and'ran like mad
down the towing-path. Forrest & Co. had
already crawled back to their own tent.

“Well, I think that’s settled them,” said
Nipper contentedly. *‘ They won't play any
more tricks of that sort. We'd better get
back to our beds now, you fellows!”

‘“Begad, rather!” agreed Sir Montie,
“We’re losin’ a frightful amount of beauty
sleep.” .

“1l don’t think Handy’s ever had any!”
grinned Pitt.

“This isn’'t a time to make feeble jokes!”
said Handforth tartly. “Anyhow, I bowled
those rotters out, didn’t I? If it hadn’é
been for me, you wouldn’t have known -any-
thing about it!”

“Quite right, Handy: this is your triumph
entirely,” said Nipper. “By the way, how
did you spot Wellbourne & Co. in the first

place? What were you doing out of your
tent?”
“I—I Well, T was just having a look

12

round the camp,” said Handforth carelessly.

‘““Rats!” said Church. “I’ll bet you were
off to have a look at your giddy rabbit
traps!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don’t wonder at
Church.
and——'

““And I’m not going to eat anything untii
I’ve caught it by my own efforts,” said
Handforth doggedly. “ You can cackle all
you like, but I'm determined! And when
I'm determined, I'm—I'm——"

“Pig-headed ?”’ suggested Pitt politely.
“TIt’s the same thing with you!”

Handforth snorted, and went back to his
tent, and all the others followed his ex-
ample. The traitors had been dealt with,
and there was now no reason for remaining
awake.

Nipper and his two chums returned to their
own tent, chuckling over Handforth’s original
theory. |
_“Just like the old ass to jump to conclu-
sions,” smiled Nipper. “Those mysterious
men aren’t likely to come into this camp.
It's a bit too lively for them—even when
we're asleep!”

“How about that queer parchment you
found 7’ asked Watson.

“It’s in the tent—packed away in my
dressing-case,” replied Nipper. “To-mor-
row, I'll pay a visit to the school library, and
see if I can’t get a clue to those hierogly-
phics. You never know, we ought to be able
to decipher the thing ourselves.”

- it, either,” went or
“He’s had nothing to eat all day,

}
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_ “Begad!” murmured Sir Montie, “Who's| Steady! Not so much of itt Well, I'm
in our tent, dear old boys?” ; blessed! Yook at this, you fellows! Good

" What ! shispered Nipper sharply.

They had approached quietly, and were
nearly up to their tent. A shadow appeared
for a moment, outlined against the canvas.
Then, before ecither of them could make any
further comment, a wild howl of anguish
arose on the air, accompanied by a furious
barking, |

CHAPTER 15.
ON THE TRAIL,

Y [PPER leapt [orward.
. “Boz!” he shouted.
“QGreat Scott! There was
something 1n what you
said, after all, Tommy.
They’ve been after it, as

That parchment!
gurc as a gun!”

Just as they reached the lent, a figure
burst out. .

Crash!

A fist struck the wunfortunate Tregellis-
West on the nose, and he reeled back, half-
dazed, and crashed violently into Nipper.
The back of Montie's head caught Nipper
in the mouth.

They both rolled aver, and Tommy Wat-
son had a flecting glance of a man rushing
away into the darkness. Boz was prancing
round wildly.

“Go after him!” roared Watson.
dog! After him, Boz!” '
But the faithful spaniel, madly excited, was
still tearing round in circles. By this time,
Nipper was on, his feet.

“Which way did he go?” he gasped. *

“I don’t know—towards the meadows, I be-
heve,” said Watson, “I only caught a
glimpse of him as he bolted. My hat! That
was a bit sudden wasn’t it?”

“Too sudden for my liking,” growled
Nipper, as he felt his lower jaw, “By
Jove, Montie, your head’s hard at the back!”

Sir Montie sat up dazedly.

“Begad, I'm frightfully hurt, Nipper,
bey!” he mumbled. “That rotter tried to
push my nos: through the back of my face!
Awfully sorry, but——"

‘“ITe’s escaped ~ anvhow!” interrupted
Watson. “And we didn’t even see who he
was. Sir Lucian Dexter, I'll bet.”

“I don’t think so,” said Nipper. “He
was too big. Come on, Montic—get up!
We’'ll see if the fellow has been after that
parchment. It won’t take us long to prove
it.” .

“I say, look at Boz!” broke in Watson.
“What’s the matter with him?”

The littie spanicl was still prancing round,
and he seemed to be more excited than ever.
He was leaping up to Nipper, and the latter
suddenly noticed one peculiar fact. Boz
was not barking as usual. But he kept up a
continuous whine of eagerness.

“He’s got something in his mouth !’ said
Nipper. “All right, old man—all right!

“Good

for our tent.

old Bozlins!”

Nipper was on his knees, and Boz became
docile at last.  Tirmly held in his mouth
was something stiff. The parchment! There
1t was, gripped tenaciously between the
spaniel’s teeth. _

“My old aunt!” said Tommy Watson.

Boz relaxed his grip at Nipper’s order, and
a swift examination showed that the parch-
ment was not even torn,

“Good dog!” said Nipper heartily, “By
Jove, you've done well ”

“But—but how the dickens—=z”

“Why, it’s casy enough to see what hap-
pened,” interrupted Nipper. “Boz came out
with the rest of us—he was at the river bank
when we threw those rotters into the water.
And he came with us when we started off
But he must have gone on in
advance, anil he found somecone ransacking
our things.” .

“Yes, that’'s about it,” agreed Watson.

“And Boz, being ‘a person of resource,
went straight into action, and took a chunk
out of the intruder—as per yell we heard,”
continued Nipper. “Then he must have .
spotted the rotter with the parchment, so ke
pinched it from him. {iond old burglar-
catcher ! -

Boz was jumping nound joyfully.

“I say, dear old fellows, this is getting
somewhat thick, isn’t it?” asked Tregellis-
West, as he gently dabbed his nose. “These
bounders are actually coming into our quar-
ters now.”

“That man only came because we left the
tent deserted,” replied Nivper keenly. “He
saw his chance and took it. DBut it proves
beyond question that the parchment is valu-
able, The question arises—what does it
stand for? What secret does this parch-
ment hold? And who are the men who
want 1t 7" |

“Sir Lucian Dexter, for one,” replied Wat-
son,

“It seems like it, but we can’t be sure,”
said Nipper thoughtfully. “Rather a pity
we didn’t follow that chap up, and seec where
he went to. Let’s go into the tent, and hava
a look round.” .

They passed inside.

A single glance revealed the disorder.
The unknown marauder had worked quickly,
and he had strewn everything about in great
confusion. But Nipper found his attention
attracted by Bez,

The spaniel was sniffing eagerly at a spot
on the floor. Then he went to another spot,
and finally Jooked up at Nipper, his eyss
aflamo with cagerness and excitement. There
was something so eloguent in that look that
the little dog almost spoke. |

“By jingo—blood!” said Nipper, concen-
trating his light on those ominous spots.
“Good old Boz! I was right about that bite,
then? You must have piven the fellow a
lovely taste of your eye-teeth!”
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Boz wagged his tail, as though to assure
Nipper that this was a mere portion of the
truth.

“Hallo !

denly,
. He picked up something from the floor
near the exit, and they could all see that it
was a cloth cap. It had been worn a good
deal, but was by no means shabby. Without
question, it had been brushed from the in-
truder’'s head as he had dashed out of the
tent.

- Nipper looked at the cap, and then ke
looked at Boz.

| “This is where ws do the bloodhound
stunt,” he said calmly.

Look at this!” said Watson sud-

—————

CHAPTER 16.

THE MYBTERY OF THE
VAULT.

§ OMMY WATSON
excited.

“You—you mean we'll
truck the man down?” he
asked eagerly.

"“Yes,” said Nipper. “Why not? It ought
to be easy. There are these spots of blood
to start with, and there's this cap. Boz
ought to be able to follow tl:e trail w1th
ease. It's absolutely fresh. too.’

~ “But he isn’'t a bloodhound !”
+ “Don’t you believe 1t!? replied Nipper.
“0Old Boz doesn’t look the part, but that’s

looked

an adv antage, when you cowne to think of it.
He isn’t conspicuous.”

Sir Montie nodded.

“Yes, and Boz is capable of trailin’ down
the thief, tood,” he saild. *“He's done it

iﬁeforc-, Tommy, boy. Don’t you remem-
er??’

“My goodness,” said Watson. * Let’s put
him on the trail!”

“That's what I'm going to do,” replied

Nipper grimly.
Handforth looked into the tent.

“Before you fellows go to sleep, I'd like
to suggost something,” he said.  “I think
we ought to investigate—— Hallo! What's
up here?” he added as he noted Watson’s
excited expression.  “What's happened?
You chaps been having a fight?”

“You neednt look at my nosc in that
suspicious way,” protested Montie. * Some
frightful intruder gave me this!” -

Nipper quickly crplmned—m order to savo
time,

“So there you have it in a nutshell,
Handy,” he concluded, “We're just off on
the trail, and I think old Boz'll pick it up.
Of course you would butt in!”

Handforth was agog with excitement.

“1 like that!” he snorted. “If it hadn’t
been for me—-"

“Yes, yes, I know all about it!” inter-
rupted Nipper hastily. ‘“Come on, then.
We don't want to waste any more time.
How many fellows are there out there?”

*“Only Church and McClure.”’

“Well, that’s a good thing,”’ said Nipper.

Splendld Volumes of Sport, School Llfe andDetectwe Adventu' '

- NOW ON SALE!

PRICE q D

TN

_. \\ \“\
i ;\
'\

THE
BOYS' FRIEND--

NS e -
93; %scuoo:.m HARD CASES & Ecizin ,
o4 fIIteFORESTo:HIBDEN TRA’LS by BRake

RUPERT

LIBRARY

O5 The TREASURE ~BLALK MOON ISLAND Aamick

(New Series) (6. The SPORTING smpmrss@ 'f,ef.:::gs
e O3, The BURCLAR: WHITE BIRCHES
SEXTON BLAKE (94 P#e MYSTERYo-14:MANSION FIRE
LIBRARY (95 THE THREE MASKED MEN
CNew Servas) QﬁﬂheCASEorrHEHOLD'UP KINC
scrotiE . (5l HARRY WHARTON'S DOWNFALL %2505

OWN LIBRARY (52. UNDER ROCER'S RULE % 2528 €




THE NELSON

-

LEE LIBRARY 27

“We don’t want half the camp with us. First
of all, we’ll get a leash for Charleg Dickens.”’

“Whe 7’ ejaculated Handforth, staring.

“You shouldn’t say  Who,” you should say
{ Whom ’!!?

“You silly ass—-"’

“We’ve got to keep you up to your
grammar, old man,”’ said Nipper, grinning
*““Where’s Boz’s leash ?”’

“But you have said something about Charles
Dickens !’

“Any fathead knows that Boz is mereiy
another name for Charles Dickens,”” said
Nipper patiently. “It’s a bit of an insult to
the immortal Charlie, but T regret to say that
Boz answers to the name of Charles Dickens
with alaerity.”’

Handforth grunted, and pulled a length of
cord out of his pocket. :

“Never mind about his lead—and never
mind about Charles Dickens, either,” he said.
“This piece of cord will do. Come on, Boz!
Hold still, you voung ass! l.et me tie this
cord to your collar.”

“By the way, who's conducting this track-
ing business 7’ asked Nipper politely. “Don’t
think I’'m inquisitive, Handy, but it’s just as
well to know where we are. Who's in charge
here 7"’ ' |

“T am!”’ said Handforth promptly.

“Qh, are you?”’

“Well, vou asked, and I’'ve told you,’’ con-
tinued Handforth. “I wae the first chap to
start this business to-night, and you can’t
deny it. If it hadn’t been for me—"’

“My goodness!”’ groaned Watson. “There
he goes again!”’ '

“If it hadn’t been for me——"’

“All right!?’ gasped Nipper. “You’re the
sleuth, Handy—you can put Boz on the trail!
Don’t let’s arcue about it, or there won’t be
any trail left!”’

Handforth was triumphant.

But Nipper winked to the others. They
would let Handforth hold the leash, but none
of them would be far behind. And if Handy
liked to think that he was the leader, it was
just as wel! to humonr him. It didn’t harm
anybody.

This sort of thing suited Edward Oswald
down to the ground. His hunger was forgot-
ten, his rabbit snarese were a matter of no
importance whatever. Mere he was, on the
traii of something big. Bloodstains—the cap
of a mysterions stranger who had attempted
to steai; the parchment! Handforth’s veins
were throbbing.

It was his one dream to be a detective, and
he never seemed to realise that he was about
the last fellow in the world to make a success
of eriminal investigation. His clumsiness was
g l:i -word, and he was as 1mpulsive as a voung

ull.

“Come on, Boz—on the traii, iny iad!”’ he
gaid tensely. *“Pick it up, old chap!”’

He fairly hauled the unfortunate spaniel out
of the tent. and tried to urge him onwards.

It was just as well for the success of the
investigation that Nipper was there.

“It might be a good idea to let Boz have”
a-sniff at this cap, Handy,”” he suggested.

“Don’t think I'm trying to teach you any-
thing, but it’s generally done, you know, even
with bloodhounds.”

Handforth turned red.

“I’d forgotten about that!”> he admitted
grufily.

It was Nipper who placed the cap in front
of Boz’s nose, and urged him to sniff. Boz
did so with such eagerness that it was obvious
ﬁfa keenly understood what was expected of

HIIL.

The next moment he was sniffing round with
such eagerness that the hair all along his back
was bristling. He gave vent to a series of
excited whines, and he pulled so hard at the
cord that he half-choked himself before Hand-
forth understood.

“Go ahead, Handy!’ urged Nipper. “He’s
goiglit! Good old Charles Dickens is on the
traif 1’ ;

And theire was no doubt about it.

Boz was pulling hard at the leash all the
time, and Handforth tried to imagine that
he looked like a great detective as he followed .
behind, allowing the clever little dog to have
hie head. Handforth adopted a crouching
attitude, with his head thrust forward.

“We’ve pgot the scent,”” he said intently.
“Good old Boz! . Look! He’s going ahead
without a falter!’’- -

Nobody said so, but they were all thinking -
of Sir Lucian Dexter, Was it possible that-
he was inixed up in this shady business? For .
there seemed no doubt now regarding its
shadiness. Honest people do not ransack the
tents of others.

But Nipper, at least, was convinced that the
man wae not Sir Lueian. He had been too
big—too powerful.

But it was significant that Boz was leading
the way to St. Frank’s! And Sir Lucian
Dexter " was staying at St. Frank’s, as Dr.
Stafford’s guest!

“I thought so!”’> murmured Handforth, as
they approached the gate which led into the
Triangle. “I’ll bet Sir Lucian is—— Hallo!
Chuck it, Boz! That’s not the way! Hil
Stop it, you young fathead!”

Just before the gate was reached, Boz had
veered off alongside thie stone wall. And
Handforth was trying to pull him up!

“Let him have his head!”’ urged Nipper.

“But Sir Luncian gives at St. Frank’s,”” said

Handforth. “0Old Boz has got off the trail,
for some reason "
“Oh, my goodness!” groaned Nipper.

“You’re a fine detective, aren’t you? You
make up your mind over a theory so solidly
that you woen’t admit you’re wrong, even
when it bites you! You idiot, Handy! It’s
your theorv that’s at sea—Boz is still on the
rignt scent!”’

The ftrail

Handforth only just saw it.
didn’t lead into the Triangle at all, but
skirted near by in the adjoining naddock.
The traii was as strong as ever, for Boz never
once hesitated.

“The old ::ins!”’ breathed Church,
length.

“I thought that was where he was making

at

for,”” said Nipper, nodding. “We’d better
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go carefully now,
these men are a
spring cn us.”

The ruins of the old monastery ioomed up,
and the juniors hesitated a moment when
they found that Boz was whining at the top
of the ancient stone stairway which led far
down into the vaults. .

The trail led straight down those sihister
old etairs!

“Shali—shall we go down?’ asked Watson
tentatively.

“0Of course!”’ said Handforth. “And be
ready for a scrap, my sons! We're bound to
meet the enemy down here, and it'll be a
hard fight.”

The other juniors were looking at Nipper
for guidance. »

“Yes, we’ll see it through,” said the
Remove skipper. “We've trailed the man all
this wav, 50 we won't give up.”

And they went down into the old vault.

Tuhey were all on edge. They hardly knew
what to expect, but at any moment something
dramatic might happen. For an absolute cer-
tainly. the man had passed down these
crumbling old stairs not half-an-hour ago.

There was only Nipper’s eleciric torch to
light the way, and none-of the juniors had a
weaponn, -

As they rcached the last of the stairs, they
beheld the black vault yawning in front of
them. No sound came up. There was no
indication of human presence.

What was the mystery of this old place?

gou chaps. No talking. If
out anywhere, they may

CHAPTER 17.
THE RIVAL CAMP,

ITH their hearts beating
rapidly, the six Removites
rushed into the vault.

They took this actiorn
almost automatically, and
by mutuai consent—without any pre-arrahge-
ment. If there was any danger here, they
wanted to meet it quigkly.

Nipper whirled his iight round.

Dark shadows danced and wavered.
cault secemed wtterly empty of human
presence, save for themselves. It was cold
down here—with a coldness which was chil-
ling,

“There’s nobody here!” said Handforth, his
voice harsh with excitement, and the harsher
by reason of the echoes which came from the
stone walls and demed arches.

“My hat! I thought we were going to be
in the middie ol a scrap by this time,”” said
Tommy Watson breathlessly. *‘Where’s your
Eg!ir. Nipper? What about this corner over

ere?”’ "

The

Nipper prought kis light down, while Hand:

forth urged Boz on. But the little spaniel
was at a loss now. He could do nothing but
go round in circles, and it scemed that the
traii was at an end. But if the man had
come down here, where waa he?

There was a tunnel which led right under-
ground to the disused quarries on Bannington
Moor, but a section of this was blocked, and
Boz made no attempt to go near the entrance
—proving that the stranger had not gone that
way. In all probability he had escaped by
means of a secret passage of some kind. These
old ruins were honeycombed with such ancient
tunnels,

“This looks interesting,’”” said - Nipper.
“Very interesting! FHere we have the tool-
liouze of the excavators!”

In the far corner of the vault some sur-
prising discoveries were made. Leaning
against the wall were picks and shovels and
spades. There were two or three lanterns
and some coils of rope.

One of the stone walls was half demolished.
The great blocks of stone had been foreced
completelv out. showing tho solid earth
behind. In another place the floor itself had
been tampered with.

Nipper seratched his head,

“Well, 've been mixed up in a few
mysteries in my time, but this affair beats
me,” he confessed frankly. “Its so—so
rummy! There scems to be no rhyme or
reason in. all this.”

“That's just what I’m thinking,” growled
Handforth., “First they dig up Litlle Side,
then they make excavations in"the wood, and
they seem_to have been making a mess of the
old vault, too! And where does that parch-
ment come in? And who was that man we
saw? And what about Sir Lucian Dexter?”

Nipper grinned. ;

“We can’t find evervthing out at once,
Handy,” he replied. * Let’s be satisfied for
one night. We've found the headquarters of
the gang, but we don’t know how many there
arc 1n the gang, or who they are.”

“We don’t know what their game 13,
cither,” said Church, looking round into the
darkness. “I think we'd better get back to
the camp, you chaps.”

“What rot!” said Handforth. “We've done
nothing !

But the olhers felt they had done quite
sufficient; 1 spite of ¥andforth’s protests,
they left the vault, and went up the broken

old circular staircasc and out Into the moon-
light.

St. I'rank’s was asleep, and the whole
countryside was still and peaceful. The

juniors had met nobody, and it seemed in-
congruous that there could be any danger
amid all this summer peacefulness,

They returned to camp, and even Hand-
forth was soon asleep. Perhaps there was an
excellent reason for this, He had, as a matter
of fact, decided to abandon his stubborn
- policy. On the way back he had discovered

{ that his snares were untouched, and so the

prospect of any breakfast seemed remote.

When he and his chums awoke it was late—
getting on for nine o’clock. They had badly
over-slept themselves, and the first thing they
saw when they turned out was a consider-
able little camp of tents on the other side of
| the river, just above Willard’s Island. Figures
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‘“ Who’s in our tent, dear boys ? ’*

Nipper and Watson turned sharply,

then gasped. Onutlinedagainst the canvas was the shadow of 8 man being attacked by a dog ; there came a

wild howl of anguish. accompanied by a furious barking,

were moving about, and some of them were
gelting into a boat.

“They’re girls!” said Church blankly.

“Irene & Co.!” ejaculated Handforth, in
astonishment. “By George! 'They can’t be
in camp already!”

But Irene & Co. were.

It had been quick work., At seven o'clock a
full dozen of the Moor View girls had pre-
sented themselves to Lady Hanoria, who, as
usual, was up and ahout at an uncarthly
carly hour.

And Irene & Co. werc busy in their own
camp well before nine o’clock. Two or three
of the girls came over the river, and Hand-
forth went to meet them, with many of the

other jnniors.
“Well, we're here, you s§¢,” smiled Irene.
“How the dickens did you manage it?”

asked Handforth.

“Well, 1t’s only two days io breaking up,
and Miss Bond has released us,” said Irene.
“But I think Lady Honoria is mainly re-
sponsible. She had an awful long talk with
old Bondle last night.”

“So we're camping on the other side of

1y

the river,” said Doris. ““ What’s more, we've
made up our minds to beat you fellows at
your own game, We’ll show you just how a
eamp should be run.’

“We're going to have some jolly times,”
said Tessa ILove, her eyes sparkling. =T
believe Trence’s consin, Dora, is coming down

Who was the midnight intruder ?

for the Whitsun holidays, too. We'll have
lots of fun!”

“Better than going home!” said Hand-
forth enthusiastically. ““But, I say, you girls

look ripping! Where did you get those
clothes from? Neatest things I've seen for
months !’

“Qur Arcadian costumes!”’ chuckled Doris.

“All supplied with the camp. 1 must say
that Lady Honoria does the thing properly.”

The girls were looking very charming
indeed.

Although they wore almost the identical
costume -that Lady Ilonoria herself affected,
the difference was astonishing, It was a ques-
tion of age and figure, to say noihing of
features.

Whereas Lady Honoria was quite ridicu-
lous in such idyllic dress, the Moor View
girls were very fittingly attired. Tt certainly
seemed that the Immediate future would be
jolly for all concerned.

CHATPTER 18.
NIPPER SETS A TRAP.

HHE St. Frank’s camp was
very cheery that morning.
A number of the juniors
had decided to go home for
the holidays, mainly be-
cause thrn people had written refusmg them
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permission to let them stay in camp. But
all the more prominent fellows were due to
stay. And the Whitsun holidays were likely
to be full of ineident,

Naturally enough, Edward Oswald Hand-
forth partook of breakfast like a hungry
wolf. The way he consumed rasher after
rasher of bacon and egg after egg was a
spectacle, _

Church and McClure, being wise and dis-
crect youths, made no meohtion of their
leader’s oft-repeated vows. Rabbits were for-
gotten. Fishing was a taboo subject. Hand-
forth had come to his senses, and Church
and McClure were too decent to rub it in.
They were only too glad the old chump had
knuckled under. _

“Well, that’s that!” said Handforth at last
as he sat back and stretched himself. “By
George, I feel a new chap now! I'm ready to
go ashead with the investigation.”
~ “What investigation?” asked Church.
“Oh, you mean that rummy business about
the old parchment and the vault?”

“What else?” said Edward Oswald. “I'm
rather keen on this deteétive stuff; it suits me
down to the ground. And I've decided to
gutrsue my inguiries, and obtain some more
a Ia-!'! -

Church grinned. _ '

“Well, here’s Nipper,” he said.
better hear what he’s got to say.”

Nipper came up briskly.

“About that affair last night, yvou fellows,”
he said. " You haven’t said anything to any-
body else, I hope?” =

“Not a word,” repliéd Handforth.
do you take us for?”

“Well, we can't be too careful,” replied
Nipper. “I want you to forget all about that
mystery for the moment. Don’t do any
prowling abolit, Handy, or think that you
can get on the track, want you to give i1t
a rest.”

“You gsaid Church
promptly.

“Same here,” agreed McClure.

“To which I say—rats!” put in Handforth.
“Of all the nerve! ou silly ass, Nipper!
I'm just planning to make a complete inquiry.
I'm going to start down in that vault by
looking for footprints. And if I find some
that look like Sir Lucian’s, I shall prove—"

“Seriously, old man, this affair is too
tricky for us to make any slips,” said Nipper
earnestly. “8ir Lucian 13 the Headmaster’s
guest—and the husband of Lady Honoria. If
we'ro on the wrong tack, and we make a

loomer, we're hable to get the sack. So
before we go any further, I mean to test Sir
Lucian himself. And everything e¢lse has
got to hang fire in the meantime.”

“What do you mean—test Sir Lucian?”
asked Handforth, staring.

“I’'m going to sct a trap for him.”

“A trap?”

“VYes.”
~ “But he might hurt himself!” protested
Handforth. |

“You'd

“IVhat

can rely on me,”

“Poor old Handy!” sighed Nipper. *As
soon as we talk about traps he conjures up
visions of iron jaws, with spikes,”

“Look here——""

“I don’t mean a trap of that sort,” grinned
Nipper. ‘““My idea is to find out if he really
is interested in the old vault, and the tunnels.
I've got an idea in the back of my mind
that this mystery is connected with something
underground. That’s not a very brilliant
deduction, considering that these people have
been making excavations, but they may be
wanting to locate one of the old tunnels.”

“By  Georgel” breathed Handforth,
“That’s an ideal!”

“So I'm going to put Sir Lucian to the
test,” exclaimed Nipper. ‘“And please don’t
butt in, Handy. You can lecave this to me,
and I'll report “later. In the meantime, I
rely upon you to do nothing.”

And the captain of the Remove nodded,
then went off. He did not allow Handforth
any time to make objcctions. But he knew
that he could rely on Handy to respect his
wishes.

Nipper's plan was a simple one, and he was
not allowed any opportunity of putting it
into operation until nearly midday, when he
happened to meet Sir Lucian Dexter near
Big Side. )

Eady Honoria’s husband was walking along
in an abstracted way, his gaunt, bony figure
bent, and his rather sinister face set in a
puzzled frown. Nipper was alone, having been
awaiting his chance to get Sir Lucian to

‘himself. He paused, and raised his cap.
“Iovely morning, sir,” he remarked
politely.

“Eh? What is that?” said Sir Lucian with

a start. ‘“What is that? Were you address-
ing me, young man?”’ ) _
“] said it’s a lovely morning, sir.”

“Ts it ?"” snapped Sir Lucian. ‘“Yes, so it
seems!” he added, glancing at the sky as
though- he hadn’t seen it before. ‘1 am
sorry to disappoint you, but I have no in-
terest in the conditions of the weather.”

“That’s all right, sir—we all have our likes
and dislikes,”” said Nipper cheerily. “I1 hope
you find plenty of interesting features in the

school? 1It’s a wonderful old place, really.”
“As --ou say—wonderful,” agreed Sir
Lucian.

He was evidently anxious to get rid of
this talkative schoolboy, and his voice was
curt and uninviting. But Nipper, who had
a purpose, was not to be easily rebuffed.

“St. Frank’s is full of quaint old relics,
sir,”” he continued. “They say that there
have been buildings here ever since the
Roman occupation of Britain.”

Sir Lucian gave a violent start.

“What ?” he shouted. ‘What?”

Nipper duly noted that sudden excitement.

“Fact, sir,” he went on coolly. “Bits of
the old Roman walls have been found within
a mile—there are some in Edgemore, even

now. And I believe that the old monastery
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was built on the site of a Roman hath. There
used to be an arena, foo——7"

“Really? Really?” exclaimed Sir Lucian,
looking at Nipper with gleaming eyes. ‘I
must confess that T am interested. I—er—
am always attracted by anything antiquated.
I have heard, indeed. that St. Frank’s is
steeped in ancient traditions. The old monas-
tery itself is a building of great antiguity
and interest—"

“That’s nothing compared to the old
tunnele, sir,” said Nipper.

“Mhe old tunnels?” asked Sir Lucian
thickly. :

“Why, yes, sir. There are plenty of them

underneath this ground,” said Nipper, as
though he noticed nothing diffcrent in his
companion’s manner. “There’s even one run-
ning under these playing-fields.”

“Hin! Really?” said Sir Lucian, controi-
ling lLimself with an effort and speaking
casually. “Aa oid tunnel under these ficl's?
Quite iuteresting! And how do you know
of this. yourg man? Just rumovur,
presume 77’
“0Oh. no,

the tinnels.

S eqid Nipper.  “I’ve been in
Why, there’s an exit behind the

pw:lmn -4 sC: t of trapdoor, with turf on the
top of it. There was a secret exit there
once, wnd I expect it’s still the same. But
the tunne!l i- all blocked and disused, I
believe.”

“Behind the paviiion?” said the other,
glancing round. “You wouldn’t know the
spot, of course? Not that it matiers. I
merely lhquo’ht One is rather apt to be
these stories, of course, but I

attracted by
place very little credence in them.”

“Well, come and have a look, sir,” said
Nipper. I think I can show you the exact
spot.”

They weoent, Sir Lucian a-quiver with ill-
concealed exciiement,

i =Y

~ CHAPTER 19.
WAITING FOR SIR LUCIAN.

“HIND the pavilion, Nipper
searched in the -rasa ahd
trod down the profusely-
growing weeds aud nettles.
During the last month the

weeds had half-chofed that secluded spot.
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“Yes, here we are,” said Nipper at length.
“There’s nothing much to see, sir, but this
is the exact place where the door is.”

ir Lucian Dexter eagerly adiusted his
glasses and peered down.

“I see nothing,” he said sharply. “I see

nothing here! I trust you are not attempting
to play a joke upon me, young man?”
- “Of course not, sir,” grinned Nipper.
“This is a fact. You can ask anybody about
it. They’ll all tell you of the tunnel exit
behind the pavilion. There’s no secret about
it at St. Frank’s—although I think the
majority of the fellows have forgotten all
about it. If you look closely, you can sce
the difference in the turf.”

Nipper, of course.. was telling the simnple
truth. There actually was an exit to the
tunnel here, although the tunnel itself was
blocked farther along, and there was no way

of nenetrating it. -
Much to Nipper’s delight, Dr. Stafford
This was a stroke

appeared at that moment.

of Iiwck that Nipper had not bargained for..

“Upon my soul. Lucian, what = earth
are you dning ?” asked the Head, as he picked
his way through the weeds. ‘Have you for-
gotten that luncheon is quite ready, and
waiting 7"

“Luncheon ?” repeated Sir Lucian, looking
up and frowning. ‘“Nonsense! Why bother
me about luncheon?” He suddenly recol-
lected himself. *‘Yes, yes, of course!” he
added hastily, “TLuncheon! How remiss of
me! I will come at once, Malcolm.”

“T was just showing Sir TLucian the place
where that «ld tunnel came out, .ir,” said
Nipper. “Weo were talking about the old
ruins, ar’ the subject sort of cropped up.”

“Very Interesting—very intrighing,” said
the Head, smiling =t his brothef-in-law. “I
understand now, of course. 1 do not wonder
that vou were attracted, Lucian.”

“This tunnel is a reality, then?” asked
Sir Lucian.

“Why, yes.” _

“Then the exit 13 really here?”

“I am sure I could not tell you,” smiled
the Head. “But if Hamilton says so, you
can take his word for it. He knows much
more about these things than I do. But let

me again remind you that luncheon——"

““Yes, ves!” interrupted Sir Lucian impa-
tiently. “I rill come at once, my dear
fellow. Thank you, my boy—thank you for
your interesting information.”

“Don’t mention it, sir,” said Nipper, rais-
ing his cap a2nd moving off.

He watched the two men go off, and he
did not leave the spot unti! he had satisfied
himseif that thev had both retired into the
Head’s house. Then he sped off across the
meadews towards the- camp. e met his
chums and Reggie Pitt long before he got
there, and Handforth & Co. came runnine
vp at the same time,.

“Wel!, T've got him on the line!” said
Nipuer, with -atisfaction. “He took the bait,
and swallowed it whole.d

And Nipper briefly explained what had
happened.

“Tt proves that Sir Lucian is connected
with the mystery,” went on Nipper. ‘“He
pretended to be only ocasually interested in
what 1 was saying, but he was as keen as
mustard.”

“But how does this prove—

“Wait a minute, Handy,” said Nipper. “I
had a stroke of luck just after I'd shown Sir
Lucian the spot. The Head must have.
spotted us going behind the pavilion, and he
came up and carted Sir Lucian off to lunch.”

“Iow do you cal! that a stroke of luck?”
asked Pitt. ,

“My dear chap. it gives us time to pre-
pare,” explained Nipper. ‘If my theory is
right, Sir Lucian will be tremendously eager
to have a look at that tunnel. If he’s only
casually interested—as I think he pretends—
he won’t come back. But if he’s connected
with this excavating business, he'll dodge
behind the pavilion at the first opportunity,
and de his best to open that secret door.”

“By jingo, that’s right,” said Watson.

“I reckon we’ve got abont an hour,” said
Nipper. “He can't rush off in a hurry, and
the Head wii easily keep him an hour over
lunchean. So I vote we have our cwn grub
at once, then go in the pavilion, and take
up our positions in the trees.”

“In the trees!” echoed Handforth.

““Yes. I've examined the spot, and if we
et up in the trees we can watch that narrow
strip behind the pavilion, and Sir Lucian
won’t know “at any eyes can see him. Tt'll
be rather interesting to watch what he does.”

“It's a go!” said Handforth excitedly.
“But why bother about grub? Why®not take
up our positions at once 7"

““Yes, it’s easy enough for you to say that!”
erowled Pitt. “You didn’t have your break-
fast until late. and you demolished enough
for a dozen! We're hungry. If we’re back in
half an hour it’ll be all right.”

Handforth was overruled, and the school-
bov investigators returned to camp.

But within the half-hour they were on
their way to the pavilion, and when they
arrived there was no sign of Sir Lucian
Dexter. Near tl: pavilion were a number
of tall, leafy trees, and after the juniors had
climbed into their positions, there was no
trace of any human presence.

Yot several pairs of eyes had a clear view
of that strip below. Anybody walking be-
hind the pavilion would never dream that
his every movement could be watched and
noted.

Would Sir Lucian come?

That was the question, If he was really
mixed up in this strange affair of the ex-
cavations, he would undoubtedly put in an
appearance sooner or later. Nipper rather
believed that it would be sooner than later.

And, sure enough, the expected hap-
pened, :

The watchers had not been waiting for
more than half an hour before a cautious

7
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firuro edged round the end of the pavilion,
and stood there. The figure produced a
handkerchief, and mopped his brow. Sir
Lucian Dexter had come.

He stood for some moments -at the end:
of the pavilion, and once. or twice he peeped
round. Clearly, he feared that his move
had been seen, and he was waiting. Feor
people would wonder for his sanity if they
had seen him creeping behind the building
like that. But after a while he seemed re-
assured, and he turned, then approached that
spot which Nipper had pointed out. Several
times he looked up and round about him,
and more than once he stood in a tensly-
listening attitude.

Then, at last, he dropped on his hands and
knees, and dug fiercely among the turf and
weeds. He had produced a little trowel
or a cutter of some kind. At all events, he
gliced the rubbish away, and pottered about,
endeavouring to locate that strange old trap
door.

Five minutes passed—ten minutes.

Sir Lucian, grubby and perspiring, paused
in his efforts, He was a strange figure, and
the watching juniors felt rather guilty. It
seemed to them that they were spying. Sir

Tucian was so utterly unconscious of their |}

scrutiny !

Ho continued his efforts, and then,
denly, he uttered a little ery of triumph.

“It'’s here—it’s here!”” he exclaimed

breathlessly. ““Goad heavens! The boy
was right!”
. He worked feverishly now, as though his
very life depended upon the discovery of
the old tunnell And it was all the more
remarkable because everybody in the school
had known of that tunnel. There was
nothing mysterious about it at all!

With a heave, Sir Lucian pulled up the
almost-forgotten door—a cunningly-contrived
thing, with the turf actually growing upon it.
It seemed that he heaved up a slab of the
very ground itself. ;

A yawning cavity was revealed.

Sir Lucian did not waste a moment.
dropped mmto the hole, and allowed °the
““trap-door ”’ to drop into place behind him.
He vanished completely, and Nipper drew
his breath in with a sharp gasp.

The next second he was slithering down
his own particular tree like a squirrel. He
barked his knees, he grazed his hands, but
he didn’t care. For Nipper was wildly
alarmed at the result of his own ruse.

sud-

He

CHAPTER 20.
A CLOSE OALL!

ICK, you fellows he
shouted desperately.
The others had been
prepared to stop in their
trees, waiting for Sir
Lucian to come up again. But seeing that
Nipper had descended, they lost no time
in following his example. They ran up as

l))

—

T

g

Nipper was tugging hard at the ecarth-

covered trap.

“Well, we've got the proof!” said Hand-
forth triumphantly.

“ Never mind the proof!” snapped Nipper.
“Help me!”

“What on earth——"

“Don’t waste time!”
“Lend a hand here!”

The others regarded him in astonishment.

“But you’re not going to let Sir Lucian
know that we’ve seen all this, are you?”
asked Watson blankly. *He might cut up
rusty—"’ ;

“He must be mad!” snapped Nipper.
“And you fellows seem to be just as mad as
he 1s! Can’t you realise that this disused
old tunnel might be full of evil gases?”

“What!”

“And Sir Lucian has gone down there—
and he's even closed the door after him,”
went on Nipper. “If anything has happened
to him, it’ll be my fault for putting him up
to this dodge. The chances are that he’s
all right—but we can’t risk it.”

“You—you mean he's in danger?” asked
Handforth.

“Of course!” put in Reggie Pitt. “Nip-
per’s quite right; there might be terrible
danger! There’s no ventilation down there,
and if once he is overcome, he’ll never be
able to get out. Shouting for help will be
useless, and he’ll die miserably.” |

They wrenched open the door, and a dank,
carthy noisome smell arose from the disused
tunnel. They recoiled. There was something
horrible in that smell.

“T’'m going alone!” said Nipper grimiy.
“You chaps stay here—one of you just in-
side. If you hear me yell, come and help.”.

“T’'m going with you!” declared Hand-

shouted Nipper,

forth stoutly.

¥

“Look here, Handy. don’t be an ass—’

“T tell you I'm going with you!”

“But it’s ridiculous 2

“If there’s any danger, I'm going to share
it!” vowed Handforth. “I was nearly killed
in this rotten tunnel once, and 1 know every
corner of it. - If you’re going to argue,
Nipper 2

‘““ All nght—come on!”

Nipper was wildly apprehensive, and he
saw no reason why Sir Lucian should die
while they argued the point at the exit. He
pulled out his handy electric torch, and
flashed it on. It was a powerful light, but
it seemed utterly feeble after the brilliant
sunshine outside. :

There were some rough steps to go down.
Some of them were broken, but the descens
was not difficult. Reggie Pitt followed them
down, meaning to take up his position ‘at
the bottom, in case he was nceded. Church
and McClure followed, too.

Down in the tunnel, Nipper paused for

| & moment, and flashed his light to and fro.

There were footprints on the damp earth
of the tunnel floor, and they told their own
story. There was no need to hesitate as

t to which direction to take, for at this point

the tunnel branched two ways,
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¢ Sir Lucian [” shouted Nipper desperately.

“It's no good—"

“Quiet, Handy!” muttered Nipper.

They listened. There was no answering
hail. The silence was only broken by the
sounds of the other juniors on the steps.

““Come on!” muttered Nipper.

They went forward, and they had scarcely
proceceded ten yards before Nipper felt him-
self swaying, His head was beginning to
reel, and.a thousand strange lights were
dancing before his cyes. His breathing be-
came difficult.

““Can you—can you feel anything ?”’ asked
Handforth hoarsely.

Nipper clutched at him.

“T feared as much!” he panted.
gas! Sir Lucian—Sir Lucian!”

The shout was almost a croak, and there
was no reply.

“You get back, Handy !” went on Nipper.
““He's done, of coursel He must have col-
lapsed. Get back and warn the others!”

Fighting his dizziness, Nipper staggered
on, knowing only too well that he was court-
ing death, And Handforth came behind—for
Handforth was not the kind of fellow to
desert a companion in danger,

And then, just when it seemed that all
hope had gone, Nipper’s swaying vision
thought it detected a still figure sprawled

“It's

across the path. He tried to steadyv himself,
and he gave a -panting cry of relief.
““He’s here!” he muttered.: “We're in

time !

“Good egg!” choked Handforth. “Come
on, we can do it!” '

How they dragged Sir Lucian out they
hardlv knew.
- They wecro both dazed, and half-uncon-
scious. Their scnses seemed to be on the
point of <eserting them, and they felt
choking. At the risk of their very lives, they
hauled T.ady Honoria’s husband into safety.

Indeed, but for the presence of Pitt and
the others at the bottom of the stairs, all
three of them might have perished.

Neither Nipper nor Handforth had anv
recollection of getting out into the open.
But they had managed to half-drag them-
selves up, with the help of the others.

And the {fresh air soon performed
wondrous work.

its

Within five minutes, Nipper and Hand-
forth were almost themselves again. Their
heads were splitting, and they felt generally
groggy, but they had regained full possession
of their senses.

“That was a close call,” said Pitt, looking
at Nipper in a scared sort of way. “You
bounder! You gave us the fright of our
lives! Handy, too! We thought you were
both gonel”

‘““Rats!” growled Handforth. “ We went
down there to fetch Sir Lucian, and we
feteched him. Why make a fuss about it?”

Sir Lucian Dexter. smothered in dirt and
grime, pale and wan, was just coming to
himself. After a while he sat up in dazed
bewilderment, and recollection returned.

“Good gracious!” he muttered. “ What
1s all this?”

““We happened to see you go into that
tunnel, sir.” said Nipper.

Sit_Lucian started. .

“Yes, I remember,” he muttered, holding
his head. ‘“How foolish of me to venture
inl T don’t seem to recall what—— No,
I stumbled. I fought for breath, and—"

“These two fellows risked their lives to
save you, sir,” said Pitt quietly. ““In an-
other five minutes you would have been gone,
and they nearly got killed in dragging you
out !” :

(1} nh
glare.

“Tt is the truth.” said Sir Lucian. “ Yes,
I quite realise that. I shall be everlast-
ingly grateful, my boys. You have un-
doubtedly saved my life, and it seems that
no words of mine can adequately——"

““Please give it a rest, sir!” said Hand-
forth, in distress.

Sir Lucian rose unsteadily to his feet.

“Tt svas my curiosity,” he muttered. *If
yvou will save me from unwelcome comment,
please keep this little affair to yourselves.
I ask vou this as another favour.”

““Rely on us, sir—we'll say nothing,” pro-
mised Nipper.

Ancd Sir Lucian Dexter went off. Not =a
word of cxplanation, not a hint of his real

rot!” said Nipper, giving Pitt a

object. The juniors felt that the mystary
was deeper than ever!
THE END.
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chats with his readers.

NQTE.—1f any reader writes to me, 1 shall be pleased to comment upon such remarks as are
likely to interest the wmajority., All lettersy should be addressed to EDWY SEARLES
BROOKS ¢,0 The Editor, THE XNELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon

Street. LONDON, E.C.A.
ledged i these colunms. Letters
thus*, againat the sender's name,
casier for e to answer.-—E.S.B.

of rery

Cecil A, Westrope* (Surbiton), William Wall
(Fairford), J Fisher (Highbaury), Charles Daniel
{ Worcester), John Seymour Pearce (Wood Green),
Eileen Mingay (Balham). 1. L. Harley (Bridg-
north). Db. Fellmore* (Squth Ealing), George
Farrineton (Bristol), Geo. W. Hulbert (Birming-
ham), -* Lon Chaney ” (Newcastle-on-Tyne),
Reginald Rushworth*® (Gateshead), " Frightfuliy
Interested ' (Pontypridd), Arthur Lioyd
(Ramsey, I. o. M., Geoff Johnson (Market
Harboro’), Ronald Mabbett (Fairford), Gladys
Howard (Beckenham). Terence suilivan®
(Brighton), *‘‘Irene the Second ”* (Southport),
“Bud ” (Liverpool), ¢ Patience ”* (Birkenhead),
J. Fairman* {Horley), Harry Cox (Leeds), Bernard
Sollis (Banbury)., James A. Evans* (Liverpool),
Susie Winsion* (Durban), Herbert Walter (East
Ham), “S8yd"” (Grimsby), €. D. Gubbins
tChariton) Frank J. Bamber (Charlton), J. R.
Cook (Bolton). William Fletcher (Stanwick), Miss
E. Mead (Dover), lsrael Herr (Johannecsburg).

] " E

Before commenting on any of this week’'s letters,
I want to say a word to my many cobbers in
Australia. They probably noticed a mistake on
Page 16 of No. 52 of the Old Paper—in the story
called **SHUNNED BY ST. FRANK’S.” Owing
to a printer’'s error, the word “dinkum " came out
as **dunkum.” I thought 1'd hetter mention this
in case all yoa Aussie cobbers of mine got writing
to me, pointing out that T didn’t know the true
Australian  vernacular. I spotted the mistake
as I was glancing through the yarn, after getting
my copy. Ju.t a printer’s error, you know—not
ignorance on my part.

x* * #*

Sorry, *‘Irene the Second,” but the St. Frank’'s
fellows will go abroad for the Summer Holidays,
as usual. I rather think the majority of readers
prefer this. Still, the preseut Fresh Air Series is
very much rike a holiday adventure in England,
isn't it? So perhaps you'll be satisfied. In fact,
everybody ought to he satisfled—hecausc there’ll
be :omething for all

* L 3 *
Awfully sorry, if 1 upset you, ¢ Bud,” by that

incident in * Spring Cleaning at St. Frank’s.”
You tell me that you are a plasterer, and that

I have insulted all plasterers by making my own |

particular character wse a form of speech that

Erery letter will have

y special
Communica tions

my personal attention, and all will be acknow-
merit will be distinguished by a star,
which indicate writer's age are naturally

is very different to a real live plasterer’s. My
apologies to all plasterers! But, really, the man
who Hgured in my story did speak like that,
and you must remember that there are plasterers
and plasterers. 1 really think that you are just
a little hit too touchy, old man. I1f I make one
of my characters—a bargee, for example—speak
in a very coarse manner, this doesn't mean to
say that all! bargees speak the same. I know,
for a fact. that some bargees are very educated
people. But they don't write up to me and

complain!
* & E 5

Please do not think that you have wazted my
time by writing to me, “Patience.” You tell me
that you have been in bed for two years, an
invalid, unable to do anything, or to reach any-
thing for yourself. If it will give you any com-
fort to write to me, I shall be delighted to have
letters from you regularly, and 1 will do my
best to answer them, and to comment upon them
on this page. 1 never regard it as a waste of
time to read every letter, from the first word to
the last. 1 enjov reading them, and look upon
this pleasant task as one of my most delightful
recreations.

* * &

Of course you can write to me, Harry Cox. It
doesn’t matter whether you are a member of the
~t. Frank's League or not—l1 like getting letters
from everybody. Not that it wouldn’t be a good
idea if you joired the League. Because every-
body who joins the League proves his (or her)
loyalty to the Old Paper. And—incidentally—
to me. So hurry up. old son. With regard to
the best route for cycling from Leeds to London,
I don’t think you’ll have any trouble. Ii’s a
main road, you know, and any cyeling map will
give it to you. But I shouldn’t advize you to
light fires oo the wayside in the summertime.
It’s rather . risky business, especially after a long
spell of dry weather. The best advice T can give
you is to join the League, and then write to the
Chief Officer, He’'ll give you all the information
you want.

E L L

I’'m sorry I cannot accept your challenge to
insert your letter in the Old Paper, Israel Herr.

(Continued on next payge.)
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BETWEEN OURSELVES

(Continued from page 35.)

Quite a number of fellows have written to me,
challenging me to reproduce their epistles. 1f
d did so, tihe whole paper would be filled, and
there wouldn't be any story. 1 note that you
entirely agree withh Messrs Marlow, Tibby, and
Co., and I must leave it at that. You say
you want me to write complete stories? That
is to say, each week a different little plot—with
no interest running from story to story. 1
wonder how many other readers are with you
in this desire? Personally, 1 ' rather think the
'sgi@s are much more popular than the complete
stories. :

\

Paddy Roche (Melbourne), “ H. W. K.” (Isling-
ton) " Eileen Dare " (Brighton), Edmund Francis
'Armitage (Auckland, N.Z.), “P. Smaker” (N.1l),
‘R. Christian (Johannesburg), Reginald Osborne *
i(Leicester), Miss Winnie Stevens (Leytonstone),
'Peter Charnley * (Rochdale), Colin Fensham
(Victoria, B.C.), Felix Dennis (8. Chingford),
'Miss B. Tipper (Chelsea), Maisie Abrams*
(Clapham Common), “ R. B.” (Dover), “W. G. M.”
‘(Islington), Frank E. Ball (Birmingham)
“D. Fellmore ” (S. Kaling), Jack Stanley Krancis
(Canvey Island), W. Harry Bazeley (Birming-
ham), - Arthur Rivlin (Radyr) E.- Lewis*

L @ bd

(Northampton), Alec Walker (Balham), Miss A.

Skull (Southall), N. Atherton* (Warwick), FEric
Dence (Derby), Jean Gaylord (Wolverhampton),
A, Franks (N.16), W. Eric Bryar (Bradford),
Douglas Emery (Hull), Marie Pigott * (Hammer-
emith), Frank Taberer-Moore * (Nuneaton), G. A.
Boucher (Wood Green).

} o & e

Yes, T wrote the story, “In Trackless Space,”
Edmund ¥rancis Armitage. It was published in
the Old Paper as a scrial, and later in No. 504
of *“The Boys' ¥Friend Library ”—0ld Series. But
it had a mom de plume of mine on it—j Robert
W. Comrade.” "~ 1 claimed to have written this
story in a reply on this page some months
"~ ago, and one or two readers wrote to me, and
practically told me that I was a fibber. So per-
haps this little word of explanation will show
them that they were wrong.

# & *

There is already a South African junior at St.
Franks, R. Christian. His name is lerbert
'Vandyke, and he shares Study No. 8, in the
Modern House, with Terence 0’'Grady, the Irish
junior. I shall have to bring both of them a’
littie more to the front. So look out for them,

& [ ] s
If you want your name and address put in the

Old Paper, Winnie Stevens, you'll have to join
the League, and apply to the Chief Officer, It

is perfectly easy, you know,

L * *
1 say, Felix Dennis, what’s the difference
befween “ pifie”™ and *“tosh”? You tell me

that you disagree with the * fatheads who call
my yarns tosh.” And them you say, “In my
opinion, it is a jolly fine paper, although the
stories are mostly piffle.” That’s rather a
dubious kind of complimeut, old man. What
exactly do you mean?

this

Sorry I can't help you to get those back
numbers you want, Krank E. Ball. I can only
suggest that you should join the League, and
then have an advert. put in the Old Paper—
which is free to Leagueites. Perhaps there are
some old readers who will be willing to supply
you with the back numbers you require.

. * .
S. Williams * (East Ham), K. A, Gudgeon
(Wimbledon), K. W.. Norris (St. Anne's),
Frederick W. Boyce * (Bristol), V. G. B. Hill

(Hendon), G. W. Parkes (Chesterfield), Wm. S.
Sutton * (Liverpool), Mrs. R. E. Prince-Bishop *
(Hammersmlith), Reginald A. J. Haynes?®
(Stratford), Derek Cockayne* (lIlford), Edward
Tomlinson (Settle), F. H. Stephen (Willesden),
Jack Gillick* (Belfagt), Renee Turk * (Canning
Town), C. Voight (Carlisle), W. Knight (Shore-
ditch), “ A -Well-Wisher” (Barrow-in-Furness),
B. Benham * (Coatbridge), Stanley F. Bainbridge
(Chelmsford), David Stairs (Glasgow), R. A.
Whaite * (King’s Park, 8. Aus.), “ Waddy”
(Ilkley), Mrs. Iles*® (Wandsworth), *“ Harry
Gresham " * (Hollinwood), Harry Matthews
(Ashton-under-Lyne), William Watkins, Elric
D. Berry and Harold Lane * (Marple), “A Broken
Hillite (Broken Hill, N.S.W.), John Rayburne
(Stalybridge), Sidney Jones (Manchester), Laurie
Godden (Kilton) John Howard Panter (Balham),
Wm. J. Aldous * (Norwich), “Ivy Stella Grey ™ ®
(Barraport, Vie.,, Aus.), Wm. G. Marsh?®*
(Islington). A

L L %

If you go to New York, David Stairs, you can
easily get the Old Paper there—by paying a sub-
scription to the London office. It will be posted
regularly every week, without fail. In any case,
I think you can buy nearly all the British papers
at the 7Times Square Subway Station, along
Broadway. At least, they had them all on sale
when I was in New York, and I believe that
particular establishment is now greatly
enlarged—but I wouldn’t be absolutely sure.

Now and again it happens that I write more
for this page than the poor old printers—they're
only human, alfer all—can possibly squeeze in,
For the age of miracles isn't still with us, you
know, So, if any of you, at any-time, have dealt
with a matter of general interest which I haven’t
commented upon, you'll jolly well know that I
have answered your letter, but that my reply
to you has been ruthlessly cut out by those
printer chappies—just because something had to
go. You can bet your boots on it! When this
misfortune happens, keep smiling, and—write me

again. Better luck next time—or, at any rate,
the time after that., Third tfime’s lucky, you
know. But, as these columns are the Ileast

attractive of all in the Old Paper, if anything
has to be cut, the blue pencil travels like a
magnet to thls unlmportant chatter of mine.
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The Traitor !

PR W Y

Jiin Maitiand lives in a small shop in Stag-
more. A wysterious man named Stanislaus
Cripps owes money to the shop, and Jim
determencs to colleet tf. He climebs over the
wall of Widgery Dene—Cripps' estate-—and
drops into the grounds. There he finds an
amazing machine which is something betwcen
2 submarire and an arship. Mr. Cripps is
on board and Jim asks him for the maney.
The man rejuses to pay, and before Jim
realizes it, he findg the machine in the air!
It travels half over the world, then dives
into the ocean. It reaches the bottom, and
then 1insiecud of resting on the bed continues
going downwards? It is then floating on the
surface of an underground river, and AMr.
Cripps expuains that there must be a sort of

leak irn the ocean bed and they are being
suecked down to the centre of the earth. They
stop the machine and come on deck. But

as they appear they are caplured by several

-

Cripps to the Rescue.
HERE was a moment of uuncertainty after

Stanislaus  Cripps had delivered his
ultimatum. The 3cuales of Fate hung

evenly balanced, with the habit of sub-
mission to ne-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken
weighing agaiust tbe force of character and the
will-power of Stanislaus Cripps. And, duaring
that pause au amazing thing happened.

Suddenly ths curtain over the doorway was
torn aside. and through the opening there
appeared the great nhead of one of the Falta.
His squat mcse. Lis slobbering lips, his huge dis-
tended eyes set in that rocky frame, presented
a picture of indeseribable horror, There was a
seream from the massed crowd, and instantly
those In the neighbourhood of the door hegan to
fight to ge$ away. Pandemonium was let loose.

Jim saw the giant open his cavernous mouth.
and his great yellow fangs glittered for a moment
in the light Then zlowly he crept through the
doorway. One of hi3 huge groping hands, as
they felt their way forward, closed unconsciously
';llpolxll one of the Kru, erushing him like an egg-

el

Foot by foot his enormous form continued to

WHAT BEAS ALREADY HAPPENED :
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Thrills Galore !

amazin,; gients who fall on them from the
shore. Jim ~scapes and later saves the life of
@ little man called Masra. In return Masra
and his daughter Tinta let him live with
themn. Jir. finds himself among a colony of
dwarf men wuho are called the Kru people. -
They are at ennuty with the Giants. Jim,
accompanied by Masra and Tipta, rescue Mr.
Cripps. To do this, Masra has to desert from
the Kru people. Tinta and Masra are called
traitors and urged on by a scoundrel named
Ka-Ra. are captured by the Kru. Jim and
Mr. Cripps are attempting to rescue them
when news comes that the Kru are to be

ity their great enemies, the Falta.
Instantly there i3 pandemonium, and every-
body is terror stricken. Then Mr. Cripps
springs up in their midst, and tells them he
will drive baclk the Falta providing the hKru
agree to let Tinta and Masra go free.

(Now read on.)

=

thrust
People.
for a moment
to gauge wheiher he had
thhen rose to his feet.

The eflect of that giant’s presence amidst so
many thousanda of human Dbeings of ordinary
stature was extraordinary. Jim was reminded
of a pictur: ln ** Gulliver’s Travels,” in which the
hero is shown among the people of Lilliput.
Twenty feet nigh, the Falta dwarfed the Kru
so that they looked for all the world like insects
swarming at his feet.

Like all the Falta, his face was expressionless,
bnt there was somaething in his slobliering lips
which suggested an ecstazy of cruel =atisfaction.
For the first time one of the Falta had the Kru
at his mercy There were no liquid “flames in
the hal wita which the unfortunate dwarfs
eould protect themse.ves. He was like zome
savaze beast of the jungle let loose among
people who however much greater their in-
tellicence were unarmed.

The Kru were now all pressed in a struggling,
inextricabie mass on the upper tiers of szeats.
Only the wouopen and children, as if terror had
robbed them of the power of motion, =ziill

it3 way forward into the Hall of the
Now he drew up his legs, cast his goze
in the direction of thegooef as if
standing room, and
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crowded round the stome on which Stanislaus
Cripps was standing

The Falta looked round, turpning his great
head slowly. Then he reached ont an arm and
plucked a handful of the Kru from the lower
tier of seats

He lield them in his palm for a moment, study-
fng them like an entomologist might inspect some
insect. Thed he did a thing, the horror of which
was to remain in Jim's mind for ever.

Like a c¢ruel boy plucks the winzs from a fly,
g0 the giar* set himself to tear the limbs from
his victims. Jim could bear the tortured screamns
of the unfortunate Kru. The scene was sickening
in its dreadful bestiality.

There was a elatter of metal-clad feet'striking
the stone floor. Stanislaus Cripps had leapt from

the storne. and, thrusting aside the terrified
women ani children, was striding towards the
giant. By comparison with the I'alta, he was

no larger than a rabbit.

“Youn doz—you beast!” he shouted in English.
* Murderer, loathsome excrescence—there's only
cne way of dealing with you!”

The Falta must have understood, partly by the
sound and partly by the fact that that shining
ficure was moving towards him, that he was
being addressed. He looked down, and then
gtretching out his disengaged hand, made as
it tn scoop Stanislaus Cripps off the floor.

The ncxt instant there was: an ear-splitting
repcrt. That huge figure seemed to disintegrate.
The Falta had vanished! All that was left of
his recent loathsome presence was a crimson
circle on which the wounded Kru were lying
moaning!

“ King of the Kru ! '
e

¢ iIATE this butcher's business, boy!” Stanis-
laus Cripps exclaimed, his usually cool,
self-confident voice oddly tremulous as he

spoke, **But there was nothing else for
ft. I wonder if there’s anyone here with any
‘glimmerings of medical science, because these

:unfortunate people ought to be looked after.
Tinta, my dear, can you do anything to help
these wounded?”

¢ He uttered the last words imn the Kru tongue.
Tinta instantly stepped off the rock, and pushing
her way through the erowd—not one of those
whn, but a moment before, had been clamouring
for her life, attempting to stay her—reached
Stanislaus Cripps’ side.

“To the women of Kru, O Hairy One, belongs
the duty to tend the sick and helpless. They
will be borne ton the Cave set apart for them.”

She made a movement as if to summon some
of the women to assist her, and at that moment
the spell of wonder and relief that held the
assembled Kru in silence broke down. A- shout
went up to the vaulted roof.

“Great is the Shining One! He is our Lord
and Mastier! Tle Falta was here and he i3 not!
The macgic or the Shining One has destroyed him.
From now onwards shall he be known among us
a3 He-Whose-Word-Must-Be-Obeyed!”

As if to test that statement, Stanislaus Cripps
raised his arm to command silence. Ipstantly all
nnise ceaset in the cave. . i

“You have taken a long time to come to your
genses, but you have come to them at last, O
Kru. Nowtlisten to me. There are men among
yvou who have betraved the trust imposed 1in
them. The fecod grows foul im the Cave of the
Mushrooms. for there has been no one to gafther
it; the catt.e moan for they have mnot been
milked. Let those who have deserted their posts
come forward!”

There was a movement among the crowd, and
some hundred men, looking very frightened.
raaged themselves round Cripps.

The scient.st seiected one of them at random
and motioned rim to come forward.

“You shali speak for the others. Why did
you abandoi your duties?”

The man bowed his head submissively.

“Four times was the food gathered and
renewed, apnd vet He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-
Spoken had not told us what his will was. Haa
he not alway: directed our doings? Without his
order. O Shining One, why should we gather the
food and tec' the cattle?”

1" teli you. Because you'd all starve if the
job wasn't done It was a necessary piece of
work that your intelligzence should have told you
must be done In the interests of the people,
whether youa received an order or not.”

He turned to the apectators.

“These men deserve punishment. In the spacs
between the gathering and renewing of the food,
nothing sha  pass their mouths except water.
And they shall labour in the Caves of the Cattle
and the Mushrooms four times beyond their
allotted span.. You will see to this, O Kru.
Afterwards those whose duty it is to do this
necessary work will perform it in rotation with-
out any further orders.”

A3z he finished speaking, a strange twittering
sound came from the open doorway. Looking
round. Stanislius Cripps saw the loathsome face
of anothe~ Falta peering into the hall. Evidently
he was seeking his companion, who had gcne on
ahvad o' him for he hesitated, staring about
him without attemptinz to enter the hall

¢ Boy,” Stanislaus Cripps shouted, “gn and dose
that brute with the slecping gas. 1 can't have
any mor= of this butchery. It would give these
Kru a taste for cruelty. Quick, boy, Lefore he
gets into the hall!™ ;

On hands and knees, that giant figure was now
beginning to move forward. Jim dashed forward
to meet him the cylinder of sleeping gas In his
hand. Halting just out of the reach of those ten
foot arms, he discharged a cloud of vapour inte
the giant's face. He saw the milky cloud spread
into the air For a moment the giant's head was
hidden in that veil of mist. When it cleared he
wald lyinz prone on the ground unconscious.

“That’s blocked the passage for the rest of
them, anyway.,” Stanislaus Cripps exclaimed.
“Now we'vs got to get busy. Tinta, my dear,
get some of these ladies to help you with the
wounded. Ani yon, Kru, back to the tasks that
you did before! The time for talking i3 over.”

Some of the men rushed forward, weapons up-
raised in their hands, with the obvious intention
of plunginz them into the unconscious figure of
the Falta. Stanislaus Cripps stopped them with
an imperions gesture.

“Stay! We will have no more bloodshed. We
will make the ¥alta submit. They shall be your
slaves. O Kru. At any rate, the feud between
you shall ceaze.”

He hurled an explanatory aside at Jim.

““Got to get rid of this fear business. It's the
only way to civilise these people.”

He stood there, whila the huge audience slowly
dispersed On account of the unconscious giant
lying in the doorway, their exit was considerably
hampered, but gradually, little by little, they
dispersed Tinta and a partv of women carrying
away the wounded. .

At last ornly Jim, BMasra and Stanislaus Crippa
remained. Stamnislaus Cripps put up his hanads,
zave his metal helmet a twist, and then lifted it
off. Hiz grea* head, with its mass of red halir,
appeared with an almost jack-in-the-box effect
from above his shinlng armour.

“Boy, that was swift work.,” he exclaimed,
drawing in - deep breath. I think they're going
to eat out of my hand after this, Now let us
g0 tj?d see what these hypertrophied ldiots are
up lll e
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The Warning !

IM was zbout to follow Stanislaus Cripps
towards the door when his attention was

J called to the figure of Ka-Ra, lying there
fallen under the influence
The man was just beginning

where he had
of the sleeping gas.
to move.

‘“ He’s coming round, sir,” Jim exclaimed.
Stanislaus Cripps halted, the glittering head-
piece of his armour still in his hand.

““Pick him up, boy, and let's have a look at
him. He’s a would-be Napoleon who didn't elick!”

Jim put bis hands under Ka-Ra's arms, then
raised him to his feet. The man stood there
blinking at them He was evidently still dazed.

“ Well, Anapias, what have you got to say for
yourself ?** Stanislaus Cripps exclaimed in English.
Ka-Ra's face twitched. and into his dark eyes
there flashed an expression of unutterable hate.

“Tord and Master,” he exclaimed in a whining
tone, ““I am but one of your meanest slaves!”

Stanislaus Cripps pulled at his red beard with
a gesture of exasperation.

'“Listen to Lim, boy!” he boomed. ¢ What a
cringing cur he is! And yet, he must have, had
the makings of a man out of the ordinary. He
had ambitions, which none of the other Kru
people seemn tc have. His was a case of initiative
without intelligence, boy.” :

He tyrned with a frown to Ka-Ra.

“You’ll understand,, Ka-Ra, that 1 am the
master of the Kru people, that my word hence-
forth is lawv. Don’t invent any more communica-
tions frem He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken,
and don’t try to make jyourself a big noise,
either, You c¢an go now, and let what has
happened here be a lesson to you.”

Ka-Ra ran a few paces across the floaor, then
halted in horror at the sight of the huge form
of the Falta almost filling the exit. )

‘““You need have no fear, Ka-Ra,” called Cripps.
“Tle sleeps even a3 you slept, and you can walk
Lover him with safety.”

Ka-Ra stepped gingerly past that recumbent
giant and disappeared in the corridors beyond.
Only whén he was gone did Masra speak.

““Q Hairy One, you have done wrong to let
that man escape. Ka-Ra hates you in his heart,
and he meaxns you mischief. 1 saw it even in his
ey&."

Stanislaus Cripps ‘aughed robustly.

“He can’t make any trouble for me,
Let's not bother our thouglhts
further.
hand.”

He turned and frowned al the figure of the
sleeping giant.

“We must get that mountain of flesh out of
this somehow, otherwise he’ll wake up soon and
make trouble. He’s worse than a stranded whale.
Masra, go and get fifty of the strongest men,
and send them along here to cart this Falta
into the Outer Cavern. We are going to sce
what has happened.”

Maasra.
with him any
We have more important matters in

‘* Eat More Fruit!?

EAVING the Hall of the People with Jim
at his heels, Cripps strode down the net-
work of corridors to the entrance to the
Inner Cavern. An exclamation of

astonishmeat escaped from his lips.

Where that entraunce tunnel had been, previously
so low that not even Jim could stand upright
in it, there was now a great fissure e fifty
feet high and some thirty feet broad. TITe whole

“than sufficient to detonate it.

face of the ¢liff had been torn away, and heyond
they could see, breodinz in its stranze blue
atmaosphere the world of the Outer Cavern.

“What the dickens can be the mecaning of
this, boy!” Stanislaus- Cripps exclaimed. 1t
must have been caused by an explosion, amd as
the only explosives in the place belonz to me,
tliey must have got at our store somehow. But
how did they ‘earn how to use them?”

‘“ Perhans it was just chance, sir,” put in Jim.
“The tin containing the power with which you
destroyed the :dol was in the tractor.”

Stanislaus Cripps stepped gingerly througzh the
gap, then stecod for a moment on the threshold
of the Outer Cavern, Ilooking about him.
Suddenly he pointed to the ground bLelow.

“Yes, I think you've hit it, boy. A Fulta
must have fouind the tin, and, opening it, spilt
the powder on the ground. That would be more
The giant who
did it is now amengst the missing!”

He zfepped off the rock on to the flour below.
Of the Faita not .one was in sight. Apparently
the two who had made their way into the Inner
Cavern were the only ones in the neighbourhood
at the time of the explosion, or perhaps their
companions had fled terrifigg.

A quarter of a mile away a glittering abject
was visible on the ground. Stanislaus Cripps
gave a snert of satisfaction.

- ‘““There’s the tractor, boy. These big clumsy
brutes haven't been able to break that up, any-
way!”

In a few minutes they had gained the sppt
where the tractor stood. It had been rifidl
of most of its stores, whiech the Falta, nét
understanding the use of them, had left scattered
about the ground.

The barrels of fruit were intact, and Staniskaus
Cripps, seizing an apple, began to devour it
areedily. The machine itself had been turned
upside down, but so weightless was it that Jim
was ahle to right it with one hand.

“Help yourself to some of that fruit, boy. It’'s
the best medicine in the world, and I'm not sure
that the diet we’ve been having is quite what
the doctors would recommend. I'm going to take
the traector back into the Inner Cavern and use
it to transport that Falta hulk out to his own
quarters. You d best stay here, boy, and keep an
eye on the stores till I return”

Ho stepped into the machine, examined its
shining levers and switches with the satisfaction
of the man who had invented it, and then
pressed a bhutton. Instantly there was a faint
humming sound as the engines sprang to life.

“Nothing wrong, here, boy. I'll be getting
alonz. See you later when I've got the Falta
out of the way!”

A Traitor!

EFT alone, Jim eagerly adopted Stanislaus
Cripps’ prescription and helped himself
liberally to the oranges and apples. He
was just in the act of beginning on his

third orange when, directly across his lime of
visiom, there appeared for a moment, about a
mile away, a small figure clambering among the
boulders

Jim stared at it in amazement. It must be one
of the Kru, and yet what was one of the Kru
doing alone in that world of the giants, where
death threatened him at every turn?

He rose to his feet to get a betler view, and
as he did so, his foot touched something on the
grourd. Looking down he saw that it was a pair
of binoculars. Picking them up, he took them
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out of thelr case and focussed them on that
figure. .

The man had halted on the summit of a high
boulder, beyond which appeared the domed roofs
of one of the Falta settlements. Jim saw him
100k tound nefvously, and, as he did so, the boy
caught a glimpse of his features. It was Ka-Ra!

i Somehow that discovery filled Jim with a vague
uneasiness. What was this man, who had sought
to seize power by deliberate fraud, and had lost
the daring game he had played by the interven-
tion of Stasislaus Cripps, doing alone on the
friuge of that Falta settlement? Settling himself
comfortably bebind the boulder on which he had
bheen seated, Jim watched his movements through
‘the glasses,

Now apparently Ka-Rals movements of uncer-
_taiutg had come to an end. Jim saw him turn
his face towards those huge stone huts, his
figure rigid. Then across the vaunlted cavern
came the sound of his voice, though his words
Twe(nie indistinguishable. He was calling to some-
‘body!

i A few minutes went by, then, above the
boulders, there reared themselves the heads and
shoulders of a number of the Falta. Jim half
expected K3a-Ra, who was unarmed, -he saw, to
turn and flee at tie sight of those terrible
apparitions; Hut still he stood his ground.

 Then he started speakjg to the giants, and
owing to-{Bat vast enclosed space, his ‘voice was
audible to Jim. Once the boy saw him point
nipwards. Once, too, he turned with a dramatic

gesture to the entrance to the Inner Caveru.

Ap immense curiosity filled Jim’s mind. There
was?something wrong here, he reflected, For a
Kru to meet the Falta and not be instantly
destroyed was, he knew, contrary to all precedent.

! How came it, then, that Ka-Ra had not been
swept off that rock like a fly snatched from a
wall and ecrushed to death? Could it be that
Ka-Ra was engaged on some treacherous mission
to thelr enemies? It was a matter, he decided.
that® he ought to inquire into.

.. Acting on that resolve, Jim began to make
his way across the boulder-strewn ground in the
direction ¢f the spot, cleverly taking cover so
that he should not be observed. Long before he
gained the outskirts of the Falta settlement,
‘Ka-Ra lrad disappeared.

i Now at last Jim had reached the outer fringe
of that clearing on which those giant lmts stood.
As he peered cautiously through a crevice between
two huge rocks, he saw an astonishing sight.

' Twenly of the Falta were seated on the ground
in a cirgls, their huge limbs drawn up under
them, thefr distended eyes fixed in an expression-
less statre on the little figure that stood in the
middle of the circle. It was Ka-Ra, and he was
addressing them in violent, passionate tones.

¢ Listen to me. O Falta! 1 have finished with
the Kru. 1 come to you as a friend and an ally.
Between eath Coming of the Lizht you grow
fewer and fewer. Sopn fhere will be none of you
left, for the Kru will kill you ome by one. I
‘alone am able to save you, I will show you a
'way by whic' these Shining Ones and their
magic can be placed in your power, and you can
‘become masters of the Outer and the Imner
Cavern, and make the Kru your slaves!”

[ The Falta nodded their huge heads, and from
their lips came that strange, bird-like twittering
sound by which they expressed their emotions.

i “Swear to me, O Falta, that we are brothers
—that you will stand by me through life and
death, that my enemics shall be your enemies—
and I will show you the way to victory!”

\ Each Falta glanced at his neighbour, and then
once more they nodded their heads.

~anchor,

¢ We are your brothers,” they exclaimed in
chorus. *' Your enemies are our encmies. Tell
ug, then, wha! we must do!" .

Captured by the Falta !

IM saw an expression of satisfaction Ilight
up Ka-Ra's face. The man had risked his
life on a gamble and had won. He, a
representative of the Falta’s hated foes, had

been accepted as a friend and an ally!
“Where i3 the Flying Thing that the Shining

Ones brought?” Ka-Ra inquiréd.

One of the giants pointed into the dim distance.

“Jt is over there, O Kru. We have riddem
on it. Many times we have brought it to the
ground, twenty of us holding it. Then it has

risen, bearinz us away.”

Jim hardly knew what his feelings were on
hearing that the Falta had been using Stanislaus
Cripps’ wonderful invention for joy rides.

“That {3 well,” Ka-Ra exclaimed in 2 tone of
satisfaction. ‘*You must take me to it, O Falta.
There on that Flying Thing is all the magic of
the Shining Ones There is the magic that makes
one sleep. There is the flre that strikes and
destroys. On2e we are armed with those, who
ean stand against us? The Kru would be like
the cattle i~ the cave of the meadows to do
n%ught but your will! Bring me to this Flying
Thing, O Falta! We must not delay.”

At that monent all the giants, as if moved
by some common impulse, raised their heads and
looked upwards. In order to see what they were
staring at, J'm ad to slip out of his hiding
rlace between the two boulders. A little gasp
of astonishment escaped from his lips.

There, floating some twenty feet above his
head, was the huge hulk of the Flying Submarine!
Seated acrnss it, like c¢hildren ridinz on a horse,
were five of the Falta. Evidently their enormous
weight had overcome the buoyancy of the vessil.
and caused it to sink towards the ground. The
Jim saw, was still dangling over the
side and trailing along the ground.

““Put me up tbere, O Falta,” Ka-Ra exclaimed
excitedly “1 shall know where to find the
magic of the Shinine Ones!”

All the giants rose, and one of them, reaching
ont an arm caught {he trailing anchor rope.
Clearly, durinze their abzence in the Inner
Cavern, the Falta had discovered how the Flying
Submarine could be brought to the ground.

Now six o! them, bearing on the rope with
all their weight, caused the vast vessel to scttle
like a bubble m the open space about the huts.

Then one of the giants who was riding on the
Flying Submarine at the moment, suddenly called
out somethingz ‘n his high falsetto voice. Jim
could not understand the words, but the gesture
of lis hands made it perfectly clear what he
was saying. The Falta was poirting to the spot
where he hLimzelf stood.

Too late Jim realised that he had been dis-
covered. IHe turnmed to flee, diving instinctively
for the cover of the rocks that strewed the
ground, but he had not gone more than a few
vards when a nuge hand closed about him and
he was liftel from hiz feet. The next moment
he found himself staring into 1he vast, expres-
sionless face of one of the Falta! '

oo

(This looks scrious for Jim, doesn't it? What
will the Falta do with him, and will Stanislgus
Cripps find out and try to rescue himf Nezt
week’s exciting {instalment will tell you. Don’t
miss it]
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introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes me ........ (state number of
introductions up to date) intreductions to my credit.

SECTION NEW READER'S DECLARATION. )

I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)
................................................... to this issue of ¢ THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY.”

CADDRESS) cvccsussesimmmsnirosessssninmesnsnisaasssmsnsvonsimsssansesisbpusssansansanins . vae -
INSTRUCTIONS,

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Member-
ship: Cut out ''"WO complete Application IForms
from Two copizs of this week's Ilssuc of
THB NELSON LEE LisrARY. On one of the forms
fill in Seclion A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Thz2n write clearly ycur full name and address
at bettom of formmn The second form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Sections A and DB, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The St. Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEE
Li1BrARY, Gough llouse, Gough Square, London,
E.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medajl: It
wiil be necessary for you to obtu’n six new
readers for this award. For each new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
numher, are needed. On on: 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 mew reader, who fills
in Section {, crosses out Sections A and B, and

~p
writes bhis name and address at the bottom of

the form. Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank's League bronze
medal. Thery i3 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 xold medals can epply in the same
way as for the bronze medal, filling in Section B.
Every introdunction they make will be credited to
them, so that when the League 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
whicli they are credited.

Thess Application Forms c¢an be posted for
1d.. providing the envelope is not sealed and no

You can write to fellow-members living at

home or in the most distant coutposts of the
- Empire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, end on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

If you want to form a sports or social
cleb, you can do so gmongst local members
of the League. '

S

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

letter is enclosed.

You arp offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking or camping.

You can qualify [or the various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

If you want help or information on any
subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever
ready to asslst you,

—]
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All LETTERS in reference to the League should be ac{drc&eed to the Chief Officer, The St, Frank's
League, clo THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
Enquiries which need an immediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

A Boom Budget.

EST thanks to the legion readers all over
the world who have written in to say
B what they think of the League and the
Silver Medal. “ Prime,” is the verdict!
Week in, week out, the League is spreading and
provipg its uses as a link between chums with
hobbies, and others who are geiting up clubs.

The Morse Cods.

Here's a letter from Cork, and the writer wants
to know about the Morse Code. He will find
this in all the scout diaries and signal hooks.
It is quite simple. I am sending my Cork chum
a copy of the alphabet, and hope he will soon
become an expert.

A Uniform.

A progressive 0. 0. suggests a uniform and a
belt. He has figured it all out: Belt 2/-;
knife 1/-; whistle 6d.; hat 2/-; The uniform con-
sists of white shirt, grey trousers. A good
notion when camping out. 1 put the idea
before members.

Congratulations !

A chum writes from Stratford to tell me he
can play any tune on the piano from ear.
Congratulations go to him. Brusic is topping,
and the ability to knock off a few gay tunes
makes a fellow wanted and popular.

6 ft. 1 in.—And He Stoops!

A complaint from Long Eaton suggests that
the writer has followed * Long Eaton’s ” lead. He
is too long, and he bends a bit. What is the
cure? Standing straight—nothing to beat that!
Tall fellows drop into the drooping Iily habit,
but physical exercises correct the fault. * Long
taton” will find himself envied by the short
‘uns before the world gets much older.

A Teaser,

A Dalston inquirer asks me to supply him with
“a few notes on the chief parts of North
America.” Great snakes! I'll have to push this
reader on to an encyclopsedia. There he can
read of the old days of the Marquis de Mont-
¢alm, and the Indian Wars, and of the steady
sweep of civilisation across the prairies.

The Cheery Camper.

S. S. asks about ecamping, because he is start- |

ing when the summer comes. What about a
tent? He can get one at a moderate price from
the Lightweight Tent Co., 70, High Holborn,
W.C.1.

Camera Work,

I advise J.B., of Edmonton, ta consult
“Photography  Simplified” (Cassell’s * Work
Series,” 1/6) for the points which puzzle him
over developing. :

A Peckham Clubh.

Good work is being done at Péckham. I have
a letter from George Wilson, 27, Nutt Street,
Peckham, 8.E.15, in which he says his Amberton
Sgeial and Sports Club is going ahead full steam.

club.

This elub
cricket,
ete.

is_ run in the interests of football,
cycling, swimming, running, jumping,
Members are rallying in good style.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

A. Simpson, Greyeot, Scotforth, Lancaster,
wishes to correspond with a reader who will write
in Freneh.

Edward J. Cleary, 36, Victoria Dwells., Clerken-
well, London, E.€.1, wishes to hear from readers
interested in cycling.

1T. Litehfield, 5, Surrey Place, Albany Road,
Camberwell, London, S.E.5, wants to hear from
readers sin his distriect with a view to forming a

A. R. Ledge, 162, Wadham Road, Bootle, nr.
Liverpool, has for sale Nos. 455—508 of the
“N.L.L.*»?

John R. Wenham, 72, Coverton Road, Tooting,
London, S.W.17, wishes to correspond with those
interested in Soccer,

3. H. Yeo, 13,

Buchanan Road, Wallasey,

Cheshire, wishes to hear from readers in his
district who would help form a club.

J. Annells, 4, Wickham Road, Shirley, nr.
Croydon, Surrey, wishes to hear from readers
living in Alberta, Canada.

Chris Holloway, 7, Jackson Avenue, Marton,

Blackpool, wishes to hear from readers, preferably
in his district.

George Barshy, 13, Frederick Road, Leicester,
wishes to hear from readers in Leicester who are
running a club, either sports or social.

G. R. Jones, 43, Tennyson Street, DBattersea,
Lendon, S.W.11, wants to hear from readers in
his district who are keen on ericket. _

Edward Cope, 42, Talma Road, Brixton, London,
S.W.2, wishes to hear from readers in his district
interested in swimming and cricket, and would
like to hear from the 0.0. nearest to him.

GGeorge Farrington, 18, Parnall Road, IFishponds,
Bristol, wishes to hear from readers in his district,
also from the 0.0. in the northern part of Bristol.

Edmund Armitage, Jellico Avenue, Tuakau,
Auckland, New Zealand, is keen to get the com-
plete book, **In Trackless Space,” or the  St.
Frank’s Boys’ Trip to the Moon.”

Ivor Blake, 2, South View, Queen Street, North
Cliff, Withernsea, E. Yorks, wishes to hear from
readers.

HOW TO GET YOUR SILVER MEDAL.

All holders of BRONZE MEDALS who have
qualified for SILVER MEDALS (see instructions
on Application Form opposite) and wish to ex-
change their medals for the higher award should
send their bronze medals, accompanied by a
stamped addressed envelope, to the Chief Officer,
the St. Frank’s League, c/o the NELSON LEE
LIBRARY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C.4. The SILVER MEDALS will then be sent |

to them.
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THE NEW 1927 IMPROGVED MODEL COF THE FAMOUS
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SAYETY REVOLVERS

NO LICENCE REQUIRED,

Accldents Impossible, Fortheatricals,sporta,
ete. Protection against footpads, dogs, eto.
NEW MODELS. Blue steel or nickeir inish,

Six chamber - . . B8/~ post free
Eighh = ad - - o 86 " "
Ten- -~ ,, (Cowboy model) 128 . .
Blank Cartridges for Safetiea 1,6 per 100.

Carriage 94. any ‘qganttl;y.‘ Catalogue frece on request.

JAMES MANSFIELD & CO., LTD.,
71. High HGIbOfﬂ. Londong W.C. ll
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JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
sclections are made for the Wircless Telegraphy and
Signalling Branches), Age 15 lo 161 years.

MEN wlso arc required for .

SEAMEN (SPLECIAL SERVICEY ... ... Age 181025
STOKEER cin  wes: sess wew. san wex  ase: cme AGE A8 L0 25
HOYAL MARINL FORCES .. .. .. dgel7 lads

GOOD PAY. ALL FOUND
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

Apply Ly letter to the Recruiting Staft Officer, R.N
and R.bM., 5, Suffolk Street, Birmingham; .
Yictoria Strect, Bristel, 13, Crown lerrace, Dowan.
rill,” Glasgow, 30, Canning Plice, Liverpool; 65,
Whitehall, London, S.W.1, 289, Deanpsgate. Man
116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-ou-Ty¥ne, or 6,
Terrace. Queen’s Park, Southampion.
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A great chance for you fo save £1, nni

kave a famous -SELBY ALL-BRITISH
FOR DE LUXE 2-speed Cyele. GUARANTEED
e FOR A LIFETIME, STURMEY-ARCHER
LiST =.SPFED GEAR. DUNLOP. CORD; (REIN-

TORCED) TYRES, Lycett Saddle, HANS
RENOLD CHAIN. ecic., ctc.,” PACKED
FREE, CARRIAGE PAID DIRECT FROM
FACTORY, FREE TRIAL. lmihediata
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DEPOSIT. Wonderful EASY TERMS.
Money refunded if dissatisfied.

SELBY MFG. Co., Ltd. (Dpt. 441), 21a, Finsbury Street. E.C.2,
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